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T is commonly said that, if ke would be heard,

none should write in advance of his times. That

I do not believe. Only, it does not matter how
Jew lbsten. I believe that we are close upon a great
and deep spiritual change. I believe a new redemp-
tion is even now conceived of the Divine Spirit in-
the human heart, that is itself as a woman, broken
tn dreams and yet sustained in faith, patient, long-
suffering, looking towards home. I believe that
though the Reign of Peace may be yet a long way
off; it is drawing near : and that Who shall save us
anew shall come divinely as a Woman, to save as
Christ saved, but not as He did, to bring with Her
a sword.

William Sharp (Fiona MacLeod)
#n The Isls of Dreams
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INTRODUCTION

O mystery to-day surrounds the life story of
Mary BAker Eppy. Her birth, her ancestry
for two hundred years, her education, her social
development, and her individual service to the world
have been scrutinized with the strong search-lights
of both love and criticism. Every event of her long
career has been established by unimpeachable rec-
ords and testimony. It is no longer possible to in-
vent fiction concerning the environment in which
she was born and reared or the acts which make up
her life.

It is possible, however, to minds careless of verity
or those dominated by prejudice, to distort facts by
exaggerated statement, to deduce erroncous con-
clusions from improper handling of data, to make
wilful and far-fetched conjectures, and to suppress
illuminative information in relating incidents, —
information which would reveal the true inwardness
of a situation otherwise left dark and sinister. Such
coloring and molding of evidence is a modern
method used for deducing a readable story from
statistical documents.

A story told dramatically, with high lights of
speculation and deep shadows of conjecture, with
all the fascinating and engaging charm of the nar-
rator’s personal fancy woven into the texture, does
make racy and entertaining reading. It requires a
strong mind to hold fast to simple truth under such
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guidance. Because of the pleasure taken in a good
story, whole pages of history are mistold and some
of the noblest characters in the world’s annals have
been misrepresented.

The average modern, rationalistic and sophisti-
cated, would far rather read Renan’s ‘“‘Life of
Jesus,” with its vivid coloring, its subtle suggestion,
its bold deduction, and human sympathy, than the
simple gospel of St. Mark. Renan flatters his
intellect and panders to his sensuality; he is made
to feel himself superior in intelligence to the Lord
of this earth, and his sensual nature is elevated in
importance by the argument that it was the illusion
of an impassioned woman which gave to the world
the idea of a Deity resurrected from the grave.

What an interpretation of Christ’s agony and
victory and its proclamation by the purified and
sanctified Mary Magdalene, — she who gave Chris-
tendom that immortal phrase, “He is Risen!” To
be dominated by such interpretation is no less than
a moral catastrophe occurring in the region of con-
sciousness; for not only does Renan’s ‘“Life of
Jesus”’ entertain, flatter, and excite the intellect as
an adventure in the realm of ideas, but, as in the
case of most intellectual audacities, it leaves the ad-
venturer in disastrous confusion. Renan, indeed,
professes a delicate and reverent appreciation for
the divine character he so ruthlessly handles and at
the close of his drama you behold him a dejected
chorus with tear-bedimmed eyes, inviting you to
sigh with him over the monstrous blunder of Geth-
semane. But the reader finds no tears to shed.
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Renan has skilfully unpacked his heart of its treas-
ure, and, by lure and wile, stolen its birthright, its
title to divine heritage

Immensely destructive is the usual commenda-
tion of this “Life.”” Destructive to what? Can
imagination and diction destroy reality, or, rather,
can they destroy that faith by which the world lives,
the faith in the reality of spiritual experience ?

Now the simple gospel narrative tells a straight
story of Jesus’ life. It is not concerned to compare
the subject of its text to other men of the times in
order to prove His reality It declares His acts as
they were, whether raising Jairus’ daughter, walk-
ing upon the Sea of Galilee, or feeding the multitude;
it reveals Him scourged, spat upon, and crucified,
without comment, and without comment relates His
resurrection and ascension. The gospel is there for
all time. It was in no haste to win attention and
therefore did not need coloring or tricking out in
fancy. Yes, the gospel stands after all documen-
tary investigation, after the best modern documen-
tary and comparative criticism can do, even after
Renan and Strauss. .

I have a life story to relate and I plant myself un-
reservedly on the methods of St. Mark. St. Mark, I
believe, was a scribe who related what he had been
able to gather from witnesses in a direct and un-
varnished way. Now I shall endeavor to do simply
that. It is not for me to explain or to expound.
The facts of this life shall be left to elucidate them-
selves when set in an orderly and unembellished
array before the world; the import must carry to
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that consciousness able to receive it. I shall con-
cern myself only to report the truth.

In gathering the facts from the past I have often
encountered the disappointments of imperfect mem-
ories of a small, a very small, group of men and
women of advanced years who knew Mrs. Eddy in
her youth; but the records in town books have
yielded sufficient information to trace accurately
Mrs. Eddy’s residence from year to year. This data
refutes certain unfounded assertions which float
about as loose rumors, such as that related by an
aged woman in Malden and printed in the form of
an interview in the Boston Herald. This story was
that a Mary Baker told fortunes by reading cards in
a mean street in Boston before the Civil War, and
had told this woman’s fortune and she believed the
fortune-teller to be Mrs. Eddy, the founder of
Christian Science. In the late fifties Mrs. Eddy
was no longer Mary Baker, but had been twice mar-
ried. She was then Mrs. Patterson, an almost help-
less invalid, living in North Groton, a village in
Northern New Hampshire. She had not visited
Boston for a long period of years and did not visit
it for many years to come. Another rumor there
was that a certain Mrs. Glover, who was a spiritual-
istic medium, in and around Boston during the
sixties, could be identified with Mary Baker Eddy
as one and the same individual. It is not necessary
to discover who that Mary Baker was or who that
Mrs. Glover, or to establish that they were individ-
uals in nowise related to Mrs. Eddy. It is only
necessary to tell minutely the facts of Mrs. Eddy’s
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life which are exclusive of all practices of charlatan-
ism, and are at all times stainless and honorable.

All statements of facts made in this narrative are
founded on reliable evidence, town registers, church
books, and court records. As to the memories of a
few old people still surviving who associated with
Mary Baker in her youth, it must be said that they
are not always all that could be desired, and it is
fortunate that public records can usually be de-
pended upon to rectify careless assertion. Compared
together these memories sometimes contradict each
other; referred back to themselves, they frequently
shift and show instability; and a deplorable thing
is that they betray evidence of having been tam-
pered with by suggestion, the imagination having
been incited by vanity or cupidity.

To remember a thing suggested, with a gift in
full view, is a natural enough performance to chil-

~dren and to those in second childhood. But what
should be said of the bribers in such a case? Itis
to the honor of human nature that both men and
women have resisted the offer of large sums of money
to remember that which would have been conven-
ient to the theories of malicious-minded critics who
preceded me in their investigations.

So if the intelligence was sometimes staggered in
the search for the truth about this illustrious woman
by encounter with malicious inventions, clearly dis-
cernible because of the known facts, the provable
facts, which correct them, it was also frequently
cheered and uplifted by touching the store of
thought emanating from persons ‘‘whose spirits and
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cleanliness and freshness of mind and body make
old age lovely and desirable.” The writer has no-
where interfered with these memories, neither in
interview nor in transcription; and at the risk of
seeming unkind to lonely and impoverished old
men and women, whom a slight kindness by way of
gift might have enlivened, has refrained from any
such act, lest it might be said, to the detriment of this
history, that the writer, too, had set forth an in-
vention, instead of the truth.

But it is a task which I have imposed upon my-
self to take the wheat of memory and leave the
chaff. I have refused ignoble deductions volun-
teered as information. I have refrained from hand-
ling the relics of rural jealousy strong enough to
endure for eighty years, babbling what it merely con-
jectured almost a century ago concerning a nature
it could not then and cannot now comprehend.

I ask the reader to refuse to accept as biography
such gossip which the ephemeral press has detailed.
For truth’s sake, divest your mind of all specula-
tion and conjecture by which the true story of this
life has been so ruthlessly caricatured; divest it at
least for the time, and approach without prejudice
for an acquaintance with this truly great and sin-
gular character. We as human beings owe some-
thing to the consciousness of the age, the great
highway of souls to come after us. We should make
the path straight by rejecting wilful scandal, how-
ever amusing and diverting, and by choosing to
know the simple gospel truth.
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THE LIFE OF
MARY BAKER EDDY

CHAPTER I
ANCESTRY AND GENEALOGY

ORTY -years after the close of the American
Revolution Mary Baker was born in the town
of Bow, New Hampshire. Her birthplace was a
farmhouse in the midst of cultivated acres, situated
on a crest of hills overlooking the broad valley of the
Merrimac River. Bow was not a village, but a
cluster of farms with a town government, and a
district school as a center of education and rural
politics. There was no meeting-house, as the
homely phrase of those days described the church
edifice, but the God-fearing of the community at-
tended divine worship either in the adjoining town
of Pembroke, across the river, or in the neighboring
city of Concord, the capital of the state, from which
Bow is five miles distant.

Bow was a rural settlement, but it was not remote
from the stirring forces of the life of its day. The
men who owned its homesteads had been born in the
heat of political struggle. Their mothers’ birth-
pangs coincided with those of a nation. They were
born individualists and democrats. New Hamp-
shire, a mountainous sta:e, originally covered with
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dense forests, had presented to its settlers a stern
struggle with nature. The grandsires of the men of
this day had been forest clearers, woodsmen who
had hewn down a wilderness of pines over two
hundred feet in height. Their sons had grown tall
and sinewy like the trees they felled.

New Hampshire lay on the Canadian frontier and
the French and Indian War had swept it. Its ex-
posed settlements were constantly menaced by the
Indians, and, during the wars with England, sub-
ject to descents from Canada. In those early days
the sons of New Hampshire held back the red men
from the less exposed colonies, themselves coming
face to face with that treacherous warfare of the
forests. This life of woodsman, mountaineer, and
Indian fighter had produced a generation of physical
~giants. Intellectually these men had been well-nigh
as vigorously exercised. The colonial settlement
had been fraught with bitterest disputes over grants
and regrants from England, and the surveying of
those woodlands was made in the heat of conten-
tion. New Hampshire sent its delegates to the first
Continental Congress, and two signatures stand for
this state on that charter of American liberty, the
‘Declaration of Independence. Two delegates rep-
resented her in the Federal Congress, and, ninth
of the states in ratifying the Constitution, New
Hampshire in a critical hour insured the success of
the Union. Two New Hampshire regiments were
at the battle of Bunker Hill. The battle of Benning-
ton, that turned the scale of the war, was won by
New Hampshire and Vermont troops under General
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Stark, who bore a commission from New Hampshire.
All through the War of Independence New Hamp-
shire’s contingent to the army was liberal. When the
war closed New Hampshire men returned to the
duties of clearing farms, building schoolhouses, and
worshiping God. Dartmouth College was founded
in 1789; and soon the little red schoolhouses
marked the cross-roads newly surveyed. Sixty or
eighty pupils was the average attendance at these
district schools during the winter months and learn-
ing was prized in every home. Thus were men
living, acting, and feeling in the early years of the
nineteenth century in this particular community.
Religion, schooling, politics, and every man his own
master, the owner of his own land, made that early
American life a throbbing, vital experience.

Men who counted in these communities could not
be ignorant and unsocial. They were robust from
contending with nature and savages, intensely
patriotic and versed in statescraft, as they had but
recently been evolving a constitution for the new
world; religious, for they were reestablishing a
church of Christ, suiting it to democracy where
each man must meet God for himself; scholarly
they were, too, in a large sense, for they read the
best books of England and studied the journals of
the day, jealously watching the Old World, that the
New World of their dreams might not be found
wanting in intellectual progress. These men founded
colleges.

For six generations the Bakers had been in New
England. Their history is exactly the history of the
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typical son of New Hampshire. They had swung
the ax, carried the surveyor’s chain, shouldered the
musket, fought off the savages, and taken part in
government and the establishing of churches and
schools. Mark Baker lived on his own farm, a tract
of five hundred acres inherited with his brother
James. His father was the largest taxpayer in the
colony. Mark Baker was a justice of the peace for
his township, a deacon of the church, a school com-
mitteeman, and for many years chaplain of the state
militia. His friends were the clergy, the lawyers of
Concord and surrounding towns, a governor of his
state, upon whose staff a son served. A future
president of the United States was an occasional
guest at his home. But his friends also were astute
men of business, mill owners, builders, men destined
to change the character of the state from agricultural
to manufacturing.

The family life at Bow was not set in a deadly
routine of depressing labor. To so conceive it is to
fail to rise to the true viewpoint which shall help us
to understand the character we are considering.
There never was a time in history when a people
were more alive and progressive than the Americans
after the War of Independence. There was no
neighborhood in America more admirably situated to
reap the full benefit of that peculiar, intense, spiritual
culture than was the town of Bow, five miles from
the city of Concord. Franklin Pierce and Daniel
Webster were reared under these identical condi-
tions. Emerson and Hawthorne have declared the
conditions admirable for developing genius.
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Mary Baker Eddy’s ancestry can be traced clearly
through six generations to the first Baker in America,
her earliest emigrant ancestor being John Baker,
who was freeman in Charlestown, Massachusetts,
in 1684. The generations succeeding, eliminating
all but the direct line, are Thomas, of Roxbury;
a second Thomas, of Roxbury, who married Sarah
Pike; Joseph, born 1714, deacon of the Congrega-
tional church, who held a captain’s commission.
He was the surveyor of several towns in that part of
the colony of New Hampshire which was claimed by
Massachusetts, — among the rest, of Pembroke,
where he afterwards settled. He married, 1789,
Hannah Lovewell, only daughter of Captain John
Lovewell. Hannah was born 1721, was heir to one
third the estate of Captain Lovewell and inherited
with her husband the lands assigned to her distin-
guished father in Pembroke.

Captain Joseph Baker had a son Joseph, born
1740, who married Marion Moor McNeil, a descend-
ant of the Scotch Covenanters. They settled in
Bow. Their youngest son was Mark Baker, born
1785. He was the father of Mary Baker. So the
generations run thus: Mary, Mark, Joseph, Joseph,
Thomas, Thomas, John, — which takes the record
back almost to Plymouth Rock.

An examination of the genealogy of the wives of
the Bakers reveals that the influx was of good blood
through the maternal strains. The Pikes of New
England have an honorable and interesting geneal-
ogy. Hannah Lovewell, great-grandmother of
Mary Baker and born just one century before her,
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transmits the courageous heart of her soldier father.
Captain John Lovewell lost his life in a severe fight
with the Indians at Pigwacket, now Fryeburg,
Maine, an encounter so desperate that it is recorded
in Colonial records and is known as Lovewell’s
Fight. This Lovewell’s father was an ensign in
Cromwell’s army and lived to the great age of one
hundred and twenty years. Hannah Lovewell was
one of the bravest women of the colonies.

Marion Moor McNeil, the paternal grandmother
of Mary Baker, was a descendant of the McNeils of
Edinburgh. Her fathe_r and mother, John McNeil
and Marion Moor, came to America seeking re-
ligious liberty and bringing a rich store of memories
and traditions. They possessed a heavy sword
encased in a brass scabbard, with the inscription of
an ancestor’s name that stated it had been bestowed
by Sir William Wallace. General John McNeil of
New Hampshire, who won distinction by leading a
bayonet charge in the battle of Chippewa in the War
of 1812, was a cousin of Marion McNeil Baker.!

1 This is the McNeil connection. I shall not trace it beyond America.
Fannie McNeil, niece of Franklin Pierce, afterwards wife of Judge Potter of
Washington, was a daughter of that General John McNeil. She claimed &
cousinship with Mary Baker Eddy. This Fannie McNeil, who during Pierce’s
administration frequently relieved his invalid wife of social duties as mistress
of the White House, traced as she supposed the McNeil line to which she be-
longed directly to Sir John McNeil of Edinburgh. She adopted the McNeil
crest for her coat of arms. Mrs. Eddy visited her in Washington in 1880.
Together they made a journey to the grave of General McNeil. They thor-
oughly discussed the McNeil family history, the bravery of its fighting heroes,
the deep religious conviction of its covenanting faith. Mrs. Eddy recalled her

s influence upon her whole life, an influence which shall presently
be indicated. She therefore adopted with her cousin, Fannie McNeil, the

McNeil crest and coat of arms. She adopted it for sentiment and affection.
Its motto could not have better expressed the traits of character transmitted
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Leaving the Baker genealogy for Mrs. Eddy’s
maternal ancestry, in the same history of New
Hampshire families it is stated that Mark Baker
married Abigail Ambrose of Pembroke. She was
the daughter of Deacon Nathaniel Ambrose, a man
at once pious and public-spirited. He gave the
money for the first Congregational church built in
Pembroke. Mrs. Eddy’s mother and the grand-
mother of Hoke Smith, ex-governor of Georgia,
were sisters. Governor Smith’s father wrote the
following letter at the time of a public discussion of
Mrs. Eddy’s family, a discussion which lacked a
proper comprehension of the family’s standing in its
community and its honorable connections. Mr.
Smith sent the letter to the publication committee of
the Christian Science Church which allows this
reprint:

582 West Peachtree Street, ATLANTA, GA., Dec. 28, 1906.

I have known the Rev. Mary Baker Eddy from
childhood. She is my first cousin. Her mother
through a long line to her. Itis: Vincere aut Mori. The crest was carved in
the mahogany of the lintel above the inner vestibule entrance of her beautiful
home on Commonwealth avenue, Boston, where she resided before her retire-
ment to Pleasant View. She also used the crest as a seal and expressed her
pleasure in the sentiment of the Scotch strain by having the coat of arms em-
broidered on white silk and hung in her library.

But a sudden denial to her rights 50 to enjoy this connection with the Scotch
McNeils came through a Scottish descendant of the McNeils living in Aber-
deen. Whereupon Mrs. Eddy had a thorough investigation of her genealogy
made and being unable to establish the accuracy of Fannie McNeil's genea-
logical claims, upon which she had hitherto rested, she requested that all
biographers refrain from connecting her with the Rt. Honorable Sir John
McNeil, G.C.B., of Edinburgh, sometime ambassador to Persia. It is there-
fore sufficient to state that Mary Baker Eddy’s great-grandparents were

MocNeils; that General John McNeil, the American hero, was her grand-
mother’s cousin.
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was my mother’s younger sister. She [Mary Baker
Eddy] was always a beloved visitor in our home.
We corresponded for several years while I was in
college; the correspondence ended with my regret.
I have always admired my cousin’s sincerity and
devotion to good works. Her brother Albert was
one of the aﬁlest lawyers of New Hampshire; but
Mary was deemed the most scholarly member of
her?;mily. She has always held a sacred place in
my heart. It gives me great pleasure to find that
God is always protecting her.
H. H. SmiTH.




CHAPTER I1I
CHILDHOOD DAYS

in describing the conditions of life which bred

New Hampshire giants, with its granite in their
will and its hemlock in their soul’s fiber, one should
neglect to indicate the beauty of summer days, or
the clear, cold magnificence of winter months, in
that mountainous upland, one would err in stating
but half-truths of the environing influences, even
though his efforts were but timid strokes.

The allurement which drew settlers into this region
in the early days was doubtless the glorified face of
Nature. Here was no prairie, easily tilled ; here were
no gold mines, promising sudden wealth. But there
was a constant uplift for the heart, vaguely felt more
often than it was understood. There is an enchant-
ment in the New Hampshire panorama, the series
of great pictures which unroll in one continuous
stretch of glorious scenery, an enchantment so per-
vading that it is never forgotten. A logger on the
mountain-side to-day looks down with indifference
upon a transient tourist. The logger’s cup of con-
tent is full if he can make a bare living in the
forest. -

Summer spreads for the son of New Hampshire
a shimmering wonder of green and gold with silver
rivers winding placidly, fed by those headlong tor-
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rents farther up in the rocky hills, where the burn-
ing breasts of the mountains are lifted from their
headless shoulders. There, too, like Victory’s, is
seen the stride of their sheer descents, throwing back
the clouds for draperies. This is summer, summer
of ripening grain fields, summer of odorous, melo-
dious South winds, balsam-scented and hemlock-
tuned. :

Autumn’s brilliant moment of splendor passes and
the traveler flees before the sere and drear November,
gray, brown, and sodden with fog and freezing tears.
The mountaineer stays and cuts his logs. Now the

t nature painting of all the seasons is preparing.
The frost has bitten, the snow has fallen, and once
more the sun shines forth. Behold the blue peaks,
lifted above the green of the hemlock and the pine,
and the dazzling sweep of virgin snow. The air is
stimulating and purifying. Over this land bends a
sky which gathers its true sons to her heart, whose
stars are eloquent, whose storms are majestic, whose
day-dawns are passionately tender.

The farmer and the mountaineer of to-day feel
the divine salute of Nature as did the early settlers
of the state. They are sustained in their life of toil
by the same enchantment. But one circumstance
of life, one sacred influence they have lost, homely
but potent. That is the fireplace of their ancestors.
In the living room of the early farmhouses huge logs
were burned, and this resinous fire, like a pure
spiritual force subduing nature to the will of man,
yielded a glory to the homely walls, lighted up the
faces of the family circle, drawing each member
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into a hallowed area, making a sanctified center of
their existence.

So it should be realized it was the union of beauty
and severity that gave to the New Hampshire char-
acter at its best the giant soul, — giant for wrestling
toil, giant for deep and long-enduring pain, giant in
its capacity for thinking and loving.

Mark Baker’s farm in Bow lay on the uplands.
It was cleared and cultivated by his father and older
brothers before him. The farmhouse was situated
on the summit of a hill from which, in gradual un-
dulations, the land sloped to the Merrimac River.
The view included three townships and was broad
and picturesque rather than grand. Mountains
there are in the distance; but this region of the
state is scarcely in the foot-hills, though its rugged
uplift gives promise of the vast range on the far
horizon.

