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Hazel Cunningham’s Denial

“Hazel, do you want to pack your Bible?”
“Why, certainly I do. Alice Cunningham, do you
suppose I am going to put my religion away on the
clothes-press shelf till I get back from my vacation?”
“Well, a good many people do, you’ll find,” answered
her sister, laughing. “I don’t believe you’ll have much
time where you are going to read it—not if it’s anything
as it was when I was there three years ago. There’ll be
boating and bathing in the surf, besides sailing on the
river when you’re not playing golf or tennis. Golf’s the
great thing down there. And then there’ll be walks on the
beach in the moonlight. By the way, Jean told me that
Burton Channing is coming home from Europe and going
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to spend his entire summer down there. You’ll be sure to
meet him; he’s a great golf player. They say he’s on the
links from morning to night. I almost envy you your
summer. If I were not going to the mountains I could not
resist going with you.
“Hazel!” called a voice from downstairs. “Is your trunk
ready? I told the man to be here at twelve, and it’s halfpast eleven now.”
“Almost!” answered Hazel, rising from her seat on the
floor by her trunk, and hastily seizing a pile of shirt
waists from the bed, she crammed the first tray down to
make room for the second one. The Bible, in the rush that
followed, was left lying under a gingham apron that Alice
had thrown off hastily when she ran down to answer the
doorbell a little later. And perhaps that was the whole
trouble, for when one forgets one’s Bible there is no
telling what may happen.
Hazel Cunningham had been established almost a
week in the wide, low farm-house with its broad piazzas
and its many windows looking out upon the green velvet
turf of the golf links and on down to the broad silver of
the Manasquan River, flecked with many white sails. The
little white-walled room with its simple furnishings and
muslin curtains, even the high bureau and the tin
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candlestick, which held the only light the house supplied,
seemed charming to her.
She had played golf every day for hours till her smooth,
plump arms and well-rounded cheeks were browned from
the sun’s rays. And this beautiful Sunday morning she
was lying still for a few minutes before arising, drinking
in the sounds that came through the open windows; the
soft twittering of the birds in the apple trees outside; the
distant roar of the waves as they beat upon the sand at
the beach, and the jingle of dishes in the distant kitchen.
There was the wafting of a savory smell of breakfast,
mingled with the perfume of mignonette in the old
rowboat, that served as a flower-bed on the sea of green
lawn. How beautiful it all was! Pretty soon she would get
up and read in her Bible to begin this first Sunday aright,
for she, poor child, had been so busy and so happy that
she had not yet discovered the absence of her Bible. Then
there would be church, and she planned which of her
pretty gowns she would wear, and wondered how the
service would be, there in a new church.
A gentle tap on the door aroused her, and one of the
crowd of girls who made the farm-house ring with
merriment, called through the key hole:
“Hazel, I just slipped up to tell you that Burton
Channing arrived late last night. I thought you’d want to
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put on your best golf skirt. He’ll be sure to be on the links
this morning I should think, he’s such an enthusiast.
Hurry down, can’t you?”
Hazel managed to make some reply, and her informant
hurried down the hall to impart her information to
another girl. But the girl whom she left was not the
happy creature that she had been before her caller came.
The astounding fact that these girls meant to play golf on
Sunday, and that they expected her to do so also, was a
shock to her.
She recollected that they had planned their games and
frequently spoken of “tomorrow” the night before, but she
had supposed, of course, they misspoke themselves and
intended to say Monday. Indeed, last evening she had
almost forgotten what the next was to be, they were all so
merry. Could it be that they had all forgotten? No, for
now she could remember also how they had spoken of this
one and that who would be down on the late train to
spend Sunday. No, they had not forgotten. And the worst
of it was that they were girls who would not hesitate to
laugh at her openly if she refused to play with them.
What could she do? Go to church and endure the fire of
taunts that would be hers when she returned? Have
Louise Blakely and Florence Whittington call her a little
saint as they had done with Martha Worthington, who
4

