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THE LIFE OF ©F .
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I
INTRODUCTORY

No one knowing the radiant personality that
was Naomi Norsworthy will question the reason
for her life-history; none but will question the
possibility that words or portraiture can be
found to carry over that radiance and that per-
sonality in any satisfying way to others so un-
fortunate as never to have known her. Many
times since her death, hundreds have remarked
their desire for some written memorial that
might crystallize about her name an interpreta-
tion, however faint, of her life and its ideals,
wonderfully made manifest in her daily coming
and going. All of us have known the human
need of some tangible thing about which associa-
tions may gather; we desire to treasure keep-
sakes of those who have left us, to talk of them,
to hear others talk of them, to find in such
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utterances con’ﬁﬂhatxon and approval of our
own sense. of values. To ignore the dead is un-
fornga'ble, we would remember, and in remem-
bering, find faint solace. She was too rare a

.~.':.¥cmg for her life to pass unchronicled, —a be-
. . 2 lief so universally felt and expressed that it is

both justification and plea for this biography.
Let none think the undertaking has been
lightly entered upon. On the contrary, it has
been essayed with full knowledge of the impos-
sibility of ever depicting her as the vibrant,
life-giving thing she was. To attempt to re-
create any image of her would be but a mock-
ery, foredoomed, was not that attempt hal-
lowed by the hope of becoming an expression
that somehow may serve the high purpose of
thrilling into lasting being memories already
enshrined in hearts throughout this country.
Many lives she touched but faintly, hampered
by mutual limits of time and chance, and these
have not forgotten her; other lives she wrought
deeply upon, even to the changing of currents
and shores, and these have not forgotten her.
All have wished for an avenue of expression for
their vast regret for her too-soon end; they will
welcome pages that will help bring back memo-
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believed that nothing pertaining to herself could
matter; she minimized all she achieved, so that
there is less material concerning her than may
be found about the ordinary person. Even
those exponents of the usual life commonly used
as biographic material, letters, are scarcely to
be had. Itis not that they do not exist in scores,
for they do, but that they are so intimate and
peculiar to those persons to whom they were
written that a natural and proper reticence for-
bids their printing as wholes. She did much
public speaking, at religious gatherings, teach-
ers’ conventions, and mothers’ meetings, but al-
ways from the fewest possible notes. Who that
has heard her speak can forget the rapid utter-
ance, the quick mentality, and ready enthusi-
asm that characterized these talks? Her method
was personal, the free exchange of intimate in-
tercourse; formal presentation in written speech
appealed to her not at all. The expressions of
her professional self that she felt constrained to
undertake on pressure from those friends and
advisers who thought her too good a leader not
to produce, the two books, the *“Psychology of
Childhood” and “How to Teach,” on which
she spent part of the last two or three years of
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 Miss Norsworthy was a person about whom'
it was easy to be curious. Succeeding genera-
tions of students at Teachers College puzzled
over the secret of her personality, and found
great pleasure in comparing conclusions. Sev-
eral legends grew up around her name, none of
which, it is scarcely needful to say, is true.
“The mystery of a person,” says Carlyle, “is"
ever divine to him that hath a sense of the god-
like.” It was the strong spiritual quality in’
her that appealed provokingly to the univer-
sal “sense of the god-like” in others. “What
makes her like that?” “Did you ever see any
one just like her?” “What is the secret of her?”
were some of the ever-recurring questions asked
in the attempt to penetrate this mystery of the
divine in the human. Those nearest her might
smile patiently, — for had they not heard these
same questionings for years? — and yet neither
time nor chance nor change could bring them
any nearer the reading of the riddle. Close
friends were as far from its solution as the
most remote. One can but wonder if there was
not mixed much of this spirit of curiosity, how-
ever unconscious, in the desire to crowd about
her, to draw from her. Who that knew her daily
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selves through all reserve, or uncertainty, or
other hindering thing, and one spoke a new and
pleasant language. He had found himself!

There can be no question that the secret of
this revivifying power had its answer hidden as
effectively from Miss Norsworthy as from those
who were so curiously interested in it. All who
knew her acknowledged and gloried in this in-
spirational gift; to her it remained unknown.
Whenever any one was so bold as to refer to it,
the reference was met with a scornful denial of
the existence of this power in her. “Itis n’t s0”
was the terse refutation with which she silenced
such comments about herself. Yet all who knew
her, however slightly, all who bitterly deplore
her loss to the world, have felt it and been grate-
ful for it.

A thought inexpressibly sad is that the tin-
gling charm of such a person is forever untrans-
latable. For those who did not know her there
can be little meaning in saying, “This she was.”
For, after all, one can but despair of giving a
vital conception of what she really was. To no
other woman known to most of us can so justly
be applied Wordsworth’s well-known character-
ization:
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her past, what she liked or had done, never
failed to elicit the one answer: “Don’t ask me;
I do not remember.” Being pressed, she would
laugh off the questioner till he was forced to
believe she not only did not remember, but
did not care to. Her life did not know, seemed
never to have known, one moment of self-
centeredness or introspection. From her view-
point she had been brought to the passing mo-
ment happily, consciously filled with the deep
desire to make each second yield its fullest, be
it freighted with keen joy or crowning sorrow;
and so occupied was she lest she should miss the
fullest of the present that the perspective seems
to have left slight impress. The attribute that
might casually be taken for personal reserve
was rather the lack of any serious taking-of-
herself; it was a perfect absence of all self-con-
sciousness, so rare a human quality that its
presence as a marked trait might of itself have
given to her character distinction.

Notably different from others, also, was the
way in which Miss Norsworthy accepted the
loving appreciation of the many who, realizing
her value, tried to find expression for that recog-
nition. It never seemed to occur to her that she
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remonstrate over her serious lack of self-con-
sideration, her answer to all had the one burden,
“What does it matter? I shall not live to be old
anyway, and why not let me live while I can?
Each of us must find the way best for one’s self,
and this is mine.”” How truly based was her
prophetic feeling as to the shortness of her life
was little dreamed by those nearest her who -
could but grieve over her excessive prodigality.
There was something primitive in the waste-
fulness of this generosity. She was a sower who
scattered seeds lavishly, remembering, it may
be, how few of them are humanly destined for
fruitful soil. Never too tired, never too busy,
never too ill was she for a patient listening to all
the plans and troubles and aspirations brought
to her by a world of perplexed and weary people
who through her learned again their simple
faith in the possibility of perfect human sym-
pathy. This note of universality in her, so in-
tense and unfailing, endeared her to thousands
whom helping, she inspired.

It is evident that a character like Miss Nors-
worthy’s has difficulties of delineation apart
from the elusiveness of its personal charm; she
was at once simple and complex, wholly sim-






II
THE MOTHER

AN adequate understanding of Miss Nors-
worthy’s life is scarcely possible unless due
prominence is given to the factor that her mother
was therein; so this chapter shall be devoted to
the mother, a woman no less unusual than the
daughter. Between them was intimate friend-
ship, a close kinship, but more of character than
of temperament. How very proud they were of
eachother! Miss Norsworthy said “ my mother”
in a tone that breathed an exultant note of joy
in a valued possession; she never failed to make
her mother known to any one whom she wished
especially to honor.

Mrs. Norsworthy was the peculiar genius as
well as the undenied autocrat of her family
throughout her life. Her children could but feel
that they owed their all to her ambition and
forcefulness. She possessed the reticence, the
pride, the dogged persistence, and the indomit-
able pluck of your true Briton. That she was
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English she never forgot, and she took pains to
live up to the finer traditions of her race.

Eve Ann Norsworthy, née Modridge, was
born in Broadclyst, Devonshire, England, in
1844. Her father seems to have been fairly well-
to-do. She must have been a vigorous child, for
she was a woman of enduring physical pow=
ers. Miss Modridge was educated at a “young
ladies’ seminary,” the principal of which was the
maiden aunt of Mr. Norsworthy. Through this
aunt, she met her future husband while visiting
her former teacher at Torquay, the Norsworthy
family home. There is a romance wrapped up
in the court paid Miss Modridge by the two
nephews of her hostess, themselves first cousins.
Her choice fell on Samuel B. Norsworthy, a
young man of twenty-one, just through serving
his apprenticeship as a mechanical engineer.
It was an unexpected bit of sentiment in one of
Mrs. Norsworthy’s type when, in the last year
of her life, nearly seventy years old she was, she
surprised her daughter Naomi by pulling from
its hiding-place of fifty years a poem addressed
to her by the rejected lover, which no one else
had ever seen. 4

Samuel B. Norsworthy came of Devonshire
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stock that had produced in one of its branches
the great sea-rover, Admiral Drake. In the
good old English way he had becn apprenticed
to a mechanical engineer to “learn by doing.”
This apprenticeship had just ended at the time
he became engaged to Miss Modridge, and being
anxious to establish himself independently, he
asked his mother for funds for working capital.
For some reason she did not accede promptly to
his request, though she had done for an older
brother as much as he asked. Mr. Norsworthy,
in a fit of pique at what he considered unjust
treatment, left home and struck forth into the
world. Coming to America, he lived for a time
in New York City, and then enlisted in the
United States Navy, serving for five years. At
the close of his enlistment, during which he had
cruised to the four corners of the world, he left
the navy and set up in business in China, where
he stayed two years, and then returned to New
York. Naturally, in his years of naval service,
he had not progressed far towards accumulating
a competence that would have enabled him to
marry. At best, he seems on his own testimony
to have had little of the genius of accumulation
in him. All his life he enjoyed spending money,
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a trait his daughter could very easily appreciate,
because she, too, had it. After he had been
away from England and his affianced eight
years, he crossed over in 1875, and they were
married.

t+ The eight years of his absence had been full of
change for Miss Modridge. Her father had died,
and the property had gone to the oldest child, a
brother, leaving her and her sister dependent on
their own efforts. The sister soon married, the
mother went to live with her, and the future
Mirs. Norsworthy accepted a position as gov-
erness, being recommended particularly for her
ability to teach French and music. How long
she was a governess is not clear, but the news
that her fiancé’s mother was very ill brought
to her one of those duties concerning which
throughout her life she knew no hesitation. She
gave up her means of support and went to live
with her mother-in-law to be. For two years
she devoted her life to caring for the elderly
woman. The invalid blessed her with the best
wish she knew: if the future Mrs. Norsworthy
should ever have a daughter, that she might be
to her mother the strength and comfort that Miss
Modridge had been to her. Mrs. Norsworthy
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delighted to tell this reminiscence; she was sure
‘that the wonderful daughter that came later
to her was the fulfillment of this prayer of her
mother-in-law’s. It is in this association with
her husband’s people that the reason for the
name “Naomi” is to be found: “Thy people
shall be my people.”

The older Mrs. Norsworthy must have been
herself a woman of much force of character.
Certainly she had the power of inspiring de-
voted love and admiration in the young woman
who willingly ministered to her; more than this,
her ideals left so deep an impress on Miss Mod-
ridge that they became part of her life. She had
been reared a member of the Established Church
of England, and before going to live with Mrs.
Norsworthy, had subscribed to its tenets and
supposedly had been satisfied with them. Mrs.
Norsworthy was a Dissenter, one of the “Plym-
outh Brethren.” This denomination came into
existence about the same time as Methodism,
and is far stronger in numbers and influence in
England than in this country. It is plainly a
tribute to the religious faith of the elder Mrs.
Norsworthy that her life and religion should
have impressed a person of Miss Modridge’s
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personal prayer. They are ‘‘pre-millennialists,”
which term interpreted by an outsider appears
to mean a belief in the Second Coming of Christ
when all true Christians will be translated hither,
and all non-Christians will be disavowed. The
S8econd Coming is at all times imminent, and be-
ing o0, the individual must be ever on guard
lest he be found unworthily engaged. This doc-
trine, of course, is in broad terms closely akin to
the old Puritan ideas that left such ineradicable
marks on the history of our own New England.
It is ‘“‘other-worldliness.” Necessarily it pre-
cludes at once and unheard the temporary pleas-
ures of the passing moment.