The farmhouse faced the South. It was unpainted
in those days and consisted of a two-story and a half
main building with a sloping-roofed ell. In the main
building was the living room with its great fireplace
and the best chamber adjoining. Above these were
two chambers and the garret. In the rear were
kitchen and butteries with chambers above. The
stables were at one side, so that a long feeding-shed
connecting them with the house-shed at right angles
made a wind break against the North wind for the
dooryard. This was a sunny spot for the farm
fowls, and a place also where logs were trimmed,
horses groomed, and wagons loaded for the market.
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A sunny garden surrounded the front door on
the South in which in summer were lilacs and roses
and old-fashioned marigolds. To the East was the
orchard enclosed by a stone wall three feet broad,
part of which is still intact, though necessarily it has
been rebuilt and repaired innumerable times. The
breadth of the walls tells the story of the labor in-
volved in clearing the farm not only of timber but
of rocks. Across the road were pastures and grain
fields, while to the North and beyond the orchard
and stables were woodlands.

That the house was well constructed and com-
fortable is attested by its century-old frame which
still stands, swept by storm and brooded over by
sunshine on the now untenanted lands still belong-
ing to Bakers. The sheds have been torn away
and only the shell remains. It has been removed to
a place by itself on the edge of the pasture land,
and one old apple tree blooms each spring at the
chamber window where Mary Baker first saw the
light.

The day of her birth was July 16, 1821. Mary
was the youngest child. Her brothers were Samuel,
Albert, and George ; her sisters, Abigail and Martha.
The children were not far apart in years. Albert
was ten and Abigail scarcely more than six when
Mary was born. Albert and Abigail, of them all,
were especially tender to the baby sister, and in the
years to come exercised greater care for her, — the
brother in her education, and the sister during her
invalid widowhood.

A beloved member of the household when Mary
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was born was the venerable grandmother Baker
who received this babe into her arms with a special
solicitation to God. She conferred upon it the name
Mary, which was her own name and that of her
mother before her. Grandmother Baker’s chair
stood by the fireplace. She overlooked the farm-
yard, and its busy occupations when she glanced up
from her knitting; or, sending her glances out
through the front door, open on a heated summer
day, she saw the bees drowsing in the flowers, the
bending grain beyond where the South winds made
billows of light and shade. A precious care was in
her charge. Ever and anon she touched with her
foot the rocker of the cradle, or bent to scan the
features of the babe sleeping there and so through
the heat of August and the cool September she
was the good angel watching and guarding.

The household tasks were not light for the mother
of early New England days; she could not brood
over a cradle. Mrs. Baker was industrious and
placid of spirit, and the placidity meant much for
the spirit of her home. She could brew and bake
and care for her dairy, scour and sew and weave
and dye — all women did this in those days — and
it is reported of Mrs. Baker that she was “capable.”
But Mrs. Baker found time for the unusual, for
visiting the sick and administering to the needy;
for entertaining her friends and maintaining the
social life; for overseeing her children’s education
and holding the family to high spiritual ideals. It
is not sufficient to say of her that she was a capable,
conscientious New England woman; this she was,
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but more. And she has left behind her memories
that attest it.

Mrs. Baker was one of those rare mothers of that
period who found time for reading; and when
guests filled her house, relatives, clergymen, or men
of affairs, her judgments and observations were
sought and her influence in conversation was re-
ported inspiring and uplifting. She was no Penel-
ope, silent at her own fireside while the guests alone
enjoyed social discourse. From touching mind and
heart with these guests while serving them with hos-
pitable attentions, she deduced ideas for the benefit
of her children, ideas which she applied to each ac-
cording to his temperament. After her death her
clergyman, the Rev. Richard S. Rust, D.D., “who,”
Mrs. Eddy says, ‘“knew my sainted mother in all
the walks of life,” wrote of her as one who possessed
a presence which made itself felt like gentle dew and
cheerful light. He said she possessed a strong intel-
lect, a sympathizing heart, and a placid spirit, and
as a mother was untiring in her efforts to secure the
happiness of her family.

But the hands of this mother who labored untir-
ingly were filled with duties in a home made pros-
perous through personal toil. It was an early Ameri-
can farm and the farm life hummed industriously
from early morn until starlight, forwarded by the
energy and will of both parents. Visible through
the small-paned windows was the farm’s center of
activity where the father and brothers went to and
fro, now to the fields and now to the town, removing
logs and rock, tending sheep and cattle, handling
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grain and fruits. Within the kitchen, mother and
daughters worked not less continuously, laundry and
dairy, needle and loom, claiming the attention in
rhythmic succession. And of all these workers one
knows the mother was earliest astir and latest to
rest.

And so Mary Baker grew through infancy at her
grandmother’s knee and imbibed her grandmother’s
stories and songs; her grandmother’s recollections
and store of spiritual wisdom were poured into the
hungering mind agape like a young robin’s mouth.
And what stories these were and how they thrilled
the awakening imagination! for this grandmother,
descended from the Scotch Covenanters, could tell
dramatic tales of a land torn by religious dissen-
sions for nearly a century.

We can imagine the little Mary on a certain day
taken by her grandmother to visit the garret. Up
the steep stairs they climb together, the baby hand
confidingly in the brown and wrinkled one. Up
here under the low-slanting roof, amidst odors of
lavender, catnip, and sage, in a dusty gray twilight,
weird because of the stray sunbeams that pierce it,
grandmother takes from the depths of an old chest
the sword of a far-away Scottish ancestor, the blade
rusting in its brass scabbard. The child is allowed
to handle it, tries to draw the blade, and with great
eyes hears its history. Then as she still tugs at it,
grandmother kneeling back on her heels sings in
quavering accents, ‘“Scots who hae wi’ Wallace
bled.”

“How long ago was it that Sir William Wallace
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drove the English out of the highlands and back
to their own lands?”

“Five hundred years ago. Yes, for five hundred
years that sword has been handed down from kins-
man to kinsman. My father’s father’s fathers were
Highlanders, wore the kilt and trampled the purple
heather and played the bagpipes that summoned
the clans.”

“But why did your father and mother leave Scot-
land, grandmother ?”

“We came away for religious liberty, child, that
we might worship God according to our conscience.”

“But I should not have run away. And I should
have worshiped God according to my conscience. And
they could have taken their swords and killed me.”

“Ay, they did that, my bairn; the blood was
spilled of many a God-fearing man. Your an-
cestors wrote their names on the covenant in blood,
and that meant they would keep the covenant with
their life blood. Ay, dearie, dearie; it was a long
and bitter and terrible strife, but religion was more
to our ancestors than their lives.”

““What is religion ?”’ asks the child, dropping the
sword and resting her hands on her grandmother’s
shoulders.

“Religion is to know and worship God.”

And there in the twilight of the garret the child
fell a wondering, doubtless making then and there
her covenant, while the grandmother returned to
rummaging in the old chest which had crossed the
ocean. Now the grandmother took from the chest
some old newspapers, yellow with age, together with
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certain old manuscripts. She carried these down to
the living room and there on occasions read from
them various stories to the little girl.

These stories were of Washington, of Valley Forge,
of the surrender of Lord Cornwallis, of the farewell
of the commander-in-chief to his troops, and of the
death and burial of the first American president.
The stories made a deep impression on the child’s
mind and she put many questions to her father
concerning these events, causing the theme of the
family conversation around the fireside to be set to a
patriotic key.

“I remember,” says Mrs. Eddy in ‘ Retrospection
and Introspection,” written at least sixty years after
these times, “reading in my childhood certain
manuscripts containing Scriptural sonnets besides
other verses and enigmas which my grandmother
said were written by my great-grandmother. . . . My
childhood was also gladdened by one of my grand-
mother Baker’s books, printed in olden type and
replete with the phraseology current in the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries. Among grand-
mother’s treasures were some newspapers yellow
with age. Some of these, however, were not very
ancient, nor had they crossed the ocean, for they
were American newspapers, one of which contained
a full account of the death and burial of George
Washington.”

The grandmother cherished the idea that Hannah
More was a relative in some way to her mother.
She talked of the pious authoress and of the fact

that her mother had written the manuscripts she
2
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displayed. The family rejected the idea of rela-
tionship with the English authoress, but Mary, lis-
tening to these discussions of literary talents inherent
in the blood of her forebears, early resolved to grow up
wise enough to write a book. There is no doubt that
the great resolutions of her life, already infused with
tenacious qualities of loving and willing, were made
under the inspiration of the religious grandmother.

From the reading of these old books and papers
the child acquired a grave and dignified way of
speaking. Mary’s sayings were quoted frequently,
in a different spirit, by different members of the
family. The grandmother would repeat them dot-
ingly, the father, with grim humor to his guests, and
her gifted brother, teasingly and lovingly. He was
at this time preparing for college.

Mark Baker was too busy a man for much leisure
with his family, yet he had time to guide each son
to a successful career. Mary, the youngest daughter
of the flock, delicate in health from her birth, was
not easily understood by this man of iron will. She
perplexed him with her sage sayings and grave
doings. The strange stories told about this little
one by the grandmother and mother made him
wonder sometimes with deep concern.

The story that most perplexed him was that of
Mary’s “Voices.” When but eight years old Mary
frequently came to her mother, asking her earnestly -
what she wanted of her. ‘“Nothing, child,” her
mother would reply.

“But, mother, who did call me ?” she would be-
seech. ‘I heard some one call ‘Mary’ three times !”
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This assertion that some one was calling her was
continually made by the child for nearly a year,
until her parents grew anxious for her health.
“Take the books away from her,” said her father;
“her brain is too big for her body.”

Accordingly she was sent to romp in the fields,
to gather berries and wild flowers along the walls,
to sing among the bees. She must not hear so many
exciting tales, or be allowed to brood in fancy. As
the summer turned into fall she must needs be more
indoors, but her brother Albert found her on a drear
November evening, huddled close to the pasture
wall, singing softly. The noisy pigs were squealing
in the sty and the child had stolen out from the
warm fireside to sing to them, thinking they needed
comfort before they would go to sleep. Carrying
her in on his shoulder, her brother deposited her in
her grandmother’s arms, telling merrily of the quaint
lullaby.

“But,” said the child excitedly, “they are crying
and it must be because it’s cold and dark out there.”

“God cares for all his creatures, my bairn,” said
the grandmother, soothing and caressing the chilled
little maiden.

The voices had not ceased to call the little girl,
but Mary had ceased to respond to them. Mrs.
Eddy has told of these persistent callings which
were heard by her for some twelve months, and in
her autobiography says:

One day when my cousin, Mehitable Huntoon,

was visiting us, and 1 sat in a little chair by her side,
in the same room with grandmother, the call again



20 THE LIFE OF MARY BAKER EDDY

came, so loud that Mehitable heard it, though I
had ceased to notice it. Greatly surprised, my cousin
turned to me and said, ‘““Your mother is calling you !
. . . I then left the room, went to my mother, and
once more asked her if she had summoned me. She
answered as always before. Then I earnestly de-
clared my cousin had heard the voice and said that
mother wanted me. Accordingly she returned with
me to grandmother’s room, and led my cousin to
an adjoining apartment. The door was ajar and
I listened with bated breath. Mother told Mehitable
all about this mysterious voice and asked if she
really did hear Mary’s name pronounced in audi-
ble tones. My cousin answered quickly and em-
phasized her affirmations. That night before going
to rest my mother read to me the gcriptural narra-
tive of little Samuel, and bade me, when the voice
called again, to reply as he did, ““Speak, Lord, for
thy servant heareth.” The voice came; but I was
afraid, and did not answer. Afterward I wept, and
srayed that God would forgive me, resolving to

o next time as my mother had bidden me. en
the call came again, I did answer in the words of
Samuel, and never again to the material senses was
that mysterious call repeated.!

What wisdom and love in this spiritual-minded
mother, causing her to guide her child into the full
benefit of her first deep religious experience! She
did not contradict, rebuke, or deride; but guided
gently part of the way, then left the child to go up
alone to that mount of sacred experience which no
two human beings, however tender their relation,
can ascend together.

! “Retrospection and Introspection,” p. 17.




CHAPTER III
EDUCATION AND DEVELOPMENT

HOUGH we instinctively give heredity and
natural environment a close scrutiny and re-
spectful consideration in viewing a character, we
still behold how Destiny strikes through circum-
stances, and grasping a life, drags it root and all
from its soil and culture to replant it for its great
development. We shall see how love seized Mary
Baker and drew her out of Puritanism to fit her for
leadership in a warfare against materialism.

All the Baker children went to school at the cross-
roads, about a mile from the farmhouse on the way
to Concord. When Mary began her schooling, her
oldest brother, Samuel, with New England perti-
nacity, had gone to Boston to learn the trade of mason
from which he steadily developed into a contractor
and builder of considerable importance. He built
many brick buildings and rows of houses which
still stand in Boston. Her brother Albert entered
Dartmouth College when Mary was nine and re-
turned home when she was thirteen. He studied
law with Franklin Pierce at Hillsborough, and later
spent a year in the office of Richard Fletcher of
Boston and was admitted to the bar in both Massa-
chusetts and New Hampshire. The youngest
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brother was also through with the district school
when Mary began her formal studies.

Abigail, Martha, and Mary trudged to school
alone along the country roads, their brother George
calling to fetch them home in stormy weather. It
soon developed that Mary could not endure the
severe routine of the district schoolroom where rest-
less farmers’ children, with noisily shuffling feet,
droned through their lessons, and indulged in occa-
sional rude pranks that ended in birchings. The
ungraded district schools were at that time over-
crowded and nerve-straining to pupil and teacher
alike.

Mary, who could not endure to hear the calves
bawl or the pigs squeal in their own farmyard without
an effort to comfort them, was depressed or excited
by the turbulénce of school life. She was therefore
soon taken out of that experience and went on with
her books at home. The grandmother, full of years,
had passed out of the home scene and Mary now
came directly under the guidance and observation
of her mother and also saw her father more freely
now that the boys were away. Her mother she
thought a saint, her father an embodied intellect
and will.

Her father would enter the house from his farm
work, his mind abstracted with business purposes,
and would seat himself at the old secretary to write
for an hour or arrange papers from his strong box.
He was called upon to do much business for his
town, making out deeds and settling disputes. Up
to the front door would drive two wrangling farmers
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with a grievance. Mary, a shy spectator, beheld her
father’s unvarying courtesy, his stern repression of
profanity or angry speech. On one occasion when
his judgment was not accepted and one of the dis-
putants angrily protested, the child from her corner,
imitating her father’s dignified bearing, though in
the soft voice of her mother, interpolated, ‘‘Mr.
Bartlett, why do you articulate so vociferously ?”

The unexpected rebuke coming from ‘a child
and in such unfamiliar words, caused a burst of
laughter, followed by general good humor and the
neighbors departed in peace. ‘““Mary settled that
quarrel,” said her father with his grim smile, and
for years after her speech was quoted whenever a
turbulent social spirit threatened the general
harmony.

Often the minister from Pembroke, ‘‘Priest”
Burnham, as he was called, the man who was active
in founding Pembroke Academy, would drive up
to the farm to discuss with Mark Baker church
matters, prolonging his visit to elucidate the faulty
doctrine of a rebellious parishioner. Condemning all
such to eternal judgment with theological satisfac-
tion, the clergyman would offer prayer, after which,
before departing, he would accept with benign gra-
ciousness the hospitality Mr. Baker would offer
him at the corner cupboard. Mary watched such
scenes with the gravest interest and remembered
them vividly in after years, not without a peculiar
relish of humor. Her father was a great churchman
and often visited “backsliders” with this same
“Priest” Burnham, to labor with them in matters
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of conscience, and presently she herself became the
object of such solicitation.

Among the visitors that came to their home was
Governor Benjamin Pierce. He had served through
the Revolutionary War and the War of 1812 and
attained the rank of Major-General. He was twice
governor of New Hampshire. Mark Baker was
chaplain of the state militia, and a figure of some
consequence in politics. Their politics were con-
genial, both being ardent Democrats and advocates
of states rights. The old general sometimes brought
with him on his drives to Bow his granddaughter,
Fanny McNeil, who was related to the Bakers
through her father, and while Mark Baker and the
governor talked politics, the women discussed more
congenial topics.

Mary liked best to listen to the weightier con-
versation, especially when it touched the welfare of
some one dear to her heart. Once she heard the
governor laughing merrily with her father over the
way Mark Baker had got the best of his son, Frank-
lin, in a lawsuit involving the towns of Loudon and
Bow over a question of pauperism.

“You are not a lawyer, and yet my son says
you beat him with your arguments,” said the
governor.

“He bore his defeat in good spirit and offered me
his congratulations,” replied her father. ‘“He is a
magnetic young man destined for great things. Itis
gratifying in these days of general bad manners to
have an opponent of such courtesy and good-will.
He swept me a bow like a soldier saluting his com-
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mander-in-chief — no less; and then shook hands
with me like a kinsman.”

““And kinsmen we are in some sort, they tell me.
See here, Mr. Baker, send your son Albert to see us
when he comes home again. Get him into politics
right! he can’t understand these matters too young,
and Franklin is a zealous Democrat, you know.”

Somewhat later Albert made a visit to the Pierces’,
and he, the undergraduate, formed a sincere and
devoted attachment for the future president. Some-
thing about the young man attracted Franklin
Pierce to him. He reminded him, no doubt, of that
other devoted friend, Nathaniel Hawthorne, his
college mate at Bowdoin. Perhaps it was young
Baker’s passion for abstract metaphysics.

“When you’ve finished college, come to me,”
Franklin Pierce said in parting, “and I’ll start you
reading law.”

The next time Mark Baker was in Concord, the
governor entertained him at dinner. Governor
Pierce, the politician, was pleased at the prospect of
a close alliance with an old family of such wide rami-
fications as the Bakers of Bow and Pembroke with
their numerous voters, and in signification of his
satisfaction offered Mr. Baker a gold-headed walk-
ing-stick as he was leaving. Mr. Baker declined it,
saying he never used a cane. His pride was as un-
bending as his rugged figure, which he carried erect
to his grave.

The love between Albert Baker and his youngest
sister was most tender, and she beheld these ar-
rangements for his future with an interest beyond
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her years. She had seen him leave for college with a
pang of desolation, and now with what impatience
she watched with face pressed against the pane for
his first return home!

When he finally came he caught her up, the frail
little girl of nine, and set her once more on his shoul-
der to queen it through the house.

‘““Mother,” he said, ‘““Mary is as beautiful as an
angel.”

“Well, my son,” said the good mother; “she is
as gentle and sweet-tempered as one.”

‘“Now, little sister, tell me about the books,” was
his first question, when he had kissed her cheeks and
stood her before him at the old secretary. ‘“Have
they let you have the books again ?”

Vibrating with the bliss of having again with her
this beloved brother, she leaned upon his breast and
looked up into his face with eyes like dewy violets.
She clasped and unclasped her hands around his
neck and nestled to his heart. The excess of her
emotional nature disquieted him vaguely. Here
was no farm girl’s prosaic temperament.

“Now tell your brother,” said he, holding her
gently, for he felt again what he had forgotten, how
fragile and gentle she was, how like a flower that
might be crushed. It was a moment of rare inti-
macy, such as seldom occurs between members of the
same family, except with highly organized natures.
It was moreover a moment which yielded important
results in her after life.

Standing before him, she explained all her heart
with shy candor; how it was that she loved him so
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because he was brave and honorable and a scholar;
how she recognized his bravery because he had per-
sisted in his determination to go to college; and his
honor, because he had never cried out against the
hardship of labor that went hand in hand with his
studies.

“And I want very much to be a scholar, too,”
she said.

“A scholar, and why, little sister ?”’

‘““Because when I grow up I shall write a book;
and I must be wise to do it. I must be as great a
scholar as you or Mr. Franklin Pierce. Already
I have read Young’s ‘Night Thoughts,” and I
understand it.”

“Well, sister,” said Albert Baker seriously, “we
will have this for a secret and I will teach you. You
are still a very little girl, you know; but study your
grammar and my Latin grammar. Next summer
when I'm home I will teach you to read Latin.
Does that make you happy?”

Ah, the deep embrace when Mary flung herself
into her brother’s arms! Albert Baker was true to
his word. He taught his sister during all his vaca-
tions. Mrs. Eddy has said that at ten she was as
familiar with Lindley Murray as with the West-
minster Catechism which she had studied with her
sisters every Sunday since her babyhood. During
the four years of her brother’s undergraduate work
she read with him moral science, natural philosophy,
and mastered the Latin, Greek, and Hebrew gram-
mars. He was an able teacher and she an apt pupil.
A friend wrote of him after his death that he was
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“fond of investigating abstruse metaphysical prin-
ciples and schooled himself by intense and incessant
study.” Mary corresponded with her brother and
also with her cousin who was at college and her fame
gradually spread as a young prodigy of learning
whose writing fell naturally into poetry and whose
thought was forever brooding on spiritual matters.

In spite of her intelligence, Mary Baker’s spiritual
experiences continued to be grave and unusual, as
had been her “Voices.” She was what her family
thought morbidly devout, reading her Bible with
absorbed interest, making its characters the familiar
friends of her mind. When she discovered that
Daniel prayed seven times daily, she formed the
habit of doing so likewise. A curious fact is that she
kept a record of these prayers in order to examine
herself from time to time to learn if she had im-
proved in grace. This was kept up through a num-
ber of years and was doubtless her first effort at
composition. Her phrases were formed on the style
of the psalmist and the prophets. So, when with his
cousin, Albert commented on the unusual diction of
Mary’s letters, he declared he could only account
for it by the habit she had of constantly reading her
Bible and writing and rewriting prayers in emula-
tion of David.

