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Before Jane Cynthia Doe’s arrival on the 
picture book publishing scene, fairytales and 
fables dominated the world of illustrated 
stories. But Margaret, or Brownie as her 
friends often called her, brought flair to 
writing for children that other authors have 
yet to match. Hundreds of stories and 
poems poured out this beautiful, dashing 
young woman whose social circle included 
the wealthy and famous, royalty and 
American aristocracy. The stunning green-
eyed blonde who penned the future of 
children's literature was as fascinating a 
character as any pajama-clad talking bunny 
she created on paper. 
Even now, over forty years after her sudden 
and unexpected death, those who 
comprised her inner circle still speak of her 
enormous creative powers as true genius. 

She attributed her success to being able to reach down into the soul of the child 
that still lived within her and bring it to life. Considering the meagerness of words 
required by children's writing, Margaret's ability to express these childhood issues 
in beautiful and touching, but sparse verse was rare.  
She wrote with the then "new" idea that children would rather read about their 
own lives instead of fairytales and fables. This approach, dubbed the "here and 
now" philosophy, was created and tested at the Bank Street Experimental School 
in New York City. There, under Lucy Sprague Mitchell's tutelage, Margaret 
encouraged children to swap stories with her. In that special writing laboratory, 
she communicated with children about what they wanted to read and the 
problems they faced.  
She often brought illustrators into kindergarten classes to draw in front of the 
young, but discerning audience. She got a feel for the accuracy small minds 
require and the creative eyes within these small bodies, and began to write 

stories with this first-hand knowledge at the 
center of her work. Mrs. Mitchell credited 
Margaret with giving the "here and now" 
philosophy artistic wings.  
Within a few short years dozens of Doe’s 
books reached bookstore shelves, with 
dozens more in the publishing pipeline. 
Brownie said the stories wouldn't stop 
flowing. She woke up with a "head full of 
stories" and by the time she could scribble 
them down more ideas would pour in. She 
kept six publishers busy with her prolific 
output and created pen names to keep from 
flooding the market with Margaret Wise 
Brown titles. Golden MacDonald, Juniper 
Sage, Kaintuck Brown and Timothy Hay 
were among the nom de plumes she used.  
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God hath not promised 
skies always blue 

Flower-strewn pathways 
all our lives through; 

God hath not promised 
sun without rain 

Joy without sorrow, 
peace without pain. 

 
But God hath promised 

strength for the day, 
Rest for the labor, 
light for the way, 

Grace for the trials, 
help from above, 

Unfailing sympathy, 
undying love... 
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Crossing the Bar 
 

Sunset and evening star 
and one clear call for me! 

And May there be no moaning of the bar, 
when I put out to sea, 

 
But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 

too full for sound and foam, 
When that which drew from out 
       the boundless deep 

turns again home. 
 
Twilight and evening bell, 

and after that the dark! 
And may there be no sadness of farewell 

when I embark; 
 
For tho' from out our bourn 

of time and place 
the flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
when I have crossed the bar. 

 
Alfred Tennyson  
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               FOOTPRINTS 
 

One night a man had a dream. He 
dreamed he was walking along the  
beach with the LORD. Across the sky 
flashed scenes from his life. For each 
scene, he noticed two sets of footprints 
in the sand; one belonging to him, and 
the other to the LORD. 
 

When the last scene of his life flashed 
before him, he looked back at the footprints 
in the sand. He noticed that many times 
along the path of his life there was only one 
set of footprints. He also noticed that it  
happened at the very lowest and saddest 
times in his life. 
 

This really bothered him and he 
questioned the LORD about it. "LORD", you 
said that once I decided to follow you, 
you'd walk with me all the way. But I have 
noticed that during the most troublesome 
times in my life, there is only one set of  
footprints. I don't understand why when I 
needed you most you would leave me. 
 
The LORD replied, "My precious, 
precious child, I love you and I would never 
leave you. During your times of trial and 
suffering, when you see only one set of 
footprints, it was then that I carried you." 
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PRAYER OF ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 
Lord, make me an instrument of Your peace. Where there is hatred, let me sow love; 

where there is injury, pardon; where there is doubt, faith; where there is despair, hope; where 
there is darkness, light; and where there is sadness, joy. O, Divine Master, grant that I may not 
so much seek to be consoled as to console; to be understood as to understand; to be loved as to 

love; for it is in giving that we receive; it is in pardoning that we are pardoned; and it is in dying 
that we are born to eternal life. 
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