Edmund Gosse, in his delightful biographi-
cal volume, “Father and Son,” talks interest- -
ingly of this sect, of no little influence in “those
days of the wide revival of Conscience.” He
says: “They met only with a few extreme Cal-
vinists like themselves on terms of what may
almost be called negation, with no priest, no rit-
ual, no festivals, no ornament of any kind, noth-
ing but the Lord’s Supper and the exposition of
Holy Scripture drawing these austere spirits into
any sort of cohesion. They called themselves
the ‘Brethren’ simply, a title enlarged by the






26 NAOMI NORSWORTHY

those of this faith were few, she kept in close
touch with the little group with which she had
at once associated herself when she came to New
York from England.

At the time of their marriage, Mr. Norsworthy
gave to his bride the choice between living in
Japan, and in New York City." She told in after
years that her preference fell to New York for
the sole reason that it was nearer her beloved
England, and opportunity to go back there
would be less remote. She would add that
weighing against it, however, was the fact that
all the escaped criminals from England pro-
verbially made New York their place of refuge,
and she did not at all know what to expect of
her new home. She was married in 1875, and
came to New York in August of that year.

Mrs. Norsworthy must have been comely to
look upon at this time of life. She had brown
eyes that could bore deep; auburn hair that
never wholly lost its tint even at seventy years;
a delicate complexion that flushed easily; a
mouth that showed decided firmness of will. The
figure was plump, and very erect; she showed
the training of the mid-Victorian by sitting bolt
upright in a chair, not leaning back at all, lest
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kept them secluded as few children are, and
either busy or interested. Miss Norsworthy
used to tell amusingly that one of the few recol-
lections of her childhood that remained was
connected with her violently slamming a door in
her mother’s hearing, in a flash of temper, after
something had gone wrong; she said that there-
after when she wished to “let off steam™ on in-
animate objects, she would go to her own room
and, behind carefully closed doors, open and
shut dresser-drawers with a bang, having taken
~ pains to assure herself that her mother was en-
tirely out of ear-shot. The punishment meted
out to the children was ordinarily a bread-and-
water diet, or staying in the house for a given
- time, never corporal pain. The mother’s vigi-
lance must have been constant. Neighbors’
children could come to play with hers, but they
must stay at home. This attitude was the out-
come partly of ideas of exclusiveness engendered
by her own English rearing, and partly of her
religious conviction. Their studies she super-
vised; it seems that early in their school life she
desisted in her efforts to help them with their
lessons, because her methods and those of their
teachers did not coincide. It was her practice to
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Mrs. Norsworthy determined to own her home.
As Rutherford was more accessible to the city
than Orange, therefore in better commuting
distance, to Rutherford she went to select a site.
So far as is known, she had no one to help her
in choosing this place. Mr. Norsworthy was too
occupied at his post of business to share with her.
the responsibility. It has been remarked by
Rutherford friends what excellent acumen she
showed in the lot she bought. At that time, in
1885, Rutherford was scarcely more than a “lo-
cal habitation and a name,” and she had no
guide at all save her own good sense. She walked
over the little village, considering the advan-
tages of a number of locations, and finally set-
tled on a spot on the crest of an elevation,
across the street from the Episcopal Church.
Did some haunting association with the church
of her childhood help her to decide? The place
is to-day considered, it is said, one of the most
admired and valuable in Rutherford. The next
necessity was to get the house built. She bought
the lot, settled on house-plans, contracted for
the building, and had ground broken in one
week, 80 her son tells. Be it remembered the en-
tire venture was undertaken on faith. She was a
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come, made a home and clothes for three chil-
dren, persistently supervising their work and
play, .did not fail to answer every neighborly
call. It was before trained nurses were readily
to be had, and such capable women as she were
needed in homes of distress. One friend bears
testimony to Mrs. Norsworthy’s helpfulness by
saying, ‘“She did things for people utter stran-
gers to her that I would never do for my dearest
friend.” Where need was, there she was. It is
said that sometimes she would actually incur
the risk of bodily hurt when she would try to
alleviate conditions in the homes of workmen
where drink had the upper hand. This minister-
ing to the needy was of course the religion that
she lived.

Mrs. Norsworthy kept open house in the good
old hospitable English way. There are instances
of whole families being gathered under her roof
for weeks at a time; sometimes it might be friends
or neighbors who were moving, and were tempo-
rarily out of a home; again it might be stranded"
ministers, or English people who drifted across
her path. No call of charity or chance for hospi-
tality went unheeded. It should not be forgot-
ten that these demands she met on a small in-
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come that stretched little with the multiplied
needs. The admirable part is that no one ever
heard her complain, or worry over financial
affairs, either then or later. She was so excel-
lent a manager that her friends used to wonder
among themselves if she did not have help from
private and unknown sources. Her faith was
great enough to believe that a way would be
opened up, and the way always was opened.
Eight years were passed in the Rutherford
home. The place, made beautiful with many
flowers and fruit-trees, was excellently kept.
Then the time came for Naomi to go to normal
school, so she was to be away from home; the
two boys would soon need broader opportuni-
ties than the little town of commuters afforded,
therefore it seemed best to the mother to rent
the home in Rutherford and return to New
York. Naomi went to Trenton Normal, and
the boys were put into the city schools. _
The stimulation of the children appears to
have continued unflagging. Mrs. Norsworthy
resolved that they.should have the best in edu-
cation,. and bent her efforts steadily: towards
that end. The father was anxious that the eld-
est son should serve.an apprenticeship now that
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the boy was old enough, after the continental
fashion. The mother said no, that each child
should have an education first, in keeping with
the American idea. A constant watch was kept
for chances that might offer them opportunities.
She saw the advertisement of a competitive
examination for entrance to Webb’s Academy,
an opportunity which meant training in marine
engineering. For' that scholarship the eldest
son must try; to Webb’s Academy he went. The
second son was next to be provided for. The
Pulitzer scholarship, valued at $1750, offered
seven years of secondary and college work. The
newspapers carried notices of the competitive
examination, which Mrs. Norsworthy hit upon.
Here was the opening for the other boy. It
meant for him the completion of courses at Hor-
ace Mann High School, and Columbia. He won
it. In 1897, the family moved back to Ruther-
ford for two years. In 1899, whenYthe daughter
was in Teachers College, and the younger son
in Horace Mann, Mrs. Norsworthy thought it
too much of a tax for them to continue commut-
ing, o the Rutherford home was sold and the
final move to New York made. It is gratifying
® think how Mrs. Norsworthy’s desires and
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- Her fortitude and will stood forth the last
two years of her life. Approaching the allotted
threescore years and ten, she was apparently
very vigorous, destined to live years longer. She
entered happily into all Miss Norsworthy’s in-
terests; she went on outings; twice, unaccom-
panied, she crossed the continent to see the
mining-engineer son, and was full of vivacity
and endurance. She would reject not too pa-
tiently any gratuitous attempts at assistance,
in coming up and down stairs for instance, let-
ting it be known that she cared to exercise none
of the usual prerogatives of age. Then came
all unexpectedly the fell disease that pronounced
her doom. Protesting against it, despite her
suffering, she consented to call a physician only
on Miss Norsworthy’s insistence, to keep her
peace of mind. Life was a matter of months,
the doctor said; the trouble was carcinoma; the
case was quite hopeless. An appeal was made to
a great surgeon; without reservation or soften-
ing, he confirmed the previous diagnosis. After
he had left, Mrs. Norsworthy turned quietly
to the friend in the room and said without hesi-
tation or voice-tremor, “I am afraid this will
worry my little girl.”

Mo s e wwedira ey e e
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Miss Norsworthy made a hard fight for her
mother’s life. She could not believe there was
no hope. Science, human intelligence, conquers
8o many ills, why not this one? The most emi-
nent authorities were consulted; they gave no
encouragement. Radium had been successfully
used in some of these cases; it could be tried.
The book, then being written, everything else
but her mother, was forgotten. For the next
two years she was the center of interest and
anxiety. All efforts at relief proved useless. The
cost of the next two years was heavy on Miss
Norsworthy. The mother’s bravery was won-
derful. In the suffering of these two years, in
which a major operation was tried, no complaint
came from her. She closed her lips and made
no moan. The end came September 23, 1915.

There is no difficulty in seeing the kinship
between mother and daughter. Both had in-
domitable will, notable pluck, great endurance;
the lives of both were characterized by loyalty
to duty, independence of character, and inflex-
ible rectitude. The Spartan note, the austerity
of the mother, the daughter did not have; the
deep sympathy and personal charm of the
daughter the mother did not have. Tempera-
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mentally they were not alike; but the capacity
for sacrifice, the desire for service, the devotion
to religious ideals, they shared in common.

“Mother and I are such good chums,” Miss
Norsworthy would say. She made it a rule to
share intimately with her mother all her con-~
cerns and interests, for the sake of counsel as
well as comradeship. Till the close of her own
life she bore in mind her mother’s wishes; long
after most people would have abandoned the
maternal ideas as guides for immaturity only,
she had her pleasure in deferring to them. Many
people found cause for wondering comment in
Miss Norsworthy’s seeming lack of interest in
the opera and theater, a fact which rendered
her almost a curiosity in this day and genera-
tion, but that in her eyes was fully justified
because of her mother’s attitude towards these
diversions. She felt she could never render to
her mother any part of all she owed her, and
deference to her least wish was but slight trib-
ute. No one who realized in part the closeness
of the bond between the two could fail to under-
stand the grievous longing for her mother that
lingered with Miss Norsworthy the brief space
of time that stretched between the death of
her mother and her own.
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life for fifteen years while following her profes-
sion as a trained nurse, this friend played no
small part in its annals. She was known to the
children as “Nina.” What material help she
gave them is not recorded, but possessing many
fine traits in common with the mother whose
conservative judgments she reinforced, she was
a valuable member of the little group. Her
friendship is mentioned not only in simple jus-
tice, but also because she was one of the few
persons who came in close contact with the child
Naomi. Miss Norsworthy’s devotion to her
was unwavering, a loyalty the more worthy of
comment because few of us but find it easy to
allow the associations of early years to be washed
away in “the swirl of spray and all that roar.”

The two sons came. Necessity arose for the
exercise of all the financial skill and personal
efforts that the mother could command. Mrs.
Norsworthy’s serious acceptance of the prob-
lems of motherhood, strengthened by her reli-
gious bias, could but leave its deep impress on
the three children. The boys were respectively
two and four years younger than Naomi, who
was taught that, being the oldest, she was to
be the exemplar. It was an attitude so blended
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with her life that she never cared to forget it
through the years. This fact was itself an aid
to the native contemplativeness of her disposi-
tion. Then, too, the mother’s grief for the first-
born naturally made her spend upon this next
child the outpourings meant for two; from the
first, she must have set Naomi “on the level
of her soul.” That such comradeship served to
make the child serious beyond her years is per-
haps to be regretted, but in this time was be-
gun the intimacy of mother and daughter that
persisted to the end, a source of strength and
happiness for them both.

