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Mrs. Sarah Norcross gives to W. Austin Dickinson The Course of Time,

by Robert Pollok (another copy is presented by Edward Dickinson to
his daughter Lavinia); E. G. Bowdoin acquires Dombey and Son and
lends it to the Dickinson children.
1849

AMHERST, JANUARY 18. James Parker Kimball gives to ED Poems,

by Oliver Wendell Holmes (Boston, 1840) inscribed:
[See text for copies of signatures]

Now or later ED reads and scores, in "The Poet's Lot":
Trust not to them who say

In stanzas, they adore thee . . .

JANUARY 26. The Hampshire and Franklin Express

event for this evening at Sweetse'r's Hall: John Eden, Esq.

will deliver a Lecture on Imagination and Poetry, with

ence to the Poetry of Milton . . .

announces an
from England,

a special refer-

LATE JANUARY. The Indicator's notes "To Correspondents": "Am-

herst and Amherst people" belies its pretended origin, by the plain

marks of a feminine hand. "Gal-le, quid insanis?"

BEFORE FEBRUARY 14. ED to W. C. Dickinson, mid-February: The

last week has been a merry one in Amherst, & notes have flown around

like,  snow-flakes.  Ancient  gentlemen,  &:  spinsters,  forgetting  time,  &

multitude of years, have defied their wrinkles—in exchange for smiles—

even this aged world of our's, has thrown away it's staff—and spectacles,

8c now declares it will be young again.

FEBRUARY 14. ED receives from William Cowper Dickinson, now teach-
ing at Monson Academy, a valentine and his sister Martha's copy of
Picciola, by Joseph Xavier Boniface, called Saintine, Philadelphia, 1848.
ED to W. C. Dickinson, mid-February:
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Last Wednesday eve, I thought you had forgotten all about youi

promise, else you looked upon it as one foolish, 8c unworthy of fulfill

nient. Now, I know your memory was faithful, but I sadly fear, youi

inclination, quarrelled with it's admonitions.

A little condescending, & sarcastic, your Valentine to me, I thought;

a little like an Eagle, stooping to salute a Wren, &: I concluded once, I

dar.ed not answer it, for it seemed to me not quite becoming—in a bird

so lowly as myself—to claim admittance to an Eyrie, & conversation

with it's King.

But I have changed my mind . . . I'm a "Fenestrellan captive," if this

world be "Fenestrella," fe within my dungeon yard, up from the silent

pavement stones, has come a plant, so frail, & yet so beautiful, I tremble

lest it die. Tis the first living thing that has beguiled my solitude, & I

take strange delight in it's society. It's a mysterious plant, &: sometimes

I fancy that it whispers pleasant things to me—of freedom—and the

future. Cans't guess it's name? Tis "Picciola"; & to you Cousin William,

I'm indebted for my wondrous, new, companion . . . I wont forgei

some little pencil marks {by Martha Dickinson} I found in reading

"Picciola," for they seem to me like silent sentinels, guarding the towers

of some city, in itself—too beautiful to be unguarded; I've read those

passages with heightened interest on their account.

MID-FEBRUARY. ED responds to W. C. Dickinson's message and gift:
Tis strange that a promise lives, and brightens, when the day that

fashioned it, has mouldered, & stranger still, a promise looking to the

day of Valentines for it's fulfillment.

Mine has been a very pleasant monitor, a friend, and kind com-

panion, not a stern tyrant, like your own, compelling you to do what

you would not have done, without compulsion . . . I know not how

to thank you, for your kindness. Gratitude is poor as poverty itself—

&: the  "io,ooo thanks"  so often cited,  seem  like  faintest shadows,  when

I try to stamp them here, that I may send their impress to you. "Pic-

ciola's" first flower—1 will keep for you. Had not it's gentle voice, &
friendly words—assured me of a "kind remembrance"—1 think I should not have presumed thus much . . . I'll write to Martha soon, for tis as desolate to be without her letters; more desolate than you think . . . Long life to Mr Hammond, & a thousand Valentines for every year of it.

NORTHAMPTON, FEBRUARY 22. An angry communication in the Hampshire Gazette, Feb. 27: MR. EDITOR: -- The large part of gentlemen and ladies from amherst, who graced Mr. Emerson's lecture with their presence, not only omitted, but when reminded of the omission, declined to pay the entrance fee of 12 ½ cents each.
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A.MHERST, MARCH 13. Martha Gilbert writes to her brother Dwight:
Sue revels in her "Littell" by the way—should'nt be at all surprised if

you should find her the next time you come—labeled "Living age" and

nicely stowed away on the bookshelf— She is devoting herself to solid

reading and embroidery . . .

APRIL I*J. In the Spring Exhibition of Amherst College: g. Dissertation.

Incentives to Literary Pursuits. James P. Kimball, Oakham.

APRIL? Jane Humphrey, preceptress of Amherst Academy, meets ED
after school. ED to Jane Humphrey, Apr. 1852:
. . . it's all the days in the week, the whole seven of them, that I

miss Jennie and remember the long, sweet days when she was with me

here. I think I love you more when spring comes—you know we used to

sit in the front door, afternoons after school, and the shy little birds

would say chirrup, chirrup, in the tall, cherry trees, and if our dresses

rustled, hop frightened away; and there used to be some farmer cutting

down a tree in the woods, and you and I, sitting there, could hear his

sharp ax ring. You wont forget it, Jennie, Oh no. I'm sure you wont, for

when you are old and gray, it will be a sweet thing to think of, through

the long winter's day! And I know I'll remember it, for it's so precious

to me that I doubt if I could forget it, ever, if I should try.

MAY 15. At the Exhibition of Amherst Academy the exercises include:
Compositions—27. Street Scenes. Lavinia N. Dickinson, Amherst.

SPRINGFIELD, MAY 24- An editorial announcement in the Spring-
field Daily Republican: Dr J. G. HOLLAND of this town, has become an

associate Editor of the Republican.

MILLBURY, MAY 89. Delia C. Torrey writes to Eudocia Carter Con-
verse:
I went down to Framingham to make a visit . . . I lost a fine

serenade which the girls had from some Worcester gents—and also a

visit from — Joel Norcrossi It is such a rare occurrence to see a Monson

acquaintance that I quite regretted losing his visit— I suppose he has

since sailed for Europe— Your remark with regard to the sensation he

will produce there— I heartily concurred in and was sufficiently amused
at.

AMHERST, MAY? T. W. Higginson's record of conversations with ED,
Aug. 16, 1870: [Edward Dickinson} did not wish them to read anything

but the Bible. One day her brother brought home Kavanagh, hid it

under the piano cover & made signs to her &: they read it; her father at

last found it & was displeased.

JUNE 27- Order of exercises for the Summer Exhibition:
6. Literary Dissertation. Mind_developed in Action. ~inJDickinson,J\mherst.

n. <3r5Soii?The~Harmony of Life. George "H"~Souid, New Braintree.

LATE JUNE. The first number in Vol. 2 of the Indicator appears, with a
new editorial board, George Gould, chairman; in "Editors' Prolegomena":
We wish it to be distinctly understood by the public abroad, that the

prime object of this college magazine is our own literary advance-

ment ...

JULY 15, SABBATH. Mrs. Orra Hitchcock to Mary Hitchcock, July 16:
During the Sabbath we had for guests an Indian & his lady of the Ojibwa

tribe—dressed in full Indian costume— They attended chapel with us in

the morning &: Mr Colton's in the afternoon—of course they attracted a

great deal of attention. In the evening he lectured on temperance &: the

chapel was literally crammed— His name was Cawshawgance—twenty

seven years old . . .

LATE JULY. The July number of the Indicator contains a critique of
Longfellow's Kavanagh (by Gould).
AUGUST g, SABBATH. W. S. Tyler preaches in the village Church, on
Luke 9:2•)—For what is a man advantaged, if he gain the whole world,
and lose himself, or be cast away?
AUGUST 8 (Wednesday of Commencement Week). In the afternoon, tea
at Edward Dickinson's.  Bowles, in  the Republican,  Aug.  io:  The

Kendalls' Boston Brass Band . . . gave a grand Concert in the evening

\the program including works by Bellini, Rossini, Boldieu and Strauss']
. . . The old Church was never filled before with so numerous a throng

of bright eyed and gaily dressed ladies.

AUGUST g, THURSDAY. Order of exercises at Commencement:
5. Oration. Imitation. James P. Kimball, Oakham.

i a. Scientific Dissertation. The Medium and the Extremes. Edward Hitchcock, Jr.

29. Oration. The Claim of the Moderns to great Intellectual Preeminence. Mr.

Leonard Humphrey, Weymouth.

Bowles, in the Republican, Aug. io: The Master's oration, by Mr

Humphrey, was an effort to prove that we possessed little or no pre-

eminence in general learning, or in knowledge of the Arts and Sciences,

over the Ancients. While it would be too much to suppose that he
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succeeded in establishing so extraordinary a proposition, it is only fair to

say that he spoke well and forcibly.

Before leaving Amherst, B. F. Newton writes in ED'S autograph album:
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ED to E. E. Hale, Jan. 13, 18)4:
Mr Newton was with my Father two years, before going to Worcester

—in pursuing his studies, and was much in our family.

I was then but a child, yet I was old enough to admire the strength,

and grace, of an intellect far surpassing my own, and it taught me many

lessons, for which I thank it humbly, now that it is gone. Mr Newton

became to me a gentle, yet grave Preceptor, teaching me what to read,

what authors to admire, what was most grand or beautiful in nature, and

that sublime lesson, a faith in things unseen, and in a life again, nobler,

and much more blessed—

Of all these things he spoke—he taught me of them all, earnestly,

tenderly, and when he went from us, it was as an elder brother, loved in-

deed very much, and mourned, and remembered.

SEPTEMBER 21. From the Express: {Marriages} In this town, Sept. 17)

by Rev. Mr. Colton, Dr. George Woodman of West Cambridge, to Miss

Jane Gridley, daughter of Dr. T. J. Gridley. Sept. 17, Mr. Samuel J.

Learned of Sunsbury, N.C. to Miss Mary Gilbert.

WORCESTER, OCTOBER g. Edward Dickinson attends the Whig state
convention as delegate from Hampshire County.
OCTOBER g, TUESDAY. A party ascends Mt. Holyoke and registers in the
Mountain House register:
Miss Charlotte C. Haskell-)

Miss Lavitlia N Dickinson L   Amherst Mass

n
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Mr Thomas H. Leavitt

" John L Spencer

Horace M. Smith

Miss Emily E Dickinson

Boston    "

Amherst  "

Amherst  "

at the Holyoke House

AMHERST, OCTOBER 23, TUESDAY. Rev. Mr. W. H. Beaman's diary: To
A{mherst] with br Worcester] in P.M.— Call at Mr Tower's, Dr Hitch-

cock's, Colton's— Tea at E. Dickinson's.

OCTOBER 28, SABBATH. Preach at br Colton's, Amherst, on kCingdo]m

of heaven like net—&: Choose ye this day—good, attentive congregation.

OCTOBER 31. At a meeting of Amherst College faculty: Voted, that the

President be requested to communicate to Esquire Dickinson the desire

of the Faculty that he would prosecute Mr. Fuller for selling intoxicating

liquors to students if sufficient evidence of the fact appears.

I                                                                                                                                                          J.  I
JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA, OCTOBER 31. L. J. Fleming (tdvises J. R.
Bris:ham: For Susan Gilbert I cherish no particular feeling. Our ac-

Brigham: For Susan Gilbert I cherish no particular feeling. Our ac-

quaintance was very slight. I know little of her, and she nothing of me.

In my judgment she is not the girl for you, and I hope you are not

committed.

AMHERST, NOVEMBER Q. The Express publishes Bowdoin's report on
working oxen (for the Cattle Show of October )i) that concludes with a

long quotation from Virgil: "Yearly thy herds in vigor will impair . . ."

SUNSBURY, NOVEMBER 14- Samuel J. Learned writes to J. R. Brigham:
Mattie CGilbert] has given us rather a dolorous description of the

Storm on the Lake . . . CAnd Mrs. Mary Learned adds a note:~\ Sue writes

me that at a party at Prof Warners (given for the accumulated greeness

of the Senior class) Mr Humphrey read her a message from you, at which

she should certainly have fainted if he (Mr H) had not been so small a

man . . . Sue said, to her great distress, you bade her good bye as

coolly as if you were blowing your nose.

GREENFIELD, NOVEMBER if,. Mary Ripley writes to her cousin, J. R.
Brigham: Mrs Aiken had told me Miss Gilbert was sea sick so that you

lost your anticipated moon light walks &c . . . but Ripley dont despair,

there is time enough yet . . . you will be able to find one, perhaps, with

Miss Emily Fowler's talents . . .

IPSWICH, DECEMBER 5. The winter term begins at the Ipswich Female
Seminary; Lavinia Dickinson and Jane Hitchcock are registered as
students.
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MILLBURY, DECEMBER 9. Louise Torrey writes to Eudocia Converse
Brother Joel seems to be the only one of our Monson friends who re

membered us with much interest. He made us a call a week or two sinc(

and through him we are somewhat posted up on Monson news. He ha;

not acquired foreign airs enough to injure his appearance at alll

AMHERST, DECEMBER 18. Leonard Humphrey writes to J. R. Brigham
I thought of asking Prof. Warner, or some of the rest of them to give m(

a particular testimonial {for Francis A. March] . . . At last, I thought o

Squire Dickinson, who is a friend of March &: a man of some consequence

you know. He has given me very cheerfully a good testimonial I think

which I enclose.

MONSON, DECEMBER 27. Eudocia Converse's diary: Mrfe Mrs Dickinsol

Loring &: Joel Nor+ called ...

AMHERST, LATE DECEMBER? ED returns to Elbridge Bowdoin his cOpl
of Jane Eyre, with "Box Leaves, sent to me in a little bouquet" and a note
I ~L.
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The Christmas-New Year's holidays in Amherst. ED to Joel Warren Nor-
cross, Jan. n, iSjo:
Amherst is alive with fun this winter—-might you be here to see!

Sleigh rides are as plenty as people—which conveys to my mind the idea

of very plentiful plenty . . . Parties cant find fun enough—because all

the best ones are engaged to attend balls a week beforehand—beaus can

be had for the taking—maids smile like the mornings in June— Oh a

very great town is this! . . . Austin did'nt get to Boston somehow or

other. He spent all but the fag end of vacation reading Hume's History—

and it nearly used him up.

ED to Jane Humphrey, Jan. 2), 1850:
There is a good deal going on just now—the two last weeks of vaca-

tion were full to the brim of fun. Austin was reading Hume's History

until then—and his getting it through was the signal for general uproar.

Campaign opened by a sleigh ride on a very magnificent plan to which

my dear Jane would have been joyfully added—had she been in town—-

, 0 »
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a party of ten from here met a party of the same number from Greenfield

at South-Deerfield the evening next New Year's—and had a frolic, corn

prising charades—walking around indefinitely—music—conversation—

and supper—set in the most modern style; got home at two o clock—-

and felt no worse for it the next morning—which we all thought was vet)
remarkable. Tableaux at the President's followed next in the train—

a Sliding party close upon it's heels—and several cozy sociables brought

up the rear. To say nothing of a party universale at the house of Sydney

Adams—and one confidentiale at Tempo Linnell's. How we miss ow
friend at all of these things! I would gladly exchange them all for on(

evening's talk with the friends I love—but it may not be. If every prayei

was answered, there would be nothing left to pray for—we must "suffer—

and be strong."

•

ED reads her brother's copy of Lalla Rookh, by Thomas Moore, and add.
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Who, that feels what Love is here,

All its falsehood—all its pain—

Would, for ev'n Elysium's sphere,

Risk the fatal dream again?

"I knew, I knew it could not last—

" 'Twas bright, 'twas heavenly, but 'tis pasti

"0! ever thus, from childhood's hour,

"I've seen my fondest hopes decay . . ."

. . . Whose life, as free from thought as sin,

Slept like a lake, till Love threw in

His talisman, and woke the tide,

Ayi~ Enr'~rl ItE ,rpmhl;nfv P;PrlPE tiring
.0, _
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DENISON, OHIO, EARLY JANUARY. Emily Norcross writes to ED. ED to
]. W. Norcross, Jan. ii: Had a long and very interesting letter from Emily

a few days since. She seems contented, almost happy, says she will be glad

to see us all, though.

AMHERST, JANUARY ii. ED protests to her young uncle, Joel Warren
Norcross, at Boston:
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heard of before, disturber of public peace, "creation's blot and blank,"

state's prison  filler, magnum  bonum  promise maker,  harum scarum

promise breaker— Oh what can I call you more? Mrs Caudle would call

you a "gentleman," that is altogether too good. Mrs Partington "a very

fine fellow," neither does this apply. I call upon all nature to lay hold of

you, let fire burn, and water drown, and light put out, and tempests tear,

and hungry wolves eat up, and lightning strike, and thunder stun, let

friends desert, and enemies draw nigh, and gibbets shake but never hang
the house you walk about in! My benison, not touch, my malison pursue

the body that holds your spirit! Any other afflictions which now slip my

mind shall be looked up and forwarded to you immediately . . .