Her religious experience reached a grave crisis
when she was twelve years of age, though she did
not unite with the church until five years later at
Sanbornton Bridge. While still in Bow, writing and
studying, her father’s relentless theology was alarmed
at her frequent expression of confidence in God’s
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love. He held to a hard and bitter doctrine of pre-
destination and believed that a horrible decree of
endless punishment awaited sinners on a final
judgment day.

Whether it was logic and moral science taught
her by her brother, or the trusting love instilled by
her mother who had guided her to yield herself to
the voice of God within her, Mary resisted her
father on the matter of ‘‘unconditional election.”
Beautiful in her serenity and immovable in her
faith, the daughter sat before the stern father of the
iron will. His sires had signed a covenant in blood
and would he not wrestle with this child who dared
the wrath of God?

And well he did wrestle and the home was filled
with his torrents of emotion. But though Mary
might have quoted to him her own baby speech, she
was too respectful and his ‘““vociferations” went
unrebuked. It is a remarkable thing to note, the
conscience of a child in defense of its faith. Can
any one suppose it an easy thing to resist a father so
convicted with belief in dogma, a father, too, whom
all their world honored and heeded? We may be
sure it was not easy; that, indeed, to do so tortured
this little child’s heart. But Mark Baker was act-
ing according to his conscience, and the child knew
it and respected him. She did not view this strug-
gle of consciences as a quarrel, and has repudiated
all her life the idea that she ever quarreled with her
father.

The notion went abroad, however, that Mark
Baker and his daughter Mary were at variance over
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religion. The silly gossip of their world reported
that she would not study her catechism. They said
that Mary had a high temper for all her learning,
she of whom her mother had said, “When do you
ever see Mary angry?” They even said that Mr.
Baker had reported in his anguish to his clergyman,
“If Mary Magdalene had seven devils, our Mary
has ten.”” The struggle, it may be seen, was no
casual argument, but a deep wrestle of souls. At
last the child succumbed to an illness and the family
doctor was summoned. When Mark Baker drove
to fetch him his religious intemperance must have
given way to paternal affection and fear. He is said
to have stood up in his wagon and lashed his horse,
crying out to a neighbor who accosted him that
Mary was dying.

The physician declared Mary stricken with fever.
He left medicines, recommending her to her
mother’s most watchful care.-and admonishing her
father to desist from discussions. Mrs. Eddy says
of what followed:

My mother, as she bathed my burning temples,
bade me lean on God’s love, which would give me
rest if I went to Him in grayer, as I was wont to do,
seeking His guidance. I prayed; and a soft glow
of ineffable joy came over me. The fever was gone
and I rose and dressed myself in a normal condition
of health. Mother saw this and was glad. The

hysician marveled; and the ‘““horrible decree” of
Bredestination — as John Calvin rightly called his
own tenet — forever lost its power over me. !

1 “Retrospection and Introspection,” p. 2%.
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It is true that Mary Baker made a religious pro-
fession at this time. She was examined at the age of
twelve by the pastor who eagerly put to her the
usual “doleful questions,” declaring that he must
be assured that she had been truly regenerated.
With the eyes of the church members upon her and
her own father’s haggard face visible from his place
in their family pew, she answered without a tremor:

“I can only say in the words of the psalmist,
‘Search me, O God, and know my heart; try me,
and know my thoughts; and see if there be any
wicked way in me, and lead me in the way ever-
lasting.’ ”

Her childish, but resolute figure, and the grave
words so earnestly spoken, brought about a reaction
in her favor and the oldest church members wept.
Her pastor relented toward her and the ordeal was
over. However, it was not until the age of seven-
teen that she united with the Congregational
church.

The circumstances of her struggle with her father
made a profound impression on her and the watch-
ful love of her mother saw fit to send her on a visit
to a friend in the suburbs of Boston under the care
of her brother Samuel. These friends received her
with kindness and sought to draw her thoughts
away from serious questions with bright entertain-
ment and pleasant diversion. That they did not
entirely succeed is shown in some of her verses
written at this time in which, while she shows a rap-
turous love of nature, she declares that all this is the
poet’s world-wish and only a shadow hastening
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away. She asserts, however, that hope lifts the
thought to ““soar above matter and fasten on God,”
which at this very early age presaged her future
religious revelation in no uncertain outline. .

The entrance of Albert Baker into Franklin
Pierce’s law office at Hillsborough; his absorption
into the politics of that region which he represented
in the New Hampshire legislature for two succes-
sive terms; the establishment of Samuel Baker in
business in Boston; and the desire of George Baker
to enter the cloth mills of Sanbornton Bridge are
various reasons which caused Mark Baker to remove
from Bow to the mill town eighteen miles north of
Concord. He relinquished his share of the title in
the Bow property to his brothers’ children and
bought a farm about a mile from Tilton.

The Baker home life now became more social
and less patriarchal. Mary was fifteen, her sisters,
Martha and Abigail, eighteen and twenty. All three
sisters were notable for their beauty and good
breeding. The mother’s agreeable temperament,
together with her hospitable nature no less than
Mr. Baker’s great interest in public affairs, drew
many guests to this house in which the family lived
for seven years. Mr. Baker became prominent in
the church with which he and his wife very soon
united. He conducted the ‘‘third meeting” and
George Baker led the village choir. George was now
established in Alexander Tilton’s mill and rose
rapidly to become a mill agent and later a partner
of the owner, who before that time had married his
sister Abigail.
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Mrs. Eddy was a member of this church for many years and taught a class
in the Sunday-school
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A frequent guest of the family was Professor Dyer
H. Sanborn, who kept a private school to which the
children of the wealthier families were sent to finish
their studies. Boys were prepared by him for col-
lege and girls were given a certificate of graduation
with academic honors. Mary Baker became his
pupil and graduated from this school. Professor
Sanborn was the author of a grammar and a man of
literary tastes. He trained Mary particularly in
rhetoric and corrected the faults which private study
had engendered. _

The Rev. Enoch Corser, pastor of the Tilton
church for all the period of their residence at the
farm, was also a frequent and honored guest of the
Bakers. He was a man of liberal culture as may be
imagined from the fact that he privately tutored his
son Bartlett, sending him to college prepared to elim-
inate the first two years of Greek, Latin, and mathe-
matics. This was Mary Baker’s pastor who first
received her into communion. His son has declared
his father’s disposition toward her to be one of high-
est esteem, deep admiration, and warm interest.
This pastor regarded Mary as his special pupil and
the brightest he ever had.

An intellectual comradeship grew up between Mary
and her pastor who, as his son declares, preferred
to talk with her to any one of his acquaintance.
They discussed subjects too deep to be attractive
to other members of the family, which the family
freely and good-humoredly admitted. Walking up
and down in the garden, this fine, old-school clergy-

man and the young poetess, as she was coming to be
8



34 THE LIFE OF MARY BAKER EDDY

* called, threshed out the old philosophic speculations
without rancor or irritation.

He was a fine-looking old Calvinist, with leonine
head covered with a mane of silver, and shaggy
brows beneath which rolled eyes of eloquence and
compassion. His mouth was wide but firm, sug-
gesting both humor and melancholy. His shoulders
had the scholar’s droop. One can picture them of a
fine summer evening, the slender girl and the old -
scholar, on their usual promenade in the garden.
She must have declared to him something from her
philosophy, — perhaps that one drop of divine love
melted his eternal hells. As she looked up at her
pastor, her great blue eyes poured sunshine upon
him and she smiled with such radiance that he was
struck dumb in the midst of his defense of Hades.
They would be by the willows which still remain,
all that is left of the old place, and below them
rolled the valley with the village nestling there in the
summer twilight.

“Mary, your poetry goes beyond my theology,”
cried her pastor; ‘“why should I preach to you!”

As they turned they encountered his son Bartlett
and Abigail; for Bartlett was a suitor for Abigail’s
hand and she once pinned a rose on his coat in this
garden. It is possible that both men were uplifted
as they walked down the hill from the Baker home,
and that it was then the father, halting his son with
a hand on his shoulder, declared to him what he at
some time certainly said: ‘“Bright, good, and pure,
aye brilliant! I never before had a pupil with such
depth and independence of thought. She has some
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great future, mark that. She is an intellectual and
spiritual genius.”

The young man may not have marked it then, ab-
sorbed in his thoughts of the other sister. But he
lived to remember it and to pay tribute to that genius
by recalling his father’s words. He never married
or entered a profession. His father left him well off
in lands and money, and with his two maiden sisters
he lived for years at Boscawen, a village between
Tilton and Concord made famous by Daniel Web-
ster. He was a country gentleman of literary
tastes and hospitable habits. Abigail, after re-
jecting him, married Alexander Tilton, a wealthy
mill owner, and became the great lady of the town.
Martha, after teaching for a time in the academy,
married a state warden.

While Mary was attending the academy an inci-
dent occurred which is still related by old residents
of Tilton. A lunatic, escaped from the asylum at
Concord, invaded the school yard, brandishing a
club and terrifying the children who ran shrieking-
into the house. Mary Baker advanced toward him,
and the children, peering through the windows, saw
him wield the club above her head. Their blood
tingled with horror for they expected her to be
struck down before their eyes. Not so. She walked
straight up to the man and took his disengaged
hand. The club descended harmlessly to his side.
At her request he walked with her to the gate and
so, docilely, away. On the following Sunday he
reappeared and quietly entered the church. He
walked to the Baker pew and stood beside Mary
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during the hymn singing. Afterwards he allowed
himself to be taken in charge without resistance.

Mary Baker must have been a gladsome sight in
that grim old meeting-house. She has been described
as slender and graceful, with a shower of chestnut
curls, delicate, refined features, and great blue eyes
that on occasion of unwonted interest became al-
most black. She wore a fashionable mantle over her
silk gown and the bonnet of the period which came
around her face, relieved with a delicate ruching of
white. Her curls escaped from the bonnet and
shaded cheeks which were so glowing they rivaled
the rose. She taught the infants’ class in the Sun-
day-school and an elderly lady in Boston who was
in that class relates:

““She always wore clothes we admired. We liked
her gloves and fine cambric handkerchief. She was,
as I have come to understand, exquisite, and we
loved her particularly for her daintiness, her high-
bred manners, her way of smiling at us, and her
sweet musical voice.” Indeed, in those days her
name might have been sung for that of Annie Laurie
in the old ballad, so beautifully did her girlhood
culminate.

Within two years two events transpired which
broke forever the old home circle, and changed Mary
from girlhood to womanhood. In 1841 Albert
Baker was nominated for Congress in a district
where nomination by his party insured election.
Before that came to pass he died at the age of thirty-
one. His death was regarded as a calamity by his
party, and his family felt it as a blow to their great-
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est ambition. Of Mary’s grief it is sufficient to say
that this brother was, after her mother, the dearest
of her kindred. She had developed as a flower in
his heart. It was well for her that another love came
to break a too long-continued sorrow.

George Washington Glover, formerly of Concord,
had been associated with Samuel Baker in Boston
and with him learned the first step in his profession,
that of a contractor and builder. He was now es-
tablished at Charleston, South Carolina. He visited
Tilton with Samuel Baker and fell deeply in love
with the young sister. He was an impetuous wooer
" and won Mary Baker’s heart.



CHAPTER 1V
CHANGE AND BEREAVEMENT

ARY BAKER and George Washington Glover

were married two weeks before the Christmas

of 1843 at the farmhouse near Tilton by her be-
loved pastor, Dr. Corser. There was a wedding
party and all the notables of the neighborhood and
guests from Concord and even Boston attended.
Roaring fires greeted the arriving sleighing parties
and there were feasting and merriment. Mark
Baker saw all his children around him at this
wedding, save the lamented Albert, and felt that all
were well launched in life. Samuel was there from
Boston, with his wife, a missionary in her teens to the
Indians. Abigail, who had been married six years,
was present with her husband, Alexander Tilton.
Martha with her husband, Luther Pillsbury of Con-
cord, and George Baker, still unmarried, were there.
Surrounded by five children, four of whom were
well married, Mark Baker was justified in believing
that his name and blood would go down to posterity
enriched, strengthened, honored. There was to be,
however, no permanent issue, save through the
medium of that frailest and youngest, the flower-like
girl, who, in her bridal garments, clung to his arm
as they walked down the stairs of the old-fashioned
house. She alone, holding her father back at the
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parlor door for one parting embrace and long look in
his eyes, was to insure him a third and a fourth
generation and to make his name known throughout
the world.

Her father might well have looked at her with
paternal pride on her wedding day. He had dowered
her with beauty, educated her with care, gathered
her safely into the church, clothed her delicately and
without parsimony. As finely and nobly bred was
She as any bride who ever left her father’s home in
all New England. Yet could this father have
looked into the future he would have foreseen that
his daughter Mary would yet reject his religious
dogmas, his political ideas, his wealth and family
pride, — that she would one day depart from them
all with a more significant departure than this of
going forth as a bride.

The young husband and wife left immediately for
the South. George Glover had a promising business
in Charleston, South Carolina. During the four
years he lived there, from 1839 to 1844, he made
thirteen conveyances of property and two were
made to him. These acts involved several thousand
dollars, as the registry of deeds of that city discloses.
He owned a few slaves and employed a number of
men in his building ventures. One of the first
things Mrs. Glover endeavored to influence her
young husband to do was to free his slaves.

With change of environment the whole question
of slavery became a real and terrible one to her, and

no longer merely a political issue as it was con-
sidered by the Bakers, the Tiltons, the Pierces, in
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New Hampshire. A young colored woman who
worked in a boarding-house of the city (as was re-
lated by a Boston woman sojourning there) had
stolen a shawl, and though she gave it up, she
was taken to the sugar house and whipped. Her
screams were audible on the road. George Glover
could not drive out with his wife on a pleasant
evening through the magnolia-lined avenues of the
“Queen City of the South’ and be certain that she
would not see or hear some such evidence of thé
inhuman side of slavery. It was thus that the issue
was made real to her.

The question of freeing his slaves was frequently
debated between them, Mr. Glover explaining to his
wife that it had been made illegal to do so in South
Carolina by a statute passed in 1820, and only by
special act of the legislature could slaves be made
absolutely free. Her answer to this was that she
had learned of some instances where masters allowed
their slaves to depart of their own free will. Then
her husband argued to her that it would be a loss
of property for him to free his slaves as he had
accepted them in payment of debts, and very likely
would have to do so again. But Mrs. Glover was
insistent that to own a human being was to live in a
state of sin. Glover was young, prosperous, had
large contracts ahead of him, and so thought
seriously of yielding to her persuasions. Events
soon took the necessity of decision out of his hands
and left it to his wife, who decided with charac-
teristic moral acumen. .

It was June of the summer following their mar-
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riage. Mr. Glover had a contract for supplying
building material for a cathedral to be erected in
Haiti and on this business went to Wilmington,
North Carolina. Because of her unique position in
her new social surroundings, not only as an advo-
cate of abolition in conversation, but one who had
dared to write on the subject for the local papers,
he took his young wife with him. He feared, indeed,
to leave her behind, for she was in delicate health
and impressionable to the excitement of high
argument.

In Wilmington they found yellow fever raging and
the city in a panic. Mr. Glover endeavored to
forward his business for a speedy departure; but he
was himself suddenly stricken with the fever and
survived but nine days. During his illness his
young wife was excluded by his brother Masons
from the perilous task of nursing him. Mr. Glover
was a member of Saint Andrew’s Lodge, No. 10, and
of Union Chapter, No. 3, of Royal Arch Masons, and
his need in this hour brought a quick response from
members of the order. In his delirium he con-
stantly talked of his wife, of his hopes through her,
and of his business plans which he now saw blasted.
When he knew he was dying, he begged his brother
Masons to see his wife safe to her father’s home in
the North. His request was carried out faithfully.

George Glover was interred with Masonic rites in
the Episcopal cemetery of Wilmington. His business
associates and members of the lodge followed his
body to the grave and then strove to do all that was
possible for his widow’s comfort. For a month
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Mrs. Glover was entertained in the home of these
cordial Southerners, made more than friends by the
calamity of the hour. They did all that kinsmen
could have done. They converted his business
interests into as large a sum of money as possible
and an escort was selected to accompany her to her
home. She had already communicated with her
family, and her brother George met them in New
York City.

Mrs. Glover had brought with her a considerable
sum of money, but her husband’s business, as may
be readily understood from the nature of it, fell to
pieces at his death. Now it was that she permitted
his slaves to go free, unwilling to accept for herself
the price of a human life. No record exists of this
transaction because of the statutes on emancipation,
which existed in South Carolina until the proclama-
tion of President Lincoln. Mr. Baker, though a
Democrat, and opposed to the policies of the aboli-
tionists, was no lover of slavery and he upheld his
daughter in this sacrifice of property.

Mrs. Glover was received with tenderness by her
parents and given her girlhood room again, a
spacious and comfortable chamber in which she had
so lately donned her wedding veil. It was August,
and she had escaped from the tropic heat of the
South to her native mountain air. She breathed
deep drafts at her window, looking out over the
familiar valley. But there was in her eyes a look of
loneliness, a look of fear, and they were often wide
and startled, as those of one who sees a vision.

In September she gave birth to a son whom she
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named after his father. Mrs. Glover’s life for a time
was despaired of. She was far too ill to nurse her
child and Mark Baker carried the infant to the
home of Amos Morrison, a locomotive builder,
whose wife had given birth to twins a few days
before George Glover was born. Of these one had
died, leaving the mother with a little girl, Asenath.
This mother took Mary’s child to her breast with
her own and both thrived.

Mahala Sanborn, daughter of a blacksmith, was
engaged to nurse Mrs- Glover, but her father would
sit for long hours by his daughter’s bed, often taking
her in his arms and rocking her gently like a child.
The roads were strewn with tan-bark and straw,
and the house was hushed as if death had invaded
it. When the long struggle for life ended in a feeble
victory and the babe was brought home again, the
young mother was very happy. Her widowed
heart found comfort in maternal expression. He
was a vigorous, robust infant, and to her had the
eyes and smile of his father. But it seemed she was
too tender and too devoted, too weak physically to
exercise a mother’s care, and when she had over-
taxed herself her parents would send little George
home with Mahala Sanborn, or it may be they
merely permitted the spinster nurse to take him,
indulging her fondness. This was not well, as later
events proved.

A significant fact in relation to the child’s infancy
is found in the birth of another grandson to Mark
Baker a few months later. Abigail Tilton’s first
child was born in June of the following year and she
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named it Albert, in memory of the lamented brother.
This boy was very handsome as was also a daughter,
Evelyn, born a few years later. Both were delicate,
nervous children, while George Glover was quite the
reverse. Sturdy, hearty, and romping, this child of
Mary’s made the house ring with his demands.
‘When Abigail was there with her baby, to the smithy
little George must go to stay with Mahala, and to
the smithy he went with the Tiltons’ coachman, and
there his spirits were not constrained, nor was his
childish nature subdued to its proper walk in life.
Thus without her consent, at the very outset, was the
mother’s influence over her child lost.

George Baker was still living at home and Abigail
came out to the farm nearly every day. George and
Mr. Tilton were rapidly making a fortune. They
had been manufacturing cassimeres and tweeds for
eight years and were about to install new machinery,
lease a new mill, and otherwise branch out. They
were persuading their father to build a handsome
house in town, near to the Tiltons, a house in
Colonial style, of very comfortable proportions. He
was placing his savings in other investments than
crops through his son’s and son-in-law’s advice,
such as workmen’s houses for rents, and railroad
stocks. He was more and more interested in
politics, and much pleased when George Baker was
made a colonel on the Governor’s staff. His towns-
men now called him Squire, in recognition of his
growing wealth and influence.

As in the case with most prosperous persons, the
sense of executive power made Abigail and George
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wish to regulate the lives of those dear to them.
They were a bit impatient of that quiet unfoldment
of destiny which was now dealing with their sister
Mary. They could not help discussing her future.
They would have liked some definite arrangement
for her, especially about her child.

But Mary was performing a sacred duty under
their unseeing eyes. While the family talked of
Tilton’s tweed, the new Darling mill, workmen’s
cottages, and the spur of railroad that would
facilitate the shipping, — affairs of such importance
in the advancement of the family that their discus-
sion came into the family circle, — Mary’s discern-
ing eyes were watching her mother, for her mother
was dying. The daughter was receiving the content
of the mother’s stored-up spiritual treasury and was
assisting at the loosening of the earth fetters.

Mrs. Baker had enjoyed the new home in town
less than a year. She did not bear the transplanting
from her rural life. In November, 1849, she died,
and her death caused some important changes in
the life which flowed around her youngest child.
George Baker married Martha Drew Rand a few
months before his mother’s death and went to
Baltimore to establish himself in mills in that city.
About a year later, in the fall of 1850, Mark Baker
married Mrs. Elizabeth Patterson Duncan, a well-
to-do widow, whose brother was an influential man
of affairs in New York and a lieutenant-governor of
that state. These events occurred five years after
Mrs. Glover returned to her father’s house a widow.

Now Mrs. Glover had not been idle all these
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years. Although in delicate health, she had em-
ployed her pen in writing and at the request of the
Hon. Isaac Hill prepared political articles for the
New Hampshire Pairiot, published at Concord.
She wrote on various subjects, but especially on
slavery from her experiences in the South. Her
political views were somewhat different from her
father’s and their views were to diverge more and
more as the Civil War drew nigh. She also taught
as a substitute instructor in the New Hampshire
Conference Seminary, in which her old teacher,
Dyer Sanborn, was now a professor. The Rev.
Richard S. Rust, principal of the seminary, was so
pleased with her work that he recommended to her
that she open an infants’ school.

