Excerpts from the Journals of Janet Payne Whitney

Quaker Writer and Diarist, 1889-1974

November 8, 1917

I may become—a writer of articles and temporary books.

I may become no writer at all, snuffed out by circumstances or death, having accomplished nothing but personal love.

But I may become the unworthy, inadequate instrument of Truth, and somehow make a contribution to the progress of the human race - - -

October 23, 1921

[when someone’s speaking in meeting has fallen short of inspirational]  I’d rather turn Roman Catholic and immerse in beautiful symbolism and half-magic ritual than live through much of that.

October 16, 1928

But I went a walk to-day, just through the wet grove and the wetter pasture, and over the stile and onto the bridge across the stream.  Sky just clearing after rain; no sun; a few little rifts of blue.  Stream brown and gold with reflected autumn trees.  Six tadpoles in a row on a stone, wriggling their little tails, eating, I suppose.  A red, scarlet leaf floating down under the bridge; silver light on the water by the lower bend, where the surface mirrored sheer sky.  A cow, remote from the rest of the herd, nuzzled by her calf, licking its soft little flanks.

Is it unreasonable that the spirit lifts?

November 17, 1932

These delicious sunny days, frosty mornings, bronze and gold foregrounds with violet horizons.  Don’t tell me I can experience this joy, and die forever.

April 21, 1934

A big blue jar on the window-seat filled with tall pink tulips.  Oh never to forget this beauty.  The sun pours through behind them, slanting through gold-colored curtains, making some of the pink petals transparent and with such bewitching shadows.  The bare white window-seat has a calm look.  Behind out of the windows are green fields and a lacing of naked branches against a blue and white sky.

Will this keep it for me?  Tulips tulips.  Pink tulips in a sunny window in a tall blue jar.

Sunday, January 14, 1940

Hours of darkness, in the depression of illness, have been frequent.  The war, Gillett, my Daddy, the usual fertile crop of past regrets, have laid heaviness on my spirit when waking in the night.  At such times I automatically exorcise the demons with Oh God help me, oh God help me.  And such was the cry, I thought, of the Russians as they froze to death in their thousands on the Finnish wastes.

January 29, 1941

May it never be true again ever that anyone who expects warmth from me may go away chilled; ah there can’t be too much warmth and kindness in the world. What sunshine and radiance a little of it spreads.