Dont remember a letter I was to receive when you got back to

Boston, how long and how broad, how high or deep it should be, how

many cars it should sink, or how many stages tip over, or the shaking

of the earth when it rested. Hav'nt the faintest recollection of the hearts

to be lighter, the eyes to grow brighter, and the life made longer with

joy it should give, a most unfortunate mem'ry,—the owner deserves our

pity I Had you a palsied hand, or a blind eye, we would talk about coming

to terms, but you have sent my father a letter—so there remains no more

but to fight. War Sir—"my voice is for war!" Would you like to try a duel,

or is that too quiet to suit you—at any rate I shall kill you, and you

may dispose of your affairs with that end in view. You can take Chloro-

form if you like, and I will put you beyond the reach of pain in a

twinkling. The last duel I fought did'nt take but five minutes in all, the

"wrapping of the drapery of his couch about him, and lying down to

pleasant dreams" included. Lynch laws provide admirably now for wives,

and orphan children, so duels seem differently from what they formerly

did to me. Uncle Loring and Aunt Lavinia will miss you some to be sure,

but trials will come to the best of families, and I think they are usually

for the best—they give us new ideas, and those are not to be laughed at.

How have you been bodily and mentally since you were up to see us? How

do you sleep o nights, and is your appetite waning? These are infallible

symptoms, and I only thought I'd inquire—no harm done I hope. Harm

is one of those things that I always mean to keep clear of, but somehow

my intentions and me dont chime as they ought, and people will get hit

with stones that I throw at my neighbor's dogs, not only hit, that is the

least of the whole, but they insist on blaming me instead of the stones,
and tell me their heads ache—why, it is the greatest piece of folly on

record! . . . Vinnie has been to see you—she wrote what splendid

times she had. We are very lonely without her, hope to linger along till

she comes home.
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IPSWICH, JANUARY ii. Lavinia Dickinson writes from school to her
brother:
Well, Austin, Vacation,s over [at Amherst}, & another term com-

menced. How seems it, again to be bound down to study, after having

roamed so long at will? Has the time passed swiftly 8: pleasantly with

thee? had sleigh rides aplenty fee? How merry it must seem to have the

Students back again . . . So you.ve had a grand sleigh ride. Emilie, in

her last letter, gave me a most grafic description of it, & Oh! it made me so

homesick, to think of the nice times you were having. Why, Amherst

was never so gay, before. What do the good people think the town is

coming to . . .

I thank you, for your good advice, concerning letter writing, & hope

to profit by it. I have written one 8e geAerally two letters, evry Saturday,

since I left home, &, though I've allways had a great aversion to writing,

I hope, by constent practice, the dislike will wear away, in a degree, at

least.

Enclosure from Lavinia's roommate, Jane Hitchcock: Vinnie writes

all the funny letters that go from this room. I am getting very sober. And

I believe one reason is that I am so anxious not to. The Teachers here

every day preach to us about restraining our feelings. And every morning

after devotional exercises, Mr. C{owles'] reminds us that we are not placed

in this world to have a good time. But more especially, our parents did

not send us to this Seminary to enjoy ourselves. We were sent here to

improve our immortal minds, to strengthen & make better the part

that never dies. And he closes by exhorting us to put on the screws, &:

consoles, by telling us, that if we do it not ourselves, they shall do it for

us . . . Fortunately \Vinnie~\ still retains her ability to "take off" people.

You have seen her, enough to know how well she does it. I assure you it is

a real comfort.

AMHERST, JANUARY it). Edward Dickinson pays Amherst Academy
$3.07 (for Lavinia's last term?).
MID-JANUARY. ED to Jane Humphrey, Jan. 23:
The Sewing Society has commenced again—and held it's first meeting

last week—now all the poor will be helped—the cold warmed—the Warm

cooled—the hungry fed—the thirsty attended to—the ragged clothed—

and this suffering—tumbled down world will be helped to it's feet again—

which will be quite pleasant to all. I dont attend—notwithstanding my

high approbation—which must puzzle the public exceedingly. I am al-

ready set down as one of those brands almost consumed—and my hard-

heartedness gets me many prayers.
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heard of before, disturber of public peace, "creation's blot and blank,"

state's prison  filler, magnum  bonum  promise maker,  harum scarum

promise breaker— Oh what can I call you more? Mrs Caudle would call

you a "gentleman," that is altogether too good. Mrs Partington "a very

fine fellow," neither does this apply. I call upon all nature to lay hold of

you, let fire burn, and water drown, and light put out, and tempests tear,

and hungry wolves eat up, and lightning strike, and thunder stun, let

friends desert, and enemies draw nigh, and gibbets shake but never hang
the house you walk about in! My benison. not touch, my malison pursue

the body that holds your spirit! Any other afflictions which now slip my

mind shall be looked up and forwarded to you immediately . . .

Dont remember a letter I was to receive when you got back to

Boston, how long and how broad, how high or deep it should be, how

many cars it should sink, or how many stages tip over, or the shaking

of the earth when it rested. Hav'nt the faintest recollection of the hearts

to be lighter, the eyes to grow brighter, and the life made longer with

joy it should give, a most unfortunate mem'ry,—the owner deserves our

pity I Had you a palsied hand, or a blind eye, we would talk about coming

to terms, but you have sent my father a letter—so there remains no more

but to fight. War Sir—"my voice is for war!" Would you like to try a duel,

or is that too quiet to suit you—at any rate I shall kill you, and you

may dispose of your affairs with that end in view. You can take Chloro-

form if you like, and I will put you beyond the reach of pain in a

twinkling. The last duel I fought did'nt take but five minutes in all, the

"wrapping of the drapery of his couch about him, and lying down to

pleasant dreams" included. Lynch laws provide admirably now for wives,

and orphan children, so duels seem differently from what they formerly

did to me. Uncle Loring and Aunt Lavinia will miss you some to be sure,

but trials will come to the best of families, and I think they are usually

for the best—they give us new ideas, and those are not to be laughed at.

How have you been bodily and mentally since you were up to see us? How

do you sleep o nights, and is your appetite waning? These are infallible

symptoms, and I only thought I'd inquire—no harm done I hope. Harm

is one of those things that I always mean to keep clear of, but somehow

my intentions and me dont chime as they ought, and people will get hit

with stones that I throw at my neighbor's dogs, not only hit, that is the

least of the whole, but they insist on blaming me instead of the stones,
and tell me their heads ache—why, it is the greatest piece of folly on

record! . . . Vinnie has been to see you—she wrote what splendid
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she comes home.
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IPSWICH, JANUARY ii. Lavinia Dickinson writes from school to her
brother:
Well, Austin, Vacation,s over [at Amherst}, & another term com-

menced. How seems it, again to be bound down to study, after having

roamed so long at will? Has the time passed swiftly 8: pleasantly with

thee? had sleigh rides aplenty fee? How merry it must seem to have the

Students back again . . . So you.ve had a grand sleigh ride. Emilie, in

her last letter, gave me a most grafic description of it, & Oh! it made me so

homesick, to think of the nice times you were having. Why, Amherst

was never so gay, before. What do the good people think the town is

coming to . . .

I thank you, for your good advice, concerning letter writing, & hope

to profit by it. I have written one 8e geAerally two letters, evry Saturday,

since I left home, &, though I've allways had a great aversion to writing,

I hope, by constent practice, the dislike will wear away, in a degree, at

least.

Enclosure from Lavinia's roommate, Jane Hitchcock: Vinnie writes

all the funny letters that go from this room. I am getting very sober. And

I believe one reason is that I am so anxious not to. The Teachers here

every day preach to us about restraining our feelings. And every morning

after devotional exercises, Mr. C[owEes] reminds us that we are not placed

in this world to have a good time. But more especially, our parents did

not send us to this Seminary to enjoy ourselves. We were sent here to

improve our immortal minds, to strengthen & make better the part

that never dies. And he closes by exhorting us to put on the screws, &:

consoles, by telling us, that if we do it not ourselves, they shall do it for

us . . . Fortunately \yinnie\ still retains her ability to "take off" people.

You have seen her, enough to know how well she does it. I assure you it is

a real comfort.

AMHERST, JANUARY 15. Edward Dickinsott pays Amherst Academy
fj.o~ (for Lavinia's last term?).
MID-JANUARY. ED to Jane Humphrey, Jan. z):
The Sewing Society has commenced again—and held it's first meeting

last week—now all the poor will be helped—the cold warmed—the Warm

cooled—the hungry fed—the thirsty attended to—the ragged clothed—

and this suffering—tumbled down world will be helped to it's feet again—

which will be quite pleasant to all. I dont attend—notwithstanding my

high approbation—which must puzzle the public exceedingly. I am al-

ready set down as one of those brands almost consumed—and my hard-

heartedness gets me many prayers.
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Abiah Root has been in Amherst—stayed only a week—but long

enough for me to know her anew as a splendid girl. She is a treasure

ciiy~Txy  PhP Tioc lArr;ttpn rnfi c~nrc~ chfi tArf~nt Tlornp—anrl ~nTf* nrp OTkino- tn
surely. She has written me since she went home—and we are going to

correspond again ...

BEFORE JANUARY 2g. ED writes to James Parker Kimball at Andover.
ED to Jane Humphrey, Jan. 2): I have written to Belvidere—and young

"D.D." will feel some things I think—at any rate I intended he should—

and wrote accordingly. It would have done your own heart good.

ED to Abiah Root, Jan. 29: When your letter came, I had two Western

cousins {Mary Ann and Sarah J. Dickinson, of Romeo, Mich.~]—now at

S. Hadley Sem—staying their vacation with me.

IPSWICH, BEFORE JANUARY 23. Lavinia Dickinson writes to her sister.
ED to Jane Humphrey, Jan. 2): She wrote that she'd heard from you—

and had written you herself—did she say she was homesick? She knew

that her letters to me would be family affairs—and she cant tell me any-

thing at all—she dont dare to—and I'd rather she would'nt either.

ED to Abiah Root, Jan. 20: Had a letter from Vinnie after you left—

it expressed great regret at not seeing you—both on her part—and Jane's.

They come home in seven weeks.

WORCESTER, BEFORE JANUARY 23. B. F. Newton sends ED a book and
a letter. ED to Jane Humphrey, Jan. 23: I had a letter—and Ralph

Emerson's Poems—a beautiful copy—from Newton the other day. I

should love to read you them both—they are very pleasant to me. I can

write him in about three weeks—and I shall.
AMHERST, JANUARY 23, WEDNESDAY. ED writes to Jane Humphrey, at
Warren:
I have written you a great many letters since you left me—not the

kind of letters that go in post-offices—and ride in mail-bags—but queer

—little silent ones—very full of affection—and full of confidence—but

wanting in proof to you—therefore riot valid—somehow you will not

answer them—and you would paper, and ink letters—1 will try one of

those—tho' not half so precious as the other kind.. I have written those
at night—when the rest of the world were at sleep—when only God came

between us—and no-one else might hear. No need of shutting the door—

nor of whispering timidly—nor of fearing the ear of listeners—for night

held them fast in his arms that they could not interfere—and his arms

are brawny and strong ...

I do love—and remember you Jane—and have tried to convince you

of it ocularly—but it is not easy to try just as we are at home—Vinnie

awav. and mv two hands hut twn—not fniir nr fivp as fhpv nn(rht- tn be—-
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and so many wants—and me so very handy-—and my time of so little
account—and my writing so very needless—and really I came to the

conclusion that I should be a villain unparralleled if I took but an inch

of time for so unholy a purpose as writing a friendly letter—for what

need had I of sympathy—or very much less of affection—or less than

they all—of friends—mind the house—and the food—sweep if the spirits

were low—nothing like exercise to strengthen—and invigorate—and help

away such foolishnesses—work makes one strong, and cheerful—and as

for society what neighborhood so full as my own? The halt—the lame—

and the blind—the old—the infirm—the bed-ridden—and superannuated

•—the ugly, and disagreeable—the perfectly hateful to me—all these
to see, and be seen by—an opportunity rare for cultivating meekness—and

patience—and submission—and for turning my back to this very sinful,

and wicked world. Somehow or other I incline to other things—and

Satan covers them up with flowers, and I reach out to pick them. The

path of duty looks very ugly indeed—and the place where I want to go

more amiable—a great deal—it is so much easier to do wrong than right—

so much pleasanter to be evil than good, I dont wonder that good angels

weep—and bad ones sing songs . . .

Vinnie you know is away—and that I'm very lonely is too plain for

me to tell you—1 am alone—all alone . . . When I knew Vinnie must go

I clung to you as the dearer than ever friend—but when the grave

opened—and swallowed you both—1 murmured—and thought I had a

right to—1 hav'nt changed my mind yet either. I love to be surly—and

muggy—and cross—then I remember you—and feel that I do a kind of

justice to you—and myself—which eases my conscience wonderfully.

Oh ugly time—and space—and boarding-school contemptible that tries

to keep us apart—laugh now if ye will—but ye shall howl hereafter!

Eight weeks with their bony fingers still poking me away—how I hate
them—and would love to do them harmi Is it wicked to talk so Jane—

what can I say that is'nt? Out of a wicked heart cometh wicked words—

let us sweep it out—and brush away the cob-webs and garnish it—and

make ready for the Master! . . . Spencer is slowly improving—said he

heard from you a little while ago—and seemed much gratified. Abby Has-

kell too is much better—1 verily believe they will live in spite of the "angel

of death."

JANUARY 26. ED to Abiah Root, Jan. 29: I stayed at home all Saturday

afternoon, and treated some disagreeable people who insisted upon

calling here as tolerably as I could . ..

JANUARY 29, TUESDAY. ED writes to Abiah Root:
The folks have all gone away—they thought that they left me alone,
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and contrived things to amuse me should they stay long, and I be lonely.

Lonely indeed—they did'nt look, and they could'nt have seen if they

had, who should bear me company. Three here instead of one—would'nt

it scare them? A curious trio, part earthly and part spiritual two of us—

the other all heaven, and no earth. God is sitting here, looking into my

very soul to see if I think right tho'ts. Yet I am not afraid, tor I try to be

right and good, and he knows every one of my struggles. He looks very

gloriously, and everything bright seems dull beside him, and I dont dare

to look directly at him for fear I shall die. Then you are here—dressed in

that quiet black gown and cap—that funny little cap I used to laugh at

you about, and you dont appear to be thinking about anything in par-

ticular, not in one of your breaking dish moods I take it—you seem

aware that I'm writing you, and are amused I should think at any such

friendly manifestation when you are already present . . . The trinity

winds up with me, as you may have surmised, and I certainly would'nt

be at the fag end but for civility to you. This self-sacrificing spirit will be

the ruin of me!

I am occupied principally with a cold just now, and the dear creature

will have so much attention that my time slips away amazingly. It has

heard so much of New Englanders, of their kind attentions to strangers,

that it's come all the way from the Alps to determine the truth of the

tale . . . You are dying of curiosity, let me arrange that pillow to make

your exit easier! I stayed at home all Saturday afternoon . . . when

evening shades began to fall—1 turned upon my heel, and walked. At-

tracted by the gaiety visible in the street I still kept walking till a little

creature pounced upon a thin shawl I wore, and commenced riding—1

stopped, and begged the creature to alight, as I was fatigued already,

and quite unable to assist others. It would'nt get down, and commenced

talking to itself—"cant be New England—must have made some mistake

—disappointed in my reception—dont agree with accounts—Oh what a

world of deception, and fraud—marm, will tell me the name of this

country—it's Asia Minor, is'nt it? I intended to stop in New England."

By this time I was so completely exhausted that I made no further effort

to rid me of my load, and travelled home at a moderate jog, paying no

attention whatever to it, got into the house, threw off both bonnet, and

shawl, and out flew my tormentor, and putting both arms around my

neck, began to kiss me immoderately, and express so much love, it com-

pletely bewildered me. Since then it has slept in my bed, eaten from my

plate, lived with me everywhere, and will tag me through life for all I

know . . . If it ever gets tired of me, I will forward it to you—you

would love it for my sake, if not for its own—it will tell you some queer

stories about me—how I sneezed so loud one night that the family thought
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the last trump was sounding, and climbed into the currant-bushes to

get out of the way—how the rest of the people arrayed in long night-

gowns folded their arms, and were waiting—but this is a wicked story,

it can tell some better ones.

JANUARY? ED sends a message by her brother to Emily Fowler:
I wanted to write, and just tell you that me, and my spirit were fighting

this morning. It is'nt known generally, and you must'nt tell anybody.

I dreamed about you last night, and waked up putting my shawl, and

hood on to go and see you, but this wicked snow-storm looked in at my

window, and told me I could'nt. I hope God will forgive me, but I am

very unwilling to have it storm—he is merciful to the sinning, is'nt he?

I cannot wait to be with you— Oh ugly time, and space, and uglier

snow-storm than all! Were you happy in Northampton? I was very lonely

without you, and wanted to write you a letter many times, but Kate

[Hitchcock] was there too, and I was afraid you would both laugh. I

should be stronger if I could see you oftener, I am very puny alone.

FEBRUARY i. George Gould invites ED to a
[image: image2.png]
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NORTHAMPTON, FEBRUARY 22. From the Springfield Daily Repub-

lican, Mar. 7: THE HAMPSHIRE TEMPERANCE UNION held its annual meet-

ing at Northampton, 22(1 ult. The reports from the various local societies

were mostly encouraging . . . CAmong those elected for the Executive
Committee:] Edward Dickinson, Amherst . . .

AMHERST, LATE FEBRUARY. The February number of the Indicator

appears, with a critique (by Gould) of Emerson's Representative Men,

and a comment (by Shipley) in "Editors' Corner":
But St Valentine's day, although as rough as the blasts of Siberia,

brings fun and frolic enough along with it, and this year brought quantum
sufficit to us. Many a chary epistle did we receive, and many did we send

—but one, such an one. I wish I knew who the author is. I think she must

have some spell, by which she quickens the imagination, and causes the

high blood "run frolic through the veins." Yes, the author, of such a
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gew gaw—such a frenzy built edifice—1 should like to know and talk

with, for I don't believe her mouth has any corners, perhaps "like a

rose leaf torn!"

But I'll not keep you in the door way longer, but enter the temple,

and decipher the thoughts engraved there.

ATTENTION.

"Valentine Eve.