Mrs. Glover did this as an educational experi-
ment. Her school was an early attempt to introduce
kindergarten methods. It met with much criticism,
as did all such experiments, fifty years ago in New
England. So theexperiment wasoneof brief duration.
The substitution of love for harshness as a means
of discipline, interest for compulsion as a method of
imparting knowledge, was held up to derision by the
hard-headed element of the community. And hard-
headedness had a very great advantage in New
England in those days. Hard-headedness was the
critic of things in general. It was inclined to con-
sider culture in a woman mincing affectation, very
readily agreeing that she gave herself airs, and to be
“stuck up” in a New England village, as Margaret
Deland says, was next to being a heretic. It was
not very easy, with such biting winds of criticism
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blowing, for an idealist to keep the lilies growing in
the garden of the heart. It is not difficult to perceive
why Mrs. Glover soon closed her infants’ school.

A very few months of living alone with her father
and little son had passed when the talk of the
family circle broached the idea of a new mistress for
Mr. Baker’s house. Those who knew Mary Baker
best at this time declare she was the soul of gentle-
ness, patience, and humility. She had no resistance
to offer to plans which were likely vitally to affect
her. Passive and gentle, she heard the family
planning and arranging. But suddenly she caught
the trend of a new argument and then she did offer
resistance. Mahala Sanborn, the spinster nurse,
was to marry Russell Cheney of Groton, some
thirty or forty miles away in the mountains. And
Mabhala, who was attached to little George, wanted
to take the child with her to her new home.

“What, take my little son!” the mother cried.
““Abigail, you wouldn’t think of it! Father, do you
hear? Why, I couldn’t see him for months. It
would break my heart. Indeed, indeed it would!”

Nevertheless, the child was let go. One has no
doubt it was done for kindness, as the stern New
Englander of those days understood kindness; no
doubt it was believed to be necessary and right and
" just. . The new mistress of the home was coming.
Mary was to live with Abigail, at least for the present.
Now little George was five and Abigail’s child was
four. No doubt it was necessary to make due pro-
vision for every one’s peace and happiness, for
every one’s but the weakest.
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Mary did not give up until the very last hour.
She knelt by his bed all night before they took her
child and prayed for a vision of relief, for a way to be
shown that she might not have to yield to the demand
to let him go. Butin the end she helped to dress him
and pack his little things, weeping over each garment
she folded away. She took his arms from around
her neck and smiled through her tears when she gave
him into the arms of Mahala Sanborn.

Four bereavements within a few short years sep-
arated Mary Baker from brother, mother, husband,
and son. What wonder that at this period she sunk
into invalidism and that in later years when revert-
ing to this time she wrote:

It is well to know that our material, mortal his-
tory is but the record of dreams. . . . The heavenly
intent of earth’s shadows is to chasten the affections,
to rebuke human consciousness and turn it gladly
from a material, false sense of life and happiness, to
spiritual joy and true estimate of Being.'

1 “Retrospection and Introspection,” p. 83.



CHAPTER V
FORMATIVE PROCESSES

S when in a patriotic symphony one hears a pro-
longed orchestration of a nation’s woe, its
anguish crying in the strings, its resentments explo-
sive in the brasses, its struggles hinted in the vague
ruffle of drums, there begins to be apprehended a -
note of hope, which swells and grows until the horn
takes it up with confidence and sings and soars
above the harmonic conflict a psean of faith; so in
preparing to sing its theme a great life is submerged
in its community, through periods of prolonged and
poignant delay, when affairs obtrude, other voices
and other wills are clamorous, and its clear call of
faith is drowned for the time, heard only as elfin
notes on the inner ear of him who is to play the
great strain.

For three years Mary lived with her sister Abigail,
though she spent some time at her father’s home,
where she accepted the new régime unflinchingly
and even lovingly, recognizing freely the good qual-
ities and capacities of her stepmother. She occu-
pied herself with writing when strong enough, and
likewise when strong enough assisted her sister in
her social life and entertaining which brought
influential personages to their board. Mr. Tilton

s
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was now a railroad director and foresaw a future
for the little city.
The status of the Tilton and Baker families in

* the community of Central New Hampshire has been

indicated. The town in which they lived was not
far from Hillsborough, Franklin Pierce’s home, or
Boscawen, the early home of Webster. The Bakers
and the Tiltons were Democrats, their political pre-.
dilection was in the marrow of their bones. It has
been indicated that influential personages gathered
at their homes, and their friendships with leading
politicians were strong. It follows that discussion
of public affairs as well as of religion and business
ventures found place in their daily intercourse, in-
fluencing members of the families in their relations
toward each other.

This is the period of 1850 to 1853, when public
events were rapidly changing the colonial spirit of
all Americans. The passage of the Compromise of
1850, devised by Clay, which included the Fugitive
Slave Act, was the beginning of a bitter strife in
politics. The debates which now waged in Congress
were perhaps the most strenuous mental and moral
wrestlings that the republic of the United States has
known. This wrestling of mind and soul was to end
only in the mighty physical conflict which Americans
call the Civil War. In 1850 Webster was working
with herculean efforts to preserve the Union against
the attacks of the extreme pro-slavery men on the
one hand and of the abolitionists on the other.

The Southern states hotly resented the agitation
of the question of the morality and wisdom of
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slavery, while the North seemed to experience a-
shuddering horror over the Fugitive Slave Law,
evading its rulings wherever possible with the pas-
sage of personal liberty laws. These laws were
intended to protect free negroes falsely alleged to be
fugitive slaves and threatened with reenslavement.
Such a fate menaced many negroes who had been
set free. This was true of the negroes Mary Baker
Glover had freed. In the first place with freedom
granted, the negro had had to leave the South to
preserve it; now even in the North he might lose
it if an unscrupulous trader claimed him.

In June, 1852, Franklin Pierce of New Hamp-
shire was nominated for President at Baltimore by
the Democratic National Convention which en-
dorsed the Compromise of 1850 and the Fugitive
Slave Law, and denounced slavery agitation. The
Free Soil Democrats, a month later, nominated
John P. Hale of New Hampshire for President.
Daniel Webster, also of New Hampshire, would
doubtless have been the Whig candidate but for his
age and his uncompromising attitude in support of
the Fugitive Slave Law. His death occurred in
October of that year. New Hampshire was prob-
ably never more mentally excited and morally
wrought in its history.

At this time Nathaniel Hawthorne wrote his life
of Pierce, a delightful biographic sketch. Pierce
had married Jane Appleton, the daughter of the
president of Bowdoin College, Hawthorne’s alma
mater. Had Albert Baker been alive he, too, must
have supported Pierce with pen and oratory.
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Families were gredtly influenced in their political
thought by their old-time friendships. Pierce was
not only personally a man of rare fascination and
magical charm, but he possessed the strength con-
ferred by family tradition throughout New England.

Mary Baker was an urusually intellectual woman ;
where did she stand in this hour? Conceive her po-
sition. She who might have effectively wielded her
pen in this cause must allow it to lie idle. She must
behold another woman do that which, with her
family behind her, as the Beechers were behind
Harriet Beecher Stowe, she, too, might have done.
She was like a soldier paroled on honor whose sword
is restless in its scabbard. Moreover, she was de-
prived of independence by these circumstances, for,
throttled on the subject for which she felt the great-
est interest, she could not write on sugary nothings
as many another genius, struggling against its en-
vironment, has discovered. Furthermore, she was
ill a great portion of the time, and as it has been
shown that bereavement contributed to that physi-
cal condition, it must also be shown that mental
isolation, caused by her independent political views,
added to it. Her father, who had contended so
bitterly with her on religion, would in this hour have
contended with equal strenuosity over politics had
she asserted her opinions. Her sister Abigail was
likewise set against her in political views.

It is still remembered in that community how the
Tiltons held an informal social gathering and every-
body of consequence in the town attended. It ap-
pears to have been a semi-political reception, and
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on this occasion the Baker sisters disagreed before
their guests. Mrs. Glover had come into the parlors
to assist her sister. She was a notable figure, be-
cause of her grace and beauty, though wasted in
health, and her large eyes burned as she listened
to the expressions of political opinion around her,
called forth by the presidential campaign.

“And what does Mrs. Glover have to say to all
this?” said a gentleman who had observed her re-
pressed emotion while listening and taking no part
in the conversation. All eyes turned toward her.
Those who had not dared to venture an adverse
opinion in the great house of the town hushed the
lighter-minded around them. It was a moment of
suspense such as only occasionally thrills a social
gathering.

“I say,” said Mrs. Glover, “that the South as
well as the North suffers from the continuance of
slavery and its spread to other states; that the
election of Franklin Pierce will but involve us in
larger disputes; that emancipation is written on
the wall.”

The gathering had received its thrill which went
down the backs of the several guests like baptismal
currents of lightning.

“Mary,” cried her sister, ““do you dare to say
that in my house?”

“I dare to speak what I believe in any house,”
responded Mrs. Glover quietly.

The report of that speech went abroad. Mrs.
Glover is remembered for it to this day by elderly
gentlemen of New Hampshire. They say Mrs. Eddy
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was an extremely intellectual woman at thirty, and
that she had remarkable insight in affairs. They
also say that her pride was as unbending as her
father’s. Now Abigail, too, had made a speech,
not easily forgotten or overlooked by a Baker.

Keeping in mind these political agitations which
stirred the country, and further grasping the hour
by remembering that it was now railroads were
being built across the continent, shipping was being
improved by the introduction of steam, gold had
just been discovered in California, improved ma-
chinery was being placed on the farms and in the
mills, it will be seen why, with rapid changes in con-
ditions of living, it was not strange, as a recent
writer ! has said, that there should be a correspond-
ing change in the minds of men and that their ideas
should become unsettled and that transcendentalism
in -religion, literature, and politics should begin to
flourish. Methods of education improved, news-
papers were published in every town, the lyceum
system of lectures became popular. Literature in
America developed a new school of which the lights
were Emerson, Longfellow, Whittier, Lowell, Haw-
thorne, Holmes, — all New England men.

In such an era Spiritualism had its birth, and
mesmerism and animal magnetism were being
widely discussed. But if a Poyen lectured through
New England on these subjects, he had an Emerson
on his heels with saner topics. Yet it must be taken
into account that in the early fifties the conversa-
tion at social gatherings was everywhere in America
charged with the subject of Spiritualism. In 1849

1 Encyclopsedia Britannica: Uniled States.
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the Fox sisters of Rochester had startled the world
with the story of their “rappings.” That the “un-
discovered country” should be rapping to our world
attention seemed almost more wonderful than if
Mars should be found to-day to be signaling our
planet.

London was no less excited over this topic than
New York or Boston. Mediums developed on all
sides. They saw ‘“‘the vanished hand” and heard
“the voice that is still.” In London they handled
red-hot coals and unfastened cords and bonds, they
caused musical instruments to be played by unseen
touch and the ringing of bells to sound upon the
air. Poyen and Andrew Jackson Davis published
books on mesmerism or animal magnetism. The
cure of disease by clairvoyant diagnosis and mes-
meric healing was quite commonly given credence.
Were such ideas reconcilable with religion? They
speculated on it under the very altar, though New
‘England was not peculiar in this respect. How-
ever, it is a just assertion that not to have heard
such discussions or not to have been interested in
them, was not to have lived at all in the conscious-
ness of the time. )

Mary Baker did live in that consciousness, fully
and deeply. Just as she lived in the consciousness
of political struggle, just as she drank in the new
literary atmosphere of that glorious school of New
England writers, she was aware of that oscillation
in religious notions. Every circumstance of her
education and breeding had given her the habit of
dealing with life in a large way. She who dared to
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set aside her father’s and sister’s political opinions
to maintain her own convictions, most certainly had
ideas concerning Spiritualism. But to connect her
life seriously at any period with Spiritualism is to
make use of unwarrantable conjecture. Was this
the woman to go into trances for the benefit of the
superstitious country folk? Would such as these
have had access to the great house, to the secluded
chamber, to the invalid absorbed in her books?
Even Dr. Ladd, the family physician, who was in-
terested in mesmeric experiments, was restrained
from practising on Mary Baker by the dignity of
her position.

The time came when Mary Baker had thought
her way through this maze of intellectual vaporing
and then there came from her pen a refutation of
these wonder-workings. The common people were
those she then sought on the basis of an independent
life of voluntary poverty. She sought working men
and women, not to play upon their superstition,
but to clear their vision. She associated with Spir-
itualists for years, more or less; she must associate
with them as she must with Universalists and Uni-
tarians. She did not avoid them or their discussions,
as will be shown in later chapters. At times she was
even present at seances. Her dealing with the en-
tire subject was consistent, and her deep soundi
of its contentions was as much a part of her develop-
ment as the consideration of Calvinism in her earlier
years.

While living with her sister Abigail, Mary was
often confined to her bed for long periods. She was
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afflicted with a spinal weakness which caused spas-
modic seizures, followed by prostration which
amounted to a complete nervous collapse. In her
moments of utter weakness her father would take her
in his arms and soothe her as though she were again
his bairn. All differences of faith and opinion were
forgotten in the purely human love which was very
strong in this family. Abigail sought in divers ways
to make her sister more comfortable. She had a
divan fitted with rockers to give Mary a change
from long hours in bed, and when the invalid would
be able to go about again they would carry her down
to the carriage and the two sisters would drive slowly
through the village streets and country highways.
In 18538, after nine years of widowhood, a com-
plete change was brought about in her life and in all
the circumstances of it, through a second marriage.
Mrs. Eddy has said this marriage was unfortunate
and has left it without further word of protest.
It was unfortunate, yet jeweled adversity. It oc-
cupied twelve years in the heart of her life, and
subjected her to a measure of isolation and social
obscurity. But it carried her away from worldly
stimulation to a prolonged retreat in the mountains
where significant experiences dealt with her heart.
From 1850 until 1875 was largely a period of nega-
tion for her. She passed a great part of this time
in small towns far from the madding strife of cities.
She experienced much suffering physically and went
through mental agony few natures are called upon
to endure. She did not succumb to the assaults of
pain or grief, but emerged with a work which seems
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destined to greatly change the world’s religious
thought. ’

Dr. Daniel Patterson, a dentist, a relative of Mark
Baker’s second wife, came to their home on a visit.
He was a big, handsome, healthy man with great
animal spirits and excessive confidence in himself.
He had some knowledge of homeopathy and used
the prescribed remedies for his dental patients in
his journeys through the country. Mrs. Glover’s
invalidism interested him. He expounded it to the
family. She was too delicate, he declared, for harsh
remedies and would be particularly susceptible to
high medical attenuations, the catch phrase of the
new medical school of the hour. A crisis occurri
in her illness, he experimented and brought her
through successfully. On a day in due season,
Dr. Patterson confided to Mrs. Tilton that he loved
her sister, that he believed her to be suffering as
much from the separation from her child as from
organic functional disorder. He wanted to marry
her, reunite her with her child, give her her own
home, and make her a well woman through the care
he would bestow.

It is not likely that Mrs. Tilton reflected suffi-
ciently to detect an ambitious project, or that she
saw more than an honest love offering devoted care.
She consulted her father who discussed the matter
with the dentist. Mark Baker must have been
doubtful of this fluent-speaking, full-bearded, broad-
shouldered optimist in broadcloth. Dr. Patterson
was always something of a dandy, and even in
the mountains wore broadcloth and fine linen, kid
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gloves and boots, topping all with a silk hat. His
raiment was a considerable part of his personality.
Mr. Baker must have taken a more accurate measure
of this man than did Mrs. Tilton, but he knew it was
true that Mary never ceased to grieve for her child,
— her child that was not welcome either in the home
of his second wife or in the Tilton home. A mar-
riage that would restore that child to Mary might
rouse her to health and happiness. Moreover, the
dentist was a kinsman of his wife.

The marriage was accordingly arranged, and took
place at the Baker home. Mrs. Glover, who was
at first startled at the proposal and much averse to
the marriage, has explained why she consented to it
and how disastrously it terminated for her in two
succinct sentences. She says: “ My dominant thought
in marrying again was to get back my child; but
after our marriage his stepfather was not willing he
should have a home with me.”*

Dr. Patterson first took his wife to Franklin, a
nearby factory town, where they lived for three
years. He employed a housekeeper but put his
wife off with regard to her child. She must wait
until her health improved. He was much abroad
traveling from village to village. He called fre-
quently upon his influential relatives in Tilton, and
sometimes leaned a bit heavily upon their good-
will. Not very prosperous, he was always confi-
dent that just around the corner was the best success
in the world. Left much to herself, Mrs. Patterson,
as we must now call Mary Baker, read deeply in

1 “Retrospection and Introspection,” p. 32.
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her books. She had brought to Franklin furnishings
to make her small home comfortable, a few pieces of
mahogany willed to her by her mother, long mirrors
in gilt frames, her own excellent collection of books.
A few family friends came from time to time and cer-
tain of the townspeople called. Among them, Mr.
Warren Daniels, a wealthy and retired mill owner
still living in Franklin, says that Mrs. Patterson’s
reputation for intellect and beauty had preceded
her, but that in Franklin she led a retired life, was
the most reserved of women, and one whom all
men must respect and honor.

In 1856 Mrs. Patterson persuaded her husband
to remove to Groton, a village to the North of the
Winnepesaukee region, near the entrance of the
Franconia range of the White Mountains. In this
village her son was living with the Cheneys. Per-
haps Dr. Patterson was more easily persuaded to
make the change since the Tiltons held a mortgage
on a little property in that town which he hoped to
buy on easy terms. Groton is a farming center,
little changed in fifty years. It boasts a general
store and post-office, a blacksmith shop, district
school and Union church. Situated some miles
back from the railroad, its elevation is about one
thousand feet above sea-level. The journey thither
is by conveyance, up through the foot-hills along a
valley pass, following a turbulent trout stream which
leaps and falls over the rocks, singing a wild little
song of its own. Two mountains loom blue and
magnificent away to the North. On the lesser hills
along the way the loggers are at work.
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The new home was a little unpainted cottage off
the main road. It was beside the stream in which
was a mill-dam. John Kidder, a machinist and
cabinet-maker, was their neighbor, and had an
interest in the sawmill attached to the Patterson
property. Other neighbors there were not far away.
It was not a lonely or desolate spot. The town had
a small library; to the church came different de-
nominational preachers; the school had eighty-four
pupils and was taught by a man now holding a po-
sition in the faculty of a Massachusetts college.
Many physicians, lawyers, and clergymen now
scattered over the United States came from this
mountain village. Clergymen especially seemed
to develop here, twenty having gone out into the
world from this mountain nest in the past fifty
years.

The Patterson home in exterior was not unlike its
neighbors, but within it was different. Mrs. Patter-
son carried with her an atmosphere which was re-
flected in her surroundings. She was bedridden most
of the time they lived here, yet her active mind secured
perfect order, exquisite cleanliness, a shining radi-
ance of books, prints, polished mahogany, and a
cherished few gleaming bits of silver service and
brass candlesticks. At first she had a housekeeper,
but one day she took in a blind girl who came to her
door seeking employment. The housekeeper pro-
tested and Mrs. Patterson allowed the housekeeper
to go and retained the blind girl, who was with her
for several years and to-day pays a beautiful tribute
to Mrs. Eddy’s kindness. She speaks of her as
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low-voiced and gentle, but insistent on perfect
housekeeping.

She not only befriended the blind girl, but was
kind to her sister, who says: “I thought it the most
beautiful home in the world. I was a child of ten
and used to visit my sister Myra. I remember well
how Mrs. Patterson would call me to her room, lay
down her book, and place her thin white hand on
my head or stroke my cheek. She wished to com-
fort me, for I had lately lost a good father.”

Of Mrs. Eddy’s extreme invalidism at this time
there is no doubt. “I had the honor to take care of
Mrs. Eddy once,” said a very old woman of Groton.
““She was all alone in her home and I heard her bell
ringing. I went in and found her lying rigid with
foam on her lips. I brought her around with cold
water. She motioned to her medicine chest, and I
gave her what she wanted. Then I sat with her till
she got better.”

She was indeed far from well, but Mrs. Patterson
had come to Groton to be with her boy. Her desire
for him amounted to a passionate hunger of mater-
nity, and he, when he had seen his mother again,
was as eager to be with her. But now a peculiar
jealousy interfered between mother and son. He
would come to his mother in spite of the injunctions
of his foster parents and his stepfather, and once
broke through the window to get into her room.
Dr. Patterson would find him there with his books,
leaning upon his mother’s couch, while she ex-
amined his progress in studies, a poor progress
indeed as she found. The blind servant states that
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these visits aroused Dr. Patterson to declare a per-
emptory prohibition of the lad from the house, which
was not entirely successful. He reported to the
Tiltons that the boy could not be kept away and
that he exhausted his mother. That report brought
Abigail Tilton to Groton on a visit, and the Cheneys
shortly after fulfilled an ambition long cherished by
going West. In her autobiography Mrs. Eddy writes
of her son:

A plot was consummated for keeping us apart.
The ?amily to whose care he was committed very
soon removed to what was then regarded as the far
West. After his removal a letter was read to my
little son informing him that his mother was dead
and buried. Without my knowledge he was ap-
pointed a guardian, and I was then informed that
my son was lost. Every means within my power
was employed to find him but without success. We
never met again until he had reached the age of
thirty-four.!

Young Glover ran away from the Cheneys after
they had been in Minnesota a short time, and as a
young lad enlisted in the Union army for the Civil
War. He made a good record as a soldier, was
wounded at Shiloh, and after the war became a
United States marshal, and led the life of a pros-
pector in the Western states. Mrs. Eddy had a
temporary knowledge of him. He wrote her from
the front during the war, and that her love for him
was not uprooted by continual separation was shown
in her excitement and joy at hearing from him. She

1 « Retrospection and Introspection,” p. 82.
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called in her friends to read his letter, and wept over
it and kissed its pages. But her son passed again
into obscurity, bent on the pursuit of a freedom
which he first learned to love at the Sanborn smithy,
and which life in the wild West of those days seemed
to foster as second-nature. Thus he grew up be-
yond the sphere of his mother’s influence and his
life became fixed in a path diverse to hers. Destiny
inscrutable seemed fixed in its decree that she should
live childless and alone.