From mere infancy, Naomi was taught to
believe what she should do, that she could do.
It was an up-bringing with the true Spartan
note in it. Certain tasks about the home were
set aside for her, and she was held to strict
accountability for them. .After the school years
came, their number was lessened, and they
were largely confined to Saturdays, but never
remitted. Mrs. Norsworthy considered these
home duties an invaluable part of a girl’s edu-
cation. The daughter became an expert needle-
woman, as well as an excellent housekeeper.
It must not have occurred to the mother that
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she demanded of the child abilities different
from those expected of other children about
her. She had been reared in the school of
womanly accomplishments from her first years,
why should not her daughter be? Her systema-
tic, by-the-clock methods of work she impressed
on Naomi in a way never forgotten. The house-
hold training of the childhood years remained,
as well. One of the brothers says that in his
judgment the most remarkable thing about
his sister was her domesticity. With all her
intellectual interests, and the many demands
of her position, she managed to look after the
details of the housckeeping, when her mother
gave it up during the last few years of her life,
taking pleasure and pride in it.
i ‘The children were taught the Bible by strict
drill at home. On a favored occasion, one of
them was allowed to visit Sunday School with
a friend, and showed such excellent knowledge
of the Bible that the teacher asked, interest-
odly; “Where do you go to Sunday School?”
god got the reply, “To my mother.” A funny
gutle tale is told as the outcome of Naomi’s
offort Iater to apply the careful and literal teach-
sng? of the Scriptures she had received. When
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of the usual household supplies, so at breakfast
she told the children they could have only ce-
real, as she feared the baker could not make
his rounds. Later in the morning, Mrs. Nors-
worthy heard Naomi talking to herself, and
never having observed such a habit in the child,
curiosity prompted her to listen. Naomi was
pouring forth a petition that God would please
send bread before night, with the due perfect-
ness of a child’s fervid faith. In the course of
the waning afternoon, the man living across the
street ploughed his difficult way through snow-
drifts to the Norsworthy door, with two loaves
of bread for his new neighbors, fearing, he said,
that they might not have enough for emergency
needs. Mrs. Norsworthy said that the child
looked at her triumphantly and exclaimed, “I
knew God would send us some bread,” to the
amazement of the self-appointed messenger and
the relief of the mother, who had feared disap-
pointment for the child. The simple directness
of this faith Miss Norsworthy never outgrew.
"Mrs. Norsworthy used to tell the little inci-
dent that first impressed her with Naomi’s
swiftness of physical response. The children
had a dog, which was their inseparable com-
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panion, a diminutive fox terrier, the cause of a
minor tragedy for Naomi later. One of the
small brothers, under the eager eye of the dog,
dropped a bag of peanuts, and though the
doggie was nearer him than Naomi was, and
made his hungry pounce with all the quickness
of his breed, the little girl was quicker, and
rescued the imperiled treasure from the eager
paws. The movement on her part was so in-
stantaneous that the mother said it was borne
in on her for the first time that her daughter
was more alert than the ordinary child. This
same dog was repeatedly the occasion of Na-
omi’s exhibiting her characteristic pluck. He
must have been a fussy small dog, unduly given
to picking quarrels. Mrs. Norsworthy had finally
to forbid Naomi’s interceding further in his
behalf. She would tackle anything that men-
aced the animal, regardless of danger to herself.

That there was slight difference in the ages
of the children was fortunate for the feminine
member of the trio. There is nothing but the
childhood memories of the brothers on which
to establish these early years, but it seems that
the boys set the pace and the girl followed. She
was not . alone “little mother” to them, but
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good fellow as well. Her own interests naturally
took on the complexion of theirs, something
for which she often declared herself grateful.
Dolls she had given her, — does any girl escape
them? — but she said they possessed no attrac-
tion. Compared to the vigorous tastes and pur-
suits of her brothers, she thought she found
dolls too colorless. There is a satisfaction all
its own in jotting down the fact that as a
child Miss Norsworthy was considered a “tom-
boy.” She was taught to box with her brothers;
she went on fishing jaunts with them; on tramps
searching Indian arrowheads; on long wood-
rambles; she climbed trees, wrestled, and seem«
ingly held her own pretty well as a “good
sport”’ with her brothers and their friends. The
hoydenish characteristic was so decided, indeed,
that her father’s pet name for her was “Boy.”
His invariable employment of the name in
speaking to her during her last illness caused
him to be asked for an explanation, and his
answer was, “I have called her that always; she
was such a tom-boy as a child.” The one re-
maining nickname she ever possessed in the fam-
ily was another that brings a smile, ““Sleepy.”
This cognomen was_the fun-poking one given
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could be attributed the success of the second
son in winning the Pulitzer scholarship. Cer-
tainly the mother’s intelligent supervision and
insistent demand for concentration on their
studies left its mark on all three children. In
the light of the needs of the after-development
of Naomi, it would seem that Mrs. Norsworthy’s
ideas of secluding them was an error. However
well-hidden was Miss Norsworthy’s timidity in
her grown-up years, all who knew her real-
ized what it made her suffer, and this natural
timidity had been intensified, necessarily, by
the seclusion of her childhood. It is easy to
pardon this mistake on the mother’s part on
the score of zeal of interest and ambition; nor
is the fervor of her religious conviction ever to
be forgotten. She wished to meet without eva-
sion the responsibilities of motherhood in see-
ing that her children were successfully guarded
from untoward influences or unworthy occu-
pations. However their seclusion may have
from one viewpoint cut them off from unre-
strained association with other children, and
therefore from social activities ‘considered nor-
mal, there can be no doubt that the atmosphere
thus created furnished an excellent one for the






50 NAOMI' NORSWORTHY

Her mother gave her lessons, and later she had
another teacher. One of the first objects at-
tained in after years, when she began to teach,
and had money for her own spending, was the
purchase of a piano, which for a time she greatly
enjoyed. This fact bears further testimony to
the range of her tastes and abilities, and for
that reason is' worth a reference. Her musical
talents were swallowed up later by other in-
terests, but music remained with poetry, a hid-
den and major love.

Miss Norsworthy often remarked that the
most distinct memory of her childhood was that
everything in it turned on her resolve to be a
teacher; that she could not recall a time when
it was not the strongest desire in her, and that
her one dread was that she would never know
enough to reach her aim! Always self-distrust-
ful, her lack of confidence no doubt served
to multiply her efforts. The teachers of these
first school years say she “worked for what she
got.” The query naturally comes whether this
was true because of anxiety lest she should not
be able “to learn enough to be a teacher,” or
because of extreme conscientiousness and thor-
oughness. It is not easy to think of her, even
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fifteen years passed without the presence of a
physician in the house. One day when wrestling
with one of the brothers, Naomi had a hard fall
and complained afterward of her hip; it was
then that the doctor discovered unevenness in
the limbs. Heroic treatment was advised; a
-heavy weight was to be attached to the knee
and suspended on a pulley from the foot of the
bed at night. How long this treatment was kept
up is not known, but for months. Her ankles
had always been weak, but not painful, neces-
sitating the wearing of braces; this defect had
barred her from skating, a deprivation she
never ceased to bewail. The handicap of weak
ankles, though, is the only one she seems to have
felt until the hip trouble was discovered. The
very strength of her nervous energy may have
driven her on over a constitutional frailty that
would have hampered many a child. It is true
that from infancy she was not a good sleeper;
here again the nervous physicality, but the tend-
ency to insomnia wore off in later years, possi-
bly routed by sheer physical exhaustion.

The early years spent in the little towns of
Orange and Rutherford without doubt left
their indelible markings on Miss Norsworthy’s



THE EARLY YEARS 53

impressionable nature. It was an uneventful
childhood, quite commonplace in many ways,
yet in it may be found the seeds of the later
fruition of character and temperament dis--
tinctively hers. A sense of responsibility, ideals
of thoroughness and order, singleness of pur-
pose, and the formation of intellectual habits
had all been inculcated by the mother. The
healthy give-and-take of two brothers had
happily offset any over-delicate tendency of a
nature so sensitive. The free life of a country
town had brought to her certain view-points
that were invaluable. Familiarity with field
and wood and their citizens remained there-
after among her most treasured knowledge.
She had a surprising acquaintance with wild
things. Birds and trees and native flowers had
their haunting memories. The stars, too, were
among the persisting loves of childhood; study
of the constellations had been one of the many
interests of her mother’s “round-table” read-
ings, and with the seasons’ cycles, in the
crowded city, she would watch for their suc-
cessive returns. She often spoke of the time
she “lived in a house” in contrast to the years
in a New York apartment, and always she
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accounted herself lucky to have known the
freedom of the open. In her were elemental
things in harmony with nature, and these years:
of childhood were indeed blessed in having
placed her where they could be nurtured.- The
resurgent life of every springtime called insis-
tently to her, and the Easter holidays never
failed to find her answering; the jeweled panoply
of autumn caused in her delight only a lover
can know. The odor of pines, or any other
breath of forest or field would bring the light to
her eyes and excited exclamations to her lips.
The sea was a passion; of it she never tired.
These innate joys had their roots in the life of
the early years; without them would have been
subtracted much from the residual interests that
remained with her as abiding joys. ;
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their quiet obedience, ready responses, quick
intelligence, and their “infinite capacity for
taking pains.”

Naomi began school after the family moved
to Rutherford at the age of eight. She must
have been a quaint little person. There is a
picture of the family group taken at this time
which is interesting. Both mother and children
are decidedly English in dress, necessarily so,
since Mrs. Norsworthy made her own and the
children’s clothes, and she was still far too loyal
to the traditions of her up-bringing to discard
English styles. Mrs. Norsworthy is shown sit-
ting in her characteristic erect fashion, straight-
browed, firm-lipped; Naomi stands beside her, a
demure little girl, with wide-open, wondering
eyes, hair brushed straight back from a beauti-
ful brow, and hands that even then showed
the nervous restlessness always associated with
them. *

The teachers of Naomi’s first years in school
speak of her as being different from most chil-
dren in her sense of responsibility, her old-
fashioned ways, and her odd little dresses. They
say she was dependable and ambitious beyond
her years. A noticeable trait was her desire to






One of her elementary teachers tells an in-
teresting anecdote concerning her at the age
of ten. Naomi handed in a composition that
her teacher commended as being an unusually
good one, but she remonstrated about the great
number of misspelled words it contained. The
words were duly underscored, and Naomi was
told to re-write the composition with the words
correctly spelled. On seeing the defaced com-
position, and learning that she was to write it
over merely because of incorrect spelling, she
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splendid concentration of which she was so
capable. It served to restrict her activities
and friendships during her normal school years
far beyond what they should have been. Her
rearing in the strict terms of her mother’s
evangelical faith would of itself have cut her
off from much of the girlish frivolity to be ex-
pected during this period, but she need not
have been so bound to the grind of her studies
as she was by this inadequate preparation. It
was the one regret she was ever known to voice
over her school days, that she had been com-
pelled to devote herself so assiduously to her
studies as to lessen her human companion-
ships.

The fall of 1893, before her sixteenth birth-
day, she entered the New Jersey State Normal
at Trenton. The students were older than she
was, and with very few exceptions, better
prepared. Her intellectual pride was aroused
as never before. These are the student days to
whose effort and concentration her roommate
of the time pays such ready tribute. She was
entering normal at an age when she should have
been in high school. Accustomed always to
leading the front ranks in school, she felt the
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~studies left little time for recreation, and there
is testimony of moments of utter physical ex-
‘haustion during the years at Trenton.

-Her scholastic record, however, shows no
evidence of this physical weakness. One of her
teachers of this period says of her: “It took
some time to-individualize her, for she was very
quiet in her manner and shy about voluntary
work at first. After a while, I found that the .
little dark-eyed student was always prepared;
no matter who else had come with surface
preparation, or had ‘forgotten,’ her work was
always thorough, and her memory was to be
depended upon. Her attention was unflagging.
Later I discovered that she had a perfect pas-
sion for clearness; question after question per-
sistently followed, until she could say with a
wonderful brightening of the whole face, ¢ That
is quite clear now.” I was presenting psychology
from the genetic standpoint, and frequently had
the feeling that I was meeting in her mind a
body of views which conflicted with my own.
I realized how much was — for her — too firmly
settled to admit of question. At that time she
.had no idea of specializing in psychology.”

v Another of her normal school teachers says:
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ning water, the clearest I have met in this work,’
and this opinion was never changed. She was
so young, barely sixteen, and her youth, with
her clear sweet voice and diffidence of manner
gave her more charm. She was even then a
mature thinker.” And another: “It became a.
common saying among her instructors, ‘If you
want the summary of a lesson that will be worth
preserving, call upon Naomi Norsworthy.’ Not
only in those respects by which we commonly
characterize the student was she unusual, but
the modesty and simplicity of the girl were
never lost in the maturity of thought and ex-
pression of the woman. Her great success as a
teacher was the logical outcome of what she
was as a student.”