"Magnum bonum, 'harum scarum,' zounds et zounds, et war alarum,

man reformarn, life perfectum, mundum changum, all things flarum?

"Sir, I desire an interview; meet me at sunrise, or sunset, or the new

moon—the place is immaterial. In gold, or in purple, or sackcloth—1

look not upon the raiment. With sword, or with pen, or with plough—

the weapons are less than the wielder. In coach, or in wagon, or walking,

the equipage, far from the man. With soul, or spirit, or body, they are all

alike to me. With host or alone, in sunshine or storm, in heaven or earth,

some how or no how—1 propose, sir, to see you.

"And not to see merely, but a chat sir, or a tete-a-tete, a confab, a

mingling of opposite minds is what I propose to have. I feel sir that we

shall agree. We will be David and Jonathan, or Damon and Pythias, or

what is better than either, the United States of America. We will talk over

what we have learned in our geographies, and listened to from the pulpit,

the press and the Sabbath School.

"This is strong language sir, but none the less true. So hurrah for North

Carolina, since we are on this point.

"Our friendship sir, shall endure till sun and moon shall wane no

more, till stars shall set, and victims rise to grace the final sacrifice. We'll be

instant, in season, out of season, minister, take care of, cherish, sooth,

watch, wait, doubt, refrain, reform, elevate, instruct. All choice spirits

however distant are ours, ours theirs; there is a thrill of sympathy—a cir-

culation of mutuality—cognationern inter nos! I am Judith the heroine

of Apocrypha, and you the orator of Ephesus.

"That's what they call a metaphor in our country. Don't be afraid of it,

sir, it wont bite! If it was my Carlo now. The Dog is the noblest work of

Art, sir. I may safely say the noblest—his mistress's rights he doth defend

—although it bring him to his end—although to death it doth him send!

"But the world is sleeping in ignorance and error, sir, and we must be

crowing-cocks, and singing-larks, and a rising sun to awake her; or else

we'll pull society up to {by?] the roots, and plant it in a different place.

We'll build Alms-houses, and transcendental State prisons, and scaffolds—-

we will blow out the sun, and the moon, and encourage invention. Alpha

shall kiss Omega—we will ride up the hill of glory—Hallelujah, all hail!

Yours, truly, C."
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Now this is, after all, a very ingenious affair. If it is not true it is

at any rate philosophical. It displays clearly an inductive faith; a kind of

analytic spirit, identifying each independent truth, and fixing it as a

primary essence, which the author had known, and felt. There is no desic-

cation of humor, no magnetic sleep of intellect, no spasmodic movement

of thought. The author, however, has not (it is plain to see) told the half

of her feelings. It were impossible! To work out such subtle ideas into

form by means of words, is like the effort to "forge silver flowers with the

large forehammer of the blacksmith" Q.E.D.

MARCH i, MONDAY. ED sends a valentine to Elbridge Bowdoin:
Awake ye muses nine, sing me a strain divine,

Unwind the solemn twine, and tie my Valentine!

Oh the Earth was made for lovers, for damsel, and hopeless swain,

For sighing, and gentle whispering, and unity made of twain.
All things do go a courting, in earth, or sea, or air,

God hath made nothing single but thee in His world so fair! . . .

Now to the application, to the reading of the roll,

To bringing thee to justice, and marshalling thy soul:

Thou art a human solo, a being cold, and lone,

Wilt have no kind companion, thou reap'st what thou hast sown.
Hast never silent hours, and minutes all too long,

And a deal of sad reflection, and wailing instead of song?

There's Sarah, and Eliza, and Emeline so fair,

And Harriet, and Susan, and she with curling hair!
Thine eyes are sadly blinded, but yet thou mayest see

Six true, and comely maidens sitting upon a tree;

Approach that tree with caution, then up it boldly climb,

And seize the one thou lovest, nor care for space, or time!
Then bear her to the greenwood, and build for her a bower,

And give her what she asketh, jewel, or bird, or flower—

And bring the fife, and trumpet, and beat upon the drum—

And bid the world Goodmorrow, and go to glory home I

A. M. Colton to the New York Observer, published fan. (), i8ji:
February came and went; but with it no instance of conversion. Then

came a season of anxious suspense. Was there to be a revival? Was the

little cloud that had put forth . . . to pass away without dropping down

fatness? One great obstacle was in the way: intoxicating drinks, in one

form and another, and in great quantities, were sold in the village. The

question of permitting this, was inserted in the warrant for the town

meeting in March.
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On the 4th of March, in one of the largest meetings ever held here,

the Town, with all but perfect unanimity, voted to put a stop to the

traffic in intoxicating liquors. Such a sea of hands! and coming up as

if the hearts were in them. Only one, or at most two, were raised in the

negative . . . The thing was done as voted, and done immediately and

thoroughly.

IPSWICH, EARLY MARCH? Lavinia Dickinson appeals to her brother:
Oh! Austin, if the Spirit of God has awakened you, I entreat you not

to grieve it away. Do become a Christian now. How beautiful, if we three
could all believe in Christ, how much higher object should we have in

living! to glorify that great being, than to gratify our own selfish desires.

Does Emilie think of these things at all? Oh! that she might!

AMHERST, MARCH 8. An advertisement in the Hampshire and Franklin

Express:

JVanted.
T () li'ift: n "iri or woman who ii capable of doinf

I'll- iiitiir  work of a final) riiiiil~.

Our u liu van cuiiie well recoiiiiiiendcd, in«y filiil
conutani clnployllU•Dt &nd good wage*.
EDWARO DICKISTSOX
Arohent, Mareb 7, l()50.
MID-MARCH. Lavinia Dickinson returns from her school at Ipswich.
MARCH 25. In Edward Hitchcock's "Private Notes": It hardly seems

possible & yet I am certainly in the midst of another general &: powerful

revival of religion in College, &: in this my study only two nights since

I met 34 enquirers—most of whom had begun to see light & comfort.

MARCH? WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON. Emily Fowler writes to ED and
Austin Dickinson:
I have been thinking about you more or less for a great many days

and I have felt impatient to see you for it has so happened that almost

all the rest of those I best loved I have seen freely in my sick chamber

and so have kept along with them in their daily lives, and kept them

with me. I cannot bear to be separated from you any longer and have

resolved to manifest myself myself to you a little feeling sure that you

will understand just that feeling of affection wh' will not let me rest

silent and will respond to it fully and understandingly . . .

Just now God is reminding us of our duty and our happiness in a

different way than usual. I feel sure that there will be nothing of bravado

or sneer about you, or of affectation of indifference— You would be
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are a spark raised above the brute, and the higher and clearer and more

powerful the mind, the more eagerly will they seize these wondrous

truths— Christ died for sinners, and we are all sinners . . . Dear Emily

_. l wish I could see you and Austin too— If I had one of you, or both

of you by me now I'm sure I could interest you a little while . . . Dear

Austin— Wont you write too— I know young men dont like too—but

a few words with a pencil, in any way, and I will answer it, if you want

me too . . .

On receiving Austin's reply Emily Fowler writes again, to him: Oh—

I cant reason— I cannot answer the quibble, and the doubt, but I can

praise, and love my Savior— Dear Austin—he is yrs too—and he is

waiting with open arms for you to recognize and claim him— Go to

him ...

$ to his classmate,
• . to Gen Mack

s family and Hon

i pleased with her

. . . Mrs Edward

SOUTHWICK, EARLY APRIL? Jane Humphrey writes to ED. ED to Abiah
Root, May r]: Do you hear from our dear Jennie Humphrey . . . it's

so long since I've heard about her. When her father was sick she wrote

me ...

ED to Jane Humphrey, Apr. JO: Your first words found me far out in the

world, crowding, and hurrying, and busying, the last ones have found

me there . . .

me tnere . . .
BETHEL, MAINE, APRIL 7· Rev. David Garland write.
Lucius M. Boltwood: Please give my sincere regards .

and wife, Prof Fowler and Emily, President Hitchcock'

Edward Dickinson's family. Mrs Garland was very muct
visit at Amherst . . . and wishes to be remembered to

Dickinson and daughters.

AMHERST, APRIL 8. At the parish meeting: Voted. That the Parish -wiY.
will pay the sum of Two Hundred & Fifty Dollars, together with wha)

can be obtained for the Bass Viol, for an Organ . . .

APRIL io? ED writes to Jane Humphrey. ED to Abiah Root, May if.
When her father was sick she wrote me, and as soon as I could I replied;

I afterwards saw his death, the day that my letter reached her . . .

APRIL ii. In the death notices of the Republican: At Southwick, gd,

Dr L. W. Humphrey, 58 . . .

MID-APRIL. ED to Jane Humphrey, Apr. )o:
Christ is calling everyone here, all my companions have answered,

even my darling Vinnie believes she loves, and touches him, and I am

standing alone in rebellion, and growing very careless. Abby, Mary,
__„,.- ____ __;Y ·;U Wf f-iubny WCICLICJ07b   "~n

Jane, and farthest of all my Vinnie have been seeking, and they all be-

lieve they have found; I cant tell you what they have found, but they
think it is something precious. I wonder if it is? How strange is this

sanctification, that works such a marvellous change that sows in such

corruption, and rises in golden glory, that brings Christ down, and shews

him, and lets him select his friends! In the day time it seems like Sundays,

and I wait for the bell to ring, and at evening a great deal stronger, the

"still small voice" grows earnest, and rings, and returns, and lingers,

and the faces of good men shine, and bright halos come around them;

and the eyes of the disobedient look down, and become ashamed. It

certainly comes from God, and I think to receive it is blessed, not that I

know it from me, but from those on whom change has passed. They seem

so very tranquil, and their voices are kind, and gentle, and the tears fill

their eyes so often, I really think I envy them ...

ED to Abiah Root, May 7:
\Abby Wood} has told you about things here, how the "still, small

voice" is calling, and how the people are listening, and believing, and

truly obeying, how the place is very solemn, and sacred, and the bad

ones slink away, and are sorrowful, not at their wicked lives—but at

this strange time, great change. I am one of the lingering bad ones,

and so do I slink away, and pause, and ponder, and ponder, and pause,

and do work without knowing why, not surely, for this brief world, and

more sure it is not for Heaven, and I ask what this message means that

they ask for so very eagerly . . .

Article (by Edward Hitchcock) in the Express, Apr. 19:
Of the present members of College, amounting to 179, one hundred

and six are professors of religion, of the others, as many as go indulge

hopes of having been converted during this revival, besides a few con-

nected with the families who worship in the College Chapel . . . There

was very little of animal excitement. The studies of College were pur-

sued as usual, and although the meetings were full and solemn, there

were very few outward signs of emotion.

LATE APRIL? ED writes to Maria Kimball. ED to Jane Humphrey, Apr.
30: No news from our "Theologian" Jennie, he must have "made way

with himself," I really dont care if he has. I am hushed as the night when

I write her, and of him I hear not a tiding.
APRIL go. ED writes to "Jane, dear Jane" Humphrey, at Southwick:
The voice of love I heeded, tho' seeming not to; the voice of affliction

is louder, more earnest, and needs it's friends, and they know this need,
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sing, sing sad music, but there's something sustaining in it . . . I have

been much with you since you first wrote me, always with you, but more
since then, for the last few days you have been very near, very dear

indeed, and I have wished, and prayed to see you, and to hear you, and

to feel your warm heart beating near me, what music in such quick

ticking! You mourn Jennie, how does it seem to mourn, you watch, and

the lamp is waning, where is your spirit resting, have you any dear

friend to be near you, and to tell you of peace? . . .

Can I console so far off, wont the comfort waste in carrying, and be

not, when my letter gets there? How long had your father been sick,

and why hav'nt you told me before, we have certainly loved one another?

How very much you have suffered, and I hav'nt known anything about

it, but supposed you away in Warren,  teaching,  and thinking of home,

and sometimes of us, and a place we wish was your home. I have dreamed

of you, and talked of you, and wished for you, and have almost thought

I should see you, it has seemed that some way would help me, and a

providence would bring you, and yet you have not come, and I am so

very tired of waiting. Some one said you would come in vacation, and I

looked towards it very eagerly, made my treasures ready against it, and

prepared my mind, and heart to welcome you in so kindly, and disap-

pointment put a great cloud in my sky, and it's so high I cannot reach

it, and it's doing a deal of harm  ...

How long does it seem since you left me, has the time been fleet,

or lagging—been filled with hope, and the future, or waste, and a weary

wilderness, and no one who knew the end? I could whisper to you in the

evening of many, and curious things, and by the lamps eternal read your

thoughts and response in your face, and find what you thought about

me, and what I have done, and am doing; I know you would be sur-

prised, whether in pleasure, or disappointment it does'nt become me

to say— I have dared to do strange things—bold things, and have asked

no advice from any, I have builded beautiful temples, yet do not think

I am wrong . . . Oh Jennie, it would relieve me to tell you all, to sit

down at your feet, and look in your eyes—and confess what you only
shall know, an experience bitter, and sweet, but the sweet did so beguile

inc—and life has had an aim—and the world has been too precious for

your poor, and striving sister! The winter was all one dream, and the

spring has not yet waked me, I would always sleep, and dream, and it

never should turn to morning, so long as night is so blessed . . .

Several postscripts: Mrs Brewster has lost a sister, her beautiful sister

Celia who went away on a mission; she is deeply, and greatly afflicted,

and hardly knows how to submit—she cherished that sister, and loved

her, and she cannot resign her so soon . . . Mr Spencer is very com-
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Jane, and farthest of all my Vinnie have been seeking, and they all be-

lieve they have found; I cant tell you what they have found, but they
think it is something precious. I wonder if it is? How strange is this

sanctification, that works such a marvellous change that sows in such

corruption, and rises in golden glory, that brings Christ down, and shews

him, and lets him select his friends! In the day time it seems like Sundays,

and I wait for the bell to ring, and at evening a great deal stronger, the

"still small voice" grows earnest, and rings, and returns, and lingers,

and the faces of good men shine, and bright halos come around them;

and the eyes of the disobedient look down, and become ashamed. It

certainly comes from God, and I think to receive it is blessed, not that I

know it from me, but from those on whom change has passed. They seem

so very tranquil, and their voices are kind, and gentle, and the tears fill

their eyes so often, I really think I envy them ...

ED to Abiah Root, May 7:

\Abby Wood} has told you about things here, how the "still, small

voice" is calling, and how the people are listening, and believing, and

truly obeying, how the place is very solemn, and sacred, and the bad

ones slink away, and are sorrowful, not at their wicked lives—but at

this strange time, great change. I am one of the lingering bad ones,

and so do I slink away, and pause, and ponder, and ponder, and pause,

and do work without knowing why, not surely, for this brief world, and

more sure it is not for Heaven, and I ask what this message means that

they ask for so very eagerly . . .

Article (by Edward Hitchcock) in the Express, Apr. r):
Of the present members of College, amounting to 179, one hundred

and six are professors of religion, of the others, as many as go indulge

hopes of having been converted during this revival, besides a few con-

nected with the families who worship in the College Chapel . . . There

was very little of animal excitement. The studies of College were pur-

sued as usual, and although the meetings were full and solemn, there

were very few outward signs of emotion.

LATE APRIL? ED writes to Maria Kimball. ED to Jane Humphrey, Apr.
)o: No news from our "Theologian" Jennie, he must have "made way

with himself," I really dont care if he has. I am hushed as the night when

I write her, and of him I hear not a tiding.
APRIL go. ED writes to "Jane, dear Jane" Humphrey, at Southwick:
The voice of love I heeded, tho' seeming not to; the voice of affliction

is louder, more earnest, and needs it's friends, and they know this need,

and put on their wings of affection, and fly towards the lone one, and
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sing, sing sad music, but there's something sustaining in it . . . I have

been much with you since you first wrote me, always with you, but more
since then, for the last few days you have been very near, very dear

indeed, and I have wished, and prayed to see you, and to hear you, and

to feel your warm heart beating near me, what music in such quick

ticking! You mourn Jennie, how does it seem to mourn, you watch, and

the lamp is waning, where is your spirit resting, have you any dear

friend to be near you, and to tell you of peace? . . .

Can I console so far off, wont the comfort waste in carrying, and be

not, when my letter gets there? How long had your father been sick,

and why hav'nt you told me before, we have certainly loved one another?

How very much you have suffered, and I hav'nt known anything about

it, but supposed you away in Warren,  teaching,  and thinking of home,

and sometimes of us, and a place we wish was your home. I have dreamed

of you, and talked of you, and wished for you, and have almost thought

I should see you, it has seemed that some way would help me, and a

providence would bring you, and yet you have not come, and I am so

very tired of waiting. Some one said you would come in vacation, and I

looked towards it very eagerly, made my treasures ready against it, and

prepared my mind, and heart to welcome you in so kindly, and disap-

pointment put a great cloud in my sky, and it's so high I cannot reach

it, and it's doing a deal of harm  .  .  .

How long does it seem since you left me, has the time been fleet,

or lagging—been filled with hope, and the future, or waste, and a weary

wilderness, and no one who knew the end? I could whisper to you in the

evening of many, and curious things, and by the lamps eternal read your

thoughts and response in your face, and find what you thought about

me, and what I have done, and am doing; I know you would be sur-

prised, whether in pleasure, or disappointment it does'nt become me

to say— I have dared to do strange things—bold things, and have asked

no advice from any, I have builded beautiful temples, yet do not think

I am wrong . . . Oh Jennie, it would relieve me to tell you all, to sit

down at your feet, and look in your eyes—-and confess what you only
shall know, an experience bitter, and sweet, but the sweet did so beguile

me—and life has had an aim—and the world has been too precious for

your poor, and striving sister! The winter was all one dream, and the

spring has not yet waked me, I would always sleep, and dream, and it

never should turn to morning, so long as night is so blessed . . .