When they took her boy from her arms the second
time, Mrs. Patterson seemed about to sink into utter
despair. A very old man, of more than ninety years,
devout and saint-like, used to visit her. He came
nearly every day to read the Bible and pray. One
day when old Father Merrill came to her home, he
saw Mrs. Patterson dressed and walking to meet
him with a smile and outstretched hands of wel-
come. He leaped with delight, clapping his hands
and crying out, “Praise God, he’s answered our
prayer.” Earnestly they discussed it together. Was
her improved condition an answer to prayer? Mrs.
Patterson believed that a blameless life should be
healthy, but the old man thought God sometimes
sent sickness for spiritual good. She did not cross
this old man with argument, but she had begun to
work on the idea that would haunt her for years until
perfected, the nature of Divine healing.

Their neighbors, the Kidders, were also friendly
visitors. Mrs. Kidder was a Spiritualist and spent
hours urging its claims on Mrs. Patterson. A child
born to the Kidders at this time Mrs. Patterson
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named after her father. She also took the Kidders’
son, Daniel, a lad of fifteen, for a private pupil. He
was an ambitious lad and has since had a successful
career in mechanics and railroad construction. He
remembers with gratitude the help Mrs. Patterson
gave him with his studies, especially in rudimentary
mathematics and physics.

Dr. Patterson had kept up his itineracy while at
Groton. He has a record for a certain sort of gal-
lantry through the country and was once pursued
to his home by an irate blacksmith whose wife was
too attractive to the doctor. The less of this re-
counted is the better, save only that his unfitness as
a husband be shown. His fortunes did not thrive.
Although he mortgaged Mrs. Patterson’s furniture
and articles of jewelry, he could not meet his pay-
ments on the little property. A certain farmer went
to Tilton and took up the mortgage on the house,
and then demanded possession of the mill. Dr.
Patterson defied him with high words, and the vil-
lagers say they had a personal encounter. When
Dr. Patterson saw the legal paper he prepared
to remove, not only from the mill but from
Groton.

Mrs. Tilton came over to remove her sister in a
carriage. Together they drove down the mountain
road. The village church bell was tolling, and
Dr. Patterson’s enemy having got into the church,
found this means of expressing his derision. The
blind girl walked behind all the way to Rumney, a
distance of six miles. She would not ride in the

carriage where she could hear the sobs of her
6
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mistress. Abigail held her sister in her arms and
strove to comfort her. And well she might. She
who managed with such executive skill in many
affairs had managed but indifferently in arranging
this marriage.



CHAPTER VI
ILLUMINATION AND BACKWARD TURNING

N threading the labyrinth of a mind to find its
starting point upon a new phase of existence, it is
frequently most difficult to lay hold of the silken
clue which guided it to the gateway out of a maze
of turnings. Every life has its moments of revelation
when it would seem proper to start away upon the
higher adventures of the soul; but seldom does a
human being go forward without hesitation, leaving
the past with its thousand detaining hands by an
irrevocable decision. Having received the vision,
beheld the clear trail of a path up the mountain, the
pilgrim soul, with mystifying impulses which it can-
not itself understand, obeying instincts which lie too
deep for scrutiny, will almost invariably turn back-
ward on the road of experience to reembrace its worn-
out illusions and weep at its old tombs. Finding
the old life and its associations as disappoint-
ing and unprofitable as ever, it will agonize once
more over its mistakes, and putting them off again
one by one, will back away toward its future, with
face set miserably upon the past. Not until the past
smites him, will the pilgrim, with a sudden realiza-
tion of himself, turn right about and rush for his
mountain. Now he must search again for the path.
His search may be weary and performed in humility,
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but the path once found will never again be forsaken
for that pathless wilderness where each human
" being experiences doubts and despairs.

When Dr. Patterson removed from Groton he
engaged board for himself and his wife at the home
of Mr. and Mrs. John Herbert at Rumney Station.
The house was a substantial frame dwelling of the
Colonial type with comfortable chambers looking
out upon broad lawns. The family life at first
appeared to be as broadly harmonious as the fashion
of its dwelling. Mrs. Patterson’s invalidism, how-
ever, soon aroused comment among the frequenters
of the home. As the frail, delicate woman had been
criticized by the thoughtless mountaineers of Groton
~ who in their rugged health believed the handsome
doctor to be a martyr to the whims of an exacting
invalid, so in Rumney she was criticized by the gossip-
ing ladies of the boarding-house. If Dr. Patterson,
obedient to his better instincts of courtesy, picked
up his wife’s handkerchief, or readjusted her shawl,
they were jealously observant, or if in hearty buoy-
ancy he displayed the tenderness of strength toward
weakness and lifted Mrs. Patterson in his arms to
carry her up-stairs, they sat silently disapproving.
For such misinterpretation of her invalidism and
lack of appreciation of her character she has been
misunderstood in that neighborhood for half a
century. Often a nervous sufferer, she soon felt
the wisdom of retiring from this atmosphere and
persuaded the doctor, who contemplated locating in
Rumney, to procure a cottage in Rumney village
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about a mile back in the hills. This cottage occupied
an eminence near the edge of the town and com-
manded an agreeable view. It was a pretty home,
as her Groton home had been, and her blind servant
was still with her and gave her devoted care.

The blind girl, Myra Smith, has described in
detail Mrs. Patterson’s persevering efforts to recover
her health both at Groton and in Rumney, and her
account is interesting because of the light it throws
on that period of Mrs. Eddy’s life, and especially
because of the edification it may be to other invalids.
She relates that Mrs. Patterson faithfully observed
the laws of hygiene. Every morning, even in the
depth of winter when the weather was severely cold
in that mountainous climate, Mrs. Patterson was
lifted from her bed into a chair, wrapped in blankets.
Her chair was then drawn out into the veranda,
where she remained as long as she could sit up,
drinking in deep breaths of pure air and feasting her
eyes upon the beauty of the hills.

Her room meanwhile was thrown wide open to
admit a free current of air and streams of sunshine.
Her bed was redressed for the day and when the
apartment was restored to a proper temperature the
invalid returned to it. She was then bathed, rubbed
in alcohol, reclothed, and again lifted into her bed.
She had a mattress that could be elevated at the
head and many of her hours were passed in the
half-reclining attitude in which it was possible for
her to read, write, or even receive callers when not
suffering too great pain. She ate sparingly and
according to a strict diet, imposing upon herself a
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severe regimen of which water, coarse bread, and
natural fruits were the principal articles of nourish-
ment.

Beside attention to hygienic regulation of bathing,
eating, and going into the fresh air, Mrs. Patterson
received homeopathic treatment from Dr. Patterson,
and she herself read books on homeopathy. But
for all this, the spinal weakness was not overcome
and the nervous seizures continued to occur with
increasing violence. Mrs. Patterson was wasting to
a shadow under the most careful nursing, and her
life was being consumed in ineffectual efforts to
appease the ravishment of pain.

While she was still in this condition of ill health,
Dr. Patterson left her alone with her servant and
took a journey to Washington. His journey was
made primarily to carry out a commission for
Governor Berry of New Hampshire, who had a fund
to be distributed to loyal Southerners. This com-
mission enabled him to push a project of his own,
for he had been excited by the news of the fall of
Sumter, when South Carolina, having seceded, had
fired the first shot in the American Civil War, and
it was Dr. Patterson’s hope to secure an appointment
on the medical staff of the army. But going out to
view the battle of Bull Run, he strayed too far into
the Confederate camp and was captured and made
a prisoner, presumably as a spy. He was taken to
Libbey, the famous Southern war prison, where his
experiences were hard and bitter as were those of all
who endured like captivity.

Mrs. Patterson read his name in the list of prison-
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ers furnished in press dispatches. She could do
nothing to aid him though her sympathy for him
was keen as expressed in letters written at this time
in the effort to stir her relatives to activity in his
behalf, for in spite ‘of his many shortcomings, in all
personal relations he had invariably been kind to her
and she had for Dr. Patterson a true wife’s devotion.
It was at about this time that she heard from her
son for the first time since he had been taken from
her in Groton. He had enlisted and gone to the
front. How intolerable it seemed to her to lie sick
and inert in that lonely cottage, with husband and son
caught in the maelstrom of her country’s agony, —
how desolate and dreary her days may be imagined.
Bedridden in the remote mountain village, with
little or no company but that of her maid, she was
once more thrown back upon herself, and forced by
desolation and pain to seek God for comfort and
grace to endure her lot while the world was unfold-
ing famous pages of history.

The world, in the persons of the great folk of the
vicinity, came to her occasionally. Her maid re-
members the grand airs, the rustling garments and
the consequential stir created by the calls of certain
.great dames who kept up the punctilious formality,
if not neighborly charity, of remembering what was
due Mrs. Patterson, born Baker, also sister of the
wealthy Mrs. Tilton. But these intrusions of the
world were few and far between.

Meantime Mrs. Patterson read her Bible day by
day. At this time she more earnestly than ever
pondered the cures of the early church. She has
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written in “Science and Health” ' how in child-
hood she often listened with joy to these words
falling from the lips of her sainted mother, “God is
able to raise you up from sickness.” She also
declares how she dwelt upon the meaning of this
passage of Scripture which her mother so often
quoted, ‘““And these signs shall follow them that
believe; they shall lay hands upon the sick and they
shall recover.” Some of her early experiences now
came back to her. She recalled how through her
mother’s advice to rest in God’s love she had been
able to recover from the fever brought on by re-
ligious argument with her father and pastor. She
also recalled how she had subdued the insane man
in Tilton when she was a schoolgirl and brought
him into a state of calmness and tranquillity when
every one else had fled from him in terror. She re-
membered her exalted religious state at the period of
both these cures and endeavored to determine
whether such cures depended upon extreme intensity
of faith or whether a calm sense of assurance might
not as surely reach God’s attention. While studying
and meditating on these apparent miracles of faith
in her own experience and striving to connect them
with the manner and method of the New Testament
cures, a singular event befell which gives verity to
Mrs. Eddy’s assertion that for years before the
discovery of Christian Science she had been search-
ing for spiritual causation for disease and a spiritual
method of cure.

Aside from the calls of her aristocratic neighbors,
she was not entirely forgotten by the village. The

1 “Science and Health,” p. 859.
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children, picking berries along the road, would often
stop to talk to “‘the good sick lady” and often
repeated at home or in the houses where they sold
their berries what she said to them, how her blue eyes
shone upon them, and how her thin hands touched
their little brown ones with thrilling sympathy.

So by the love of the children a gentle rumor of
saintliness was spread through that region and if
Mary Baker thought upon the saintliness of her
mother, some dwellers of the countryside came to
think of Mrs. Patterson as a saint and to go to her
for advice and comfort. Among those who sought
her aid was a mother carrying her infant, a child
whose eyes were badly diseased. The mother was
a simple working woman, so simple that she could
still believe there was a relation between piety and
power. She wept as she laid her babe on Mrs.
Patterson’s knees and implored her to ask God to
cure its blindness.

Mrs. Patterson was touched by the woman’s
faith and the child’s apparent need. She took the
babe in her arms and looked into its eyes. She saw
they were in such a state of inflammation that neither
the pupil nor the iris was discernible. She reflected
that Jesus had said, ‘“‘Suffer the little children
to come unto me and forbid them not.” ‘“Who,”
she asked herself, “has forbidden this little one,
who is leading it into the way of blindness?” Mrs.
Eddy has stated that she lifted her thought to God
and returned the child to its mother, assuring her
that God is able to keep his children. The mother
looked at the child’s eyes and they were healed.
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This apparently miraculous happening struck awe
to Mary Baker as well as to the mother.

Here was a clear manifestation of God’s eternal
laws of health made to the mind and consciousness
of Mary Baker. She had invoked God’s mercy and
power and the response had come almost instantly.
She believed and yet was bewildered. Here was
vision, apocalypse. God had healed the child and
despite that fact she was still enchained with pain.
She had understood for the child, but could not, as
yet, understand for herself. She had by chance
struck the harmonious chord, and a spontaneous
healing had resulted. She saw there was a path out
of her wilderness, but its beginning for her own feet
was not clear. The detaining hands of the past and
experiences she was about to go through were to
impede her progress toward the clear understanding
of truth.

During the previous autumn Dr. Patterson had
been much interested in circulars describing the
healing powers of one Phineas P. Quimby of
Portland, Maine. This Quimby had a peculiar
reputation. To some minds he was a charlatan,
nothing more, a man who had learned some tricks
of mesmerism by which he amazed the hearts of
the ignorant. To other minds he was a humane,
self-sacrificing man of rare endowments who through
abstruse study had become acquainted with secret
laws of nature by which he was able to restore the
sick to health. From time to time the newspapers
printed accounts of him, now ridiculing him and
now extolling him.
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Dr. Patterson had been inclined to take a favorable
view of him and defend him against derision. Being
himself unable to cure his wife as he had confidently
expected to do, he felt much interest in the accounts
of Quimby’s cures. It did not matter if Quimby
were a mesmerist, or a Spiritualist, or if he trans-
mitted magnetic currents. The thing was he cured.
People went to him and got well. It was very much
in this matter with Dr. Patterson as in all the
affairs of life, a case of “lo here, lo there !”

So the doctor had written Quimby in the fall of
1861, telling him that his wife had been for many
years an invalid from a spinal disease, and that
having heard of his wonderful cures, he desired to
have him visit her; or if Quimby intended to journey
to Concord, he would carry his wife to him. Quimby
replied that he had no intention of making a trip to
Concord, that he had all the business he could
attend to in Portland, but that he had no doubt
whatever he could effect Mrs. Patterson’s cure if
she would come to him.

Dr. Patterson, however, had, as has been related,
projects of his own which more and more took
possession of him as he read the news of Lincoln’s
inauguration and the call for troops to defend the
Union. He was full of his proposed trip to Washing-
ton, and the preliminary visit which must be made
to Concord. These plans required all the funds and
energy he had to bestow.

Mrs. Patterson read the Quimby letter with its
closing assurance many times. She asked herself
often if it were not possible that this man withheld
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his real experiences from his public circular because
of their sacredness, if it were not likely that by piety
and prayer, rather than by mesmerism, he had
learned the power of healing. This was a perfectly
consistent speculation, for from her childhood, from
the days of her studying with her brother and later
with her pastor, she had been taught to look for a
law of cause and effect. Now here was a man
healing, she reflected, and there must be a law to
govern his cases. Moreover it was natural to her
to take the religious view, that this law was only
understood through revelation, and to credit Quimby
with having received the revelation. She was a
sincere Christian and believed healing without
medicine must be done by God.

Still it was the law she sought for. It was not
enough for her that here and there a miracle of
piety could be performed by those who gave their
lives up to prayer. She had come to understand
that, where the Hebrew prophets had occasionally
and sporadically made God’s will prevail in a so-
called miracle, Jesus of Nazareth had never failed
in invoking health and sustenance. He had cured
the most desperate diseases with the same readi-
ness as the mildest; He had blessed the poor food
and abundance had been found to feed the multi-
tude. Yet here she, Mary Baker, lay on a bed of
pain and in sore need of means. Did God with-
hold from her His bounty because she was a
sinner? Like Job, she knew in her heart this was
not true. Then where was the fault and what was
the law ?
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Mary Baker had performed certain cures from
which she argued as from the sure ground of ex-
perience, but these healings were incidental and
accidental and she scarcely knew how they had
occurred except that she knew they had happened
when her thoughts were associated with God. She
pondered after this fashion: Laws of God are
immutable and universal. Then because His laws
are so fixed and so infinitely operative, man by
studying them has built up the sciences, as mathe-
matics and mechanics. But in physics he is still
crying out for the philosopher’s stone and in medi-
cine for the elixir of life. ‘I know there is cause
and effect in the spiritual world as in the natural!”
she would exclaim to herself. “I know there is a
science of health, a science of life, a divine science, a
science of God.”

But it did not enter Mary Baker’s mind in that
hour that by this assertion she had declared herself
the discoverer of a great truth, that by this affirma-
tion of faith she had pledged herself to find the way
and prove what she had declared. She was to herself
only a woman in extremity, hungering for truth.
In Portland, Maine, was a man whom she now
began to endow with her own faith. If she could
get to him, she would question him and find out if
he had come close to God’s heart. If he had, how
humbly she would beg him to teach her and guide
her and how joyfully would she follow! In May of
1862 she wrote a letter to Dr. Quimby, a letter
which doubtless surprised that gentleman. She
stated her confidence in his possession of a philoso-
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phy and that she wished to come to him to study and
be healed.

She now began to make preparation to visit
Quimby. She requested her sister to come to her
aid and her sister responded. She rose from her
sick bed and started on the journey though she
accomplished it by a somewhat circuitous route.
Mrs. Patterson dismissed with love her blind servant
so long faithful. Her household goods were packed
up and sent to Tilton and she returned with Abigail
to her home. On the way to Tilton she explained to
her sister her wish to visit Phineas P. Quimby; but
Abigail demurred. She said Quimby was a mesmer-
ist and Spiritualist, a quack scientist who had
traveled around New England with a youth giving
exhibitions in hypnotism.

“Why, Mary,” she said, ‘““how can you desire to
visit such a charlatan, — you with your mind, your
talents, your religion, you who have always resisted
these doctrines of animal magnetism and the pro-
fessions of Spiritualism ?”

“I certainly do not want mesmerism or Spirit-
ualism,” said Mary, ‘“but I somehow believe that I
must see what this man has or has not. I am im-
pelled with an unquenchable thirst for God that
will not let me rest. Abigail, there is a science be-
yond all sciences we have ever studied. Itis Christ’s
Science. There is a fundamental doctrine, a God’s
truth that will restore me to health, and if me, then
countless thousands. Has this man Quimby dis-
covered the great truth or is he a blunderer, perhaps
a charlatan as you say? I must know.”
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“Mary, dear,” said her sister, “you are excitable
and intense. You have lived so long alone in the
hills reading and thinking you are morbid. You
should not have been left to yourself so long.”

“Then you must go with me to Portland to make
up for neglecting me. You will go, won’t you,
Abigail ?”

“Indeed I will not,” cried the energetic Mrs. Til-
ton. ‘“You shall go to Dr. Vail’s water-cure at Hill,
which is a respectable sanitarium. I will hire you a
nurse and rent you a cottage there. We shall see
what a physician and hospital care can do for you.”

“But have I not faithfully taken medicine and
lived according to hygienic rule for years?” asked
Mary. Then turning suddenly to her sister, she
asked, ‘“‘Abigail, do you doubt the power of God ?”

“I do not, but I believe God helps those who
help themselves.”

“So He does, sister, when they come into harmony
with His law; that I know,” answered Mary quietly.

Abigail Tilton’s words had a way of driving home
and sticking there, like arrows shot into a target.
She was a woman of common sense and she proposed
to exercise common sense now for her sister. She
would hear nothing of Quimby. When Mrs. Tilton
had employed a young woman, named Susan Rand,
to go to Hill with Mrs. Patterson, had engaged a
conveyance to carry her there comfortably, and had
instructed the driver to be most careful with his
charge, then she supplied her sister with funds
sufficient for her stay, felt that she had performed
her duty, and washed her hands of the event.
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Mrs. Patterson arrived at the sanitarium ex-
hausted with the journey. The driver lifted her out
of the carriage rudely and set her upon her feet upon
the ground. Mrs. Patterson turned and sped up
the steps like a deer, collapsing in the waiting room
of the hospital. The utter misery of that collapse
was like death settling down upon her. Thus far
she had come in her belief that God was going to
help her and to help her now. But here God
seemed to be forsaking her. She could only reiterate
to herself in gasping weakness, “I know God can
and will cure me, if only I could understand His
way.” But she was in the midst of the doctors again
who believed in quite different agencies. She must
now submit to the water-cure, the fad of the period.

They carried her to one of the little cottages and
instructed her attendant in the system of nursing
prevailing at the water-cure. For several weeks the
treatment was continued with little result. Mrs.
Tilton’s common sense was failing its purpose once
more. Then Mary Baker asserted her family
spirit. She had wanted to go to Portland to see
Quimby, and she determined she would go without
further discussion. She wrote him in August that
she would try to come to him, though she could sit
up but for a few minutes at a time, and she asked
him if he thought she would be able to reach him
without sinking from the effects of the journey.
Quimby replied so encouragingly that she completed
her arrangements.

Mrs. Patterson arrived at the International
Hotel, Portland, in October, 1862. Here in this
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hotel Dr. Quimby, doctor by courtesy only, had his
offices. In his reception room his patients gathered
and sat by the hour, talking and visiting, discussing
the doctor’s sayings and their own illnesses. And
in this reception room on the morning in October,
when Mrs. Patterson arrived, were a number of
patients together with his son George, a young man
scarcely turned twenty-one, who then acted as his
father’s secretary.

Mrs. Patterson was assisted up the stairs to this
room and her extreme feebleness was marked by all.
Dr. Quimby came from his inner office to receive the
new patient and she beheld for the first time the
man she believed a great physician. He was of small
physique, with white hair and beard, level brows,
and shrewd, penetrating eyes. He was healthy,
dominant, energetic. He had the eye of the born
hypnotizer, the man who can persuade other wills to
obey his own, especially the wills of the sick and
mentally disordered. But his face was kindly and
his expression sincere.