One of the Trenton classmates remembers
through the intervening years the impression
" made on her by Miss Norsworthy’s quick men-
tality in connection with this incident: the
physics professor had not covered the work
he had hoped to accomplish, therefore the last
lesson before examination he announced that
he would go rapidly over the omitted principle
in the hope that some in the class might com-
prehend it; most of them were utterly at sea
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trance into the pleasures and interests of her
school friends she was barred by her religious
convictions. We see the devotion to the ideal
of service, however, that so glorified her whole
life. She came for the first time into close con-
tact with people outside the shelter of the
home and the circle of friends chosen by her
mother; for the first time she was called upon
to stand by her principles without the support
of her mother’s daily encouragement. In her
teachers she found warm and abiding friends;
though the years were overcrowded with efforts
to make up deficiencies in her previous train-
ing, and the full days were hampered by ill
health, yet she looked back upon her Trenton
associations with keen pleasure.

Normal training was intended only as a step-
ping stone to an immediate teaching position,
so that, by becoming self-supporting as soon as
possible, Miss Norsworthy might work for a
purpose long in view, — better preparation for
her professional career through training at
Teachers College. Just as she could not re-
member when she did not intend to become a
teacher, she said, neither could she remember
when she first determined to go to Teachers
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most sepulchral she had ever heard, and asked*
the writer to remain for a moment after class;
from that day her subject for specialization be-
came psychology. She never failed to testify
to her gratitude for the inspiration given her
by this man of science, and for his direction
of her interest to the field of psychology. Of
her early days at Teachers College he says:
“She was a member of my first classes, and
though quiet at that time, impressed me early
as a girl of excellent judgment and strong hu-
man devotion. She was made a student assistant
the following year. Dr. Norsworthy as a stu-
dent was quieter than later. Though always
interested and wide awake, she was not spe-
cially prominent in class discussions or the like.
She had a deep interest in psychology as a stu-
dent as well as a teacher, and resisted later the
efforts of those who tried to direct her into exec-
utive and administrative work. She was also
then as always extremely conscientious. In very
many ways she was like her mother. It was
from her that the children had their intellec-
tual abilities and general sagacity, I think.”
On being made student-assistant in the
department of psychology in 1900, the year
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Jollowing her entrance into Teachers College,
Miss Norsworthy began the long term of serv-
ice, catalogued and uncatalogued, that lasted
sixteen full years. She made it her concern to
seek out students with difficulties and bend all
her efforts to helping them strerigthen them-
selves. Here began the practice of giving all
her open time to others, little though it was,
even then. She was determined to spare her
mother so far as she could, and began to look
after the household affairs more than she had
done. Before going to Teachers College each
morning, she prepared her own and her moth-
er’s breakfast, served her mother’s to her in
bed, and set the apartment in order. In the
afternoon she hurried home to help with the
preparation of dinner. The household duties as-.
sumed at this time she never gave over, and,
not sharing her mother’s distaste for servants,
in later years she was wise enough to keep a
maid. '

Miss Norsworthy received the degree of
Bachelor of Science from Teachers College in
1901, and at once she began to work for her
doctorate, having received an appointment as
assistant in psychology. Her small physical
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strength annoyed her persistently. Teaching,
coaching weak students, studying, working dili-
gently on a thesis, and keeping house are duties
large enough for the best of us, however physi-
cally fit. There were operations that came in
these years, but she seems to have been too
busy to pay much heed to them. Her thesis,
“The Psychology of Mentally Deficient Chil-
dren,” entailed a vast amount of work, as all
familiar with it know. It necessitated her visit~
" ing several institutions for mentally defective
children for months at a time, and keeping
some of the inmates under constant observa-
tion. In 1904 she received the degree of Doctor
of Philosophy, and her formal student years were
ended.



\4
THE YEARS AT TEACHERS COLLEGE

No other phase of Miss Norsworthy’s life
presents the difficulty jn delineation that her
work as a teacher does. Her power here all but
defies analysis. One cannot tell how she did
it, but only what she did. Teaching was with
her a very unusual gift; she possessed an apti-
tude for getting hold of people’s minds and
firing their interests with her exhaustless mag-
netism so that the hours in her classes were
looked forward to with pleasurable anticipation,
often with delight. Her teaching had in it
a large social element that robbed a recitation
or lecture of every vestige of humdrumness.
Details that in hands less skillful than hers
would be surrounded by dust from the rattling
of dry bones took on color and light from the
lambent fire of her personality. Her common-
sense illustrations, clear exposition, with now and
then a flash of humor, together with her ques-
tions and comments so stimulated the student’s
mind that it worked better than at other
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times. For her, “being a teacher” was not a
business; it was a joy.

Her official connection with Teachers Col-
lege began in 1901, when she was made assist-
ant in psychology; 1902-04, she served as tutor;
1904 to 1909, as instructor; in 1909, she was
made associate professor. ‘

It will scarcely be wrong to say that her
aim as a teacher rested broadly on two general
principles; first, the desire to know her sub-
ject masterfully, and second, the determination
through sympathetic insight to arouse the in-
‘dividual members of her classes each to make
his contribution to the discussions in order that
the points covered might be broader and better
suited to serve the definite needs of the many.
She seldom gave lectures, and the few that she
did give could hardly be called formal. “I must
know what is in the minds of my students, and
the general trend of their needs and interests
before I can get anywhere,” she used to say.
The way in which she conducted her classes was
peculiarly her own. One young woman who pre-
viously had been a student of Miss Norsworthy’s
determined to catch the trick of her teaching,
and haunted her classroom for a whole term,
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teacher was part of the gift of her personality.
As the musician knows his instrument, she
knew her classes, and played upon them. Her
abounding sympathy and incisive intellect gave
her quick access to the minds of her students,
and they responded. “The only times in my
life that I ever felt that I was mentally gifted
were the moments that I spent in Dr. Nors-
worthy’s class,” said one of her students. “I
never understood how it happened, but some-
how it seemed that what she knew was flashed
into my nrind and before I knew it, I would be
talking fluently, eloquently it sounded to my
own ears, about some subject that I had hitherto
had only the mistiest conception of.” This ex-
pression voices what was widely felt by her
students, that in the class discussions they
seemed impenetrated by somewhat of Miss
Norsworthy’s own knowledge and brilliance.
Among the greatest of her gifts was this ability
to make one feel himself to be a bigger person
than he had hitherto thought.

Few of her students can easily forget the fer-
tility of her illustrations, and the quick flashes
of her intellect. Her illustrations were drawn
from far-flung fields, everyday life, science, lit-
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of shortening, because her thoughts so crowded
upon one another.

~ Principles upon which Miss Norsworthy
placed much emphasis in her teaching are: the
immense value of habit formation in education
and in life; the fact that man is a social unit,
neither “free” nor “equal,” but according to
his gifts responsible as a contributory factor
to the good of his group; and that conduct is
character, since “Deeds determine character
as much as character determines deeds.” It is
easy to see that here entered her own ideas of
human values. She believed thoroughly in the
dictum that “The price of a disciplined intel-
lect and will is eternal vigilance in the forma-
tion of habits,” and she lost no opportunity
to present that proposition with its proofs. It
may be said parenthetically that training in
psychology had but confirmed what experience
had taught her under the disciplining eye of
a wise mother. She stressed greatly the neces-
sity for accepting the terms “character” and
“habit” as wholly synonymous, and that he
alone is moral who chooses deliberately and
pursues relentlessly those habits of action which
make for the good of his group.
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Her former students will long recall the ex-
traordinary clarity and inexhaustible variety
with which she presented the facts of educa-
tional psychology, never forgetting the human
side of life. One of them says: “Certain of her
words that I found in my notebook I committed
to memory because they sound so much like
her. Whenever I repeat them, the eloquent
- earnestness with which she said them to us
comes to me: ‘First of all, and above all, man
is a social unit, depending on others, and sus-
taining others. His moral test is conduct and
motive. What we do alone counts, not what
we aspire to do; to consider the motive is essen-
tial only as it flowers into conduct. In connec-
tion with final habits, no one can hope to get
out of the transition period, for once our theory
of conduct is formulated and put into action,
we are ready for the next higher step. Broad-
ening vision, fresh inspiration, keep alive the
chance for growth, always dynamic in itself.
The world grows, life grows, the individual
must needs grow, — through conscious choice,
through reason, through will, through ideals.” ”

Miss Norsworthy’s classes at Teachers Col-
lege were always large. She speaks in one of
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her letters of meeting each week four hundred
and eighty different students. This fact greatly
increased the volume of work in the matters
of correcting papers and giving individual help.
She would never delegate to an assistant the
valuing of examinations or periodical papers,
because she felt that by reading them herself
she could more justly gauge the work of her
students. The zest of her interest in them seemed
never to stale, for behind the paper she always
saw its writer, and felt his interest to be hers.
Of the several stories about Miss Norsworthy
extant at Teachers College, one goes back to
the early days of her apprenticeship as an in-
structor. The head of the psychology depart-
ment was to be absent, and she was unexpect-
edly called on to take his classes. It would have
been a trying experience for any young teacher,
for many of the students at Teachers College
are by no means novices, nor are they inartic-
ulate. For Miss Norsworthy, it was a doubly try-
ing time both because of her inexperience as com-
pared to theirs, and because of her shyness and
self-depreciation, intensified by the high valua-
tion that she knew was universally put upon
the absent professor. As she appeared before






pressed
eceived
orthy’s
I duty
himself and his interested friends. His cha-
g0 was keen when the professor presented her-
f, “a slip of 2 woman.” On further thought,
‘ore the next class day, he decided that some-
w he had been cheated, and that redress was
e him for something from some quarter or
sther. Such situations are the causes for a dean’s
ing; to the dean he would go. His complaint
was listened to patiently and fully, — that he
had been misled into registering for a course
.with_ Dr. Norsworthy under the assumption
~ that the Doctor was a man, and she was not
at all. The dean finally told him that he was
still laboring under some sort of false impres-
sion, — “You will find her one of the strongest
men on our faculty. Go to her classes a few
times and see if you do not think her so.” This
story, a true one, is rounded out by the man’s
returning to the dean in the course of time to
assure him that his opinion concerning Dr. Nors-
worthy as one of the “strong men” of the fac-
_ulty was entirely true.
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discussions. Who else was ever to the students
what she was! As I go from one part of the
country to the other, I realize more fully than
ever before that to many, Teachers College
was Naomi Norsworthy. Students have always
asked of her first when they have come for col-
lege news. The memory of her as I last saw her
lingers. She was standing before a great audi-
ence of six thousand teachers, at a Superin-
tendents’ Meeting. I can hear her spirit speak-
ing through her words, and afterwards see the
old students crowd about her for the valued
word of greeting.”

A tribute that she would like, says: “Clarity
and simplicity characterized her presentation
of her subject, and straight, direct thinking
was called out by her manner of conducting
discussions. No concealing of imperfect under-
standing and half-knowledge under cover of
high-sounding phrases was possible. Creating
an atmosphere of sincere seeking for truth in
her classroom, she stimulated her students to
genuine inquiry. Every one who came into
the circle of Miss Norsworthy’s acquaintance
spoke of her strong personality. Her breadth
and generosity of mind, her vivid outlook on
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nod of approval and the delighted snap of her
big, brown eyes. But woe betide the lazy stu-
dent ‘who prepared only textbook replies, or
the one who talked in vague generalities. The
first was soon heard bewilderedly inquiring
‘What is she driving at?” While the second
~ was brought to share Miss Norsworthy’s dis-
. appointment when, in looking for specific de-
tails, she found none.