Several postscripts: Mrs Brewster has lost a sister, her beautiful sister

Celia who went away on a mission; she is deeply, and greatly afflicted,

and hardly knows how to submit—she cherished that sister, and loved

ber, and she cannot resign her so soon . . . Mr Spencer is very com-
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fortable, I have faith that the spring will revive him, and give him some

newness of life, and strength.

No news from our "Theologian" Jennie, he must have "made way

with himself," I really dont care if he has . . . I only prayed for pride,
I have received yet more: indifference—and he may go "where he listeth,"

and never a bit care 1. Something else has helped me forget that, a some-

thing surer, and higher, and I sometimes laugh in my sleeve.

APRIL? From the reminiscences of Edward Hitchcock, Jr.:
In the Spring of 18501 came home ronTth~Havard Medical School &

spent the summer at home at the President's house, my father with my

mother going to Europe for their health. I cant remember much that

I did that summer save guarding the Presidents house, my brother 

my sisters, fe in spending a good deal of time with Sue Gilbert at her

brother's William Cutler on Amity St.

MAY i. James W. Boyden begins the records of a new society: By an

act of the Legislature, approved by the Governor, on the ist of May

1850, Alfred Baker, Edward Dickinson and Luke Sweetser, their As-

sociates and successors are hereby made a Corporation by the name of

the East Hampshire Agricultural Society, for the encouragement of Agri-

culture and Mechanic Arts by Premiums and other means, in the town

of Amherst . . .

MAY g. ED to Abiah Root, May y:
On Sunday my mother was taken, had been perfectly well before,

and could remember no possible imprudence which should have in-

duced the disease . . . We are sick hardly ever at home, and dont know

what to do when it comes, wrinkle our little brows, and stamp with our

little feet, and our tiny souls get angry, and command it to go away,

Mrs Brown will be glad to see it, old ladies expect to die, "as for us, the

young and active, with all longings 'for the strife,' we to perish by the

road-side, weary with the 'march of life' ["] *—no—no, my dear 'Father

Mortality,' get out of our way if you please, we will call if we ever want

you. Good-morning, sir, ah Good-morning!

MAY6? (22nd anniversary of Edward and Emily Dickinson's marriage).
ED to Abiah Root, May 7:

When I am not at work in the kitchen, I sit by the side of mother,

* He, the young and strong, who cherished

Noble longings for the strife,

By the roadside fell and perished,

Weary with the march of lifel
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provide for her little wants, and try to cheer, and encourage her. I ought

to be glad, and grateful that I can do anything now, but I do feel so very

lonely, and so anxious to have her cured. I hav'nt repined but once,
and you shall know all the why. While I washed the dishes at noon in

that little "sink-room" of ours, I heard a well-known rap, and a friend

I love so dearly came and asked me to ride in the woods, the sweet, still

woods, and I wanted to exceedingly— I told him I could not go, and he

said he was disappointed, he wanted me very much— Then the tears

came into my eyes, tho' I tried to choke them back, and he said I could,
and should go, and it seemed to me unjust— Oh I struggled with great

temptation, and it cost me much of denial, but I think in the end I

conquered, not a glorious victory Abiah, where you hear the rolling drum,

but a kind of helpless victory, where triumph would come of itself, faint-

est music, weary soldiers, nor a waving flag, nor a long, loud shout . . .

I went cheerfully round my work, humming a little air till mother had

gone to sleep, then cried with all my might—seemed to think I was

much abused—that this wicked world was unworthy such devoted, and

terrible sufferings—and came to my various senses in great dudgeon

at life, and time, and love for affliction and anguish.

MAY 7, TUESDAY. ED writes to Abiah Root:
Dear Remembered, The circumstances under which I write you this

morning are at once glorious, afflicting, and beneficial,—glorious in ends,
afflicting in means, and beneficial, I trust, in both. Twin loaves of bread

have just been born into the world under my auspices—fine children,

the image of their mother, and here my dear friend is the glory.
On the lounge asleep, lies my sick mother, suffering intensely from

Acute Neuralgia, except at a moment like this, when kind sleep draws

near, and beguiles her, here is the affliction . . . I have always neglected

the culinary arts, but attend to them now from necessity, and from a

desire to make everything pleasant for father, and Austin. Sickness makes

desolation, and "the day is dark and dreary", but health will come back

I hope, and light hearts, and smiling faces . . .

I presume you have heard from Abby, and know what she now be-

lieves—she makes a sweet, girl Christian, religion makes her face quite

different, calmer, but full of radiance, holy, yet very joyful . . . she is

certainly very much changed.

MAY iy, FRIDAY. ED continues her letter to Abiah Root:
It's Friday, my dear Abiah, and that in another week, yet my mission

is unfulfilled—and you  so sadly neglected,  and dont know the reason

why. Where do you think I've strayed, and from what new errand re-

turned? I have come from "to and fro, and walking up, and down" the
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same place that Satan hailed from, when God asked him where he'd

been, but not to illustrate further I tell you I have been dreaming,

dreaming a golden dream, with eyes all the while wide open, and I

guess it's almost morning, and besides, I have been at work, providing

the "food that perisheth," scaring the timorous dust, and being obedient,

and kind. I call it kind obedience, in the books the shadows write in,

it may have another name. I am yet Queen of the court, if regalia be

dust, and dirt, have three loyal subjects, whom I'd rather relieve from

service— Mother is still an invalid, tho' a partially restored one—

Father and Austin still clamor for food, and I, like a martyr am feediag

them. Would'nt you love to see me in these bonds of great despair,

looking around my kitchen, and praying for kind deliverance, and de-

claring by "Omai's beard" I never was in such plight? My kitchen I

think I called it, God forbid that it was, or shall be my own— God

keep me from what they call households, except that bright one of

"faith"!

Dont be afraid of my imprecations, they never did anyone harm, and

they make me feel so cool, and so very much more comfortable!

Where are you now Abiah, where are your thoughts, and aspirings,

where are your young affections, not with boots, and whiskers; any with

me ungrateful, any tho' drooping, dying? . . . Vinnie is still at school,

and I sit by my lonely window, and give bright tears to her memory.

Tears are my angels now.

MAY a 6. Mrs. Bolt-wood to her son. May )o: On Sabbath Mrs. Sweetser

and Mrs. James Kellogg both told me that Mr. Edward Dickinson had

hopefully been converted. He has been long struggling with his feelings

. . . Last Sabbath morning Rev. Martin Leiand preached. In the after-

noon . . . Mr. Colton preached himself.

JUNE 8. in the Republican: At Amherst, the revival is still in progress,

with no perceptible abatement of interest. Some of the recent subjects

of this work are among the most respectable and well educated men in

the town; men who had passed youth and middle age in comparative

indifference to religious subjects.

JULY 14. From the Express, July i<): A portion of the plastering of the

Village Church, fell during services on last Sabbath. Fortunately no

person was sufficiently near to suffer any inconvenience other than a

slight dusting.

GRAND HAVEN, MICH., JULY 14- From the Republican, Aug. 6: [Died]
At Grand Haven, lqth ult., Mary A., wife of S. J. L[e]arned of Fall River,

and daughter of the late Gen Thomas Gilbert of Greenfield.
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AMHERST, JULY 29, MONDAY EVENING. W. Austin Dickinson writes his
jth letter to Susan Gilbert:
Emily has just informed me that she is going to call on you, and

invited me to accompany her, which I should be most happy to do, and

certainly should do, did I consult my own feelings merely— But as I

do not go I have detained her a moment to write you a line, thanking

you for your note of last Teusday eve. As you intimate, I hardly knew

whether to expect an answer, or not . . . May I not hope that your

own feelings, and your and Mrs Cutler's ideas of propriety will present

no barrier to my giving you a ride some afternoon or evening of this

week, over some quiet road? You, of course, would not feel disposed nor

would it be proper for you to be riding out publickly, at present, but I

can see no objection to your riding out in a still way with your friend,
who is asking you . . . P.S. I send by E also the slight memento of our

[   ?   ]

AUGUST 6 (Tuesday of Commencement Week). At the prize declamation
George Gould, of New Braintree, delivers the prize essay: "Character
of Music Appropriate to Literary Exercises at Public Exhibitions." A
mock schedule for prize declamation is circulated:
g. Musical Ass-ay? Harmony of Nature.

By George Henry Gulled, Now-Brayeth-he.
6. Dissertation: Tempest in a Tea Pot.

By Ellbridge Bow-down, Poor (Howe's) House.

MUSIC

Grand break down from the Treasurer with village accompaniment.

AUGUST >], WEDNESDAY. Edwin Whipple addresses the Literary So-
cieties on "The American Mind"; Mr. and Mrs. Edward Dickinson serve
their annual Commencement tea.
Mary Lee Hall to Genevieve Taggard, Nov. 4, 1920:
\Mrs. Aurelia Davis'] told me that Mr. Edward D. had a sister—or a

near relative—who married a poor minister and endured much that was

hard to bear. He decided when this young man, who was to be a minister

of the Congregationalist faith, began to show a decided fancy for Emily,

and she "was willing to have it so"—that the affair must end, and so he

forbade Emily to see the man. He, Mr Dickinson, was in the habit of

inviting the faculty of Amherst College and some of the seniors, if not

all,  to a reception at his home, in June.

The year Emily's lover was to graduate a few seniors were invited, not

all, to the annual reception. Emily sent word to her lover to meet her

at a certain hour, in a part of the grounds, after the reception was over.

She was dressed in white, and when her lover appeared she told him that
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her father had forbidden her to see him, or to write to him, and declared

that love was too vital a flower to be crushed so cruelly . . . And now,

in secrecy, I give the name of the lover as given to me—Rev. George

Gould.

AUGUST 8, THURSDAY. In the Commencement exercises:
6. Oration. Elements of our National Literature. Austin W. Dickinson . . .

i6. Oration. Relation of §eTrRevS•'ence~'to'CKristlaMty.' GeorgeTITGould.

From the Express, Aug. <): Among the Orations we remarked that of Mr.

Gould. It abounded in glowing thought, which shone and sparkled like"

the gem, outshining the rich and costly setting.

EARLY AUGUST. A. M. Colton, in An Historical Review: {After the select-
men shut the rum shops in March} the heavens gave rain—blessed showers,

and there was a great refreshing. That revival work continued till late

in summer. More than 150 professed hope in Christ . . .

George Gould's notebook, Sept. 1811: While Hon. E. D. of Amherst was

converted—who had been long under conviction—His pastor said to

him in his study— "You want to come to Christ as a lawyer—but you

must come to him as a poor sinner—get down on your knees & let me

pray for you, &: then pray for yourself."

AUGUST ii, SABBATH. Among those 70 admitted today to the First
Church of Christ by profession, are Edward Dickinson if Susan Gilbert.
NEW HAVEN, AUGUST '4· Edward Dickinson attends the third semi-
centennial celebration at Yale; a reprint of The New England Primer

is given as a souvenir to all attending graduates.
WEST MEDWAY, AUGUST ig. Jacob Ide (Class of 'q8) introduces a pro-
spective student to Aaron Warner: Mr Henry V. Emmons, the Bearer,

has expressed a preference for Amherst as the place of his education . . .

He is a young gentleman of an amiable disposition &: engaging manners.

He has promising talents, is a bright scholar, &: sustains a fair moral &

religious character.

NEW HAVEN, AUGUST 81. James Hadley's diary:
After tea, had a long talk with {Charles} Wadsworth on front steps

of the Tontine . . . He has given up his poetry, neither reading nor

writing the article, did not know that Tennyson was a great poet, has

been accustomed to laugh at his wife for admiring him, but on my

recommendation promised to read a little of him. Showed his depoet-

ization still more by the very matter-of-fact, commonplace, and prosaic
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advice and counsel which he was kind enough to give me on the subject

of matrimony.

EARLY SEPTEMBER. W. Austin Dickirlson goes to Sunderland to teach
school.
AMHERST, SEPTEMBER 4. John E. Sanford writes to Edward Hitchcock,
Jr., at Easthampton:
I saw Sue an hour yesterday afternoon . . . Sue told me she had

~"v~_~lette~romJOU,butwould_ilot_show it to eTShe waiTrather

indignant at_yoiir direction—"Sue Gilbert." I, too, was quite indignant,

when she told me very coolly, and in earnest, that you was her only

true friend, that she missed you very much, that you had been a great

comfort to her of late, &c, &c. She says you are the only one who caller

onherJegule~dM~ I

you so argely. Moreover, she looks forward to next Saturday, with al-

togither too much of an appetite for me. I am determined to call myself,

every possible hour while you are here, to prevent anything serious.

SEPTEMBER 8? SABBATH. Susan Gilbert writes to her brother Dwight,
at Grand Haven:
These sabbath nights have been sad, thoughtful hours to me, since

our dear Mary was lain in the grave, for each successive Sabbath brings

her image, and the scene of her burial, before me with a painful vivid-

ness and reality, and assures me but too truly, that one we have loved

has passed away, and that now, we are but five . . . I do feel so lonely,

at times dear brother, I \feel] so keenly the loss of a Mothers love, and

influence, and that sympathy our Mother alone could give— Is it strange,

that I look to you, dear brother, when I feel thus, that I should look

to you, and find myself thinking of, and loving you as a Father . .

N~1'B-"~-JS.J5°'™~ to be married, Mattie and I will feel more than

ever, hat you are the

SEPTEMBER 19. In the Express, Sept. 27:
TEMPERANCE FESTIVAL.—The Cold Water Army of North Amherst,

held a grand festival on the afternoon of Thursday, the igth inst. They

marshaled, a hundred and forty strong, with appropriate badges and

banners, in front of Mr. Cooke's house, and marched from thence to

the Church, where addresses were delivered by Rev. Mr. Cooke, Rev.

Mr. Colton, and Hon. Edward Dickinson.

SEPTEMBER go. R. H. Dana begins his series of 8 lectures on Shake-
speare at the College Chapel (to continue on Tuesday and Friday eve-
nings).
IWV                      ic.uix ulltt nuu-K OJ iLmlly ulCKlnson
SEPTEMBER 21 . The Seventh census is taken by Cotton Smith:
Edward Dickinson    4<y M Lawyer    gooo

Emely     "        43 F

William A Dickinson  ai  M  Teacher

Emely E     "      ig 

Lavina       "      r;  T?
SEPTEMBER 2'1· The Express prints a communication from "A voter of
the old. sixth," recommending Edward Dickinson for Representative to
Congress:
Mr. Dickinson is well known throughout the District as anunflinch-

ing whig—one whose political principles require no chemical test to

ascertain their strength, and the ardor of whose feelings is not regulated

by the temperature of the weather . . . In addition to other qualifica-

tions, Mr. Dickinson possesses superior talents which he has cultivated

with assiduous care. Whatever is undertaken is prosecuted with an in-

dustry and perseverance excelled by none. With him life is a system,

whose main objects are not affected by a change of place . ..

SEPTEMBER 29, SABBATH. W. H. Beaman preaches for Mr. Colton;
his diary: Walk to Amherst,—delightful day—Pr. on G. a great G„ &
"Ye know not what shall be on the morrow," &c.
OCTOBER 14, MONDAY. Lavinia Dickinson writes to her brother, at
Sunderland: Can you spare your Shakespeare to us for a day or so? We

want to read Hamlet before the lecture. If willing, please send it by

the Stage, this afternoon. Come home Tuesday night without fail.
OCTOBER 18, FRIDAY EVENING. Richard H. Dana lectures on Hamlet.

Susan Gilbert Dickinson, "Society at Amherst":
The poet Dana . . . gave a course of six lectures on poetry in the

old college chapel. They were exquisite, subtle, most poetic but rather

over the heads of sweet-sixteen and the college boys. But these, as all our

lectures not strictly in the college course, were given in the evening, af-

fording a delightful sort of time, as we were invited by our gentlemen

friends; strolling slowly up the long hill under their escort, and even

more slowly 'back, under the stars when the lecture was over.

OCTOBER go, SABBATH. W. Austin Dickinson visits Susan Gilbert, at
William Cutler's. W. A. Dickinson to Susan Gilbert, Oct. 20:
0 'twas a pleasant thing, calmly to sit in a Lady's parlor, and hear,

at the door, a rival's voice, stoutly declining the "won't you come in"
and begging her acceptance of a slight token of regard, to hear her

graceful expression of delight and gratitude, and the door shut, to be
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a welcome participant of his bounty [chestnuts]-, and 'twas a pleasant

thought thereby suggested—and on which we acted at the close of the

venin? ..-                '       —~'-~I--···-—--•-

evening .

OCTOBER 28. The Republican reprints an item from the New York
Evening Post:

A New Lion.—Philadelphia is greatly interested just now by the

preaching of the Rev. Charles Wadsworth, of the Arch-street Church,

lately of Troy, in this State. It is said that his church is besieged by

persons anxious to hear him, long before the hour for the services to

commence. His person is slender, and his dark eyes, hair and com-

plexion have decidedly a Jewish cast. The elements of his popularity

are somewhat like those of the gifted Summerfield—a sweet touching

voice, warmth of, manner, and lively imagination. But Wadsworth's

style, it is said, is vastly bolder, his fancy more vivid, and his action

more violent . . . A correspondent says, "that the subjects which the

Arch-street pastor selects for his pulpit discussions are peculiar, and quite

out of the usual line. His texts are short . . . In illustrating such phrases

as "Jesus wept," and "watching the dying Savior," the plaintive wail

of his tremulous voice is singularly subdued and effective . . . In argu-

mentation, Mr Wadsworth is rapid, unique and original, often startling

his audience, like Dr Bushnell, with a seeming paradox. How long his

imagination will sustain such adventurous flights, and how long his

feeble frame will bear such a pressure, it is impossible to conjecture."