Mary Baker was at that time a frail shadow of a
woman, an abstracted student, given to much
thinking and prayer. With great blue eyes, deep
sunk, yet arched above with beautiful brows, she
looked into the friendly face bent above her and she
looked with the deep intense gaze of the seer.



CHAPTER VII
THE APOTHEOSIS OF A HYPNOTIST

N order to understand what sort of meeting it was
which took place between the emaciated sufferer
and invalid, Mary Baker, and the mesmeric healer,
Phineas Quimby, at the International Hotel in
Portland, Maine, in October, 1862, it is necessary to
survey briefly the latter’s life and work up to this
period.

Quimby was the son of a poor blacksmith and
was apprenticed as a lad to a clock-maker. He had
no schooling and grew up illiterate but industrious
and honest. He made with his own hands hundreds
of clocks and having his interest thus awakened in
mechanics, tinkered with small inventions, and is
said to have perfected a number of tools, especially
a hand-saw. Part of the time he earned his living
making daguerreotypes.

Thus he lived until he was thirty-six years old, a
nervous, shrewd little man with a piercing black
eye and determined mouth. He was argumentative
and somewhat combative, inquiring, inventive, and
doggedly determined. These traits were partially
due to lack of education; to him an axiom was not a
self-evident proposition; he refused to accept any-
thing as a truth unless he could experiment with it
and prove it for himself. He was not religious, but
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a man of good morals and of a kindly nature, always
ready to help his neighbor.

In 1838 Charles Poyen, the French hypnotist,
visited Belfast, Maine, Quimby’s home town, where
he gave a course of lectures on mesmerism with illus-
trative experiments. At his first exhibition in the
town hall his efforts were something of a failure, and
he declared that some one in the audience perverted
the hypnotic influence. He invited whomsoever it
was to remain and meet him after the others had
gone. The man who remained was ‘“‘Park”
Quimby, as the townspeople called him. Poyen
talked with him and assured him that he had extraor-
dinary hypnotic powers which, if developed, would
make him an adept in mesmerism. Quimby was
gratified and absorbingly interested. He at once
began to experiment on his friends and acquaint-
ances, and whenever he found a willing subject tried
to put him into a mesmeric sleep. As he was very
often successful in these efforts, people began to talk
about him and if any one in the town did an eccen-
tric thing, or had a mishap, the gossips said with
waggish appreciation, “Park Quimby has mesmer-
ized him.”

His townsmen came to believe Quimby could
compel a man to come in from the street by fixing his
eye on him; and nothing more greatly entertained
the villagers than to assist at such an exhibition at
the corner store. Quimby’s method of hypnotizing
at this time was to fix his eyes in a concentrated gaze
upon his subject. If he wished thoroughly to mes-
merize the subject, that is, to put him to sleep, he
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would make passes across the subject’s forehead,
continuing his strokes down the shoulders and the
length of the arms, shaking his hands after every
pass. His subjects professed to thrill and tingle as
though electric currents had passed through them,
and some of them would perform Quimby’s hyp-
notic commands, however absurd they might be.
Quimby soon found an unusually good subject in a
youth named Lucius Burkmar. As his experiments
with this young man absorbed his interest and at-
tracted considerable attention, he abandoned his
workshop and devoted himself to mesmerism.

In his clock-tinkering days in Belfast, Park
Quimby had been regarded as eccentric, and his
home town now thought him quite mad in his new
tole. A few persons took him seriously and sought
to have him cure minor illnesses, but more often he
was derided, and sometimes even condemned as an
infidel. Not appreciated at home, he left Belfast,
taking Burkmar with him, and together they gave
exhibitions in other towns where he was not so well
known to his audiences and could command greater
respect for his hypnotic feats. These are said often
to have been so startling as to frighten susceptible
persons, arousing in them suspicion of witchcraft and
magic. More than once on his travels he stirred up
a mob from which he and Burkmar had to escape
by taking to their heels.

Wonder-working soon proving not entirely agree-
able as a method of earning a living, Quimby re-
turned to Belfast and settled down in his workshop
again until another mesmerist visited the town in the
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person of John Bovee Dods. Dods was the author
of a book which was published in 1850. It contained
ideas he had taught for twenty years and was entitled
“The Philosophy of Electrical Psychology.” He
gave public lectures in Belfast, exchanged ideas with
Quimby, and took into his employ Quimby’s subject,
the lad Burkmar. When Burkmar returned from
his trip with Dods, Quimby again employed him
and found that Dods had been using him to read
clairvoyantly the minds of patients and influencing
him to prescribe expensive remedies which Dods
manufactured.

Quimby thought that overreaching, and when
Burkmar diagnosed cases for him, he influenced him
to prescribe simple herbs. These remedies appeared
to effect cures as well as the higher-priced ones and
Quimby began to believe that it was not the medi-
cine that was doing the curing but the patient’s
confidence in the doctor or medium. This was a de-
cided step in a progression of reasoning which, had
he possessed the mental equipment, might have
carried him into the realm of psychological discov-
ery. He was working honestly and cautiously, how-
ever, and so accomplished a modicum of success as a
magnetic healer. He first abandoned medicines and
second, dismissing the subject he had se long relied
upon, began to sit directly with his patients, for he
had discovered his own clairvoyant ability to read
his patient’s thoughts or induce him to tell ““all his
sensations.” His cures were in part accomplished
by directing the patient’s thoughts to another part of
the body from that supposed to be affected. Thus a
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boil on the back of the neck became a toothache at
his suggestion. He rubbed the heads of his pa-
tients and otherwise manipulated their bodies, be-
. lieving in his personal magnetism as the important
part of the curative agency.

In relieving the sick of their pains he found that
he took their conditions upon himself, and he often
related how he had to go into his garden and hoe
vigorously, or to his woodpile and saw wood most
industriously, to get rid of rheumatic pains or agues,
and to reestablish his own equilibrium and recharge
himself with electric currents; for Quimby was never
all his life rid of the influence of Dods and his theo-
ries of transmission of human electricity. Quimby
is said to have cured cases of chronic disease of long
standing and to have secured a worthier reputation
than when working wonders with Lucius Burkmar.
He now began to travel about New England again
and issued circulars advertising himself far and
wide as a healer with a new theory. Avidity for the
mysterious in the rural mind carried these circulars
to the remotest hamlets. A curious account of his
statements as to himself and his methods appeared
in the Bangor Jeffersonian in 1857. It was headed,
“A New Doctrine of Health and Disease,” and it
said in part:

A gentleman of Belfast, Dr. Phineas P. Quimby,
who was remarkably successful as an experimenter
in mesmerism some sixteen years ago, and has con-
tinued his investigations in psychology, has dis-
covered and in his daily practise carries out, a new
principle in the treatment of disease.
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His theory is that the mind gives immediate
form to the animal spirit and that the animal spirit
gives form to the body as soon as the less plastic
elements of the body are able to assume that form.
Therefore, his first course in the treatment of a
patient is to sit down beside him and put himself
en rapport with him, which he does without pro-
ducing the mesmeric sleep.

He says that in every disease the animal spirit,
or spiritual form, is somewhat disconnected from
the body, that it imparts to him all its grief and the
cause of it, which may have been mental trouble
or shock to the body, as over fatigue, excessive cold
or heat, etc. This impresses the mind with anxiety
and the mind reacting upon the body produces
disease. With this spirit form Dr. Quimby con-
verses and endeavors to win it away from its grief,
and when he has succeeded in doing so, it disap-

ars and reunites with the body. us is com-
menced the first step toward recovery. This unien
frequently lasts but a short time when the spirit
again appears, exhibiting some new phase of its
trouble. With this he again persuades and con-
tends until he overcomes it, when it disappears as
before. Thus two shades of trouble have disap-
peared from the mind and consequently from the
animal spirit, and the body already has commenced
its efforts to come into a state in accordance with
them.

In 1859 Quimby went to Portland, Maine, and
remained there until the summer of 1865. During
this period he had many patients and performed a
number of cures. His hypnotic practise now seems
to have changed its form to a large extent, notwith-
standing he manipulated his patients always and
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this seems to have been the feature upon which he
laid the greatest stress. But he now embellished
these magnetic treatments with conversation, en-
deavoring to account for the origin of disease in
opinions and notions, oscillating between weirdly
speculative and practical points of view and no-
where confining himself to stringent definition.

It was expedient to survey Quimby’s life up to
this point and it is now necessary to arrive at a clear
conception of what sort of thinker he was. Unless
we are quite clear here, we shall stray into a quag-
mire and find ourselves believing that all that follows
in the life of Mary Baker Eddy was the result of her
meeting with this man. This argument is advanced
only by those who have a vague and confused idea of
Quimby. Its claims are these: that Quimby cured
Mary Baker of her invalidism, that he gave her the
germ ideas of her philosophy, that he presented her
with manuscripts which she afterwards claimed as
her own, that he focussed her mind, thst he was the
impetus of all her subsequent momentum. Were
these contentions just, none but a perfidious ingrate
would deny them. But not to deny them, circum-
stantially and in totality, is to leave open the gate
to the quagmire that Christian Science is mesmerism
religionized. For to interpret Mary Baker Eddy and
Christian Science by Quimbyism is to lose sight for-
ever of the unique and powerful significance of her
life.

Summarizing Quimby, therefore, it may be stated
that though he was no scientist, he was trained by
over twenty years’ experience in practising mes-
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merism and without knowing it was really a remark-
able hypnotist. It would have been very extraor-
dinary if from his quarter of a century’s experience
in mesmerism, clairvoyance, and magnetism he had
not reduced his observations to some sort of phi-
losophy however crude and empirical. Though he
liked to call it his wisdom, what he actually attained
was a jumble of reasoning which even he did not
understand. He combated with vigor and manli-
ness sickly ideas in the minds of his patients, but his
healthy physical presence, not philosophy, did the
work. Saturated with Poyen’s theories of mesmer-
ism and Dods’ doctrines of electrical currents, he
was forever trying to convey something of himself to
his patients, some subtle fluid or invisible essence.
He never eliminated his personality.

Quimby was not even a religious man. He habit-
ually and stoutly denied the Messianic mission of
Jesus, declaring that Jesus was a healer and never
intended to establish a religion. His notion of the
Creator was confused with ideas of nature, and he is
said to have called God the Great Mesmerizer or
Magnet. Possessing neither education nor the least
training in philosophic thinking, and having no real
religious faith, this man was ill-equipped for stating
a philosophy. Moreover, his belief in his personal
magnetism blocked the way for forming a sound phil-
osophic doctrine, even if his lack of cultivation had
been modified by reading and scholarly association.

Quimby has been delineated that he may have his
due, — Quimby the illiterate mesmerist, Quimby
the blundering and stumbling reasoner, Quimby the
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kindly, sympathetic healer, above all, Quimby the
unconscious hypnotizer. Ignorance will cover all
his errors, good intentions all his accomplishments.
He would never have claimed to have originated
anything had he known all there was to be known of
Mesmer. Quimbyism was but an excrescence on the
natural growth of mental suggestion from Mesmer to
the Nancy school. Quimbyism is not embryonic
Christian Science; it is merely Mesmerism gone
astray.

When Mary Baker entered Mr. Quimby’s office
he sat down beside her, as was his custom with his
patients, to get into the sympathetic and clairvoyant
relation with her nature which he called rapport.
Gazing fixedly into her eyes, he told her, as he had
told others, that she was held in bondage by the
opinions of her family and physicians, that her
animal spirit was reflecting its grief upon her body
and calling it spinal disease. He then wet his hands
in a basin of water and violently rubbed her head,
declaring that in this manner he imparted healthy
electricity. Gradually he wrought the spell of
hypnotism, and under that suggestion she let go the
burden of pain just as she would have done had
morphine been administered. The relief was no
doubt tremendous. Her gratitude certainly was
unbounded. She was set free from the excruciating
pain of years. Quimby himself was amazed at her
sudden healing; no less was he amazed at the inter-
pretation she immediately placed upon it, that it had
been accomplished by Quimby’s mediatorship be-
tween herself and God.
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She had come to Quimby prepared to find him a
saint who healed by virtue of his religious wisdom,
and as soon as she met him she completed her men-
tal picture, endowing him with her own faith. Thus
the hypnotist had almost nothing to do. Her faith
returned upon her, flooding her with radiance, heal-
ing her of her pain. The modest mesmerist was
astonished at the faith he believed himself to have
evoked. It covered him with confusion to have her
religious emotion, engendered by years of suffering,
ascribe to him a spiritual nature which he knew he
did not possess.

Mrs. Patterson’s case struck Quimby as one of
his most remarkable cures. He watched with in-
terest for her return on the following day and his
gratification was equal to her gratitude when he
found that she was apparently in the same radiant
condition of well-being as when she stood erect the
day before and said she was well. However, he
again administered his mesmeric treatment, stroking
her head, shoulders, and back, until she declared
she felt as if standing on an electric battery.

“It is not magnetism that does this work, doctor,”
she declared. “You have no need to touch me, nor
disorder my hair with your mesmeric passes.”

“What then do you think does the healing ?”’ he
asked. "

*“Your knowledge of God’s law, your understand-
ing of the truth which Christ brought into the world
and which had been lost for ages.”

Quimby sat abashed. He was not religious, wor-
_shipful, or reverent, but he caught at the wonder of
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this idea, the glory of it, and vaguely conceived the
renown of it. He stumbled, however, in his first
step to the pedestal of a greatness which he knew
was not his.

“I see what you mean,” he said musingly, ‘“that
Christ has come into the world again; but in that
case I must be John and you Jesus.”

Delicate religious apprehension and clear mental
acumen developed by years of prayer, study, and
discussion had fitted Mary Baker’s mind to meet
such a statement. She took instant umbrage at the
startling irreverence.

“That is blasphemy,” she declared quietly, and
Quimby’s eyes, already half whimsical over his ten-
tative remark, dropped before hers. He became
instantly serious, and said:

“I did n’t mean it so; I don’t understand the way
you explain your cure. No one before ever believed
it was divine truth that operated through me. They
have said I healed through some mysterious force in
myself. I have told them it was healthy electrical
currents together with my ‘Wisdom’ that I imparted
which effected the cure. But the faith in Christ
which you declare enables me to heal I have not.
It makes me think it is your faith in Christ that heals
you, and all I can do is to acknowledge it. If the
spirit of Christ is with you and I acknowledge it,
then I bear the relation to you of John to Jesus.”

As is very well known to-day the subject under
hypnosis reveals the inner recesses of his mind and
gives up to the hypnotizer the thoughts of years.
Mrs. Patterson remained for three weeks in Port-
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land and was daily at Mr. Quimby’s office. Quimby
always spoke of her as a remarkable woman and
would daily question her as to her understanding of
her cure. She regarded him with the enthusiasm
one rescued from drowning feels for the swimmer
who has brought him to shore. She continually in-
vested his mind with her own ideas. He was eager
to take advantage of her superior mental qualifica-
tions to add something to his “Wisdom,” and he
would converse with her by the hour for that purpese.

“You say there is a principle which governs the
healing,” he would remark. ‘““Now what do you
think that principle is?”

“I think it is God,” she would reply. “You
should understand, Dr. Quimby, much better thanI
that this is not your magnetism or your wisdom but
God’s truth. I try to understand my cure every day,
but I am still confused. You should make clear
statements concerning your understanding of this
truth for your patients’ sake, not in scribbled notes,
but in a developed argument summed up in a treatise.
You demonstrate truth when you heal, but do you
analyze your processes ?”

“I do not understand entirely what I do,” the
doctor would say; ‘“‘so how can I make the patient
understand ?”’

“But there can be no science of health until the
laws can be stated,” Mary Baker would reply. “If
this is a philosophy it can be reduced to philosophic
arguments. This is a very spiritual doctrine, the
eternal years of God are with it, and it must be
stated so that it will stand firm as the Rock of Ages.”
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Such portentous appreciation greatly excited the
dambition of Quimby. He desired to measure up to
this conception of himself and his work. But he had
not the slightest notion of how to set about reducing
a history of his cures to a science. He gathered from
Mrs. Patterson’s conversation that he should write
something, and perhaps with a quite innocent idea
of copying a model he asked her to write something
out first. For this purpose he gave her some notes
he had made, commenting on the symptoms of recent
patients. She took these to her boarding-house and
occupied several days striving to piece them into an .
essay. :

Her efforts were not a brilliant success. His pen-
ciled thoughts continually contradicted themselves
and not only themselves, they directly contradicted
her conception of her own cure or any other she had
known of. When Mrs. Patterson talked with
Quimby, he did not contradict her; on the contrary,
he quickly adopted both her language and ideas;
but such words as science, principle, truth, inserted
at random in his subsequent notes, found no place in
his jumble of theories and produced an extraordinary
result. As an example of this result, the following
quotation is said to be from Quimby’s pencil :

I will now try to establish this science or rock,
and upon it I will build the science of life. My
foundation is animal matter or life. This set in
action by wisdom produces thought. Thoughts,
like grains of sand, are held together by their own
sympathy, wisdom or attraction. Now man is
composed ‘of these particles of matter, or thought,
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combined and arranged by wisdom. As thought
is always changin%; so man is always throwing off
particles of thought and receiving others. Thus
man is a ﬁrogresswe idea; Fet he 1s the same man,
although he is changing all the time for better or
for worse. As his senses are in his wisdom, and
his wisdom is attached to his idea or body, his
change of mind is under one of the two directions
either of this world of opinions or of God or Science,
ar}dd his happiness or misery is the result of his
wisdom.

Though Mary Baker’s own pure stream of re-
ligious thought wrought such confusion to Quimby’s
materialistic theories as to make his utterances sound
like philosophy gone mad, her cure, whether a tem-
porary one wrought under hypnotism, or a perma-
nent one achieved through a momentary realization
of God, was secure. She consistently maintained
that God was the “wisdom” Quimby brought to his
patients. Quimby never told her so, and the hypno-
tist to-day would say that Quimby may have allowed
her to hypnotize herself with that thought. How-
ever that may be, by seeing God as the principle of
her cure, she stood safe on her own foundation, laid
in the years of orthodox religious experience, though
she was not to understand this until Quimby the
hypnotizer lay in his grave.

Quimby really seemed to desire to adopt the idea
of bringing God to his patients and would declare
with all the wisdom he had that God was the great
mesmerizer. Continuing to mesmerize his patients,
he began to occupy the position of a lesser god in
the minds of many who gathered round him. They
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quickly took up this idea of God as the great
mesmerizer, and Quimby in a sense became His
representative. When Quimby, ‘“‘condensing his
identity,” would visit them in waking hours of the
night, or when they had returned to their homes,
it was to them the shadow of the Almighty. This
produced hypnotism more absolute than anything
Quimby had hitherto dreamed of. It quite appreci-
ably increased his success as a healer. Though he
acquired the idea of God as the healer from Mary
Baker, he reversed it and made of the Supreme
Being a necromancer.



CHAPTER VIII
THE MYSTERY OF THE QUIMBY MANUSCRIPTS

HROUGH the writings of Mary Baker on what
she thought Quimby believed, ‘‘Quimbyism”
and Quimby manuscripts came to have a factitious
existence. Her writings were given into Quimby’s
keeping and were doubtless copied by other patients;
her explanations of his cures were often accepted
instead of Quimby’s, even Quimby himself accept-
ing them in part, flattered at the interpretation put
upon him and his work. A curious commingling of
mesmerism and religious faith resulted from the
association of these distinctly differing minds, and
the manuscripts handed from one to another per-
petuated this confusion.

Mary Baker dwelt long under the influence of
Quimby’s mesmeric belief and it came to have a
great, though not supreme, significance in her later
teaching, the significance of a counterfeit of the
truth she was later to discover and proclaim.
From 1862 to 1866 were for her so many years in
the wilderness, after which came that search for
the mountain which was to be her Horeb, and
which had first been shown her by illumination
when in Rumney she healed the child of blindness.
A sublime faith held her firmly through this period
of confusion as it did through subsequent travail

7
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of spirit, but the confusion, temporarily wrought in
her, induced her to give honor where honor was
not due.

In later years, roused by the assault of critics
hostile to her restatements of Christ’s teachings,
Mrs. Eddy wrote fearlessly of her confused condi-
tion at this period. She related how for years she
struggled with the effects of Dr. Quimby’s practise,
acknowledging that she had written and talked of
him with ignorant enthusiasm until she realized the
harmful influence of teaching such ‘“‘a false human
concept.” She said: .

It has always been my misfortune to think peo-
ple bigger and better than they really are. My
mistake is to endow another person with my ideal
and then to make him think it Eis own. . . . I would
touch tenderly his [Quimby’s] memory, speak rev-
erently of his humane purpose, and name only his
virtues, did not this man [Julius Dresser] drive me
for conscience’s sake to sketch the facts. . . .1
was ignorant of the basis of animal magnetism
twenty years ago, but know now that it would dis-
grace and invalidate any mode of medicine. The
animal poison imparted through mortal mind by
false or incorrect mental physicians, is more de-
structive to health and morals than are the mineral
and vegetable poisons prescribed by the matter
physicians. . . . I denounced it [Quimby’s method]
after a few of my first students rubbed the heads
of their patients and the immorality of one student
opened my ei'es to the horrors possible in animal
magnetism. I discovered the Science of Mind heal-
ing and that was enough. It was the way Christ
had pointed out; and that had glorified it. My
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discovery promises nothing but blessing to eve
inhabitgltpthat walks the globe.! "8 v

The confusion of her ideas with Quimby’s in her
early writings, which were widely copied and cir-
culated, gave rise to the Quimby manuscript tra-
dition. This tradition grew into a controversy
which deserves some explication, lest, in treating it
as negligible, a fabulous fame of incongruous origin
shall be perpetuated. The existence of writings of
any consequence which are veritable Quimby manu-
scripts would be negligible were it not for the pos-
sible confusion of them with Mary Baker’s writings.
Veritable Quimby manuscripts are absolutely hypo-
thetical, as hypothetical as was the inheritance of
Mme. Therese Humbert of Paris. It will be re-
membered that credit for an enormous sum was
secured for a period of over twenty years by the
Humbert family on a basis of nothing. Nay, not
upon nothing. Mme. Humbert had a copy of a will,
and she had an affidavit from a notary that securi-
ties representing the property she claimed to be
heir to were sealed in a strong box and held for her
in the safe of a bank. When the court finally ordered
this strong box opened, it was found that there were
not securities for twenty millions, but there were one
thousand dollars, a few copper coins, and a brass
button. Eleven millions had been advanced on this
absurd basis.