“It was a joy, in the early years of her teach-
ing, to watch for the awakening of her classes
to the fact that they had an instructor of no
mediocre ability. Year after year, the neutral,
guarded attitude of the September opening days
became the surprised eagerness of October, and
developed before Thanksgiving into the en-
thusiastic codperation so characteristic of her
classroom. In the more recent years no such
awakening was necessary, for the students came
prepared for their special opportunity. As the
alumni scattered to all parts of the country
they carried her reputation with them; so that
we soon grew ‘accustomed to hear, on registra-
tion days, inquiries for the courses Miss Nors-
worthy gave, as though that was the main
object of the students’ search. Often was re-






path to the ideal and follows it with single eye;
the trained intellect that can ‘spin the gossa-
mers as well as forge the anchors of the mind.’
Who ever went to Miss Norsworthy in per-
plexity or in trouble and went away unhelped?
Who ever relied on her to undertake a delicate
and complicated piece of work and met with
disappointment? She had a rarely penetrating
insight into the heart of a problem and the
heart of an individual. Seeing as she almost
infallibly did the crux of a difficulty, and using






Know Ie, 1 am Just a Darnara girl, but every-
body knows who you are and how wonderful
you are. I just had to speak to you. I want to
- feel that I too know you.” A friend with Miss
Norsworthy told this little happening later,
and the woman to whom she told it said: “ What
a human magnet she is! There is something
almost uncanny about the way she draws peo-
ple to her. It is her human-ness, I think. Her
cup of sympathy is always running over and
never full.”
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as woman she drew to herself human problems
and human confidences; few ever left her with-
out new light beaming into their little world.
She could always ““see blue sky,” and show it
to others.

Miss Norsworthy spent much time and
thought in fostering the religious life at Teach-
ers College. For several years she was chair-
man of the Advisory Board of the Young
Women’s Christian Association, and she was
also a member of the National Board of that
organization. Appointed on a committee of
the National Board to consider the basis for
Y.W.C.A. membership, as to whether it should
remain on the evangelical basis or change its
terms of admission, she worked persistently for
a more democratic type of organization. Meas-
ures put through by this committee have been
felt as broadening and revivifying influences
wherever the work of that admirable organi-
zation is known. In the immediate group to
which she belonged at Teachers College, she
likewise helped to make democracy in religion
more nearly possible by furthering the scheme
for the federation of the different religious or-
ganizations; hitherto they had worked in igno-
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to-day, about education, and woman suffrage.
It is not inapt to speak of what she thought
of the interesting topic of “vocational educa-
tion.” Her position here was a consistent one,
based on practicality and idealism. All work,
however mechanical or seemingly blighted by
drudgery, should become a means for personal
growth, should be made to contribute to the
worker’s mentality and character. Efficiency
in any direction comes through training, either
got at great loss from the actual work itself
by “the trial and success” method, or got
without waste and more quickly through train-
ing, education. If ninety per cent of the chil-
dren from the elementary schools go into the
industrial and commercial life of the commun-
ity, then why not give them definite training
for their needs? This training should be put
wheresoever in the grades it is necessary in or-
der for it to serve its purpose; if in the fourth
or fifth, good. Two aims to be kept before the
educator are: first, the need for the child to be-
come a social contributor to his environment,
an aim that includes at once ability to make a
good living; and second, the need for him to
judge values properly, an aim that includes






Many there will be to scoff at these as the
important matters. But this sort of person is
rare enough to stand forth in a generation as
the preserver of an example that the world can
ill afford to lose; such an one strengthens our
faith in the power of mankind to lay fast hold
on whatsoever is
“Allied tn that. spirit-world,

mits of our space and time,
ire bound.”
¢

3 devotion to ideals of de-
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speaking were times of anxiety for her. Never
sure of herself as a speaker, her constitutional
shyness found her easy prey; it was one weak-
ness which she found hard to exorcise with her
will. In her classes she was reasonably certain
of a sympathetic response, for she was too sen-
sible to be otherwise when year after year they
had cheered her by enthusiastic approval; but
of a miscellaneous ‘strange audience she was
never quite sure that she could correctly enough
gauge the temper to translate for them what
she wished to say. This conscious dread found
no echo in the minds of those who listened to
her, for her perfect outward poise gave no in-
timation of it. It was always there though,
and the reaction afterward was akin to the feel-
ings of a liberated galley slave. This nervous
experience was an inevitable accompaniment
of the dinners of the Teachers College Alumnz
at which she presided as toast-mistress. An in-
teresting, if irrelevant, by-the-way in connec-
tion with these dinners is that Miss Norsworthy
~ for days preceding them made it a point to
watch for old students, on the streets, in hotel
lobbies, at conferences and general meetings, in
order to see that they knew the date and place






College was Miss Norsworthy’s tact. Her sen-
sitivity to human relations and values, together
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the Herodotean quality of considering nothing
remote or slight that most indirectly concerned
life and its relations. This faculty of discern-
ing hidden meanings was the consequence of her
imaginative power that so insistently worked
along the line of human interests. How she
learned of many of these minor, even humble,
problems is a question. One example of this
kind is recalled when she spent much effort in
straightening out dissatisfaction that had arisen
over the manner in which the Thanksgiving
goodies were distributed in the baskets given
to the maids at Teachers College. This was the
kind of thing, multiplied over and over, that no
remonstrance could bring her to see was too lit-
tle significant for the expenditure of her frail
strength. :

She would stand a certain amount of lectur-
ing, and then out would come, “Humph! what
does anybody know of how significant these
things are till it is worked out? If it didn’t
matter to anybody, there would n’t be any fric-
tion about it. I can’t be happy if I feel that I
might help to make anybody else more nearly
80, and am not doing it. What does being tired
amount to? I’d rather feel tired than mean.”
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RO Somehow somewhere,
The master-min mbves toward the goal it sought;
Spare heg t}ut spltndnd quest, that crystal thought,
That yiiogsure, which was our whole delight
Till Bulk tdwrapped her, and the long, long night.

'ﬂ;e scene — where shifted? where, at Tby behest

. " ..". That hoard of priceless lore made manifest?

* “What service for the busy hand and heart,
So lavish of the wealth they could impart?
Surely Thy blessed vineyard cannot spare

Such craftsman, but must hold her dear and rarel

Some day, in Thy good time, shall we once more
About her press, and marvel as before?

Shall we of lesser mold behold her still

On Thy high tasks intent, dauntless of will,

And in her work the old-time, matchless skill?

(Adapted by permission from the poem “Josiah Royce,” by

Laura Simmons.)
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in New York City; she journeyed hither and
thither to talk to widely scattered groups about
Teachers College; she invariably attended the
meetings of the Association of Superintendents
of the National Education Association, and
presided at the dinners of the Teachers College
Alumnse; she responded to an increasing num-
ber of calls for talks at State Teachers’ Asso-
ciations. Her time for months ahead was
mapped out. Besides these official demands,
she administered her own household, looking
after the “creature comfort” of five people.
She appeared at the social affairs of Teachers
College and Columbia; for others beyond that
circle, there was no time. This tension never
relaxed. She was determined to meet all these
demands, and meet them she did in a way im-
possible to a smaller nature. But that the grind
of them played a part in her early death is not
possible, though necessarily it wore terribly
on her powers of physical resistance. The wish
that she might have had some untrammeled
moments may spring up in the minds of others;
it never troubled her.

Could she have been spared this over-taxing?
It is a difficult question. Her consent could






she was happy in it, why should it worry any
one that sometimes she was tired?

That she was careless of herself physically,
from one viewpoint, must not be concluded.
Her appetite was always fickle, yet she tried
earnestly to wheedle it into a semblance of real-
ity; within bounds, she succeeded in making
herself eat fairly well. She tried to be careful
of sleep, retiring early. Much of her college
work, correcting examination books and pre-
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ing and relieve her mother’s cares; in later years,
the numberless calls from diverse professional
activities, the endless strain of meeting the hu-
man cries of the many who leaned on the rich-
ness of her spirit, always with a physical self
that steadily weakened. Because she chose this
crowded life, a note of disloyalty may hide in
the suggestion that in her preference was cause
for lamenting by any fellow-creature. That she
welded the whole into a life of happiness is too
well known to be commented on. ‘It is a pleas-
ure merely to pass her in the halls, she is so
bright and happy,” somebody said. This out-
standing fact of her pleasure in endless serving
must never be forgotten.

The fall of 1913, Miss Norsworthy planned
to take the first Sabbatical half-year she had
permitted herself. Influenced by the pressure
brought to bear on her to put her professional
knowledge into book form, she decided to take
the leave of absence she had earned so many
times over and devote it to writing a book, the
“Psychology of Childhood.” Her brother’s ap-
proaching marriage would mean that her mother
would not be alone, so that she might seek a
quiet place free from expectation of interruption
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illness, no one knows. She remarked more than
- once, half laughingly, that she believed she was
affected by the same trouble, and would hasten
to say, “Isn’t that a lively imagination for
you?” There was no lessening in the outward
demands. Her work at Teachers College went
on as it had always done, without regard for the
grief tugging at her heart. A dread that re-
mained long to plague her was the fear that
everything had not been done to lessen her
mother’s suffering. The doctor’s assurance in
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surgeon who had attended her mother, and
he advised an immediate operation. It was the
third one she had undergone, and she faced it
without apprehension. She spoke constantly
of how happy and well she was going to be, once
it was all over, how much she could accomplish
the next college year. Considering her general
condition, she stood the severest of operations
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All the
tions so serious as hers said it took them a long
while to grow strong again, but they had felt
so well afterwards. Nobody must worry about
her, for she was getting better slowly, and was
planning such fine things for the new college
year. .

Returning to the city in September, expect-
ing to be back at the opening of the term at
Teachers College, she was not pleased with her
improvement, so called in the doctor. He told
her she must not attempt to teach until she was
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she always showed, she set about ordering her
affairs in the face of the new situation. Her
engagements for the winter were formally can-
celed. The hospital would mean less free access
to her friends, so if it was possible, she pre-
ferred not to go there. She must see her friends
- as usual, though they should be spared sight
or knowledge of her suffering. Certain ones she
would herself tell or write of her serious illness,
for it might make a difference could they know
how she felt about it. The household must out-
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reality. Nothing could have been more pathetic,
or more wonderful, than to see her hide the
actuality of her suffering from those on whom
it would press heavily, even the nearest mem-
bers of her family. Her greatest desire was
under “the fell clutch of circumstance’ neither
“to wince nor cry aloud.” Once when she
thought a groan had been wrung from her she
exclaimed, “My will seems gone, but please
don’t think I am a coward. Sometimes it catches
me before I know it is coming.”












and the fibre of her will would make up for
much of the body’s failure. Certainly there was
a wiry, resisting quality in her, the one thing
about herself that she was ever heard to boast
of, It carried her bravely through the opera-
tions, and through the drafting demands of a
life whose duties were multiplied tenfold in
““mparison to those most of us know. Her

yvements were remarkably quick; there was

nething suggestive of the alertness of a wild
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into the minds of others, grasp their attitudes
or mental states, and thus adequately help
them to meet situations. This imagination laid
hold upon everything, heightened as it was by
the sensitivity of her physical self; it vitalized
whatsoever it touched. Imagination may not
be a concomitant of prescience, but surely it
is a necessary accompaniment of it. Joined as
the trait was in Miss Norsworthy with an eager
intellect and a passionate sympathy, it made a
rich soil for the sprouting of whatever of human
interest was planted in it. Her ability to medi-
tate in an imaginative way was doubtless one
of the means by which she could so often find
a way out of mazes of difficulty and misunder-
standing that did not so readily open up to the
minds of others. Is not this power to dwell on
details in imagination, to recombine them and
view them in new lights, one of the marks by
which the artist’s mind may be distinguished?
Her mind was excellent. Its range is shown
by the versatility of her interests and responses;
note her intense fondness for science, art, and
that which she held above all else, human life.
Her control of attention was very great. There
was nothing diffusive in her attitude; it was
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her friends, and her wish to please them in
the least thing. Her pride showed itself, too, in-
her willingness to “fight for her own,” in her
endurance, and control. In one of her letters
she makes a reference to the symbolical meaning
she had found in the childhood contest of see-
ing who could longest hold out an extended arm;
this sort of pride typified what was one of her
controlling life-forces. How clearly it shone in
the closing weeks when she feared lest any seem-
ing succumbing to pain might make her appear
cowardly! One kind of pride she often in-
veighed against, the kind that concerns itself
with appearances, and false values of all sorts.
What has been here called her pride in the last
analysis may not be so at all, but instead a
““compound of many simples,” of loyalty, and
thoughtfulness, and thoroughness, and endur-
ance.