OCTOBER 25. The Express suggests at the coming Cattle Show (October
jo) that friends of the society introduce their wives, sisters and daughters
at the dinner table.
OCTOBER 27, SABBATH EVENING. ED writes to her brother at Sander-
land:
An~3ffgc,tioBi»»Q.C..JCli[xi.S.teen~iears for the_most ungrateful ofJbrothers

jogsnow~~then at my elbow, and calls for paper and pen . . . Father

and I are going to have a Cattle 'SKow Wednesday. School masters and

Monkeys half price. I guess you had better "come down." They've ap-

pointed you joint committee on the "Beast with the seven horns." If

time, and ability fail you, they'll omit the remaining horn. There's an

old hand they call "Revelation." I dare say he will give you a lift! Bow-

doin is pretty well, except now and on ailing, he may hold on a good

while yet, you know that life is unsartin! ...

That Miss Field may abstain from Meadow, nor ever be found of

Groves, is the prayer of your anxious friend.

"Serve God, and fear the King"! Exit Sue.'!!
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SUNDERLAND, OCTOBER 29. W. Austin Dickinson writes to Susan
Gilbert:
And now the ninth chesnut is coursing through my system, aiding in

its  small  degree  to  repair  that  loss  to  which  our  natures  are  con-

stantly . . . it must have been a pleasant sight to the all seeing Spirits, that

hover about us, to witness two beings, for nine consecutive evenings, at

the first stroke of the vesper bell—as of one accord, drawing from their

a,   pockets,   each   a   chesnut,   and   eating   to   the   others   health—

AMHERST, OCTOBER go, WEDNESDAY. J. W. Boydeil's minutes. Agri-
cultural Society:
The morning broke in splendor. The booming of Artillery announced

the advent of the Farmer's holiday [I;irst Annual Cattle Show~\ . . .
Winding over hill and dale, came long strings of cattle and files of low-

ing cows, blarting calves, squealing pigs, bieating sheep, roaring Bulls

and neighing horses. The public square was dotted with such outsiders,

as Oyster-Booths, Auction-stands, gingerbread and cider carts . . . At

noon, the Artillery Company escorted a long and respectable procession

to the Church [to hear an address by Professor Fowler] . . . The dinner

was capital. Four long tables were covered with savory viands and lined

with hungry faces. The presence of many ladies gave new interest to

the occasion . . . The clatter of knives and forks succeeded Rev. Mr.

Colton's invocation of God's blessing . ..

Zebina Montague writes his committee's report on swine: The Committee

paid a visit to two fine specimens of female swine reclining in true

matronly dignity amid their works of litter-ature to the amount each

of several volumes of "Royal Octavo" all in good substantial binding

with illustrations and embellishments to match.

NOVEMBER g, SABBATH. By profession Lavinia Dickinson is admitted
to the First Church of Christ.
/SUNDERLAND, NOVEMBER 9. W. Austin Dickinson writes his ioth
letter to Susan Gilbert:
Of a dozen compositions a week to decipher and correct—of an hour

or two a day spent in declamation—of a colloquy on my hands to pre-

pare for exhibition—of all the hard sums brought to me for solution—

of the time_occugiecLwith schoiarsuaJMLothers, who call at my room to

interrogate me on literary and scientific points—of my being a whig

and having to appear in the bar-room every day or two to answer to the

Free Sailers for all the sins of omission as well as commission, of the

whole whig party—

Just think of these and a thousand nameless little things which con-
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spire to fill up the out-of-school hours . . . But three weeks more and

I am returned to my fathers house— Three weeks to night and another

of those,..gl.addest, those saddest of all ihe'(lays'oftheJear to me— An-

other Thanksgiving is over—

AMHERST, NOVEMBER ii. Mrs. Boltwood writes to her son Lucius, at
Boston:
Town meeting is over. The whiggs have had a squally time. Poor

Joseph Colton is dreadfully disappointed. Prof. Fowler is elected our

Representative . . . The whiggs had a noisy, disgraceful meeting. Austin

Dick. came here in the eve and asked Mr. Sawyer to go down. When

he returned he told me it \is~\ a disgrace to the town there was so much

of a factious spirit among them . . . I feel rather sorry for Colton for

he is clever, and Fowler is pro Slavery up to the full circle.

WENHAM, NOVEMBER 18. Jeremiah Taylor writes to Lucius M. Bolt-
wood: What a powerful work of grace has been done in Amherst during

the past year; to hear of such men as E. Dickinson, W" Cutler etc. coming

over on the Lord's side, made my heart glad as nothing else could.

AMHERST, NOVEMBER 26, TUESDAY EVENING. ED attends the ex-
hibition of the Eclectic Society, whose program includes orations by
Franklin P. Chapin ("The Past") and by John E. Sanford ("Aaron Burr"),
concluding with a colloquy, "Witchcraft in the Nineteenth Century."
At home ED notes her comment on the program: "Pleasant but mourn-

ful to the Soul—" {She adds a fuller report of the evening:} Vinnie fe I

sat together, Mr. Chapin her escort, Mr & Mrs Snell, mine. This night is

long to be remembered. New things have happened. "The crooked is

made straight." I am confided in by one—and despised by an other! and

another still!

NOVEMBER 28, THANKSGIVING. Austin Dickinson to Susan Gilbert,
Nov. 21? 1851:
I wish I could look forward to as pleasant an evening as I passed

last year— I never passed a pleasanter— I very well remember what a

fulness &: inward satisfaction I experienced when I heard the girls pro-

poseJOJisk your family intoJtHe~Srcle 'wfficITKaiJTor''twoorthrie~years

been gradually forming— I had all day wanted to do it myself—but was

a little~deKcate about it—too modest to advocate it—though when pro-

posed I should have urged it with all my might—if I had seen it most

likely to be favorably considered. I remember too. Father's going after

you—and you coming, and that I merely wished you good evening &:

engaged in a protracted conversation with Mrs Sweetser—you know the

rest—including the lantern—
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DECEMBER 6. In the Express:

DEATH OF TUTOR HUMPHREY.—Leonard Humphrey, A.M., Tutor in

Amherst College, died very suddenly in North Weymouth, at the resi-

dence of his father, on Saturday last, after an illness of ten hours, in the

2'7th year of his age. He left town on Wednesday of last week, in his

usual health, but was taken on Saturday with a severe pain in his head,

and died in a few hours, of congestion of the brain.

DECEMBER 9. W. C. Fowler writes to his daughter Emily, at New York:
You must have heard of Tutor Humphreys death, of the inflammation

of the brain. He is supposed to have injured himself by late hours of

study.

NEW YORK CITY, DECEMBER io (ED'S zoth birthday). Elisabeth
Dickinson writes a rhymed letter (m ;o stanzas) to her nephew Austin:
42. I've heard from you this very eve,

How you are sick—without your leave—

Face-ache's a dull, unpleasant thing,

I hope short time 'twill to you cling.

43. Give many thanks to Brother E,

For all his kindness done to me.

My love to all the family—

Your Mother, Vinnie—Emily . ..

47- Tell Emily, she's in my debt,

The which I hope she'll not forget ...
AMHERST, DECEMBER ii, WEDNESDAY. W. Austin Dickinson writes
to Susan Gilbert:
. . . the fact is, Sue, that from the day Vinnie left me, down to the

very close of my school, excepting a few minutes at the dinner and sup-

per table, I was at work on some of my scholars all the while from

eight o'clock in the morning till twelve to one at night . . . -i-o be sure,

-.                       t               .1                 t           1
if I had supposed a crisis in our sentiments towards eacn. otaer naa ar-

rived, I should have staked the place which I flattered myself I held in

your regard, for no consideration— But in the full belief that we were

moving on understandingly— No~,_ndelitandin~~or~J__f~-d,

anddon't Mow~ui~rwe-under&tand...one another, but in the same pleas-

ant, though somewhat indefinite way—and ambitious to make the most

of my school, I devoted myself wholly to that to the exclusion of every-

1 thing else— ...

My last week's indisposition, and consequent seclusion brought back

to me my old companion Reflection—whose presence had not obscured

i           I      ,--------·--··           •»•
the brightness of my course for ten weeks— He yet tarries with me—

and his children. The Blues—who ever accompany their Father, frisk

about me—~fo'my exceeding discomfort and gloom . . . While in Sunder-

land, my mind was engrossed in matters of business, exciting and agreea-

ble nature, and to be at once transferred from scenes of activity and

health and enjoyment, to the lonely, cold, dark, dismal, north room,

whose four blank, meaningless walls have shut me from the world for

the most of the last eight days, with memory, officious to remind of all

done amiss in the Past—with Imagination, ready to predict the Future—

and severe Physical Pain to render tedious the Present . . . It is a sueer 

?" thing in you Sue, that the undercurrent of your feelings so clearly a;~444
{_  cernible  in  all  your  notes,  is  never  apparent  in  your  conversation—

DECEMBER 16. The Republican reviews Reveries of a Bachelor, or a

Book of the Heart, by lk Marvel (Donald Grant Mitchell): This is a book

most heartily to be beloved, or most contemptuously to be despised; a

book with which many hearts will link themselves in sweetest sympathy,

and which many hearts will regard as worth just its amount of blank

paper ...

DECEMBER 24? TUESDAY NOON. ED sends a message to Susan Gil- \
bert:
Were it not for the weather Susie, my little, unwelcome face would

come peering in today-— I should steal a kiss from the sister [Martha]--
the darling Rover returned— Thank the wintry wind my dear one, that

spares such daring intrusion! Dear Susie—happy Susie, I rejoice in all

your joy—sustained by that dear Sister you will never again be lonely.

Dont forget all the little friends who have tried so hard to be sisters,

when indeed you were alone!

You do not hear the wind blow on this inclement day, when the {
world is shrugging its shoulders; your little "Columbarium is lined with i
warmth, and softness," there is no "silence" there, so you differ from

bonnie "Alice." * I miss one angel face in the little world of sisters—

dear Mary—sainted Mary-

us, we shall return to her!
I

• Remember lonely one, tho'she comes not to\
DECEMBER 31, TUESDAY EVENING. ED Writes tO Abidh Root:
I write Abiah tonight, because it. is cool and quiet, and I can forget

the toil and care of the feverish day, and then I am selfish too, because

I am feeling lonely; some of my friends are gone, and some of my friends

are sleeping—sleeping the churchyard sleep—the hour of evening is

sad—it was once my study hour—my master has gone to rest, and the

*ln Henry Wadsworth Longfellow's Kavanagh.
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open leaf of the book, and the scholar at school alone, make the tears

come, and I cannot brush them away; I would not if I could, for they

are the only tribute I can pay the departed Humphrey.

You have stood by the grave before; I have walked there sweet sum-

mer evenings and read the names on the stones, and wondered who

would come and give me the same memorial; but I never have laid my

friends there, and forget that they too must die; this is my first affliction,

and indeed 'tis hard to bear it . . . How precious the grave, Abiah, when

aught that we love is laid there, and affection would fain go too, if that the

lost were lonely! I will not try to say any more—my rebellious thoughts

are many, and the friend I love and trust in has much now to forgive.

I wish I were somebody else— I would pray the prayer of the "Pharisee,"

but I am a poor little "Publican." "Son of David," look down on me!

. . . It is not enough, now and then, at long and uncertain intervals to

hear you're alive and well. I do not care for the body, I love the timid

soul, the blushing, shrinking soul; it hides, for it is afraid, and the bold,

obtrusive body— Pray, marm, did you call me? We are very small, Abiah

—1 think we grow still smaller—this tiny, insect life the portal to an-

other; it seems strange—strange indeed. I'm afraid we are all unworthy,

yet we shall "enter in." I can think of no other way than for you, my

dear girl, to come here—we are growing away from each other, and

talk even now like strangers. . . .

Abby has been to see you, and you had the happiest time. I know

how you talked, and walked, and I saw the weary eyelids, drooping,

fainting, falling. Oh you are both asleep, and your hand is fast in Abby's.

I stand by the fond young bedside, and think of "Babes in the Wood"

—large babes—the ones we hear of were small ones. I seem to myself a

robin covering you with leaves—the Babies we were are buried, and

their shadows are plodding on. Abby is better now—she has just made

another visit—a kind of friendly tour among her kith and kin. She

seems better in mind and body—by which I mean stronger physically,

and more cheerful in mind. I wonder that Abby*s headaches do not de-

press her more—she endures and bears like a martyr. I see but little of

Abby—she cannot come to see me, and I walk so far not often—and

perhaps it's all right and best. Our lots fall in different places; may hap

we might disagree. We take different views of life—our thoughts would

not dwell together as they used to when we were young—how long ago

that seems I She is more of a woman than I am, for I love so to be a

child—Abby is holier than me—she does more good in her lifetime

than ever I shall in mine—she goes among the poor, she shuts the eye

of the dying—she will be had in memorial when I am gone and for-

gotten . . . The shore is safer, Abiah, but I love to buffet the sea— I can
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count the bitter wrecks here in these pleasant waters, and hear the mur-

muring winds, but oh, I love the danger! You are learning control and

firmness. Christ Jesus will love you more. I'm afraid he dont love me

any!
This' year? ED reads her father's copy of Thaddeus of Warsaw, by Jane
Porter, New York, 1820; marks on p. 42: "I feel as if love sat upon my

heart, and flapped it with his wings." {And on p. 189:} "Frightened love,

like a wild beast, shakes the wood in which it hides."

ED sends her cousin William Cowper Dickinson a rhyme illustrated with
printed pictures cut out and pasted between the lines:
Life is but a Strife—

T'is a bubble—

T'is a dream—

And man is but a little boat
Which paddles down the stream.
1851

AMHERST, JANUARY i (Edward Dickinsotl's 48th birthday). Lavinia
Dickinson writes in her diary (a New Year's gift from Jane Hitchcock):
Treachery marks the first day of the new year. E[liza] Coleman left here

this morning EEliza Coleman leaves behind her copy of Ion, by Thomas
Noon Talfourd, New York, 1846.}
JANUARY 2. The Hadley cousin [ThanFtful Smith] visit is over & gone

JANUARY ~. Gave up Coffee this morning. Called at Mrs. Merrill's.

Messrs Bowdoin & Howl[<md] spent the evening.

JANUARY 9. Monson friends came. Susan Gilbert came.

JANUARY 12. SABBATH. Prof Haven preached in the afternoon, Mr

Colton in the morning. Resigned my Sabbath class.

JANUARY 14. Spent the evening at Jennie [Hitchcock]s. Saw the little

Haven's, Spoke with Prof Haven, came home with Mr Howl— &; Jennie,

Clouded look ominous. We must go.

JANUARY 15. Wrote to Eliza Coleman. Went to ride with Mr Chapin, I

reverance him no longer

JANUARY 17. In the Hampshire and Franklin Express: PRESENT WORTH

HAVING.—Rev. Charles Wadsworth, pastor of the Arch-street Presbyterian

Church Philadelphia, was waited upon by a party of gentlemen on New

Year's day, who presented him with an elegant casket, filled to the brim

with five dollar gold pieces!

JANUARY 18. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Rode with Austin, walked with

Jennie, Finished Adirondack \by Headley}.
Susan Gilbert writes to her brother Dwight: Oh Dwight, I am out of my

minority and like all heiresses I am looking about for my dowry— I shall

have to adopt some of Mat's sagacity, and examine into the matter—

however, I have a secret conviction that any investigations on the subject

would rather mortify, than enrich me, and I had best keep still . . .  „

JANUARY 21. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Received my usual magazine

{Harper's New Monthly Magazine}. Attended Jennies party, came home

with Salter Storrs, Walked with Jennie in the morning
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JANUARY 23. Emily Fowler spent the morning here. Austin has gone to

Greenfield [to hear Choate argue the Pingree case'].
JANUARY 24. Austin Dickinson to Susan Gilbert, Oct 21:
. . . some poetry written some especially for our last winter's oyster

supper at Mrs Jones'— How many, many things the mention of this sup-

per suggests!—the series of adventures with the child—the trial—the

Greenfield visit, returned from that evening, the little girls telling Mary

Warner that "Miss Sue had gone to Greenfield with Mr Austin Dickin-

son" . . . Mat's return—my dread of her at first— They are endless . . .

JANUARY 25. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: The Misses Hyde on— Sent a

letter to M[ary] Bouton. John Sanford called, burnt his letter. Walked

with Sue Gilbert, called at Emilie Fowlers.

JANUARY 28. Received a letter from E. Coleman. Finished the life of

Schiller, Commenced the Caxtons. TwoSouth-Hadley girls called, called

at Messrs Cutlers & Smith's.

JANUARY go? Thursday morning. ED sends a note to Emily Fowler,
carried by Lavinia:
I'm so afraid you'll forget me dear Emily—through these cold winter

days when I cannot come to see you, that I cannot forbear writing the

least little bit of a note, to put you in mind of me; perhaps it will make

you laugh, it may be foolish in me, but I love you so well sometimes, not

that I do not always, but more dearly sometimes, and with such a desire

to see you, that I find myself addressing you almost ere I'm aware. When

I am as old as you and have had so many friends, perhaps they wont seem

so precious, and then I shant write any more little "billet doux" like

these, but you will forgive me now, because I cant find many so dear to

me as you—then I know I cant have you always—some day a "brave

dragoon" will be stealing you away and I will have farther to go to dis-

cover you at all . . .
JANUARY 31. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Received a letterJErom W
Dickinson, Revealed a. Secret! Spent an hour with~Jennie. Tutors Ed-

wards &Saiter Storrscallecrm eve— Father was at home

FEBRUARY 2, SABBATH. Did not go to church in the morning. Dr. Hitch-

cock preached, Mr Colton preached in the afternoon. Finished Pilgrims
Progress.
FEBRUARY g. Caroline] and A{bbie~] Haskell called. Wrote to Willie

Dickinson. Walked down to Mr Cooleys. Saw Jennie a moment. Fire.