The Quimby claim is a purely intellectual one
and the credit secured has been an extravagant

! Christian Science Journal, June, 1887.
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belief, a belief which provokes unjust and invidi-
ous suspicion as to the origin of the fundamental
principles of Christian Science. To show how base-
less is this suspicion, it is necessary to examine the
Quimby claim. '

Some twenty years after Quimby’s death (which
resulted from a tumor of the stomach in 1866),
when Christian Science had been placed on a firm
foundation, it began to be contended by Quimby’s
son and a former patient of Quimby that he had left
manuscripts on a number of subjects, setting forth
a system of philosophy. Jealously guarding the
proof of his claim, the son, by indirect assertion,
implies as his reason for not publishing the alleged
manuscripts that their authorship would be claimed
by the author of “Science and Health” if he pub-
lished them during her lifetime.

This is a rather strange suggestion, but it sets
forth the shadow of a fear justified by circum-
stances. It has been shown that Mrs. Patterson in
1862 wrote certain manuscripts for Quimby and
gave them to him. She repeated this generous, if
unprofitable, act in the early part of 1864, when she
spent two or three months in an uninterrupted
effort to fathom and elucidate ‘“Quimbyism.” It
seems almost incredible that a woman of her intel-
lectual and spiritual development should have de-
voted so long a period to the struggle of formulating
a philosophy out of the chaotic but dogmatic utter-
ances of this self-taught mesmerist. But there was
a deep-lying reason for this long struggle, which was
bound to end in dire failure, and the reason both for
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the struggle and for the failure could only be made
known to her by the extraordinary and impressive
circumstance of an original discovery.

As the deviation of the needle from the true North
caused mariners to investigate for centuries the cause
of deflection until the eminent scientist, Lord Kelvin,
successfully insulated the compass, so, though she
subsequently discovered the principle of mind heal-
ing, it was not until Mary Baker learned what
“Quimbyism” really was, namely magnetism, that
she came to understand why she so long strove in
vain to have Quimby unfold to her that which was
not his to give, why she so long sought for principle
where there was no principle. Quimby was navi-
gating without a compass, and his zigzag course
could only fetch home by accident.

But Quimby believed in his own course as the
true one. While he acknowledged to other patients
that he was delighted with Mrs. Patterson’s enthu-
siasm and asserted that her perception of truth was
keener than that of any other of his patients, it is
not in evidence that he ever gave her credit for a
scope which exceeded his, save in religious appre-
hension, which to him was not authoritative. He
received from Mrs. Patterson manuscripts to which
she unselfishly and unguardedly signed his name.
These manuscripts in Mrs. Eddy’s handwriting,
interlined with Quimby’s emendations, may still be
in existence.

Lest the implied reason for not publishing
the alleged Quimby manuscripts — the fear that
their authorship would be disputed — should be
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retroactive, there is still another reason advanced.
This reason, too, is given only by implication, but
it is worthier of commendation than the former. The
second reason is the illiteracy of Phineas Quimby,
for which he was in no wise to blame, but which, as
has been shown, prevented his accomplishing any-
thing in the way of literature.!

! The author made the journey in the depth of winter to the little town of
Belfast, Maine, off the main line of travel and somewhat difficult of access, to
see, as I supposed, the Quimby manuscripts. Arriving there the custodian
of the manuscripts, George A. Quimby, said to me:

“If all the people who have come to see me in the past twenty years about
these manuscripts of my father were fishes and were laid head and tail
they would stretch from here to Montana. If all thé letters that have been
written to me on the subject were spread out they would make a plaster that
would cover the country.”

When I asked Mr. Quimby for permission to see these much-talked-of
manuscripts, he took from a drawer in his desk a copybook such as school
children use to write essays in. It was in a good state of preservation, not
yellowed by age, and was written in from cover to cover in a neat copyist’s
hand. There were no erasures, or interlineations, no breaks for paragraphs
and very few headings. There were dates at the end of the articles, of which
there appeared to be two or three different ones in the book. The dates were
1861 and 1868.

“Is this your father’s handwriting ? ”* I asked Mr. Quimby.

“Itis not; that is my mother’s, I believe, and here is one in the handwriting
of one of the Misses Ware."”

Mr. Quimby went to a great iron safe in the wall of his office and brought
out six or eight more books of a similar character. 1 glanced through the pages
and saw that all were written in this style with some variation in the handwriting
and then asked: '

" “Are none of these in your father’s handwriting?*’

“No, they are all copies of copies. . . . These are the only manuscripts I
have shown to any one and the only ones I will show.” )

“But,” I objected, “there have recently been printed facsimile reproduc-
tions of your father’s manuscripts over the date 1868 in which appears the
words ‘Christian Science.' I particularly wished to see that manuscript.”

“I am showing you exactly what I showed others. That is the very page
that was photographed.”

“And in whose writing is this?”

“My mother’s, I believe, or possibly one of the Misses Ware; . . . they are
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“My father was self-educated,” said Mr. Quimby,
“but he had read a great deal. His head was full
of speculative ideas and he was constantly writing
down his thoughts. He wrote without capitalizing
or punctuating. His mind was always ahead of his
pen, and he would not paragraph or formulate his
thoughts into essays. I guess many of his words
were misspelled too.”

If the son has cherished and still possesses the
papers containing his father’s original notes, there
must be some more sufficient reason, which he alone
knows, why he so long has withheld them from
publicity. He has for years refused to submit them
for inspection to any person competent or incom-
petent to judge of their value. Under the most
urgent demand he has failed to bring them forth
into the light, to allow a friend in dire need to use
them in defence in a suit at law, or to permit a dis-
tinguished scholar to prepare a brief in their inter-
est. Literary men, lawyers, and journalists have
urged their exhibition in vain. In 1887 Mrs. Eddy

copies of things my father wrote. He used to write at odd moments on scraps
of paper whatever came into his mind.”

“And bave you those papers now?”

“Yes, I have.”

“Will you let me see a few pages of them?”

“No, I will not. No one has seen them and no one shall. . . . I tell you
they have all been after them, Arens, Dresser, Minot J. Savage, Peabody, and
these recent newspaper and magazine investigators. But I have never shown
them. Dr. Savage wrote me that I owed it to the world to produce them.”

“And did you not think so?”

“No. I have said I will never print them while that woman lives.”

“Do you mean Mrs. Eddy?”

“That is just who I mean.”

— Homan Lrrx, April, 1907.
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advertised that she would pay for their publication.
But for some deep and inscrutable reason it has
been impossible to unveil them.

The conclusion seems warranted that there is
nothing worthy of the name of manuscripts in the
Quimby safe. It may be that there are certain de-
posits of fragmentary pencilings of Phineas Quimby.
It may be that there are certain of Mrs. Eddy’s
writings there. It may be that these writings are
interlaced, and to produce one is to produce the
other. Thus the Quimby manuscript tradition
may rest, not on nothing, but, as in the Humbert
will case, on something so near to nothing as to be
negligible of consideration.

But though the original manuscripts, if such there
be, have never seen the light, it must be understood
that George A. Quimby has exhibited some writings
which he calls Quimby manuscripts. These are a
series of copybooks filled with writing. Originality
is not claimed for these writings which are described
as copies of copies of Phineas Quimby’s notes, but
only are they so described when exact information
is required. Ordinarily they are loosely called by
Mr. Quimby, “my father’s manuscripts.”

Authenticity is rendered doubtful for these writ-
ings, because, not only has no one ever seen the
originals on which they are said to be based, but
also because the world never heard of these copy-
books until after ‘“‘Science and Health”’ had long
been published, was in its third edition, and the
book and its philosophy had begun to make a stir
in the world of thought. It would have to be shown
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clearly upon what they are based to clear them of
the possibility of plagiarism. It is possible they are
of an earlier date than when they first came to be
spoken of ; it is possible they are enlargements on
conversations held with Phineas Quimby by the
patients who made the transcriptions; it is pos-
sible they are emended Mary Baker writings.

But unless originals exist, how can these copy-
book writings be authenticated? Yet the copybook
manuscripts with their uncertain dates, the ““copies
of copies,” are all that is meant when critics of
Christian Science refer ambiguously to Quimby’s
writings. These copybooks have been evasively ex-
hibited in lieu of the original Quimby notes, and
the owner of the copybooks has allowed books to
be written from them on the philosophy of Quimby,
has given out photographs of their pages as fac-
simili of Quimby’s manuscripts, and has generally
led the world to believe they were the writings of
his father. He appears himself to be a victim of
the Quimby manuscript tradition.

If the copybook manuscripts themselves were
published, illustrated with original Quimby notes,
illiterate scrawls it may be, yet the genuine pencil-
ings of Phineas Quimby, some interest might be
evoked for them. But until this act of sincerity be
performed, so far as the evidence goes Quimby left
no writings.



CHAPTER IX
MESMERISM DOMINANT

BELIEVING thoroughly in Quimby as a pro-
found sage and saintly man, Mrs. Patterson, to
the astonishment of her family, returned to Tilton a
well woman. Before leaving Portland she ascended
to the dome of the city hall by a stairway of one hun-
dred and eighty-two steps to signalize her complete
recovery from spinal weakness. Attributing her
well-being entirely to Quimby and asserting that he
was not a Spiritualist or a mesmerist, she wrote two
articles for the Press of Portland, giving him the
honor of her cure and revealing a gratitude so heart-
felt and sincere that the most cynical must have ad-
mitted her generosity. In one article she said she
could see dimly and only as trees walking the great
principle which underlay his works.

That neither Quimby nor any of his patients could
discern this principle, and that he did constantly
resort to Spiritualistic clairvoyance for diagnosis and
to mesmerism for healing, made no alteration in the
faith of Mary Baker. She heard and saw only what
was in her own mind and experience, and continued
to identify publicly and privately her faith with
Quimby’s in the face of all the evidence to the con-
trary and his own occasional expostulation. The
Portland public, reading her articles, fairly caught
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its breath and asked in amazement, ‘‘ What, this
Quimby compared to Christ! well, what next?”
In her attitude toward Quimby she was like a
daughter idealizing a father whom all the world
knows to be other than she thinks him. Safe in her
religious faith, Mary Baker was to this extent con-
trolled by mesmerism.

On arriving at her sister’s home she talked to the
various members of her family and all their intimate
friends about Quimby’s power to heal, talked until
she really excited in her sister Abigail a curiosity to
know something of Quimby. The handsome boy,
Albert, whose birth had been largely responsible for
the banishinent of Mary’s son, George Glover, had
grown up into a rather wayward young man. Abi-
gail wanted her boy cured of his habits and she in-
structed Mary to write “Dr.” Quimby to come to
them, as he professed himself able to do, spiritually,
or in his ‘“‘condensed identity,” or by his ‘‘omni-
presence,” and give Albert the benefit of his mag-
netic “wisdom.” As nothing resulted from the"
writing to change Albert’s habits, Mrs. Tilton
determined to go herself to Portland. She made the
journey with a woman friend about a month after
Mary’s return, but she returned home confirmed
in her own mind that Quimby was exactly what she
had previously supposed him to be, an ignorant
quack with a jargon of cant which made no impres-
sion upon her. She was gratified that Mary was
cured, but what had cured her she failed to compre-
hend from her experience with Quimby. Abigail
Tilton came near to the truth, however, when she
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told her family that it was Mary’s own faith and
had nothing whatsoever to do with the Portland
mesmerist. As for Albert, he was not benefited, and
his life ended in an early death.

Mrs. Patterson’s restored health made possible
her activity in her husband’s interest. She shortly
made a journey to Washington with letters from
the governor of New Hampshire to President Lin-
coln, to intercede for his release from prison. Offi-
cial action was set in motion and about the holiday
season she returned to Tilton happy over the prob-
able outcome of her trip. Shortly afterwards Dr.
Patterson was released and he also came to Tilton.
He was penniless, threadbare, and emaciated, a
spectacle to excite commiseration. His share in the
fortunes of war had been inglorious and bitter, but
he had a thrilling tale to unfold and was eager to
relate it. Through the assistance of his brother in
Saco, Maine, and his wife’s intervention for him
with her own family, he soon recovered: his former
prosperity, but did not at once resume his dental
practise, nor did he seem disposed to reassume his
domestic obligations. Some natural toleration was
felt by all who knew him for his desire for a vacation
and he was humored in an imaginary importance
which impelled him to a lecture tour. So he departed
on a leisurely round of visits to the various towns
where he had formerly practised, speaking on his
prison experiences.

Mrs. Patterson remained with her sister and took
an active interest in the sewing circles which were
organized to provide garments for the soldiers and
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lint and bandages for the hospitals. In this work
both sisters were active and much together in their
old-time affectionate intimacy. With her wasting
illness gone, Mrs. Patterson recovered her early
comeliness, her cheeks again became rosy, her eyes
sparkling, and her spirits gay. She wrote a letter at
this time to Quimby in which she said, “I am as
much an escaped prisoner as my dear husband
was.”

All through the summer she remained at Tilton,
active in charitable work; but in the fall her sense
of private duty and personal obligation led her to go
to Saco, the early home of her husband. Here she
visited his brother and was for a time with her hus-
band, whom she endeavored to persuade to return
to his practise. His wander-fever was not yet satis-
fied, but he agreed to make an effort to establish
himself, and for this ultimate object went to Lynn,
Massachusetts.

Disappointed in his purposeless conduct, Mrs.
Patterson felt a spiritual depression overtaking her.
It seemed likely that she was going to find it difficult
to reconcile her husband to orderly living, just when
her improved health made life seem to stretch before
her invitingly with many avenues open for usefulness.
Her perplexity was so serious that it amounted to
anxiety, and now she experienced a return of a num-
ber of minor ailments and illnesses which threatened
to culminate in a serious renewal of suffering.

Was this cure of hers, so widely proclaimed, to
lapse, and was she again to return to the old misery ?
In the year which had just passed she had been
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more or less absorbed in the world, traveling, and
actively working in the relief organizations. Her
religious life had not been exclusively absorbing, for
she had been conforming more to the customary
ways of the world than for many years. But if she
could not take her understanding of God’s laws into
every-day life and use it to meet the shock of events,
of what use was it to her or to others, how could she
really claim to possess an understanding? She be-
gan to see that she had not possessed herself of clear
and definite understanding, or any sound philoso-
phy; and with the hope that she would yet acquire
such an enlightenment from Quimby, she left the
home of her husband’s family and went again to
Portland. This was in the early part of 1864.

During this sojourn in Portland Mrs. Patterson
resided at a boarding-house where were also living
two other of Mr. Quimby’s patients, Mrs. Sarah
Crosby and Miss Mary Ann Jarvis. They became
acquainted and shortly a friendly intimacy was
established among them all on the basis of their
common interest. Mrs. Crosby had an especially
vigorous personality and was later to show herself
possessed of considerable business ability. At the
time of her meeting Mrs. Patterson she had been
broken down in health by the birth of several chil-
dren and thought her vitality exhausted.

Mrs. Crosby’s experience under Quimby’s treat-
ment was like Mrs. Patterson’s in outward seeming.
He sat opposite her and gazed fixedly into her eyes;
he laid one hand on her stomach and one on her
head to establish an electric current; and finally
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rubbed her head vigorously and told her his spirit
would accompany her home. In describing him
she says he was a ‘“‘natural healer.”

It was the custom of the patients to take their
treatment in the morning and the afternoon hours
were largely spent in disentangling each other’s hair
from the mesmerist’s snarling and their ideas from
his confusing statements. Mrs. Patterson did not
linger long with this feminine seminar. Quimby
frequently invited her to return to his office after he
was through practising to continue those interviews
which he had had with her on her previous visits,
remembering the absorbing discussions of the topic
of spiritual healing which she had introduced at the
time. On these occasions she sometimes argued
long and earnestly with him, endeavoring to lead
him to accept her ideas and to group his thoughts

into a logical syllogism. Her evenings were almost
entirely spent in the attempt to harmonize his no-
tions with her own spiritual ideas. Mrs. Crosby has
said that Mrs. Patterson labored long into the night
at her writings. These are some of the writings
which supposedly form the basis of the copybook
literature.

In the spring of 1864 Mrs. Patterson spent two
months at Warren, Maine, with Miss Jarvis and her
consumptive sister, striving to further the work
Quimby had begun and to complete the cure of the
consumptive. She had traveled home with the in-
valids from Portland and they clung to her for heal-
ing. She was able to help them but little, for now
she was trying to believe in ‘“Quimbyism” with all
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the force of her nature and she talked Quimbyism to
the exclusion of all other topics. In Warren she even
gave a lecture on Quimby’s ‘“‘science” in the town
hall, defending him from deism and Spiritualism ;
and in an interview with the editor of the Banner of
Light, the Spiritualistic organ, she continued this
defence, much to his bewilderment. For what was
she, an avowed philosophical Christian, working,
this gentleman asked. How could she claim to be
the pupil of a disbeliever in Christ’s Christianity —
a clairvoyant and a magnetic healer? If Quimby
was not such, as all who knew him believed, but
something else which he could not fathom, as
Mrs. Patterson held, then he wished to see this ‘““de-
funct Spiritualist” and look into this new doctrine.
Thus in those days, Mary Baker’s confusion spread
abroad.

In May Mrs. Patterson went to Albion to visit
Mrs. Crosby. Here a family of numerous members
dwelt in a large roomy farmhouse and life was car-
ried on in the patriarchal spirit of the American
Colonial period. Mrs. Crosby lived with her hus-
band’s family and spent much of her time in the big
sunny nursery while her mother-in-law directed the
work of the household. She was delighted to have
Mrs. Patterson with her, and after years of experi-
ence in the world, she still looks back to this summer
and her companionship with Mary Baker as one of
the most stimulating, interesting, and inspiring
periods of her life.

Her little daughter Ada became Mrs. Patterson’s
shadow, following her everywhere, about the house,
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on her walks, and bringing her hassock to sit at her
feet to hear fairy stories when she was not banished
to outer gloom. She was the first of three young
girls who were attracted like young disciples by the
wonder and enthralment of the unfolding, spiritual
nature which entertained them with glimpses of the
land of heart’s desire. Mrs. Patterson spent a great
deal of her time here as elsewhere in writing, but
there were long hours which she passed in conversa-
tion with Mrs. Crosby, and the latter has said no
woman was ever such a friend to her, no friend had
up to that time or has since done so much to help
her to ““get hold of herself.” She has described Mrs.
Patterson as possessed of a vigorous intelligence, but
a gentle and refined personality, and witnesses her
daughter’s devotion to the womanly sweetness of
her guest.

Spiritualism was a dominant interest in this family
as in many New England families of the period.
How Mary Baker strove to overcome the inherent
superstition in Sarah Crosby, and how Sarah Crosby
curiously misinterpreted the effort and continued to
misinterpret through all the years to come makes the
most illuminating anecdote which can be told of this
visit. It portrays a source of much offense that has
trailed its revenge through years, pilloried density
and wounded pride crying long and loud against the
sprightly wit that cornered them.

Mrs. Patterson was radically opposed to Spiritu-
alism and Mrs. Crosby was almost as strenuously
set in its defence. She would describe its phenom-

ena as conclusive argument while Mrs. Patterson,
8
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bantering her, protested she could reproduce the so-
called phenomena. Failing by raillery or argument
to convince her friend, she resorted to illustration.
In their conversations of a long summer’s afternoon,
Mrs. Patterson had occasionally reverted to the in-
fluence her lamented brother had exercised over her
studies and ideals. She had described his appear-
ance, talents, and personality with the loving strokes
of reminiscence which make vivid portraiture. Mrs.
Crosby was an impressionable listener. She possessed
a sentimental imagination combined with practical
energy, and she became enamored of the mental
picture of the departed Albert Baker.

To cleanse her mind of such trumpery rouge of
false sentiment and to administer a sharp corrective
to her superstition, Mrs. Patterson conceived and
put in practise an admirable though harmless hoax.
One day, as Mrs. Crosby has described it, while they
sat together at opposite sides of a table in the big
nursery, Mrs. Patterson suddenly leaned back in her
chair, shivered from head to foot, closed her eyes,
and began to talk in a deep, sepulchral voice. The
voice purported to be Albert Baker’s, saying he had
long been trying to get control of his sister Mary.
He wished to warn Mrs. Crosby against putting en-
tire confidence in her, for though Mary loved her
friend, the voice said, life was a hard experiment for
her and she might come to slight Mrs. Crosby’s
devotion.

As the message was uncomplimentary to herself,
Mrs. Patterson expected Mrs. Crosby would shortly
recognize the pretense and laugh with her over it.
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Not so. Mrs. Crosby became mysterious, shook her
head sagely, and declared that she knew what she
knew. Mrs. Patterson, with a gaiety which she has
rarely indulged, continued the hoax. She pretended
to go into another ‘“‘trance” on the following day to
inform Sarah Crosby that if she would look under
the cushion of a certain chair, she would find letters
from Albert. Mrs. Crosby eagerly did so, and her
seriousness affected Mrs. Patterson. She had not in-
tended to really mislead her friend, but seeing that
she persisted in taking the affair seriously, Mrs.
Patterson wrote her some good advice, couched in
language supposedly appropriate to spirit utterance,
and laid it in the secret place, as good mothers reply
to the letters written the fairies. These letters Mrs.
Crosby has kept and has always maintained that they
came from the spirit land. Though their source was
in humor, their character was not facetious; they
were not harsh or misleading, subtle or filled with
guile; they are gentle admonishments to right living,
and cheerful encouragement to believe in the sure
reward.'