Hazel Cunningham’s Denial

would not go sailing because her mother worried? There
were circumstances under which the term “saint” might
be a crown of glory to one, but not in the mouths of those
two girls.
She shuddered and turned over in bed, feeling for the
first time how hard the husk mattress was and how limp
and small the pillows. No longer the sweet breeze called
her, and no longer did the delicate odor from the kitchen
stir her appetite. She was utterly miserable, foreseeing
the ordeal through which she was about to pass and halfconscious of her own miserable failure.
Then, there was Burton Channing! She had never met
him, but for the last five years since her sister had met
him abroad she had heard his praises sounded until now
it seemed nothing short of a catastrophe to miss making a
good impression upon a young man who had it in his
power to make life for her so enjoyable. What should she
do? She never could go and play golf. Her upbringing had
been very strict about the Sunday. What would her father
and mother and sister think? Yes, and the church people
at home?
Sad to say she had been away from her Bible so many
days that she did not stop to ask herself what God would
think of her. She lay still, trying to think what to do, and
one by one she recognized the voices of the girls on the
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lawn below. Once she raised up on one elbow and pulled
back the curtain just a little. Yes, they were all in full golf
costume, just as on week days, only a little more dainty
than usual. Fine white shirt waists, some of the sleeves
rolled to the elbow, the glimmer of a brilliant red jacket,
the poise of a pretty low shoe! They all represented to
Hazel the life she had been living during the past week,
and which her conscience cried out against for today, and
yet which she had not the courage to abjure.
They came in search of her after a time, knocking
loudly and demanding to come in, and she pleaded
sleepiness and a headache and shook them off. The
breakfast hour passed, and they clamored for her again,
and there was nothing for a coward like Hazel but to take
refuge in the headache.
“It isn’t like her a bit,” they said as they started off
reluctantly without her, their bundle of golf-sticks slung
over their shoulders. “She never has a headache, and
always seems so well and strong. And I never thought she
was lazy.”
Hazel thought to get up and slip off unseen to church
by herself, but the voices below warned her that all were
not gone away from the house, and looking down again
she saw the two she dreaded most, Louise Blakely and
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Florence Whittington, lounging in the hammock under
the big apple tree with novels and a box of chocolates.
Distant bells were chiming with the dashing of the
surf, while a group of people were walking down the
avenue of oaks to church, and others were climbing into
the big omnibus—for the beach perhaps. A fine-looking
young man—at least his shoulders were fine—was
holding a parasol over an elderly woman. He took her
Bible from her and carried it under his arm. They were
evidently going to church and must have come in late last
night, for they were strangers. How she wished she were
on the way to church with them!
With a groan she plunged back into the pillow again
and cried, so that when the golf players returned at noon
and found her on the piazza in a white muslin dress, her
heavy eyes made good her morning’s story of a headache,
and they inquired sympathetically after her.
The visitor of the early morning sat down beside and
essayed to offer comfort:
“Mr. Channing didn’t come out this morning after all,
Haze. He must have overslept after his journey. But he’ll
be sure to be there this afternoon. You can walk down
after dinner under my big white umbrella, can’t you? The
playing was fine this morning. You ought to have seen
George. He got there in great shape, I tell you.”
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Poor bewildered Hazel listened to their talk and did
not join in. How interesting it would have been to her
another day! And here it was Sunday, and not a word
from beginning to end was said that would let anyone
know the day was recognized. No thought of church, of
sermon or text—not even a criticism.
After dinner the others would not take no for an
answer. They carried Hazel off by storm to the golf links,
established her under a tree with cushions and a wide
umbrella, and two or three willing young men to keep her
company, and she spent a gay afternoon still more
miserable than her morning had been.
It was almost suppertime when she was at last on her
way back to the house. She felt she would breathe freer
when the day was past. Mr. Channing had not come to
the links at all. She was savagely glad for that. Her
conscience

was

loudly

accusing

her.