Fire! {at the hat and shoe store of F. Kingman] Called at Dr Brewsters
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FEBRUARY 4. Refused an invitation to ride in a vehicle drawn by six

horses. Attended the Lyceum. [Dr. Hitchcock gives some account of his
late tour in Europe} Went to walk. Called at Prof Warners.

FEBRUARY i) {A friend (Jane Hitchcock?) writes the entry:] At Vinnie

Dickinson's. Tutor Howland here—after "Facultie Meetin"—Senior San-

ford  {Lavinia resumes:} Wayfaring[?] man dined with us. Had a bad

time. Called with Jennie at Mrs Carew[?] Wrote to Jane Humphrey.

FEBRUARY 6. Spent the afternoon &: evening at Jane's, went to meeting

at chapel. Called at John Sanford's room, John & Jane came home with

me. Had funny time. Called at Mrs Adams & Haskells, "oh where these

next be found?"

FEBRUARY <]. Finished Jane Humphreys letter, Emeline Kellogg called.

Went to walk with Mr Spencer &: Mary W[arner]. Met Jane 8c Mary

[Hitchcock] bound for a visit. Read this eve. Feel very well.

FEBRUARY 8. Mr Howland called & annoyed me. Walked with Jennie,

outwitted Mary Warner. Called on Messrs Brewsters &: Linnells, met

there flock of students at door.

FEB.RUARY 11. Went to ride with Father. Abby Wood called &: Jennie,

Walked with Jennie, met John &: Stebbins, had funny time— Insulted

Tutor Edwards. Supper at Jennies  Attended the chapel meeting Dr

Woodbridge [?] preached.

FEBRUARY 13. Mr Burgess came home with me Went to church

meeting  Called at Messrs Snells Cooleys & Brewsters &: Jane's  Emily

Fowler, the Gilberts & Howland called while gone. Salter Storrs called in

the Eve. I read his letters but ought not to. Attended a party at Prof

Warners.

FEBRUARY 14. Read some in "Woman in America" [Her Work and I

Her Reward, by Maria J. M'intosh—a book borrowed from Austin} Salter (

Storrs called to return my letters this morning, being somewhat discon-  i
tented] . . . Received a letter from Aunt Lizzie.                    ...„„—-J
ED sends a lamp-mat and valentine to Elbridge Bowdoin:
I weave for the Lamp of Evening—but fairer colors than mine are

twined while stars are shining. I know of a shuttle swift—1 know of a

fairy gift—mat for the "Lamp of Life"—the little Bachelor's wife!      __

Austin Dickinson receives an anonymous valentine (from Susan Gilbert):
To me through every season dearest,

In every scene—by day, by night—-
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Thou present to my mind appearest

A quenchless star forever bright,

My solitary, sole delight—

Alone—in grove—by shore—at sea

I think of thee—

P.S.We are most out of chestnuts—

FEBRUARY 16, SABBATH. Lavinia Dickirlsotl's diary: Attended church

all day & evening.   Mr Colton preached in the morning  Mr Butler a

bible agent, afternoon Sc evening.

FEBRUARY iy. Walked with Jennie, beautiful day, met every body out.

Received a valentine from John Thompson. Cousin Harriet [Montague]
spent the evening here.

FEBRUARY ig. Attended meetings, both afternoon fe evening called at

Cousin Harriets & Sues. Tutor Howland called in the evening. Old ladies

flocked from far &: near to our house this afternoon.

FEBRUARY 20. Rainy day. Mr Chapin spent the afternoon, towards

evening called with Emilie at Dr Brewsters 8e Jennies, met students com-

ing home. Commenced Reveries of Bachelor

FEBRUARY 28. Beautiful day! Learned a new song this morning. En-

tertained Henry Nash at noon. Sue G. Jane fe Frances Emerson called.

Went to walk, called at Messrs H. &: W's. Old Chapin called. Finished

Bachelors Reveries. Received two valentines &; my usual magazine [March
number of Harper's]

FEBRUARY 25. Walked

called . . . Attended the

lectured [on "The Law"].
with Austin in the morning. Emilie Fowler

Lyceum in the evening Mr {George T.] Davis

After wards, Mr Davis &: Emilie Fowler called!

FEBRUARY 26. Miflutes of the Faculty of Amherst College: Voted—

that Mr. W. C. Dickinson be invited to come as tutor at the beginning

of the next term.

FEBRUARY 87. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Staid at home all the after-

noon. Before tea, called at the Kelloggs, In the evening called with Austin

& Emilie at Emilie Fowlers &: Mr Willie Cutlers, Dreadful!

FEBRUARY 28 (Lavinia Dickinson's i8th birthday). Went to preparatory

lecture. Went shopping with Jennie Susan G. & Martha. Mary Warner

& H. Emerson called. The Tutors spent the Eve. here. Chapin called!

I am 18 years old to day, rather old girl.

MARCH i. Went to walk with Mr Spencer. Misses Root fe Fowler, Anna

Fenn, Mrs Cutler called. Also Storrs & Sister, George Howland supped
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here. Tutor Howland called in the Evening, Lent me "French Revolu-

tion  ...
MARCH 2, SABBATH. Attended church all day & evening. Mr Colton

preached, The Lords Supper was celebrated in the afternoon. All the

people remained. The Howlands called in the evening. Father refused

to allow me to go to Monson

MARCH 3. George Howland called to say good bye, Jennie came. After

tea Tutor Howland called. Walked &: procured my "dram," called at

Mrs Nashes. Spent the evening at William Cutlers with a small com-

pany, Pres. Hitchcock gave the lyceum lecture [continuing remarks on his
European tour].
MARCH 4. Walked down to Mill with Jennie. Tutor Howland called

after tea, told of Monson people. Spent the evening at Priest Coltons on

account of Mr Cooke, wife & sisters, then called at Janes, met Burgess,

John &: Howland there.

MARCH g. Warm fe spring like, beautiful. Attended meeting, made some

calls, went to see John at his room, Chapin called & interrupted my writ-

ing to Joseph [Lyman]. Emilie &: Austin were from home

MARCH 6. Rode to Hadley Northamton with Austin, Called at Messrs

Ayres & Tyiers . . . Emily Fowler spent the forenoon here.

MARCH io. George Howland dined here, Sarah Ferry & the two Linnells

called in afternoon. Also Jane. Walked with Jennie. Storrs spent the

evening. Wrote to Emilie Norcross in great confusion[e]

NORTH HADLEY, MARCH io. W. H. Beaman's diary: E. Dickinson

Esq. speaks on Temperance, good meeting.

AMHERST, MARCH ii. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Washing day. The

Gilberts called in the morning. Elisabeth Tyier dined & spent the after-

noon here . . . Called at office. Father arrived suddenly from Spring-

field. Attended Dr Hitchcocks lecture [<m his European four] had a nice

time with the girls, on rather a crowded seat.

MARCH if. Sent a letter to Joseph. Snow Storm. Sewed & practiced all

day. Called at Jennies & Dr Brewsters, Supped at the last place. Spent

the evening reading letters, Austin was cross. I cried a good deal.

MARCH 19. Attended meeting, made some calls. Commenced David
Copperfield . . .
MARCH 21. Father came home. The reading circle commenced this eve-

ning. No letters! Willie Haskell'came to hear me sing. Jennie Humphrey

has come.
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MARCH 22. Received my magazine [Harper's for April]. Joseph has

come, John Sanford . . . Austin & Joseph went to ride. Made some calls,

Met everybody in street. F. Emerson invited Jennie &: me to eat maple

Sugar

MARCH 23, SABBATH. Attended church all day, Mr Colton preached

in the morning, Tutor Edwards in the afternoon. Slept secretly.

MARCH 24- Walked with Jennie, met Austin &: Joseph riding. Tutors

Edwards fc Howland called, Joseph &: Emilie went to walk

MARCH 2 g. Feel [ ? ]&: unhappy. Jennie Humphrey called in the morn-

ing. Went Sugaring in the afternoon, with a large company. A Storm
arose in the house.

MARCH 26. Letter from E. Coleman. Walked with Joseph. Now he is

gone! Attended meeting, made calls, visited John Sanford, met Storrs

there. Had maple Sugar. Joseph has gone, two years is a long time!

MARCH 27- Went Sugaring with E. Tyier & Mr Twombly. Misses Gil-

bert, Hitchcock & Emerson called. Mr. Bowdoin, Thompson took sup-

per here. Father is — Wanted to hear Mr Beecher.
MARCH g i. Found a note for me in Austins pocket! Wrote a note to

yoseph. Talked with John fe Jane at her house & ate Sugar. Emilie Fowler

& Mr Boltwood came ...
APRIL 3. Parents gone to Monson, Jennie called. Sawyer spent the

morning . . . the Misses Gilbert, Howland &: Bowdoin spent the evening

here. Funny times, these!

APRIL 4. Gave Tutor Edwards, flowers. Emilie Fowler spent the morn-

ing here. Bought a collar, made cake. Walked with Jennie, Parents re-

turned. Called at Mr Nashes, with John Sanford.

APRIL g .Went to Northamton with Father, bought a riding dress 8: some

envelopes. Met Twombly. Had nice walk with Lizzie {Baker~\. G. How-

land called, afternoon, Boston people {including Mrs. Lavinia Norcross]
arrived. Received letter from H. Billings.
APRIL l. Father is gone to Boston— Walked with Aunt Lavinia . . •
Jane 8c Howland supped here. Sawyer, Howland, Misses Fowler 8e Gould

spent evening. Had gay times.
APRIL 8. Called at Mr Sweetsers. Howland called in morning. Tutor

Howland in evening. Boston people departed. Rode in carriage, to hear

MrHammonds lecture to the brethren in the rain— John escorted me to

carriage.
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APRIL it). G. Howland dined here. Went to \!Spring~ Exhibition with

him. Sat in gallery, good! Tutors Howland, Storrs & K-imball called a

moment...

APRIL 16 (Austin Dickinson's 22nd birthday). Rainy day. Called

at Dr Brewsters & Mr Haskells, Susan Gilbert called. Sewed & read in

afternoon. Blue! G. Howland called.

APRIL 18. Father gone to Boston— Finished "David Copperfield"  Tu-

tor Howland called . . . Commenced German Story

APRIL 19. From the Express, Apr. zj:
[Deaths] In this town, on Saturday, April igth, Abby Ann Haskell,

aged 19 years. A lovely spirit, of rare excellence, has passed from the

earth, in the death of this young lady. It seems dark and mysterious, that

one so well fitted to be useful and to make others happy, should thus

early be taken away from the scenes of life . . . It was during the late

interesting revival in this place, that she gave her heart to the Saviour,

as she hoped, and shortly after made a public profession of her faith . . .

With entire composure, and a cheerful resignation, she watched the fatal

ravages that disease was making in her system. No word of complaint

ever passed her lips . . .

Lavinia Dickinson's diary: H. Nash asked me to ride some time. Poor

Abby is dead. Frances Emerson & Tutor Howland called. Walked with

Susan Gilbert. Expected E. Tyier, was disappointed. Felt very Sad.
APRIL 20, SABBATH. Rainy day. Did not attend church. Tutor How-

land & Mr Adams called. Read "Literary- attractions of the Bible."

APRIL 83. Attended Abby Haskells funeral. Attended evening meeting.

John Sanford spent evening ...
APRIL a6. Purchased pretty slippers. Misses Wood & Colton called.

Studied none this week. Miss Leonard sewed in morning. Mrs W. Cutler

called. Received my magazine [Harper's for May} & note. Walked with

Emmy K— ...

APRIL ay, SABBATH. L. M. Boltwood to his father, Apr. 28: Mr Colton

preached all day yesterday. I dont know much about Parish matters. I

should think that Mr C" situation must be any think but pleasant.

APRIL 29. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Walked with Spencer. Washing

day. Worked hard. M. Gilbert, Jane &: Mary & Bowdoin called. Feel

cross. Father gave me one dollar, took [   ?   ] raggs.
APRIL go. Sewed &: ironed all day. Mother is sick. Raining merrily. Feel

Bluel Blue!
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MAY g. Refused to ride with Clarkel Made Pies. Susan & Tutor Howland

called. Mr Colton also. Called at Janes, Dr Gridleys & Smiths with

Flowers ...

MAY f). Rainy day. Sewed, Finished riding habit, now ready for invita-

tions! House keeping is wearisome.

MAY 6 (2)rd anniversary of Edward and Emily Dickinson's marriage).
Letter from E. Coleman. The Emersons, Susan Gilbert, Howland called,

very kind— Received flowers . . . Howland spent evening . . .

MAY y. Austin &: Howland went trouting, H

soent evening- . . .

supped here. Bowdoin

MAY 8. Howland & Emeline called, refused invitation to attend concert

at Northamton. Walked with Emilie. Jennie & John came in evening.

MAY 9- An announcement in the Express: A GRAND MUSICAL OLIO will

be given at Howe's Hall, on Thursday evening next, by the celebrated

Musicians, the Kendall's, in connection with Mr. Hayter, the distin-

guished Pianist, and Mr. Joseph Proctor, the Tragedian, who will appear

in appropriate Dramatic Selections in Costume . . .
MAY 18. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Tutor Dickinson supped here . . .

Bowdoin came for flowers, Called on Sick Billings.

MAY 13. Fathers gone to Boston . . . The Gilberts & Emeline called.

Had terrific Shower . . .

William Seymour Tyler writes to his father:
It has been vacation, since I wrote you last. And vacation in Amherst,

is a dull time. There has been more stir this spring however, than there

has been for many a year. Buildings put up or repaired—a new hotel

opening, & the old one made almost as good as new—real estate changing

hands, &c. It seems as if old Amherst were awaking out of a long sleep.

How long it will last, I cannot tell. And it is questionable, whether all

our improvements will improve the morals of the community. Both

hotels, I fear, will be groggeries in disguise. Drinking increases in the

community at a fearful rate. And College feels the effect. We had an

unusual amount of carousing in College last Term. I came down upon

it in a sermon on Fast day [Albril io\ . . .
MAY 15. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Sunderland Aunts dined here.

Walked with Howland, Displeased Mother thereby. Attended Kendall

Pr\ninr+ w;th AiTct;n ft* k'm;l;P
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MAY 16- Father returned. Mrs. S. Mack, Mr & Mrs Haven, S. Storrs,

s. Smith called. Maria Norcross is rfcad. Called at Fowlers Hitch\cocks'],
at Snells with John & Jane, home with John

A news item in the Express: Dr. J. G. Holland, for the last two years

associate editor of the Springfield Republican has become interested as a

proprietor of the establishment.

MAY fJ. LaviniaDickinson's diary: Howland &: Jane called. Austin

gone to Maria's funeral. Mother displeased again. Visited Sick Billings.

Not happy.

MAY 18, SABBATH. Attended church, all day &: evening. Mr Colton

preached about "doing good." William Dickinson called in evening

MAY 22. From the Hampshire Gazette, May 21. At a meeting of the
Hampshire Temperance Union:
Hon. Edward Dickinson said that he could do little else than repeat

what he had stated at the February meeting . . . The provisions of the

law against the sale of Intoxicating liquors were to be carried into rigid

execution at the expense of the town. Outwardly every thing looked

well for the cause; but there was an under current of mischief at work.

He had lately seen cases of intoxication, produced by liquor, obtained

secretly in the night. There was a person, of different names, and chang-

ing pretensions, and varying occupations, who had for some time been

in the habit of itinerating about in the night, with intoxicating drinks

and peddling them out under cover, of darkness . . . Mr. D. thought

that no amount of money or of effort should be spared to hunt out and

punish such offenders. The public sentiment of Amherst was sound . . .

There was no Temperance Society here—none was needed—for the

people had resolved themselves into a Committee of the Whole. They

only wanted to be armed with the power of search . . .

MAY 24. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Refused to walk with tutors. Parent

Storrs & Son, the Howlands, Dickinson &: Martha G. called. Received

bonnet from D. Austin to Boston, Planted seeds ...

MAY 2 9. Jane gone to Worcester, (no, no) Austin returned . . . Shopped

i.  Went   to   Northamton   shopping,   A.   Tyier   spent   day   here.
i 8c Stewart called, E. Kellogg. Attended reading club in evening,

by H—

MAY go

Rnur~n;n

Esrorl-w

MAY g]

BrF~WtPI

;.  Refused walk with H.  Rode with  Austin.  Called upon  Misses

[•  &  E.   Fowler.   Received   Music   &:   Magazine    [Harper's   for   June}
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JUNE i, SABBATH.A Mr Holt preached in morning, Mr Ober in after-

noon, both dry & stale, did not attend evening meeting.

JUNE 2. Misses Tyier &: Warner, Messrs Root, Sanford, Boltwood &:

tutors called. Walked with Rowland, Feel unhappy! Oh! dear.

JUNE 3. The Misses Haskell called. Also Bowdoin. Attended Reading

Society, Enjoyed the evening much. Howland escorted me home.

FITCHBURG, JUNE 4. Benjamin Franklin Newton marries  Sarah
Warner Rugg, of Lancaster.
AMHERST, JUNE F;· aviniaDickinsorl's diary: Went toHolyokewitha

'     "                      o                     .                                                                           •'                  ~'•w.•~.~~-J•~.
party—namely Messrs B, H, &: D, Miss G, F, WJEmilie & S,)Rather a

pleasant time on the whole. Wrote to E[liza] C\olemQ'n\~
JUNE 7· Rainy day. Howland called, Austin gone to teach in Boston,

Tutors called to take leave of him.

