
Theodore’s recollections of Bethia 
  
“… sometimes in the winter, passes an encounter which requires both courage and 
endurance.  In one of these, all were compelled to leave the sleigh to lighten its load.  The 
horses were plunging and wallowing in the drifts, with father at their side, urging and 
coaxing by turns, while the girls followed on as best they could in the half-made 
tracks.  The horses stop from sheer exhaustion, when sister Bethia cries out, ‘Papa, can’t I 
help?’  The dear, saintly soul!  That little scene contains an epitome of her whole life.  In 
those four short words I find the key to the long years of patient self-sacrificing service 
which crown her as one of those who ‘walk in white’ with the Lord of Paradise!  In these 
recollections I sometimes blame myself that I can recall no more of word or act of hers, 
or even incidents connected with her.  These few words and that little scene which stands 
out as a picture before me even now are almost the sole mementoes of those early 
days.  But perhaps these are enough.  As a revelation of character they certainly are.  Her 
whole life was one of self abnegation.  She would, if possible, hider her own personality 
in the quiet, nay I might say, hidden ways of serving others.  Her benefactions were so 
tender, delicate and timely, that they seemed oftentimes like the sweet ministries of our 
Lord whose subtle blessing could hardly find its object ere He might bear intent on other 
errands of mercy.  I know you will pardon this digression, because in my somewhat 
desultory sketches I may not find any other more fit opportunity to speak of this one of 
our number who so supplemented the lives of each one of us that they would be hardly 
more than fragments without her and yet whose benefactions were so unostentatious, and 
yet so constant, that one might as well attempt to gather in his arms the sunshine and 
warmth of a summer day as to enumerate them.  We all participated in this, but I more 
than the others, because I for so many years enjoyed her companionship as well as her 
love.  Providence has not given me much of this world’s goods but I am rich in having 
had for so long a time, to love and to counsel me these two heaven-sent gifts, my 
unmarried sister and my wife.” 
  
 
Theodore G. Huntington, Excerpt from Sketches of Family Life in Hadley, 1881. 
	  