She

was

remembering that at home it would be almost time to
start for the young people’s evening meeting at the
church. Her thoughts were so preoccupied that she
scarcely noticed a group by the piazza until they were
close upon them, and then she looked up to recognize the
broad shoulders of the young man who took his mother to
church that morning, and almost immediately someone
introduced them. It was Burton Channing!
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A flood of color rushed under the tan, which she could
not control. Had he seen her come from the golf links?
How thankful she was that she did not wear her short
skirt as the others did, for he had not been ashamed to go
to church with his mother; no, nor to carry a Bible. How
was it that she had judged that just because he had spent
several years abroad that he would despise her for
keeping the Sabbath? And what was this he was saying—
kindly, unostentatiously, but frankly:
“No, Miss Whittington, I don’t play on Sunday. I was at
church this morning. But I think it will be a good day
tomorrow for the links.”
“Oh, dear me! I didn’t know you were so awfully good,
Mr. Channing,” said Miss Whittington. “We shall all have
to go to church now you’ve come, I suppose, and it’s such a
bore,” and she pouted prettily.
Was it chance that Hazel’s eyes met those of the young
man as he answered pleasantly:
“I hope you all will. Tonight will be a good time to
begin. There’s to be a beach meeting and a friend of mine
from China is going to speak. You’ll not be bored by him, I
know.”
Hazel Cunningham felt like a veritable hypocrite for
receiving and returning that look of understanding he
gave her. She knew she had not been true to her
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conscience. She felt that he did not take her for one of the
rest. She was not sure whether she was most glad or
ashamed about it.
She slipped away from the supper table before the rest
and dressed to go to the meeting. The other girls would
probably say that she was going on account of the young
man’s presence and invitation; but they were all doing
that, and it was just punishment for the cowardly way in
which she had acted that morning. Before she left the
little white room she kneeled beside her bed and asked to
be forgiven, and to be allowed to undo the wrong she had
done that day. Then she went softly downstairs, while the
rest were getting ready to go, changing golf suits for fluffy
white and pink and blue draperies.
As Hazel crossed the piazza Burton Channing rose
from one of the rockers.
“Are

you

going

to

the

beach

meeting,

Miss

Cunningham?” he said. “And may I walk with you?
Mother does not feel rested enough to go tonight. I have
met your sister, you know, and that ought to make us old
friends.”
They were walking down the arch of oaks now, and
Hazel was dimly conscious of jealous eyes upon her from
the many-windowed farm-house. But the next words of
her companion put all such thoughts to flight.
10

Hazel Cunningham’s Denial

“I have heard a great deal about you, you know, and
the minute I saw you I knew I had found a kindred spirit.
Among all these Sabbath-breakers a simple, honest,
Christian feels a little lonesome now and then. I must
confess I was pleased this afternoon to see you did not
wear the regulation short skirt and rolled-up sleeves
today. Isn’t it strange how people can be so indifferent
about Sunday?”
Hazel’s face was fairly burning now, and for the
instant she was tempted to cover her first cowardice with
a second. She had but to keep still and agree with him
and he would be none the wiser as to her weakness, but
something in her cried out against herself, and with
almost tears in her eyes she told him what a miserable
day she had spent.
It was all so humiliating and different from the way
she had planned this first meeting with the much-talkedof young man. And yet as she sat on the beach while the
wonderful singing rolled all about her, blending with the
anthem of the sea, and remembered his quick sympathy
and the little story he had told her of his own first testing
time and failure, and how easily he had made her see
that she had been thinking more of what others would
say than of her Master, she was glad that God in his
tenderness had led her just as he had done.
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As her heart joined in the prayer and singing, thrilling
with the words of the speaker, and feeling God’s presence
in the sound of wind and wave, she felt she could never
meet temptation again quite so much off her guard, for it
was as if her Father spoke to her and showed her how she
had sinned against his love.
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