JUNE 8, SABBATH EVENING. ED writes to her brother:
Our state is pretty comfortable, and our feelings are somewhat solemn
which we account for satisfactorily by calling to mind the fact that it is the

"Sabbath Day." Whether a certain passenger in a certain yesterday's

stage has any sombre effect on our once merry household, or the reverse

"I dinna choose to tell," but be the case as it may, we are rather a crest-

fallen company, to make the best of us, and what with the sighing wind,

the sobbing rain, and the whining of nature generally, we can hardly

contain ourselves . . .

We are enjoying this evening what is called a "northeast storm"—a

little north of east, in case you are pretty definite. Father thinks "It's

amazin raw," and I'm half disposed to think that he's in the right about

it, tho' I keep pretty dark and dont say much about iti Vinnie is at the

instrument, humming a pensive air concerning a young lady who thought

she was "almost there." Vinnie seems much grieved, and I really suppose

I ought to betake myself to weeping; I'm pretty sure that I shall if she

dont abate her singing.

Father's just got home from meeting and Mr Boltwood's, found the

last quite comfortable and the first not quite so well.

Mother is warming her feet which she assures me confidently are "just

as cold as ice." . . . Father is reading the Bible—1 take it for consola-
tion, judging from outward things . . . Tutor Howland was here as
usual, during the afternoon—after tea I went to see Sue—had a nice

little visit with her—then went to see Emily Fowler, and arrived home

at g—found Father in great agitation at my protracted stay—and mother

and Vinnie in tears, for fear that he would kill me . . .
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I shall think of you tomorrow with four and twenty Irish bovs__all

in a row. I miss you very much—1 put on my bonnet tonight, opened

the gate very desperately, and for a little while the suspense was ter-

rible— I think I was held in check by some invisible agent, for I re-

turned to the house without having done any harm!

If I had'nt been afraid that you would "poke fun" at my feelings, I

had written a sincere letter, but since the "world is hollow, and dollie

is stuffed with sawdust," I really do not think we had better expose our

feelings.

A cartoon from Punch in the June issue of Harper's New Monthly

Magazine:

TIRED OF THE WORLD.

[see text for illustration 201]

JUNE io. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Howland called, attended reading

society. Did not enjoy it at all, Howland came home with me.
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JUNE ig. Emilie Fowler spent morning reading Shakespeare here. Rode
with the Hitchcocks . . .

JUNE 15, SABBATH EVENING. ED writes to her brother:
. . . I am glad you are not delighted. I would not that foreign places

should wear the smile of home. We are quite alarmed for the boys, hope

you wont kill or pack away any of em, so near Dr. Webster's bones t'ant

strange you have had temptations! . . . Wont you please to state the

name of the boy that turned the faintest, as I like to get such facts to

set down in my journal, also anything else that's startling which you may

chance to know— I don't think deaths or murders can ever come amiss

in a young woman's journal . . . I miss "my department" mornings—

I lay it quite to heart that I've no one to wake up. Your room looks lonely

enough— I do not love to go in there—whenever I pass thro' I find I

'gin to whistle, as we read that little boys are wont to do in the grave-

yard ...

You importune me for news, I am very sorry to say "Vanity of vani-

ties" there's no such thing as news—it is almost time for the cholera, and

then things will take a starti

We have had a man to take tea, a Mr Marsh by name—he went to

school with Father. I think him a "man of cares" tho' I know nothing

concerning him . . . I reserve the close for bad news—we cant come to

hear Jennie \Lind\—we are coming, but cant now . . . We shall come

before long, when we are all prepared—"two monuments of the past"

would make quite a stir in Boston]

JUNE 16. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Father slightly ill, trimmed Dr.

Brewster, Called at Mr Adams fe Mr Spencer.

JUNE 17. Came home with John S\anford]. Grandmother 8e Aunt ar-

rived, Howland &: George Sanford called. Attended Prof Havens party,

dodged Chapin. Called at Janes.

In the Express, June 20: A mass meeting of the friends of the Amherst

and Belchertown Railroad was held in this town, at Sweetser's Hall, on

Tuesday, the 17th inst. {to accept the charter that had been obtained}.
It was called to order by Hon. Edward Dickinson, and Luke Sweetser,

Esq., was chosen chairman . . .

COME AT LAST.—A "Bloomer" appeared in our streets on Tuesday

last. The dress was very neat, and commended itself to general observa-

tion.

JUNE 22, SABBATH EVENING. ED writes to her brother:
Two weeks of your time are gone, I cant help wondering sometimes if

you would love to see us, and come to this still home— I can't help want-
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ing to see you now and then at times and my interviews with you at the

parn are frought with a saddened interest. I suppose I am a fool—you

always said I was one . . . Dont take too much encouragement, but

really I have the hope of becoming before you come quite an accounta-
ble being! . . . Our Reading Club still is, and becomes very pleasant

. . . A Senor Levee was held at Prof and Mrs Haven's on Tuesday of

last week . . . Vinnie played pretty well! There's another at the Presi-

dent's this next Friday evening. "Clarum et venerabile" Seniors! . . .

the folks all send their love. B.F.N. is married.
JUNE 24. Lavinia. Dickinson's diary: Rode with Father & Emilie The

Gilberts, Jane & the tutors called,  John invited me to attend Prof.

Havens lecture. Refused. Attended reading club

Lavinia to Austin Dickinson, June jo: Father took Emilie &: me to ride

Wednesday {Tuesday} morning & we climbed a mountain fe had quite

a romantic time, picked flowers, talked sentiment &c.

BOSTON, JUNE 24. Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gilberts
I have a sort of land of Canaan letter from Emily yesterday—but she wasi

too high up to give me any of the monuments on earth.               ""~

AMHERST, JUNE SQ, SABBATH AFTERNOON. ED writes to her brother:
. . . you say you dont comprehend me, you want a simpler style.

Gratitude indeed for all my fine philosophy! I strove to be exalted think-

ing I might reach you and while I pant and struggle and climb the

nearest cloud, you walk out very leisurely in your slippers from Empyrean,

and without the slightest notice request me to get down! . . . Your let-

ters are richest treats, send them always just such warm days—they are

worth a score of fans, and many refrigerators—the only "diffikilty" they

are so very queer, and laughing such hot weather is anything but amus-
ing. A little more of earnest, and a little less of jest until we are out oB

August, and then you may joke as freely as the Father of Rogues himself,

and we will banish care, and daily die a laughing! . . . the folks think

much about you, and are so afraid you'll get sick by being rash or im-

prudent—for our sakes Austin wont you try to be careful? I know my
sake a'nt much, but Vinnie's is considerable—it weighs a good many

pounds—when skin and bones may plead, I will become a persuasion . .
The railroad is a "workin" . . .

JUNE go, MONDAY. Lamnw Dickinson encloses a note with ED'S let-
ter: Emilie has fed you on air so long, that I think a little "sound com-

mon sense" perhaps wouldnt come amiss Plain english you know such

as Father likes.
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Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Mr Dubleday, E. Fowler, tutor Dickinson &

cousin Mrs Adams fc Master Howland called. Went to Hadley &

Nllorthampton] with cousin George Dickinson, he supped with me. Ohi

Lavinia to Austin Dickinson, July 6: I had a nice ride with cousin George

Dickinson, last Monday. I think you'd like him. He reminds me some of

you. Decidedly superior to most of our cousins, I assure you.

Citizens meet in Sweetser's Hall to complete organization of the Amherst
and Belchertown Railroad Corporation; Edward Dickinson is chosen to
head the board of directors.
CAMBRIDGE, JUNE go. Elisabeth Dickinson, visiting at the Bullards,
writes to her nephew, Austin Dickinson: Now it came to pass, that in an

adjacent city—there dwelt for a time—a fair Maiden—who was allied

to the tall youth—by kindred ties . . . If the tall youth, wishes to see

this fair maiden—ere she plumes herself, for her flight—she will be visible

at 24 Centre St. Cambridge—a short time—

AMHERST, JULY i. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Ohi I'm so lonely. Cousin
{George Dickinson} is gone. What a nice time I had yesterday! Howland.

& Cousin Zebina, &: Stebbins called. Called at Cousin Harriets, &: Storrs,

heard good news, Every sun shine hath its shade.

JULY 2. Went to college exhibition with John Sanford \who is appointed
Valedictorian for Commencement exercises}, Howland called. Did'nt at-

tend evening meeting. Wore new bonnet.
NORTHAMPTON, JULY 3 (Mrs. Emily Dickinson's q7th birthday). ED to
her brother, July 6:
I wanted to write you {Thursday}, the night of Jennie Lind, but

reaching home past midnight, and my room sometime after, encountering

several perils starting, and on the way, among which a kicking horse,
an inexperienced driver, a number of Jove's thunderbolts, and a very

terrible rain, are worthy to have record. All of us went—just four . . .

the concert commenced at eight, but knowing the world was hollow
we thought we'd start at six . . . About half thro' our journey thunder

was said to be heard, and a suspicious cloud came travelling up the sky

—what words express our horror when rain began to fall—in drops—

in sheets—cataracts—what fancy conceive of drippings and of drench-

ings which we met on the way—how the stage and its mourning captives

drew up at Warner's hotel—how all of us alighted, and were conducted

in, how the rain did not abate, how we walked in silence to the old

Edwards Church and took our seats in the same, how Jennie came out

like a child and sang and sang again, how boquets fell in showers, and

the roof was rent with applause—how it thundered outside, and inside

[image: image4.png]' 1851
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•with the thunder of God and of men—judge ye which was the loudest

_-how we all loved Jennie Lind, but not accustomed oft to her manner

of singing did'nt fancy that so well as we did her—no doubt it was very

fine—but take some notes from her "Echo"—the Bird sounds from the

"Bird Song" and some of her curious trills, and I'd rather have a

Yankee.

. . . Father sat all the evening looking mad, and silly, and yet so

much amused you would have died a laughing—when the performers

bowed, he said "Good evening Sir"—and when they retired, "very well—

{hat will do," it was'nt sarcasm exactly, nor it was'nt disdain, it was in-

finitely funnier than either of those virtues, as if old Abraham had come

to see the show, and thought it was all very well, but a little excess of

Monkey'.
From the Hampshire Gazette, July 8:
The spacious 'old church' was crowded with a brilliant audience . . .

There was but one draw .back, and that was the weather. About six o'clock

a storm commenced, and the rain fell copiously all the evening. This

rendered it unpleasant getting to and from the church, and the pattering

drops, marred, to some extent, the performances of the evening . . . The

first piece was a solo on the violin, by Mr. [Joseph] Burke .  .  .  [and a]

song by Belletti. Then came Jenny . . . in the first song—1 know that my

Redeemer liveth'—she did not seem to get that hold upon the audience

which was anticipated. But 'Casta Diva' was received with great applause

. . . The 'Bird Song'—a wild, bird-like melody, that nobody but Jenny

could sing—was loudly encored, as was also 'Home, Sweet Home' . . .

The Scotch Melody, 'Coming thro' the Rye,' and the 'Echo Song' . . .

closed the programme.

AMHERST, JULY g. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Heard from Austin Mr

Parsons, Cousin Zebina, Aunt Graves &: daughter called in morning,

Went to preparatory lecture. H— called & assisted in weeding.
JULY 6, SABBATH. Mr Stowe preached in morning, Mr Colton attended

communion Service in afternoon. Wore new bonnets to church, for the

first time.

ED writes to her brother:
I have just come in from Church very hot, and faded, having wit-

nessed a couple of Baptisms, three admissions to church, a Supper of

the Lord, and some minor transactions time fails me to record. Knowing

Rev A. M. Colton so thoroughly as you do, having received much benefit

from his past ministrations, and bearing the relation of "Lamb" unto his

fold, you will delight to know that he is well, and preaching . . . Our
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church grows interesting, Zion lifts her head— I overhear remarks sig-

inlying Jerusalem, I do not leel at liberty to say any more today! . . .

About our coming to Boston—we think we shall probably come—we

want to see our friends—yourself and Aunt L[avmia]'s family—we dont

care a fig for the museum, the stillness, or Jennie Lind.

JULY 5r~ MONDAY. Susan Gilbert, back from a three-week visit in New
York and New Haven, writes to her brother Dwight: We are all jogging
along, now, at the old rate as quiet and cool as possible . . . Mat and

I are cultivating flowers quite extensively . . .

JULY 8. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Miss Mary Shepard, the Gilberts,

Emeline, the little Macks called. Went to reading club. Mr Stowe was

there. Heard from George.

JULY io. Heavy disappointment this morning can not go to Boston

cried some . . .

WORCESTER, JULY i i. From the Express, July 18: [Deaths} In Worcester,

July ii, in the sweet repose of the Christian, Eliza Hawley, wife of

William Dickinson, Esq. aged 42.

AMHERST, JULY 12. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Susan spent the morn-

ing, New carriage come. Went to ride in family carriage. Both How-

lands, Nash &: Emeline called. Aunt Eliza is dead.
JULY 13, SABBATH. Mr Colton preached all day. Attended two services,

Gould is in town

ED writes to her brother:
You must'nt care Dear Austin, Vinnie and I cant come—it is'nt any

matter, I hope you a'nt troubled about it. We were disappointed at

first, because not very well, and thinking while at Boston we would see

Aunt Lavinia's physician; we did'nt want to tell you why we were bent

on coming . . . We are not very sick, we work and go out and have

company, but neither of us are well— Dr Brewster has fussed until we

are satisfied that he does'nt know what ails us, and we are tired and

wearied of being under his care. Father has great confidence in Dr Dean

of Greenfield, and thinks sometime this week we may ride up and see

him ...

Do not feel anxious for us— I think we will soon be well—we have

been ailing sometime but not very seriously, and Dr Brewster has tried

one thing after another till we are most discouraged, and sometimes we

think to ourselves that we shant ever get well, but I guess we shall. I

long so to see you Austin, and hear your happy voice, it will do us all

more good than any other medicine . . . It is late—Goodnight— Vinnie

is snoring!
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TULY 14- Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Fathers gone to Aunt Elizas funeral,

Howlana, Lrould, Storrs, Sanford, Emerson & Dickinson called

yuLY 18. An advertisement in the Express:

Mechanics and laborers

WAinreO ZITAXKBBA8T.
& Think thit frmn • lo 10 (Int ntt. lempenie. In-
ostrlo—. iKl hithh) l•llofinlf men mmiit Bnd «m
plo~nifm ia (bl* villifl", if here iroiinnlilely.
A Bimk-binder of ilie lw.l kiii>l, M flM •r•llt«<).
Arnlient if ihf lieft Taaint pl«ee ~<M• «Mh • ncehilaK',
w the •«*tcra pan of MM—fhawn*.
KDWAKD mCKINSON.
ABbcn•,J•l7l•>l•il.                  4«
JULY 20, SABBATH. £1) writes to her brother:
Whenever we go to ride in our beautiful family carriage, we think

if "wishes were horses" we four "beggars would ride." We shall  enjoy

brimfull everything now but half full, and to have you home once more

will be like living again! . . . I see more of Susie than of any other girl.

She said the last time I saw her, she had'nt had a "talk since Austin

went away"—she and Martha too seem to miss you much . . . John

Emerson has come, and has entered himself as a student in Father's

office—he carries about the sail of a good sized British vessel, when he

has oped his mouth I think no dog has barked.

JULY 21. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Dickinson & Howland & Jennie

called. Picked currants at four in morning. Made wine . . .

JULY 22. F. Parsons escorted me home. Went to Greenfield with family.

Saw Dr. Dean. dined at Hotel, called on Mrs Aiken. Supped at Sunder-

land. Attended party at Mr Macks.

JULY 24. William Cowper Dickinson writes to his sister Mary: I go to

see Vinnie & Emily often—have good times with them.

BOSTON, JULY 24. Austin Dickinson writes to Loring Norcross, as
member of the Sub Committee of the Endicott School: As it is not my

desire to continue longer connected with the public schools of Boston,

as teacher, it is perhaps proper that I should make the same known to

the Committee having in charge the nomination of teachers for the

coming year, that they may be entirely unembarrassed with the con-

sideration of my name in making their selection—

AMHERST, JULY 26, SATURDAY. ED to her brother, July 21:
Yesterday there was a fire—at about g. in the afternoon Mr Kimberly's

barn was discovered to be on fire—the wind was blowing a gale directly

from the west, and having had no rain, the roofs {were~\ as dry as stubble.

Mr Palmer's house was cleared—the little house of Father's, and Mr
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Kimberly's also. The engine was broken and it seemed for a little while

as if the whole street must go . . . We all feel very thankful at such

a narrow escape. Father says there was never such imminent danger, and

such miraculous escape. Father and Mr Frink took charge of the fire,

or rather of the water, since fire usually takes care of itself. The men all

worked like heros, and after the fire was out Father gave commands to

have them march to Howe's where an entertainment was provided for

them—after the whole was over, they gave "three cheers for Edward

Dickinson, and three more for the insurance companyl

JULY 27. SABBATH NIGHT. £1) writes to her brother:
"I will never desert Micawber" however he may be forgetful of the

"Twins" and me, I promised the Rev Sir to "cherish" Mr Micawber, and

cherish him I will, tho Pope or Principality, endeavor to drive me from

it—the "Twins" cling to him still . . . Twin Martha broke her heart

and went to the Green Mountain, from the topmost cliff of which she

flings the pieces round. Twin Susan is more calm, tho' in most deep
affliction . . . You are coming home on Wednesday, as perhaps you know,

and I am very happy in prospect of your coming, and hope you want

to see us as much as we do you. Mother makes nicer pies with reference

to your coming, I arrange my tho'ts in a convenient shape, Vinnie grows

only perter and more pert day by day.