Next to her sympathy that trait oftenest
drafted by others was her tact. Maybe the
qualities are one. Friction of any kind was dis-
tasteful to Miss Norsworthy; it rasped on her
sense of harmony and ideality, and to lessen it
meant not only a duty, but a sense of personal
relief, once she knew it existed. Her tact so
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tuition, made her point of view valuable. This
~ detached sanity was possibly the one masculine
touch in her. Men appreciated it, and many
chose to elicit it in the consideration of their
problems; she, in turn, greatly valued their
outlook, and often sought it, when weighing
her own.

The corollaries of some of these characteris-
tics are to be expected. No one who cultivates
his will need hope to escape the charge of stub-
bornness; and as truly can no one hope for the
endowment of acute sensibility and expect to
escape impatience. Miss Norsworthy had her
share of both. Her stubbornness was of the
quiet kind. Once she made up her mind, as
to the right of a course of action, it worked
with utmost concentration and singleness of
purpose; her unobtrusive inflexibility was dis-
concerting to opposition, and not a little unex-
pected in a person of so much gentleness. Just
one thing could move her, and that was the
fear of making anything harder for another
when there was no need; should such a condi-
tion exist, she would take great pains to ex-
plain the factors and ends of her own motives.
If the matter involved a point concerning her-



" CHARACTERISTICS 147

self, it was dropped until the time seemed more
opportune, but bob up it surely would. Her
manner of persuasion was so winning that most
people found themselves no longer opposing her
without necessarily being convinced.

Impatience, and its accompaniment, tem-
per, grounded in the quickness of her mentality
and her nervous susceptibility, were under that
splendid control so a part of her. The restless
shifting of her feet was an idiosyncrasy easily
to be observed by any one who knew her well
when she was stirred by obtuseness or any
sort of crassness. This nervousness was oftenest
the only sign of the inward storm. Untidiness,
shiftiness, procrastination, deception could rouse
her. Flashes of temper were too rare to be
spoken of, though there are family traditions
concerning them; one tells how, in childhood,
she slapped a playmate who had hit her dog,
and another that in recent years a glass of wa-
ter came dashing over a very surprised brother
who had teased her to the point of desperation.
These ‘““saving sins” in mature years were
never let out of hand; more than once she was
known to say she would give little for the per-
son who had no temper to control.
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To draw the line between character and tem-
perament is not always easy. Temperament,
we are told, is “inherited tendencies to af-
fective states.” These tendencies become the
stuff of which habits and, therefore, character
are made. Temperament is the background
that determines if our life colors shall glow or
fade; as such it demands attention.

Miss Norsworthy’s most striking emotional
characteristic was responsiveness, recorded over
and again. Hers was an intense nature; she
vibrated to every call of life that touched her,
as the string of a musical instrument will
through space pick up its note, if that note be
struck. For dumb things, birds and animals, the
response was immediate, heartfelt. Her love for
pets was decided. She often bemoaned having
to live in an apartment house because she could
not have a dog. Her understanding of children
has been told. Little as she professed to re-
member of her own childhood, she could easily
enter a child’s world and be at home in it. A
friend of her mother’s tells of a time when Miss
Norsworthy was a guest in her home. Her
young son of twelve years was the proud owner
of a billiard table, just acquired, and of the
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joy of living. It may safely be considered the
strongest note in her letters, and they are very
characteristic. Her abounding enthusiasm, her
pleasure in the moment, her playfulness of
spirit were no more than expressions of the child
in her. Not enough has been said of that spirit
of the child, and of the utter joy it could find
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in little things; it was so strong she dreaded
lest it be misunderstood, and she outwardly re-
strained it, but beneath the surface, and with a
few people, it ran riot. She spoke of herself in
the third person as “Nomy Norsy” very often.
She did not minimize matters of momentary
interest, as people narrowly serious so often do;
her spontaneity was too great. The quality of
being “easily made glad” was among the great-
est of her attractions; it persisted as long as
consciousness held. The flowers that came to
her in such profusion during her illness had to
be examined for individual beauties; the bird
must be brought into her room that he might
not have to “talk to himself”’; the least con-
cern in the daily lives about her must be re-
tailed to her. She was impulsive naturally, and
though contact with many situations and more
people had taught her to curb it, the play of
it was not far from the surface.

Her temperament was wholly free from any
touch of morbidness or brooding. Optimism
is a word almost too trite to use in connection
with her; its context is often suggestive of un-
thinking cheerfulness. She could always find
light in a situation however foreboding, and
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space the weariness would be gone. ‘I'here was
in her that surprisingly strong fibre of resistance
which the joy of living was far too strong to
allow to be hampered.
In keeping with the laws of this tempera-
ment, Miss Norsworthy’s reserve was very
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imagination with sympathy and truth; to
merge all one’s living into an ideal that beckons
to the highest, — surely these things mean to
be an ‘“artist.” And such an artist was Miss
Norsworthy. Without the gift of her tempera-
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ment there could not have been that fusion of
intellectual and spiritual qualities that made
her the valuable person that she was. It height-
ened the pleasure and the pain of every stimulus
from material and human contact. Often she
said she was glad she had known the alliance
with pain, for it had baptized her “into the
grace and privilege of seeing.”

This catalogue is not without its contradic-
tions. Be it said again they were in the woman.
It is a fancy easy of indulgence to think of her as
reflecting a scintilla from each of the many kinds
of people she daily spent her life for, thus add-
ing new facets to her own nature. This many-
sidedness holds a suggested solution for the
elusiveness of her charm. But the listing is
utterly futile. The “impossible task” yet re-
mains, for the “pulse of the machine” stirs not,
the image is wooden. Beyond it calls the mem-
ory of her as she was, a “Presence that will not
be put by.”
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ness of the ethical aims that made her life

worth while on its own account, that gave her

personality.
Contrary terms descriptive of certain of her
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attitudes and beliefs at once spring to mind,
terms not in themselves paradoxical, but sur-
prising as existing in the same person. For ex-
ample, her gentieness and forbearance might
rause one to think her a pacifist, whereas she
was a believer in the “rooted bellicosity” of the
race, and war she could justify; what for lack
of a better name has been termed “mysticism”
in her might lead one to think her an idle
“dreamer of dreams,” whereas in practice she
was so much of a pragmatist that she deserved
to be called by H. G. Wells’s word, an “effi-
cient”; her sympathy, grounded on her “best
insight and best love” was so broad that it might
impel one to think her a socialist in the best
sense whereas she was a confirmed individualist.
That these contrasts are among the zest-giving
qualities of all unusual natures is a common-
place. An harmonious combination she was of
individuality and personality, of value and of
worth.

Miss Norsworthy’s ideals centered about her
profound belief that the individual life is only
noble, only worthy, as it strives to harmonize
and perfect its triune nature, the volitional,
intellectual, and spiritual. ‘Through striving
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fairest and finest in will and intellect are pos-
sible as the two are vitalized by an absolute
devotion to spiritual ideals, in themselves
“oracles of vital Deity, attesting the Here-
after.” Life’s highest mission is to bring into
vital glow the divine in the human; this mis-
sion has been the glory and the dream of all
great personalities since the world began, reach-
ing its highest fulfillment in the God-man,
Christ. The cardinal principle of her belief was
that the compelling duty of every human life
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aspiration, this endless endeavor, is inseparable
from a spirit life of true vitality. Take life as
it comes, work with it and through it, transform
it, use it as a mighty lever that to-morrow
may better to-day’s opportunity for a greater
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be recognition of the common bond of human-
ness. “How very human we all are, and how
much alike,” she says in one of her letters. To
recognize this alikeness means to enter more
perfectly into the lives of others, to make others
feel the oneness of our ends and desires, to
freshen in us the conception of the inspiration
that we may draw from them, and to increase
our desire for mutual justice and for sympathy.

One’s right to individualism, one’s need for
the proper kind of individualism, must not be
forgotten. Possessing, as Miss Norsworthy did,
the power to waive herself and become at one-
ness with the person for the moment command-
ing her, to believe that she effaced herself would
be easy. She did not. Merged as she was in a
world of intensely demanding social interests,
she yet preserved her full freedom; loyal as she
was to her friends, seemingly great as was her
need for them, none the less she lived in true
and independent reliance on her Source of In-
spiration and its leading. In the fealty she ren-
dered to the altars where worshipping she drew
her nameless strength, she asked no one’s coun-
sel, was moved by no one’s opinion. That a life
may be outwardly devoted to scientific profes-






164 NAOMI NORSWORTHY

largely this attitude which enabled her to give
herself whole-heartedly to one person and one
thing at a time. A pathetic incident of the last
hours of her life bore testimony to this desire.
In one of the flashes of consciousness that came,
she asked, “Where am I, and what has hap-
pened?” On being reassured, she said con-
tendedly, “Oh, yes, I remember. All right; now
I am ready for the next thing.”” Strange it is,
bearing in mind her sensitivity and nervous-
ness, — that fact already noted, — that where
people were concerned, she was never hurried.
“There is always time enough,” she said; and
she would either find it or make it. One way
she compassed this end was in being “before-
handed.” She planned each day, and far ahead.
Believing in ample margins, she did not “run
near the edge” of anything. Her well-thought-
out plans were often upset, for she dealt with
too many unexpected people and situations for
them not to be; but her adaptability stood her
in good stead, and she was never lost “to find
a way.”

One of her firmest beliefs was an unbounding
faith in the goodness of every human soul, how-
ever hidden. To seek out this goodness, this
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tic, wonderful.” People found themselves speak-
ing freely to her of matters they scarcely dared
think of; they brought her personal concerns
of the most intimate nature. Whatsoever was
in her of counsel, of devoted interest, of the
sense of caring, of human nearness, was lav-
ished on them. Time for her own recreation
passed; time for eating passed; time for rest
passed; all were unnoticed by her when these
claims came. Hour after hour she stood at
“attention.”” Her desires mattered not; her
weariness mattered not; her physical sacrifice
mattered not. Indeed she never thought of her-
self at all. People, in her mind, alone mattered.
Such a response was the only one with which
she met the violent remonstrances from her
family and close friends, when dinner-time would
pass, the evening would pass, and she had not
come in from her office. Little did the indi-
vidual who yielded to the wonder of her sym-
pathy know how many appeals like his she met
and answered during the day. Of weariness or
impatience she gave no sign. Possibly she was
conscious of neither. Expending to the last
ounce of her strength and time, Miss Nors-
worthy stood a devoted follower of One who
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was nowhere shown more strikingly than in the
thousand ways she found to give of her thoughts
and self to her friends. The utmost of hers was
theirs.

