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Why when Vinnie and I came home. we wcrp rifh in rnvpras inn_
we were rich in disdain for Bostonians and Boston, and a coffer fuller

of scorn, pity, commisseration, a miser hardly had.

OCTOBER 6. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Tutor Howland called twice,

Great commotion on maternal side. Did errands &c. Received medicine

from Boston,

OCTOBER 1. Mother gone to Monson, Father gone to Boston . . .

ED sends a note to her. brother by their father: I have tried Dr Jackson's

prescription and find myself better for it. I have used it all up now, and

wish you would get me some more at the same place if you can. Father

has the Recipe . . .

PHILADELPHIA? OCTOBER y? EUza Coleman writes to ED. ED to her
brother, Oct. io: I had a dissertation from Eliza Coleman a day or two

ago—dont know which was the author—Plato, or Socrates—rather think

Jove had a finger in it.

AMHERST, OCTOBER 8. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Tutor Howland

spent afternoon here. Bowdoin called twice,  Howland escaped narowly.
Received offer of marriage. Father returned.

OCTOBER 9. Mother returned. Present from Grandmother, Tutor Dickin-

son spent evening here. Borrowed Upham's phylosophy . . .

From the Church records: Voted That the officers of the church be au-

thorized to afford Mr. J. L. Spencer, a sick young man residing here, such

aid from the church funds as the state of said funds may in their judgment

warrant.

Lucius M. Bolt-wood writes to his father: Mr Colton called here last

evening. He feels badly about the mutilation of the Ch[urc]h Records

by Mrs Mack . . . It was a thoughtless act, &: I presume she had not the

least idea that she was doing anything wrong.

OCTOBER o? THURSDAY EVENING. ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
It is such an evening Susie, as you and I would walk and have such

pleasant musings, if you were only here, perhaps we would have a

"Reverie" after the form of "lk Marvel," indeed I do not know why it

would'nt be just as charming as of that lonely Bachelor, smoking his

cigar, and it would be far more profitable as "Marvel" only marvelled,

and you and I would try to make a little destiny to have for our own. Do

you know that charming man is dreaming again, and will wake pretty

soon—so the papers say, with another Reverie, more beautiful than the

first? ...
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Longfellow's "Golden Legend" has come to town I hear, and may be

seen in state on Mr Adams' book shelves. It always makes me think of

"pegasus in the pound" when I find a gracious author sitting side by side

with "Murray" and "Wells" and "Walker" in that renowned store—

and like him I half expect to hear they have "flown" some morning and

in their native ether revel all the day; but for our sakes dear Susie, who

please ourselves with the fancy that we are the only poets, and everyone

else is prose, let us hope they will yet be willing to share our humble world

and feed upon such aliment as we consent to dol

. . . I fancy you very often descending to the schoolroom with a

plump Binomial Theorem struggling in your hand which you must

dissect and exhibit to your incomprehending ones— I hope you whip

them Susie—for my sake, whip them hard whenever they dont behave

just as you want to have them! . . . And Mattie tells me too of your

evening carousals—and the funny frights you give in personating the

Master—just like you Susie—like you for all the world—how Mr Payson

would laugh if I could only tell him, and then those great dark eyes—

how they would glance and sparklel Susie, have all the fun wh' you

possibly can, and laugh as often and sing, for tears are plentier than

smiles in this little world of our's . . .

OCTOBER io, FRIDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
Father says all Boston would not be a temptation to you another

year— I wish it would not tempt you to stay another day. Oh Austin, it is

wrong to tantalize you so while you are braving all things in trying to

fulfill duty. Duty is black and brown—home is bright and shining, "and

the spirit and the bride say come, and let him that" wandereth come—

for "behold all things are ready!" We are having such lovely weather—

the air is as sweet and still, now and then a gay leaf falling—the crickets

sing all day long—high in a crimson tree a belated bird is singing—a

thousand little painters are ting[c]ing hill and dale. I admit now, Austin,

that autumn is most beautiful, and spring is but the least . . . I had a

long letter from Sue last Tuesday evening and Mat had one that day and

came down here to read it—we had a beautiful time . . .

Enclosed note from Lavinia: I wish you'd call upon Mr Winthrop.

I know you'd enjoy it, &: then t.would please Father. I wish you'd go into

society a little more Austin, t'would be better &: happier for you I know.

Just try it 8: see. Dress well wont you, for you are seen some times,

w[/i]en you dont know it.

Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Sent letter to Jane, Wrote to Austin, An-

swered "Uriah's" note, Walked with Emeline, Walked with Emilie in

lovely evening. Thurston called, 8: Dickinson.
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BOSTON, OCTOBER i i ? Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gilbert;
My last summer's life taught me a strange lesson of the entire isolation

of heart one may endure while even in the midst of a thousand thoughtful

countenances &: busy forms— It proved to me the truth of the seeming

paradox that a man may be never so much alone as when most among

men—

Day after day I walked the crowded streets of Boston—without once

meeting a face I cared to see . . . I attended places of amusement, for

the time lost my identity in the witchery of dazzling lights & Gay dresses__

brilliant music, & the parade and glitter of the stage—but retired without

the least feeling of satisfaction or sympathy with any body or thing .

l_suppos'_youhearJromhome as often as I dq7Tperhaj3s_oftener__

Emily's letters are to me just about what Mat's are to you— She writes me

every week—and always something Ilike t rea(f—-"Vinnie pencils a line

occasionally—generally when she happens to want something— I re-

ceived about a half a line from her last night—merely to inform me that

she was in want of some new music, that she thought I had better pay a lit-

tle more attention to my health my personal appearance, fe go into society

more . . . I have no doubt she has my good at heart, and will make

something of me if she can—out of regard [/or] my connection with the

family, of which she is a member . . . I had a call from father last

Wednesday— He says Emily is better than {or years since she returned

fromJBoston_I1~iave-her_dwnnnnn again after.a wlille. . .