JULY go. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Austin come home. Went to eve-

ning meeting. Cavalcade appeared from Northampton, Wrote to Aunt

Elisabeth

JULY 31. Susan called. Went to ride with Austin, Howland & Bowdoin

called. Father gone to Bosion  Thompson supped here.

AUGUST 2. Rode horse back with Howland, Emilie & Austin, Zebina,

S[araA] Ferry &; Uncle called . . .

AUGUST 5. Bowdoin & Sue called. Mrs C. Adams & S. Ferry called, Party

at Mrs Merrills, Children omitted. Howland spent evening here.

AUGUST 6. Rode in our carriage with Mother fe Emeline . . . Called

upon the Fiske girls with Sue, called at Warners, Ferrys, Haskells. Went

to meeting

AUGUST 12. ED to Abiah Root, Aug. i<)f: . . . we had a pleasant time

talking the other morning—had I known it was all my portion, mayhap

I'd improved it more, but it never'll come back again to try whether or no.

Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Rode_horseback_with Howland,_Austin & Sue.

Went shopping. A{biah} Root, Dr. Ely, Salter Billings called. Cousin
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•Willie {Dickinson} arrived. Attended prize Speaking. Walked with How-
land
ED to Abiah Root, Aug. 191: I think it was Tuesday evening that we

were so amused by the oratorical feats of three or four young gentle-

men— I remember I sat by you and took great satisfaction in such

seat and society— I remember further our mutual Good nights, our

promises to meet again, to tell each other tales of our own heart and

life, to seek and find each other after so long a time of distant separation.

AUGUST 13, WEDNESDAY. ED to Abiah Root, Aug. i<)?: I only went

out once after the time I saw you—the morning of Mr Beecher, I

looked for you in vain.— I discovered your Palmer cousins, but if you

indeed were there it must have been in a form to my gross sense im-

palpable. I was disappointed Abiah— I had been hoping much a little

visit from you . . .

Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Heard Mr Beechers address [on "Imagina-
tion"} in morning. Willie dined here, tea party in evening  Miss Rob-

inson here. Had delightful time though so short.

From the Express, Aug. 22: [Deaths] In Hadley, Aug. 13, Oliver Smith,

in his Sad year.

AUGUST 14, THURSDAY (Commencement Day). Lavinia Dickinson's
diary: Many callers. Attended commencement. Misses Kimball & Cald-
well dined here, Twombly supped with me, also Governor Boutwell

was here, March &: others called. Attended Prof Wamers levee, come

home with H{owland~\
Helen Maria Fiske to Lucy Palmer, Aug. 16: Thursday was Commence-
ment Day, and we spent it in the church; I wish I had a schedule of

the exercises {including honorary degree for J. G. Holland] to send you,

but I devoured mine in an extremity of fatigue and hunger, during the

last paragraphs of the Valedictory.— Thursday evening Prof. Warner

had a large party, but I was too tired and cross to go . . .

AUGUST 15. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Howland, Thompson, Fiske,

Jane, the Gilberts came  Willie supped here. Attended Uncle Smiths

funeral {at Hadley], rode home with Willie. Refused a heart, Greelie

called, all gone  very lonely.

AUGUST 17, SABBATH. Rainy! Mr Shepard preached in morning, Rich-

ard Dickinson in afternoon. Attended church all day, Read "House

with seven gables."

AUGUST ig? TUESDAY EVENING. ED writes to Abiah Root:
• . . allow me to remark that you have the funniest manner of pop-
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ping into town, and the most lamentable manner of popping out again

of any one I know . . . I can hardly realize Abiah that these are recollec-
tions, that our happy today joins the great band of yesterdays and marches

on to the dead . . . when will the hour be that we shall sit together and

talk of what we were and what we are and may be—with the shutters

closed, dear Abiah and the balmiest little breeze stealing in at the

window? . . . Dont you think sometimes these brief, imperfect meetings

have a tale to tell—perhaps but for the sorrow wtiicn accompanies inem
we would not be reminded of brevity and change, and would build the

dwelling earthward whose site is in the skies . . . You met our dear

Sarah Tracy[?] after I saw you here—her sweet face is the same as in

those happy school days—and in vain I search for wrinkles brought on

by many cares—we all love Sarah dearly, and shall try to do all in our

power to make her visit happy.

AUGUST 21. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Rode with Austin, Gave In-
vitations, Went to church meeting. The Fiskes, Miss Tufts fc Emilie

Fowler called. Had small party here in evening

AUGUST 25. Rode with Austin, Emeline 8s Martha Gilbert in morn-

ing, Supped &: spent evening at Prof Warners with little party.
Austin Dickinson to Martha Gilbert, Sept. 14?:
That Monday morning's ride. Mat was too pleasant to seem real,

i  long. Another sun had hardly risen when I began to doubt if I had not

!  just taken it, while sleep yet lingered on my eyelids—if it was not a

\ dream ride, and not a real one . . . I enjoyed it capitally. It was exactly

~ the sort of thing I like, so unexpected, so independent & so merry. I have

\ felt happier for it ever since.

SEPTEMBER i. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Sent letter to W. T){ickinson].
Austin gone to Boston, went shopping  Mrs Haven 8e Sister, Ann Linell,

the Gilberts, Jane &: Howard Sweetser called—

GREENFIELD, SEPTEMBER 2. Mary Ripley writes to her cousin, J. R.
Brigham: We have been enjoying a very pleasant visit from Emily Fowler

. . . She is certainly a fine girl . . . She speaks freely of her engagement

to your friend March, and at the same time says, it is not quite agreeable

to her father, though he says, when Mr. March is able to support a wife,

he will give his free consent.

AMHERST, SEPTEMBER 4· Lavinia Dickinson's diary: \Emily and. 1]
came to Worcester, this P.M. as far as Springfield, with Sue 8: Paysoii-

Met E. Tyier at depot. Dined at "Massasoit," Met Howland there. Rode

out with Willie in evening by moon light
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WORCESTER, SEPTEMBER g. In Worcester, Rode to the Cemetery this

morning. Saw Military performance  Rode again at evening. Called

upon Mrs Clarke with Willie, Mr Haven called Conversed late Willie

BOSTON, SEPTEMBER 6. In Boston, come this eve . . . Met Austin at

depot. Walked with Aunt L{avinia] in evening. Met Messrs White &

Leavitt.

SEPTEMBER 8. Called upon Miss F[   ] with Austin. Emilie rode

with Mr Leavitt, I with Uncle Loring, called upon Twombly
SEPTEMBER 9. Heard Othello at Museum. Last ride with Twombly
SEPTEMBER io. Called upon E. Coleman & A. Wood, with Austin

Rode with Mr Leavitt Mr McCurdy called. Heard music. Went to

Ice cream salloon. Mr White called.

SEPTEMBER 13. Went to Ice cream saloon, with Joel, Austin &: Emilie,

Sat behind Twombly.
SEPTEMBER 14. Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Martha Gilbert:
And now Mat, for yourself, since Sue left & the girls. Has the time

passed as slowly as you anticipated. Have you "cloistered yourself" yet?

. . . Do you see Bowdoin often? Does he offer you the cheering consola-

tion of his stoic philosophy? . . . Have you read "life of an Author"?

Have you been down to our house? Have you heard from Sue. Is she to

keep a diary for you . . . I meant to have written you sooner, and

should have done so had not the girls been here. I have devoted every

spare moment to them, but I have thought of you a great deal & so have

they, and we have often talked of you.

SEPTEMBER 17. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Went shopping. Saw Presi-

dent [Fi2lmore]s procession  Met Fiske girls, in street in morning. Saw

Websters picture  Ate ice cream with A. Heard Ordways in evening

Joel & Austin

BALTIMORE, SEPTEMBER if. Susan Gilbert writes to her brother
Dwight:
• . . here I am in a large school-room brilliantly lighted with gas,

with thirty young ladies before me all studying away as hard as possible,

not daring to move except by the express permission of your sister

Sue . . . The proposition to come, was made only a week before I

started and at first it seemed impossible for me to be ready— However

the place happened to suit my fancy, my will was up, and I decided to

come— Mattie wanted me to do as I chose— Mr Cutler brought his

stereotyped arguments of death and sickness, and after I overcame these,
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! he decided that "it was very foolish"— I could not make it appear so,

therefore I scrabbled up my duds, & off I went, leaving my good friends

in Amherst actually staring with astonishment . . . the situation is a

.  pleasant one, and in many things I may be improving myself, as well as

i  doing a little good. At any rate I was rather tired of being soquiet in Am-

'.                                          herst,                  and                for                 awhileTrfiougHTtHe                 change                would                be                  pleasant—                 I                   am                  in

Mr {Robert} Archer's school . . . My duties are light—out of school every

day by two o'clock . . . There are two other female teachers both

\ Yankees, one of them my room-mate [Harriet Hinsdale), is from Amherst,

I once an intimate friend of Mary's, so we have right pleasant times—

My salary is 125.$ & expenses on paid

BOSTON, SEPTEMBER 18. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Visited Austins

school  Mounted custom house  called at Joels store  went shopping.

Consulted Dr Wesselhoeft  Visited Horticultural Show . . .

AMHERST, SEPTEMBER 22. Home again. Reached home this P.M.

Martha Gilbert, Jane, Mrs Kellogg &: Howland called, Saw Thompson

in Sunderland, Found music at home

ED to her brother, Sept. 2): Vinnie and I came safely, and met with no

mishap—the boquet was not withered, nor was the bottle cracked. It was

fortunate for the freight car, that Vinnie and I were there, our's being

the only baggage passing along the line. The folks looked very funny,

who travelled with us that day—they were dim and faded like folks

passed away—the conductor seemed so grand with about half a dozen
tickets, which he dispersed, and demanded in a very small space of time

. . . The route and the cars seemed strangely—there were no boys with

fruit, there were no boys with pamphlets—one fearful little fellow ven-

tured into the car with what appeared to be publications and tracts—

he offered them to no one, and no one inquired for them, and he seemed

greatly relieved that no one wanted to buy them.

At Sunderland, we happened to think that we might find John

Thompson, and find John Thompson we did, just sitting down to

dinner . . . We had'nt been home an hour, when Martha came to see

us . . . She has'nt changed a bit, and I love her dearly . . . She said

she should write you—if she has not, she will directly . . .

SEPTEMBER 23, TUESDAY. ED writes to her brother: We have got

home, dear Austin—it is very lonely here— I have tried to make up my

mind which was better—home, and parents, and country; or city, and

smoke, and dust, shared with the only being whom I can call my Brother

—the scales dont poise very evenly, but so far as I can judge, the balance

is in your favor . . . Howland is here with father—will stay a while I
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gaess. They go to Northampton together, as it is court there now and

seem very happy together in the law. Father likes Howland grandly, and

they go along as smoothly as friendly barks at sea—or when harmonious

stanzas uccoiiie one meloay . . .

You remember Lord the historian who gave some lectures here—

he has come round again, and is lecturing now on the "Saints and

Heroes." He gives them at the chapel— I guess all of us shall go—tho'

we were too tired last evening. Prof Jetyett has come and is living with

his wife east of Gen Mack and his wif~. Pretty perpendicular times, I

guess, in the ancient mansion. I am glad we dont come home as we used,

to this old castle. I could fancy that skeleton cats ever caught spectre

rats in dim old nooks and corners, and when I hear the query concern-

ing the pilgrim fathers—and imperturbable Echo merely answers where,
it becomes a satisfaction to know that they are there, sitting stark and

stiff in Deacon Mack's mouldering arm chairs . . . Speaking of fireworks,
tell Joe we wont ever forget him— Forget him?—never—"let April tree

forget to bud"—etc!

SEPTEMBER s<). Laviflia Dickinson's diary: Dined at Northamton with

Parents fe Emilie

Lavinia to her brother, Oct. i: Father took us all to Northamton last

week, dined at the Mansion house, where as it was court week, we met

various distinguished persons, Mr Ashmun, daughter &c . . . we went

to East Hampton & took tea with Mr Williston, had a delightful visit.

BOSTON, SEPTEMBER 25. Austift Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan
Gilbert:                                                                      -
The girls stayed with me till last Monday morning and had some

capital times together— Vinnie enjoyed herself, as she always does

among strangers— Emily became .confirmed in her opinion of the hol-

lowness & awfulness of the world. They were with me so long that I feel

rather lonely now witTloutthem— I have"* heard a word from either

you or Mat even the most indirectly since you bade my sisters good bye,

on the fourth                                                ---

AMHERST, SEPTEMBER 26. Lavinia Dickinsorl's diary: Rode to Ware,
with Mr Howland, gone all day. Exchanged rings, nice time! Parents

displeased, Howland came to say good bye. Cousin Gates called.

ED to her brother, Oct. i: Did Vinnie tell you that she went with

{Howland] to Ware, and how it made a hubbub in the domestic circle?

SEPTEMBER 29, MONDAY. LavMa Dickinson's diary: Walked with

Jane &; Mary and Cousin Mary and Mrs Adams. C. Haskell &: John Emer-

son called. Red northern lights appeared. Church bell rung &c . . .
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ET) to her brother. Oct. i:
LIY bv lbl~l Y'YY'UC~·) V ii v • JL •
There was quite an excitement in the village Monday evening. We

were all startled by a violent church bell ringing, and thinking of noth-

ing but fire, rushed out in the street to see. The sky was a beautiful red,

bordering on a crimson, and rays of a gold pink color were constantly

shooting off from a kind of sun in the centre. People were alarmed at

this beautiful Phenomenon, supposing that fires somewhere were coloring
the sky. The exhibition lasted for nearly 15 minutes, and the streets were

full of people wondering and admiring. Father happened to see it among

the very first, and rang the bell himself to call attention to it. You will

have a full account from the pen of Mr Trumbull, whom I have not a

doubt, was seen with a large lead pencil, a noting down the sky at the

time of it's highest glory.

/. R. Trumbull, in the Express, Oct. ): AURORA BOREALIS.—One of the

most splendid displays of this kind we remember ever to have witnessed,

was visible on Monday night . . . The rays converged at the zenith and

'.                extended        over         the        concave         above         like         folds         of        crimson         cloth         attached          to

',       the    center    by    a    ring.

SEPTEMBER go. ED to her brother, Oct. i: I received what you wrote,

at about 21/2 oclock yesterday. Father brought home the same, and waited

himself in order to have me read it— I reviewed the contents hastily—

striking out all suspicious places, and then very artlessly and uncon-

sciously began. My heart went "pit a pat" till I got safely by a remark

concerning Martha, and my stout heart was not till the manuscript was

over.

Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Heard short lecture {by John Lord\, Received

Magazine [Harper's for October}, E. Tyier &: Mother called. Attended

Freshman levee {with Emilie'], Henry Storrs escorted me home, Mr {John)
Lord called.

OCTOBER i, WEDNESDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
I do hope someone will make up a mind to go before our peaches are

quite gone. The world is full of people travelling everywhere, until it

occurs to you that you will send an errand, and then by "hook or crook"

you cant find any traveller, who for money or love can be induced to go

and convey the opprobrious package . . . the peaches are very large—

one side a rosy cheek, and the other a golden, and that peculiar coat of

velvet and of down, which makes a peach so beautiful. The grapes too

are fine, juicy, and such a purple— I fancy the robes of kings are not

a tint more royal. The vine looks like a kingdom, with ripe round grapes

for kings, and hungry mouths for subjects—the first instance on record
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of subjects devouring kings! You shall have some grapes, dear Austin,

if I have to come on foot in order to bring them to you.

The apples are very fine—it is'nt quite time to pick them—the cider

is  almost  done—we  shall  have  some  I  guess  by  Saturday,  at  any  rate
Sunday noon! The vegetables are not gathered, but will be before very

long. The horse is doing nicely, he travels "like a bird," to use a favorite

phrase of your delighted mother's . . . {Martha} is down here most

every day—she brings Sue's letters and reads them . . . she writes in

excellent spirits, tho' Martha and I think .they are "unnatural," we think

she is so gay because she feels so badly and fancies we shant know. Susie

asks in every letter why she dont hear from you—she says "Emily and

Austin were going to write so soon, and I'll warrant I wont hear from

either of them, for one while." I sent her a letter Monday . . .

Enclosure from Lavinia: Amherst is still. We miss Sue dreadfully . . .

I think Emilie is very much improyed. She has really gro-wnfat, if Joull

believe it. I am very strict with her &: I shouKRit wonder if she should

come out bright some time after all.

OCTOBER g. The Express announces the committees chosen for the
Cattle Show and Fair:
on Committee for Domestic Manufactures and Fancy Articles: Mrs Luke Sweet-

ser. Miss Harriet Men-ill

on the Bread Committee: Miss Mary French, Miss Emily Fowler

on the Butter & Cheese Committee: Luke Sweetser (chairman), Mrs Edward

Dickinson

on Sheep: Zebina C. Montague (chairman)

on Invited Guests: Hon. Edward Dickinson (chairman)

OCTOBER r), SABBATH MORNING. £1) writes to her brother:
I am at home from meeting on account of the storm and my s2ender 
constitution, which I assured the folks, would not permit my accompany- /

ing them today! . . . Glad to know you were better—better physicallyi
but who cares for a body whose tenant is ill at ease? Give me the aching

body, and the spirit glad and serene, for if the gem shines on, forget

the mouldering casket! . . . I dont wonder the room seems small and

lonely, and I dont wonder the folks there seem smaller still— I know
they are very little, very small indeed, I know that scores might vanish

and nobody would miss them, they fill so small a crevice in a world full

of life; how much you feel the need of a companion there. I wish a

smiling fortune would send you such an one, but if you talk with no

one, you are amassing thoughts which will be bright and golden for

those you left at home—we meet our friends, and a constant interchange

wastes tho't and feeling, and we are then obliged to repair and renew—
there is'nt the brimfull feeling which one gets awav.
