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wailed, until the head of the institution heard her and tapped
on the door to know what was the matter. This awesome lady
stilled the sobs and quieted the little girl with promises of a
“gplendid plan.” Then she rang for knife and plate, and little
“Gracie” cut her cheese into forty pieces, for the forty sick
ladies who were patients in the house. To mere grown-up
minds the plan was splendidly logical, but to a mind still young
and fresh it seemed an unforgettable lesson, that selfishness
and wailing brought only a fortieth of a piece of cheese, and
all one’s enemies got the rest. Since then I have seen her give
up the thirty-nine pieces of time, of pleasure, ungrudingly.
and did one but ask it, as cheerfully hand over the fortieth
part. -
And yet, withal, her work is not neglected, as these facts
would seem to say. Certainly, it would be if her workshop
and working hours were actually limited by four walls and the
going down of the sun.

Since Mrs. Lutz was a little girl she says she has loved
to “make up stories.” Her mother always told her a story
at night when she was very little, and as she grew older, she
acquired the habit of thinking one out each night before going
to sleep. Sometimes the same story will hold her attention
over and over for weeks, even months. Thus she becomes so
well acquainted with the people who visit her in this way that
their every word and action is immutably, unquestionably their
own. Her characters never have to be drawn consciously by
her as an author. Not until creator and creation have reached
this point of intimacy are the stories brought to actual day-
light.

The work then done by the typewriter is merely a careful
translation into words of a long-perfected thought. This part
of her work goes quickly and easily for the most part, though
of course there are the inevitable bumps and ruts in a much-
traveled road. Once in a while there are hours and even days
when the course will not run smoothly, and often a page will
be rewritten eight or ten times in the hope of straightenmg
out its difficulty. This is attended with many discouragements
and heaviness of heart. But there is about both her life and
writing a certain buoyant spirit which forces her up and out
—a spirit that trusts that whatever befalls the whole will end
in love and wisdom. It is this spirit which has upheld her
through severe trials and has given her a message with which
to justify the simple tale-weaving which she loves.

This is Mrs. Lutz at her work, from the lips and through
the eyes of a friend who has stood near at least in spirit
throughout the years. But you do not know her until you see
her playing, too.

She will try to tell you she is getting old now and hasn’t
time to play, but you know better when you see her laugh.
The boys and girls will tell you she is a “pretty good old scout,”
and it is hoped that this does not need to be translated into “a
splendid comrade.” And good times! Just to see a troop of
them starting off for a winter walk! The wind whistled, the
snow crackled, the thermometer said zero, the neighbors said:
“What utter foolishness!” They walked six miles that day,
built a fire and ate a lunch of toasted sandwiches, then walked
back home another way. It was even rumored among intimate
friends that Mrs. Lutz practised football signals with the boys
and girls on a country road to warm up a bit—and she made
good, too.

Her avocations are not all so unique as that. She loves
tennis, and you may find her out on the court behind the house
playing for a few minutes “between times.” Sometimes there
are all-day tramps through the surrounding country-side on a
rare holiday. But to give her the most pure and undiluted
pleasure, put her in a canoe to glide swiftly along the sun-
flecked shadows of the little creek, or to rock softly under the
fragrant piney darkness of its upper stretches. There she finds
a mysterious peace from the little worries of a daily world, a
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power of overcoming, and an inspiration for the nature touches
in which she loves to set her stories.

Throughout Mrs. Lutz’s life the influences which sur-
rouvnded her have been such as should bring forth a good writer.
Her father was a Presbyterian minister, Charles Montgomery
Livingston, of the well-known and aristocratic house of Liv-
ingston. Her mother was Marcia Macdonald, a descendant of
the ancient Macdonald clan, as well as other noted Scotch and
English families. Mrs. Lutz’s father was a frequent contrib-
utor to. religious papers, and her mother’s name is well known
as a writer of beautiful romances, writing also in collaboration
with her sister, Mrs. Alden, better known as “Pansy.”

These two sisters, Mrs. Livingston and Mrs. Alden, were
inseparable, and, as a consequence, the two families spent much
of their time together. The little Grace Livingston thus grew
up in an atmosphere of books and the making of books. She
learned to spell on her aunt’s typewriter, one of the first all-
capital Remingtons. She regarded the writing of stories rather
as a necessary diversion from the real business of life which
at that time was play. At the age of ten she produced a story
of her own which was published as a surprise to her. “The
Esselstynes; or, Marguerite and Alphonse,” is an extravagant
tale of the adoption of two forlorn and penniless orphans by a
rich lady, who at once provided them with all this world’s
goods. Of course, it is a childish effort and crude, but it fur-
nished a delightful opportunity to exercise her imagination.

Her education was supplemented by reading and by dis-
cussion in the home and by travel. She was greatly influenced
by her aunt, whom she idolized. Her father was deeply in-
terested in politics and studied carefully the questions of mo-
ment in all current events. His eyes were not able to bear more
strain than that of the study necessary to his work. So he
called upon his daughter to read the newspapers to him in
the evenings. Some never-to-be-forgotten discussions ensued
from these readings, and Mrs. Lutz treasures in her memory
many a wise thought or prophecy from her father’s lips of these
later times since fulfilled.

When she was about twenty the family spent several win-
ters in Florida, and several times during those winters she
went with her aunt to assist on the program at some of the
Florida Chautauquas. Here in the primitive surroundings of a
new Chautauqua she came into pleasant intimacy with many
of the great men and women, great minds of the day, who were
“talent” on the program, many of whom became life-long
friends. Of these were numbered Dr. Russell H. Conwell, Dr.
David James Burrell, J. Dewitt Miller, Dr. John W. Hamil-
ton and many others. For many years the family summered at
the “real Chautauqua” in New York State, and here again
were like opportunities of meeting great minds and hearing
great thoughts. Bishop John H. Vincent, the founder of Chau-
tauqua, she counts as one of her most revered and honored
friends, and here through the years she has met such inter-
esting people as Henry Drummond, Joseph Cook, Dr. Fairbairn,
of England; Edward Howard Griggs and many other leaders
of thought.

Chautauqua has been designated by Henry James as the
“middle-class heaven.” It was then less middle-class—and per-
haps less heaven, if one may reckon that state of bliss by the
degree of physical comfort. One slept upon “relief maps,” as
the artist Frank Beard used to say. One ate awful things
upon picnic tables with tin forks and shared spoons. But
opposite you across the picnic table Dr. Frederick Starr laughed
with you at the simple fare and talked about neolithic man in
a way that would have meant Utopia achieved to the “Brook
Farmers.”

Stimulus to mind, imagination, best living and thinking, of
course it was. But in this case it furnished the particular
stimulus which started “Grace Livingston” upon her career.
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