It seems unnecessary to point out that this whilom

1 Mrs. Crosby allowed these letters to be printed and the following extracts
are taken from them: “Sarah, dear, be ye calm in reliance on self, amid all the
changes of natural yearnings, of too keen a sense of earthly joys, of too great a
struggle between the material and the spiritual. Be ye calm or you will rend
your mortal being, and your experience which is needed for your spiritual
progress lost, till taken up without the proper sphere and your spirit trials more
severe. Child of earth, heir to immortality! love hath made intercession with
wisdom for you — your request is answered. Love each other, your spirits are
affined. My dear Sarah is innocent and will rejoice for every tear. The gates
of paradise are opening at the tread of time; glory and the crown shall be the
m%’yourwthlywifyou petiently persevere in virtue, justice,
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indulgence in nonsense during a rather long and
tedious visit does not in any sense connect Mrs.
Eddy with the belief in Spiritualism, nor does it
show levity concerning sacred things. It was simply
an effort to disabuse a too confiding mind of its
credulity, which, failing, was turned into a harmless
toleration of its limitations. Mrs. Crosby very
shortly after her association with Mrs. Patterson
took up the study of stenography. She had imbibed
from Mary Baker’s companionship the desire to
make her life useful. She was one of the earliest
female court reporters in New England. After a
business career which netted her a small fortune,
she settled in Waterville, Maine, where she acquired
property, and in continuation of her liking for the
esoteric, she became a member of the society of
mystic adepts of New York or elsewhere.



CHAPTER X

THE DISCOVERY OF THE PRINCIPLE OF CHRISTIAN
SCIENCE

N the autumn of 1864 Mrs. Patterson rejoined her

husband in Lynn. After some desultory practise

in the offices of other dentists, he had established

himself in an office of his own, and the results of his

application to business had made it possible for him
to send for his wife.

Lynn, a manufacturing center, eight miles from
Boston, was now to be her home, save for short
periods, for fifteen years, and here her great dis-
covery was made and first promulgated. Lynn is
too large and important a city to be thought of as a
suburb of Boston, though towns more distant from
the metropolis of New England bear that relation to
the larger city. Lynn is now the third largest city of
Massachusetts and was then a thriving town, where
the largest shoe manufacturer in the world had his
establishment. It is on the seacoast, but has not a
shipping port; residential streets skirt the shore;
there is a broad plaza, sea-wall, and promenade
along the ocean front, and a beautiful drive connects
the town with quaint old Marblehead. This drive
marks the beginning of what is known in New Eng-
land as the North Shore, which extends all the way
to Gloucester, about thirty miles, and along which
stretch of ocean view are situated Manchester-by-
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the-Sea, Prides Crossing, and Magnolia, the summer
homes of the greatest wealth of America.

Though Ocean street, Lynn, has many handsome
residences, — the people living there boasting that
nothing intervenes between them and Ireland save
the stormy Atlantic, — still the city is not regarded
as a summer resort, nor a residential district of
Boston, but, as a factory town, one of the most
important shoe factory centers in the world. When
the American Civil War made a great demand for
shoes, the old-fashioned method of producing foot
wear by hand labor was not adequate to meet the
demand. Men who held patents on machines for
sewing sole leather found it lucrative to rent their
machines and many small factories sprang up at
this time, not only in Lynn, but in other towns
adjoining Boston where land rent was cheaper than
in the city and where labor could be attracted.
Lynn easily led in this industry. Its situation was
beautiful, the climate healthful, the accessibility to
Boston with its many advantages easy. This in-
dustry very early attracted women workers as well
as men and whole families went into the shoe
factories, for women and children could operate the
machines and find employment in the many divi-
sions of the labor which arose from the factory
method. Thus the character of a large proportion
of the population of Lynn is indicated, and it will be
readily grasped that this was an excellent starting
point for a great religious work, even as Jesus found
a seed place among the fishermen of Galilee and
Paul among the tent-making Thessalonians.
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The thriving town attracted professional as well as
business men. A dentist should find plenty to do
where so many of the population of both sexes
earned good wages. Dr. Patterson after frittering
his time away here for months had been to see his
wife’s family and doubtless had been admonished
by both Mark Baker and Mrs. Alexander Tilton.
The latter, believing rigidly in the conventionalities
as she did, thought it not proper that Dr. Patterson
should keep up his meandering and his desultory
occupations. His fitful, incoherent busying of
himself with first one project and then another
bore no relation to the continuity of existence and
compelled his wife to remain in suspended expecta-
tion, a guest of relatives and friends, awaiting his
mood. Thus Abigail Tilton had taken him to task
roundly, and smarting under her words, he had
rented the office in Lynn and, with a revival of
exuberance and excessive overconfidence, had in-
serted an advertisement in the local paper in which
he asked those whom he had met in his brother
dentists’ offices to patronize him in the future and
stated that he hoped to secure the patronage of “all
the rest of mankind.” He gradually secured a
respectable practise, for he was a good dentist and
might have succeeded very well had he been less idle,
boisterous, and romantic. But he was a born rover,
and coupled with his restlessness was a silly vanity
in his powers of fascination over equally silly and
romantic women. When Mrs. Patterson rejoined
him after over two years of separation, it was for but
a brief reunion of little more than a year’s duration.
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It was her final effort, a serious and praiseworthy
effort, to reconcile her husband to regular living and
social obligations. She had no light task in holding
to right conduct her handsome, wayward, uncouth
husband, whose nature craved the flesh-pots, the
gauds and baubles of sentimentalism, the specious
glamour of notoriety, and over whom ‘“sweetness
and light” had but little sway.

With a loyal devotion Mrs. Patterson strove to
fulfil her duty as a wife, never betraying what her
gentler nature suffered in outraged pride, wounded
sensibility, or humiliated aspiration. This man was
her husband, she threw the cloak of love over his
shortcomings and sought to interest and lead him
into the highest associations with which he could be
affiliated. During the months which followed, as
they were not householders and she had no home
duties, she occupied herself with writing, many of
her poems and prose articles appearing in the Lynn
papers. She attended church and became ac-
quainted with some of the excellent old families
of the city, of which friendships some interesting
associations continued throughout a long period of
her life.

Mrs. Patterson readily made friends whose at-
tachment was strong. Her social success was easy,
and she quickly gained a place of high regard
among the most reserved. Her immediate conquest
of strangers was through her indefinable charm
which among the ruggeder qualities of both men and
women came like the gentle graciousness of a South-
erner. Society in New England cities has been
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remarked for a certain brusqueness, a downrightness
which often ruffles the stranger. But though the
New Englander is used to this sort of manner, he is
not insensible to the gentler appeal and invariably
falls captive to the foreigner or Southerner who
more easily practises graciousness. Mrs. Patterson
was gentle and engaging, her manner in meeting a
stranger winning and convincing in its frank sin-
cerity. Her substantial qualities of natural gifts
and cultivation, however, held what she so readily
gained. Entering into this larger life of Lynn after
a long absence from any extended social intercourse,
she at first felt the instinct to enjoy its natural
pleasure; but she must have been forced soon to
the discovery that she could not maintain a social
life suitable to her breeding, for people who re-
ceived her with every evidence of pleasure were
but ill-disposed toward the flamboyant dentist
whom they must sooner or later encounter. It
would be remarked as a disappointing and amazing
bit of social data that so gifted and attractive a
woman should be married to a man so ordinary, if
not vulgar. What could follow for Mrs. Patterson
but a social aloofness and a tuning of her strings to
suit the necessities?

Ordinary was not the word for Dr. Patterson,
since common persons more often than otherwise
possess the virtues. Extraordinary was the word
for him, who was florid, pretentious, and bombastic.
He who had so effectively disported his frock coat,
silk hat, kid boots and gloves in the rural mountain
districts, making artisans and farmers’ wives yearn
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after his departing figure, in the keener social light
of Lynn appeared as rather a boorish Beau Brum-
mel, not overnice in the proprieties. In fact gross
Impropriety was soon to stamp him unmistakably
and thereafter claim him for her own.

Not for the satisfaction, therefore, of any aspira-
tion of her own, but to interest her husband and give
him a social environment in which he would not
trip at every step, Mrs. Patterson joined him in
uniting with the Linwood lodge of Good Templars.
The ‘“Worthy Chief” of that organization found
that Mrs. Patterson wrote for the press occasionally
and was gifted as a speaker and that when she could
be prevailed upon to address the lodge, she was
listened to with unfeigned interest. Her well-stored
mind invested any subject she handled with vital
interest and her pleasing address made her a most
engaging speaker. i

“Mrs. Patterson was unusual in almost every
particular,” the lodge president has said, “un-
usually well-bred, cultivated, and fine-looking, and
of excellent taste in matters of dress and the toilet.
Some people would comment unfavorably through
a sense of inferiority, I firmly believe, and would
call her affected, for she was unusually scrupulous in
the observation of social form. She had a quiet
way about her of commanding attention and in the
delivery of an address was, in a strangely quiet way,
impressive.”

With such a member on their lists it was not long
before the lodge chose her as presiding officer of
the Legion of Honor, the women’s branch of the
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association, and members still living say she was in
this capacity gracious and dignified, displaying a
courteous charm with executive force. It is likely
that in this office, obscure and unimportant as it
was, Mrs. Eddy learned her first lessons in organiza-
tion and leadership.

Thus the Pattersons lived an outwardly calm and
decorous existence, and whatever was transpiring
underneath of social waywardness on the part of the
husband no outward sign was allowed to manifest
itself through the wife’s deportment. No breath of
scandal was ever circulated as to their domestic
harmony. Mrs. Patterson’s writings occupied the
time she spent alone. Some of her poems written at
this time were outbursts of patriotic feeling. The
Civil War was drawing to a close, and the woman
born with the blood of heroes in her veins found
expression in verse for her deep love of country and
her sympathy with emancipation. Her poems were
printed side by side with those of John Greenleaf
Whittier, Oliver Wendell Holmes, and Phoebe Cary
and are preserved in the files of the Lynn papers.
She wrote of the bells that rang out the proclamation
of emancipation, of the fighting heroes at the front
and those fallen in battle, of ‘“‘our beloved Lincoln,”’
who ‘““laid his great willing heart on the altar of
Justice.” Thus she showed an ardent interest at all
times in the affairs of her country. While her verse
would not take rank with either Whittier’s or
Holmes’ in poetic rhythm or diction, it expressed the
fervor of her heart for the cause of freedom. In
other instances she revealed an exquisite sensibility
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to the beauty of nature. Her sublime faith in God
is a constant and pervading influence in all her
writing, whether verse or prose.

Outwardly calm and decorous, Mrs. Patterson’s
interior life was far from tranquil. She had come to
Lynn from a period of philosophic abstraction, had
come to fulfil her obligations as a wife and this task,
as has been shown, was by no means a light or simple
one. But difficult, almost desperate as it was, and
doomed to failure in the end, it was not the greatest
or most important problem of her existence. In
meeting the demands of such a task she found the
ordinary exercise of long trained domestic and
social faculties available. In writing verse and
news-letters she exercised developed mental powers.
Her news-letters to the Lynn Reporter from Swamp-
scott, the suburb in which she lived, were bright,
gossipy communications in which she mentions
affairs of the church, the schools, the construction of
new and beautiful homes, with descriptions of the
laying out of estates in agreeable schemes of land-
scape gardening. They indicate that she was a
special writer of ability who might have become
with very little training an excellent journalist.
They betray a vivacity, color, fancy that give a sense
of a living, glowing, radiant personality to whom
life is always a wonderful revelation.

But underneath all assumption of gaiety and
social charm, underneath the outward calm and
sweetness of wifely devotion, there was a desolating
war going on in the heart of this woman. It betrayed
itself only occasionally and in half light to those who
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were most intimately associated with her and was
the occasion of the withdrawal of some half-prof-
fered friendships. She spoke too much of religion
was the complaint of the shallow worldlings. No
one of them comprehended, save one family of true -
friends, the depth of her struggle at this period.
Something bigger, greater, more portentous, more
far-reaching than domestic trials of a tragic charac-
ter, than even the sense of the struggles of her
country for honor and perpetuity, —and to Mary
Baker these struggles were real affairs of her own
living interest, — yet something more far-reaching
than home or national life was making war Titanic
in the subjective regions of her soul.

So far the effort has been to portray Mary Baker’s
spiritual life side by side with the account of the
incidents of her worldly experiences. She has been
shown as a docile little girl absorbed in books, a
beautiful young woman marrying and leaving home,
a bereaved widow in her parents’ house comforting
the declining years of her mother, a heart-broken
mother herself, a much tried wife in a second mar-
riage, — but through all the various changes in her
outward fortune her spiritual life had been develop-
ing consistently. This life, awakened in the days of
her loving communion with a devout mother, was
strengthened in her conscientious struggles with a
dominating Calvinistic father; it was stimulated by
the uplifting companionship with her clergyman
teacher; it was confirmed in the subsequent personal
seeking for God in the cloistered suffering in the
mountain home. Going out from that cloister she
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met the first real obstacle to her faith in the weird
doctrine of Phineas Quimby. How she strove to
harmonize his strange theories with her faith, how
she labored to evolve a philosophy from his in-
coherencies has been related. She had come to a
crisis when her faith would no longer endure the
association with ideas so incongruous. Her angel
fought with the intruder which, veiled in obscurities,
could not be named or recognized. The battle was
~ terrific and it was prolonged. It had begun in 1862
and was still going on when the year 1866 dawned.
The woman who was to promulgate a new under-
standing of Christianity, which would shake the
world’s thought to its center, was undergoing the
anguish, alarm, and terror of a cataclysmic upheaval
which she concealed from all the world and bore
alone.

She has written of this period that the product of
her own earlier thought and meditation had been
vitiated with animal magnetism and human will-
power, the nature of which she was as ignorant of
as Eve of sin before taught by the serpent. What
serpent was to teach Mary Baker the nature of
magnetism ? That lesson was still far off. The
unveiling of the angel’s face, the shining visage of
Truth in her heart, was to precede the unveiled
vision of error by years sufficient for her to grow to
the fighting stature in the consciousness of its power.

But now she was all but dominated by the power
of the darker error she has named mesmerism or
magnetism, and her mental state was worse than
the disease which had formerly tortured her body.
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While held in this state she still ascribed her cure to
Quimby. His thought, his personality, was still
obtruding itself between her and God. He was
squarely in the light. Her religious peace, her faith,
her spiritual being were threatened. Her anguish
was intolerable and to no one could she turn for
counsel to obtain relief.

Out of this smothered torment in which she
sounded a deeper hell than Calvinists had ever
imagined, she was lifted suddenly by a physical
shock which set her free for her great discovery and
revelation. This shock was caused by an accident
which carried her to death’s door and from which
she recovered in what seems a miraculous manner on
the third day following.

This accident has been called, with various shades
of sentiment, the ““fall ” in Lynn. To many thou-
sands that fall with its subsequent uplifting has been
the fall of their own torment, mental and physical,
and the uplifting of their lives with Mary Baker
Eddy’s. The incident or event, as one may look.
upon it according to his own experience, was re-
corded in the Lynn Reporter of Saturday morning,
February 8, 1866, as follows:

Mrs. Mary Patterson of Swampscott fell upon
the ice near the corner of Market and Oxford streets
on Thursday evening and was severely injured.
She was taken up in an insensible condition and
carried into the residence of S. M. Bubier, Esq.,
nearby, where she was kindly cared for during the
night. Dr. Cushing, who was called, found her
injuries to be internal and of a severe nature,
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inducing spasms and internal suffering. She was
removed to her home in Swampscott yesterday
afternoon, though in a very critical condition.

When this fall occurred Mrs. Patterson was
returning to her home from some meeting of the
organization of Good Templars. A party of the
lodge members was walking with her. She was in
the full tide of that life which she had taken upon her-
self as a duty, but which lay so far apart from the
path her conscience would have had her follow. In
the midst of apparent light-hearted social gaiety she
slipped on the ice and was thrown violently. The
party stood aghast, but soon lifted her and carried
her into a house, where it was seen that she was
seriously injured. Then certain of them volunteered
to sit by her bedside during the night. When the
physician arrived he said little, but his face and
manner conveyed more than his words. It was
apparent to the watchers that he regarded her
injuries as extremely grave and they believed him
to imply that the case might terminate fatally. But
Divine Will had another fate in view for Mary
Baker. :

Forty years after this event Alvin M. Cushing,
who was the physician, began to say that it was he,
and not God, who cured Mrs. Patterson of her
injuries after the fall. So high a claim in dispute is
worthy of examination. Dr. Cushing states that he
was called because he was the physician of the hour,
“was in the swim.” He states that he administered
a remedy which he calls the third decimal attenua-
tion of arnica which he diluted in a glass of water.



PRINCIPLE OF CHRISTIAN SCIENCE 129

He relates that Mrs. Patterson was taken up un-
conscious and remained unconscious during the
night and he believed her to be suffering from a
concussion, and possibly spinal dislocation.

On the following morning, having visited her
twice during the night, he found her still semi-
conscious but moaning ‘““home, home.” He there-
fore administered one eighth of a grain of morphine
as a palliative and not a curative, and procured a
long sleigh in which she was laid wrapped in fur
robes and carefully driven to her suburban residence.

This physician says he afterwards prescribed a
more highly attenuated remedy which he himself
diluted in a glass of water and of which he gave the
patient a teaspoonful. He does not know whether
she took more of it or not, but when he called again
she was in a perfectly normal condition of health
and walked across the floor to show that she was
cured. He does not remember being told anything
at the time of a miraculous cure through the power
of prayer. But he was, according to his own remi-
niscence, an unusually popular man at the time, and
had sixty patients a day. He drove a dashing pair
of trotters, and was much in evidence on the speed-
way when not in the consulting room. It is possible
he was told of the manner of the cure, that he did
congratulate his patient and then forgot the incident.
But one thing he did not forget, for he claims to
have it in his memoranda, and that is the remedy he
prescribed. He doubtless wrote it down in his
tablets that the third decimal attenuation of arnica

had marvelous curative properties for a concussion
9
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of the brain and spinal dislocation with prolonged
unconsciousness and spasmodic seizures as con-
current symptoms.

Mrs. Eddy’s account of this accident differs from
the physician’s and she believes she knows what
healed her and how she was healed and when it
occurred. She was not responsible for the calling of
the physician and only took his medicine when she
was roused into semi-consciousness to have it
administered, of which she has no recollection.
After the doctor’s departure on Friday, however,
she refused to take the medicine he had left, and as
she has expressed it, lifted her heart to God. On
the third day, which was Sunday, she sent those who
were in her room away, and taking her Bible, opened
it. Her eyes fell upon the account of the healing of
the palsied man by Jesus.

“It was to me a revelation of Truth,” she has
written. ““The lost chord of Truth, healing as of
old. I caught this consciously from the Divine
Harmony. The miracles recorded in the Bible
which had before seemed to me supernatural, grew
divinely natural and apprehensible. Adoringly I
discerned the principle of His holy heroism and
Christian example on the cross when he refused to
drink the vinegar and the gall, a preparation of
poppy or aconite, to allay the tortures of the
crucifixion.” !

A spiritual experience so deep was granted her
that she realized eternity in a moment, infinitude
in limitation, life in the presence of death. She

! Christian Science Journal, June, 1887.
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could not utter words of prayer; her spirit realized.
She knew God face to face; she ‘“‘touched and
handled things unseen.” In that moment all pain
evanesced into bliss, all discord in her physical
body melted into harmony, all sorrow was trans-
lated into rapture. She recognized this state as her
rightful condition as a child of God. Love invaded
her, life lifted her, truth irradiated her. God said to
her, “Daughter, arise!”

Mrs. Patterson arose from her bed, dressed and
walked into the parlor where a clergyman and a few
friends had gathered, thinking it might be for the
last words on earth with the sufferer who, they
believed, was dying. They arose in consternation
at her appearance, almost believing they beheld an
apparition. She quietly reassured them and ex-
plained the manner of her recovery, calling upon
them to witness it. They were the first doubters.
They were there on the spot; they had withdrawn
but a short time since from what they supposed
was her death-bed. She stood before them fully
restored to health. They shook their heads in
amazed confusion. Although the clergyman and
his wife rejoiced with her, they could not com-
prehend her statements. But for all the dissent of
the opinion of friends, and later of medicine and
theological dogma, Mrs. Patterson escaped, if not
death, the clutches of lingering illness and suffer-

Mary Baker did more than experience a cure.
She in that hour received a revelation for which she
had been preparing her heart in every event of her
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life. She had really walked straight toward this
revelation, though seemingly through a backward-
turning path. The backward-turning was a part of
the marvelous fitting of her nature, the enlighten-
ment of her mind for the immense service later of
delineating the counterfeit of spiritual healing and
to post the warning signs against the dangers of
hypnotism. She herself has written of the discovery:

In the year 1866 I discovered the Christ Science,
or divine laws of Life, and named it Christian
Science. God had been graciously fitting me, dur-
ing many years, for the reception of a final revela-
tion of the absolute divine Principle of scientific
being and healing.!

en apparently near the confines of mortal
existence, standing already within the shadow of
the death valley, I learned these truths in divine
Science: that all real being is in God, the divine
Mind, and that Life, Truth, and Love are all-
owerful and ever-present; that the opposite of
ruth, — called error, sin, sickness, disease, death,
— is the false testimony of false material sense —
of life in matte