It is remarkable that Miss Norsworthy could
keep her generous faith in human nature. She
came into intimate association with so large a
variety of people. The number of students at
Teachers College who applied to her for finan-
cial help is unbelievable. This one from China
had not received his remittance on which to
get home, the end of the year approached, and
the exigencies of the high cost of living in New
York appalled; that one had laid plans for such
an income for this month of the year and it
had failed for these and these reasons, — could
Miss Norsworthy help? Miss Norsworthy al-.
ways could. There is no instance known where
such an appeal was made to her in vain. It is
not necessary to say most of these unrecorded
loans were repaid; but some of them were not.
She could find justification for forgetfulness of
them, when she was twitted by the one or two
who found out, accidentally, about a few of
these beneficences. It may be questioned if
this justification be friendship, but surely it is






i

ous

grat
she

abou
exp1
glec
in t}
upo:
self

ever
to t
thin
to s¢
inst:



SOME ATTITUDES AND BELIEFS 17:

thoughts. Habits of thoughts no less than of
action are character. All pretense is vain,
for the inward always becomes the outward.
Character manifests itself indirectly as well as
directly, therefore let no man dare hope to pro-
fess one thing and live another. The actual
achievement may seem squalid, or-splendid;
back of it is the transfiguration, attained in
terms of the animating ideal, and the atten-
dant effort imposed by it. This belief in the
virtue of the struggle was the mainspring of
her optimism. Regret or remorse had no place
in her scheme of things; there is no time for
either, she held, because the one sensible thing
to do is to set about a new venture or a fresh
emprise with the old. The nearest approach she
ever made to pessimism came when there had
been a crash under worked-for hopes or hu-
man expectations; she would give a funny,
deprecating little chuckle, and say, “Things
are queer”; and that ended it. “Faith and
Utopias,” says William James, “are the noblest
exercise of human reason, and no one with a
spark of reason in him will sit down fatalisti-
cally before the croaker’s picture.” In her prac-
tical good sense no less than in her belief in the
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cration. All things else come as step by step
the pathway leads always into broader and
more fruitful fields.

Enough has been said to demonstrate how
truly was idealism the keynote of all Miss Nors-
worthy’s being. The sacred altars of her life
had heaped upon them flames of devotion and
sacrifice that lighted paths for many others.
To learn all one can, to do all one can, to love
all one can, — that is true service, man at his
highest. Only as the individual is willing to
serve for others and with them, without fear
or unfaith, can he hope to open up bigger and
better standing-ground for himself and them.
To struggle endlessly, even though one may be
consumed; to be willing never to arrive; to
scorn all expedience; to reduce to-day’s prob-
lem to a rational solution, never minding to-
morrow’s; to learn the Christ-ideal and live it:
these ideals she lived day by day. She was a
mystic, one of those seers that in every age and
clime have possessed seeing and understanding
hearts.

Lacking the too-usual incapacity of the mystic
for exact thought, possibly because of scien-
tific training that demanded exactitude, yet
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My letters these days are all notes written
in the midst of things, and I miss the time to
write, but even so I feel that I must not wait
for a better time to send an answer to yours
which came yesterday. I am sorry for the dis-
appointment in your new place, the more be-
cause I know how you had looked forward to
it as an advancement. But aren’t you glad
to be in a post where so much hard work is to
be done? It is a tremendously important posi-
tion, with all sorts of possibilities to work out,
and may I venture to say that your time and
strength are but lessened either by looking
back with regret, or forward with dismay?
Don’t waste time in regretting. You may not
have got shaken down in your new place yet,
but you have much to give. It is hard for any
of us to find his place in new surroundings, but
the fun of making the new place our place!

Let me tell you, if I may without trespassing,
that you do hide your scars pretty well, and
what a fine thing that is for anybody to be able
to do. Stoicism has its appeal for all of us I
suppose, easy though it may be to carry it too
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far. If we can hide the scar, and quite forget
the wound that caused it,— maybe are strength-
ened indeed by the pain of it,— I should say
that is a thing to be proud of, and grateful for.
I remember as a child it used to be a game of
contest with us to try our physical endurance
and compare our powers with our playmates’
by seeing who could longest endure holding out
his extended arm. It has grown to typify a big
thing to me. So I should say you can “hold out
your arm’’ marvelously well!

. . . . . . . . .

College is over for this year, and because
my head has been feeling the end of things, I
am not sorry that it is. You should see how I
have been fixing my office over for next year.
I have a filing cabinet for my papers and exam.
books, and a new arrangement for my books.
I am planning to give a certain hour next year
to library work, and magazines and reviews, —
and another certain time for my study, If I
can stick better by my program, I shall find
more time for people, for that I must have,
despite your merciless words about the way I
“over-tax” myself. I am convinced my work
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among the mountains of New Hampshire. '[his
farm is prettily situated, with mountains on
all sides. Our little shack is far enough from
the farmhouse to give us all the privacy we
want, and yet near enough for us not to feel
lonely. It is on the edge of a large pinewoods,
facing the mountains. We sit on the little
porch and watch the moon rise over the moun-
tain-tops, or the lightning play along their sum-
mits, and we grow silent with the beauty of it
all. Our hammocks are swung in the nearby
woods. We had intended having them on the
porch, but the woods proved too attractive,
and now they are under the tall fragrant pines.
I am finding sleeping out of doors even more
enjoyable than I anticipated. To watch the
silver mystery of the setting moon, or the
golden glory of the dawn, or just the quiet radi-
ance of the myriad stars, —all is a joy. All day
long we spend in the woods, with blankets and
pillows, sewing, or books, or writing material.
The rest and peace and fragrance of it is enter-
ing my very soul. Surely health and strength
must come from such a summer.
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Don’t bother about the changes you find
there after your long absence, or maybe things
found that you wish had changed, but you find
still the same. You seem to reseng change al-
ways, and yet it is in you as well as in others,
and you would not have it different I know.
Any growth must mean change, and more room,
and a bigger outlook! Personal irritation is so
slight a thing if along with it comes the chance
to work, if only the chance to work from under
the cause of the irritation. You are not easily
overcome. Who knows but your “stately man-
sions” are already a-building, that your lower
vaulted past is already being shut from out
your view by just these changes you so cry out
against?

Indeed I do rejoice with you over your suc-
cessful year, for successful is any year when
you can feel you have come closer to a single
life that needs you. None of us can dare let
stand any wall that seems to bar us from others
who can sustain us, or whom we can sustain.
And I know, too, that the very success this
year has brought you must deepen your regret,
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always been ashamed of what I knew was in-
side, and have kept it under lock and key. And
I am glad I have.

b . . L] L]

! What you write me of —— deeply concerns
me. Her struggles always tear my heart. I
wrote her at once on receipt of your letter and
hope she will tell me freely how things are. Is
it hopeless, as you say? I don’t believe it! If
she would only take the right attitude and hold
it, but it seems she has n’t so far found the way.
I believe she can and will. You know how
" firmly I believe in absolute frankness. Well, one
trouble lies there and the other cause of her
failures seems to be pride. Between us, maybe
we can help. I am so glad you wrote me, and
surely the two of us can do something.

" Certainly I know what yéu are going through.
No one in all the world who really loves his
ideals enough to stand by them could fail to
know. It is the common fate of us all some-
time or other to have his deepest ideals scoffed
at, or maybe not that, but held lightly, and have
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is. It is only fair; if others judge as I do, and
believe exactly what is said, then it is necessary
to weigh words. Things get awry if a body can’t
take on simple faith, or give in simple faith,
the coin of conversation, even its small change.
Once juggling begins, it can never be told what
is spurious and what is n’t. Why not everybody
“weigh words”?

After your letter asking me to see — to find
out if there was anything possible to be done,
I made a desperate effort to do so, and finally
succeeded. You say I must be frank as to what
I think of her present mental attitude. I don’t
like to! But you are a friend of longer and more
intimate standing than I, so I suppose it is but
right I should say this to you, in the hope you
may find some way to help her next year. You
already know as much as I do as to how she
has let herself brood and grow pessimistic, only
I don’t believe she can’t help it! All I say to
her falls on deaf ears. I feel as though I was
beating my head against a stone wall. She plays
with her emotions, and sometimes I think poses
for sympathy. You have known her so much
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longer than I, and know what an odd mixture
of good and evil, how complex and contradic-
tory she is, and yet, that is but saying she is
human. You will see from the whole tone of
my letter than I am impatient with her, and
so I am. My fear always is lest too much sym-
pathy may weaken the recipient, and that is
very far from being any sort of help. To know
how to give, and keep one’s self out of it! Mean-
time, we two will keep pegging away and see
what the “eternal dropping” can accomplish.

To-day is my birthday, and a very happy
one it has been. My friends are so good to me,
and it has power ‘“‘to make my heart rejoice.”
With one of my greetings to-day came this —
don’t you like it?

“Since to us all the years must come,
May yours fall soft and slow,
As shaken by a bee’s low hum
The rose-leaves waver, sweetly dumb,
Down to their mates below.”
Somehow I don’t mind birthdays; certainly
I could not if all are happy as this one. So
much of life is a foretaste of what is to come.

There is so much added joy each year to be glad
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my foolish natural shrinking seizes me full some-
times.

. L] L] L] . . . L] L) .

You must feel the loss of your horse keenly.
Animals do make a place for themselves, don’t
they? I know you will feel the hurt, for you
have talked too much about him for me not to
know how you regarded him “almost a member
of the family.” I envy your having had a horse,
for I have always longed for one. “When my
ship comes in” though, I shall consider the
wisdom of a ‘“Fordette” instead. Can’t you
imagine me a speed-demon? I do love to go fast
in a car, and the temptation would be very
great! Maybe that is one of the things that
keeps my ship so far out at sea.

. . . . . . . . . ‘ )

My work is heavy. Preparation takes so
much time, and office work goes on just the
same. I meet four hundred and eighty different
students every week, and I am not learning to
hitch up their names and faces fast enough. The
heavy work annoys me only because it fills up
my time beyond what I could wish. Easy of
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access I must be, for people do not readily seek
another who is already occupied with other
things. To do what there is to do and not be-
come drowned in details that do not matter;
to “register” for what seems the bigger part,
— that is what I must get my proper perspec-
tive for. The first of the year is always hard,
so be patient with my complaints till I can find
my way through the Mass of Demands.

Mother is having such a fine time at Asbury.
Two ladies have adopted her and she is thor-
oughly enjoying it. One of them is a rampant
““militant,” and they are having a fine time
arguing. You can fancy mother, she always
enjoys meeting new people so much, and is al-
ways interesting and interested. I wish 1 had
more of that in me, but then— you know
Motbher, fine and true and loyal somebody that
she is!

The North Carolina teachers want me to take
charge of their four meetings, lead the discus-
sions and give one address before the General
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Session. I said I would do it, though I don’t
exactly know what is expected of me. They
asked about compensation, and as I had no idea
what it should be, I wrote Professor —— and
guess what he said in reply? Fifty dollars a day
and expenses! Of course I shall tell them no
such thing, but shall leave it entirely with them.
This is the third State Teachers’ Association
I shall have to do.this year. I enjoy meeting
old T.C. people at them, but the trips are
pretty tiresome.

I am already getting frightened over that
Teachers College dinner at the Superintendents’
meeting. I am afraid that there will be a num-
ber of our faculty women to go down; Phila-
delphia is more easily accessible than so many
of the meeting-places. I invariably get stirred
up over those dinners, silly though I know it is
in me. There is always a chance they may not
be a success. My, but I draw a free breath once
they are done with! I wonder if I shall ever
learn to do that sort of thing easily? Those
Superintendents’ meetings are pleasant enough
after the dinners are off my hands, because it
is so much fun to see so many old students that
I have no chance to run upon elsewhere. I have



BITS OF LETTERS 195

the nicest scheme planned for a good time; how
much will you give me to know what it is?
Maybe you will be part of it.

You cannot guess what I have been about
this glorious July morning. Making Christmas
presents. The summer time is the only time I
have to sew, and it is a pleasure to be about it.
If one of them should stray your way, you must
not examine my stitches, for I remember what
beautiful ones you make, and mine aren’t
specially creditable to Mother’s training. There
is too much to see and hear in these creature-
haunted woods to be tied down in one’s thought
to sewing, even when a Christmas present is
involved. To think of Christmas time and plan
for it though is always one of the greatest hap-
pinesses the vacation days hold for me, because
there is time to think out things that a body
never has when the season is with us.

° . . . . . . (] . .

How do you like this “Workaday Creed”?

“The Earth, my Mother;
Mankind, my Brother;
Thou, God, my Father;
Dear Life, my Lover;
My works; my Children. )
Sléep and Amen.”
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I love Saturday and Sunday. To-day I have
had such a good lazy time reading magazines, and
Mrs. Jameson’s “Characteristics of Women.”
She is a keen apalyst and I enjoy her though
I do not always agree with what she says. I
always wish I knew my Shakespeare better. If
I did, I’ve an idea Mrs. Jameson and I might
agree even less. You will like this little bit from
Dr. van Dyke I came on as much as I do:

“Self is the only power that can ever bind the soul,
Love is the only angel that can bid the gates unroll;

And when he comes to call thee, arise and follow fast,
His way may lie through darkness, but it leads to light at last.”

L] L] . . . . R . . .

Don’t think any assurance of friendship could
ever be commonplace or unnecessary. All of
us want them, and some things, you know, can
never grow old. Friendship is one of the old-
new things, part of the Beauty echoing in bird-
songs, and flowers, and music, and the stillness
of the woods, the majesty of the stars, and all
that Vast World that is forever nameless.
Surely you do not think any voicing of that can
be unnecessary?

[ ] [} . . o e [ ] [ ] .
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Don’t worry, whatever happens, partly be-
cause it takes it out of you even worse than
disappointment, partly because it more nearly
assures what you fear. To give one’s self to the
Right as far as one can see and then quietly let
go and leave the outcome,—is not that all
any of us can do? I believe the prospect is far
better than you think, but at best, you can
find much to keep up your courage and “muscle”
with, while waiting. If you just will put aside
worry and fear I shall be very grateful. Ab-
solute frankness and candor is the salvation.
Be comforted; there is much Help and much
Use.

The years ahead are so bright with hope. My
heart sings ‘“‘behind its wall of sense” on this
New Year’s Day, and part of its song is a greet-
ing for you. How thankless we both are, you
and I, ever to wail when things go wrong. I
know that I am, for so much more than life
gives to most people has come to me. I don’t
see this morning how things can ever look the
least gray-toned again. Do you know a little
poem ending thus?
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“0 faint of heart! storm-beaten, this rain will gleam to-morrow,
Flame within the columbine, and jewel on the thorn,
Heaven in the forget-me-not; though sorrow now be sorrow,
Yet sorrow shall be beauty in the magic of the morn.”

My trip all day has been such a lovely one.
At first the country was gently rolling, great
daisy fields of sweeping white, with here and
there women and children in sunbonnets, pick-
ing wild strawberries. Then came patches of
woodland, with glimpses of mountain laurel in
cool-green depths, rambling roads, disappear-
ing through the trees, that made me long for a
horse and good company to follow them; a little
stream running beside the railroad is crossed
and re-crossed and crossed again, as we climb
up and up into the mountains to Horse-Shoe
Curve, built on the side of one mountain and
back in the side of the opposite one. Below,
the great reservoir with turquoise blue-green
water and all around hills, hills. The golden
brown of the mountain streams sends back the
flashing sunset as I write. Looking back, the
track is a long brown gash in the darkening
green hill-sides, then we go through a tunnel and
out on the other side into the smoke of a busy
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r .ctory town. It has been worth the long tire-
i 4 o .
. <ome trip to have these pictures spread before
= me all day.

Pride causes so many of our failures. I can-
ot tell you how earnestly I wish it were in me
to say some word of help or comfort. Forget
my foolish words about the sentimentalist.
You would not have understood them as you
did had I said them and not written them. ‘But
you know what I mean! The one thing for any
of us to strive for is ability to find and live the
great and beautiful truth of God, to “surrender
to the Infinite and follow God’s path and God’s
truth.” What matters the price if one gets his
desired value? Whatever is of the Eternal can
have no price not worth paying gladly, many
times over.

Yes, you have heard correctly about the offer
of the deanship of the Women’s School at the
Carnegie Technical Institute. The offer has
unsettled me for days, nor am I quite sure yet
what I should do. It appears to be such a



200 NAOMI NORSWORTHY

tremendous opportunity for service. And the
opportunity to “make a name” seems almost
unlimited. But the great question I have faced
is if it 15 a larger one for me. You know admin-
istrative work appeals to me very little, and I
somehow feel that I belong in the classroom
rather than in an office. My problem of deci-
sion was not lessened by the fact that mother
wanted me to go, and some of my best friends,
men here on the T.C. Staff also advised it. But
I am not going! Wait till I tell you why before
you think I have decided too quickly, and
maybe you will agree with me, — First, the
schools, because of the location of Pittsburgh,
must remain largely local in influence; second,
administrative work is physically so wearing,
I doubt the ability of my nerves to stand it.
The life of service of administration officers in
the colleges of the United States is under twelve
years — what would mine be? Though the
field may be broader, a fact that I doubt, yet
I am not measuring up to what is here to be
done; why should I seek a broader field when
I am not adequately filling this one? The feel-
ing that I belong here is so strong that I must
abide by it; and it comes back and back. I just
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can’t get away from it. If ] am meant to do that
kind of work, He will send other openings.
Teaching is in every way much bigger than ad-
ministrative work; one comes in so much closer
touch with the reality in human creatures
either through intellect or heart. Christ showed
the way to do it, through personal human con-
tact. So many people get lost in the material
and humanly human in a big university, that
the opportunity to hold up spiritual ideals is far
beyond what my poor little strength and vision
can cope with,— and yet I feel that my post
is here and I must stand by it.

. . . . . . . . .

I am sorry it was a disappointment to you to
know I had refused the offer of a deanship at
the Carnegie Schools. Many of my friends here
agree with you,—think I have “missed my
chance.” There is no question it is a big post,
with enormous opportunities, and a large sal-
ary, but I finally decided to stay right here.
The appreciation that has come to me because
of that decision has made me ashamed, when
what I do falls so far short of what I see! But
I believe I did right in my negative. The physi-
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cal tax would have been overwhelming, and
you know my great desire to do the work — all
of it — given me to do. The desire for service
over-tops the physical pain and the going with-
out, if that had to be, but I must have the inner
consciousness of doing things that satisfy, and
that I believe I will more nearly have here at
Teachers College. I know that you would wish
me to do the right as I see it.
Anyhow — the die is cast!

3 . . . . . . . . .

The feeling that I have been so stupid as to
hurt any one sends my peace of mind to the
four winds. That sort of thing is inexcusable,
and I can but be stirred up over it when I know
that I have been so unmindful as to be guilty
of it. You say I take these flurries too seriously,
but that cannot be helped, because I do not
want to help it. I have heard you say how much
you preferred to choose ruffled waters rather
than the dead smoothness of unending calm;
so why do you mind when I do? It is the sort
of thing that one must accept as an inevitable
price, and we both choose always to pay in full.
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All my life I have been shut from words that
expressed the actuality of my feelings, so will
you bear with me for striving for words that
will express what I want to say? You would,
could you know how difficult a matter with me
it is to say just what I wish. My dumbness
you must attribute to a life-long shyness partly,
training partly, reserve partly, and finally to
an uncertainty of words themselves. So, though
I fear that I shall not make my sympathy clear
to you, it will not be for any other reason save
that I cannot find words. ... We must ham-
mer out the steel of our Ideal on Life’s anvil,
or the hope of any happiness that is lasting is
gone. That we are called upon so often to do it
alone, even denied the hope of human comrade-
ship that the heart craves, in no wise frees us
from the obligation. It has been ordained that
we shall leave the quiet places that soothe and
with yearning hearts and wondering minds turn
into the thick press of the surging world where
all our best is needed to keep our balance and
steady those near us whose footing is not sure.
The Vision is there, — far out; the sky-line lifts,
recedes; beyond are glimpsed still other heights
that beckon with beauties not to be denied. In
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the Quest we find joy and peace and abiding
comfort, for there is something in the human
heart that is meant to be stilled only in this
eternal seeking.

. ] L] . L] L]

The course of action noted to outsiders may
look selfish; whatever course brings least anxiety
and greatest help to those you would serve is
in the end the unselfish one. No matter how
much heart-hunger or yearning you may have,
no matter how you may feel, you know the right
thing is to do as you are doing. If one must
truly give and have anything worth the giving,
he dare not neglect his own life. It must be en-
riched from the Sources, or it is but froth he has
to offer to the many. To get in order to give,
to broaden in order to enrich, to learn in order
to teach,— that duty is laid on us all. How and
+ where to strike the balance, what to do and
what to leave undone, is hard, I know. But I
also know that if I am truly desirous of living
up to all the knowledge that I have, more will
be given me, and I shall know. No matter how
things look, the more we seek for real under-
standing, the more it will come. The tip-toeing
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up to what is beyond, the reaching up for Truth
and Beauty, the praying to be kept never Satis-
fied, — is not that the Quest Wonderful for us
all?

L4 . . L] . [ . . .

Think of Death as the Great Release. For
her whose loss you mourn, what a glorious
awakening! To be freed from all physical limi-
tations, from all disappointment, from all gloom
and grief, free to serve in that world beyond,
to enter into the glory of the spirit of Truth,
of Light, of Beauty. Think what it must mean
to be able to accomplish what one wishes, to
live one’s ideals, not in part, but fully. Rejoice
with your loved and gone-before, not merely
for her release, but for her new opportunity to
fulfill the work begun here. I love that line,
“He giveth His beloved sleep.” Sleep here,
awakening there. Physical laws forever vain to
bind the spirit, the boundless stretches of the
Eternal about us!

I-would pour in “the oil and wine of friend-
ship,” so freely if I could. Take comfort. Do
not let your heart harden, nor allow yourself
. to grit your teeth and go on grimly, shutting
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in my knowledge of “Pain’s familiar hand.”
Through it all, the Real Things have not been

shut out from me, —
“If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew

To serve your term long after they are gone,

And so0 hold on when there is nothing in you —

Except the Will which says to them, — Hold on!” —
So there you see just now what I am striving
for, and please don’t make it harder by letting
me know you mind for me! Some day maybe’
I shall not have to bother with a physical body

that hampers and troubles.

. . . . . . . . . .

Your note came to cheer me. I am glad you
are going not “back” but “on.”

“Storm and stress,” continual readjustments,
fresh insight, greater depth, broader interests,
all are necessary if we are to grow. If we are
striving for a knowledge of the Infinite, there
is an everlasting need for growing, but if the
storm and stress accomplishes nothing, it is
worse than useless, it is wrong. I am sorry for
the hurt, but surely you are unfair to yourself.
You know “Earnest desire prayeth always;
when ceaseth prayer? When the heart grow-
eth weary.” You are thinking of yourself and
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your hurt too much. Self-reproach is always
wasteful. We can use the same time doing
things over, or doing them anew. “Deserv-
ing” does n’t seem to enter at all. These things
are not blind luck; nothing is. There is purpose
back of it, and all any of us can do at such times
is to walk softly and wait.

Don’t let the shut-inness claim you. Life is
just a big chance to “do a good job” with pro-
motion awaiting us here and hereafter. The
spirit is hampered here; but no life can learn
its lessons of denial and fortitude without the
spirit’s being strengthened, gaining in power
and fibre, so that the capacity for service is
greater in the next world. Compensation’s law
““makes up”’ what see