You ask what to read— I hardly know what to tell you—the world is

full of books—some of them good ones . . . For myself, I take most

pleasure in looking over old books, what little time I have for reading__

books that I have read before—piled on my shelf & scattered over my table

are Bachelor's Reveries—Dana's Prose & Poems—The Bible—"Grantley

Manor," "Shirley" Pollok's Course of Time—Coleridge's Table Talk-

Kent's Commentaries—fee &c 8cc and Mosses from an old Manse— I have

been reading your Adam &: Eve article & like it—1 cant the moment think

of anything among the things you have"* read that will interest you more

than lrving's "Life of Columbus."

AMHERST, OCTOBER 12, SABBATH. Mrs. Boltwood to her sister Hannah,
Oct. 18: I had a real feast last Sab. Good Dr. Woodbridge all day in our

church. It does seem like preaching. Morning on the Intercession of yesus,

afternoon. The Joy of hypocrits. Text in Job.

From the Express, Oct. n: DEATH OF J. L. SPENCER.—The death of Mr.

Spencer, who has for some years been favorably known to the citizens of

this village, occurred on Sunday evening, after a protracted illness of more

than three vears . . . His ao-e was thirty thrpp
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POLICE.—Tohn Durfee, Michael O'Connor, and James Murphy, were

arrested on Sunday night last for fighting and otherwise disturbing the

peace, and brought before Hon. Edward Dickinson on Monday.

BOSTON, OCTOBER 12. Austin Dickinsott drafts a reply to Martha
Gilbert's letter of Sept. 2):
So pleasant a letter demanded a more immediate acknowledgment,

and- except for the mutinous conduct of my eyes, would have received it.

They, i.e. the eyes aforesaid, became quite dissatisfied with my require-

ments about the time the girls left, and shortly grew so outrageous as to

refuse unqualifiedly all aid in furtherance of any desire I might enter-

tain either of reading or writing.

AMHERST, OCTOBER 14. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Attended Mr

Spencers funeral at chapel  Cousin Harriet &: Mary on.

BOSTON, OCTOBER '4· Austin Dickinsorl continues his letter to Martha
Gilbert:
Tuesday evening— You dont know. Mat, how much I am anticipating

in my visit . . . I shall get my first and only view of autumn scenery for

this year, then, and I think too, that Cattle Show day is the pleasantest in

the whole year for Amherst. It seems a holiday especially for Amherst
people, and not for a lot of old women and ministers and students and

the relatives and stuck up trustees, as Commencement is.

AMHERST, OCTOBER 17, FRIDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
The breakfast is so warm, and pussy is here a singing and the teakettle

sings too . . . yet a shadow falls upon my morning picture—where is

the youth so bold, the bravest of our fold, a seat is empty here—spectres

sit in your chair and now and then nudge father with their long, bony

elbows. I wish you were here dear Austin—the dust falls on the bureau

in your deserted room and gay, frivolous spiders spin away in the corners.

I dont go there after dark whenever I can help it, for the twilight seems

to pause there and I am half afraid and if ever I have to go, I hurry with

all my might and never look behind me for I know who I should see.

Before next Tuesday—Oh before the coming stage, will I not brighten

and brush it, and open the long closed blinds, and with a sweeping broom

will I not bring each spider down from its home so high and tell it it may

come back again when master has gone . . . Everything has changed

since my other letter—the doors are shut this morning, and all the

kitchen wall is covered with chilly flies who are trying to warm themselves

—poor things, they do not understand that there are no summer morn-

ings remaining to them and me and they have a bewildered air which is

really very droll, did'nt one feel sorry  for them . . . The cows are
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going to pasture and little boys with their hands in their pockets are

whistling to try to keep warm. Dont think that the sky will frown so the

day when you come home! She will smile and look happy, and be full

of sunshine then—and even should she frown upon her child returning

there is another sky

ever serene and fair,

and there is another sunshine,

tho' it be darkness there—

never mind faded forests, Austin,

never mind silent fields—

here is a little forest

whose leaf is ever green,

here is a brighter garden,

where not a frost has been,

in its unfading flowers

I hear the bright bee hum,

prithee, my Brother,

into my garden come!

Your very aff Sister.

Enclosed, with a pressed leaf: "We'll meet again as heretofore some

summer's morning."

Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Begin reading "Second Love" {by Martha
Martell}
OCTOBER 18. Finished Second Love, like it much, hope to profit by it.

Lonely  Carried flowers to Bliss

OCTOBER 19, SABBATH. Rainy day. Church closed, at home all day.

Commenced "Memoir of Lady Colquhoun" Attended evening meeting

OCTOBER 21. Austin & Converse arrived. W. Howland &; Bowdoin called,

Happyest time is now.

OCTOBER 22, WEDNESDAY (Cattle Show and Fair). J. G. Holland, in the
Springfield Daily Republican, Oct. 23:
About 275 ladies and gentlemen sat down to the tables, which were

bountifully covered with hot dinner . . . Mr J. W. Boyden, the Secretary

of the Society, was called upon to make a statement of its affairs . . .

The College Glee Club here sung "The happiest time is now," and Edward

Dickinson, the President of ceremonies, gave a history of the Society . . .

His speech was eloquent and spirited, and was received with much

applause.
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Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Distinguished Strangers, arrived here. At-

tended public dinner, Mr {George T.} Davis supped here. House full of

callers in evening, "Wall flowers"
BALTIMORE, OCTOBER 22. Susan Gilbert writes to her brother:
Well Dwight I never expect to make a future teaching— If I had a

Home and Parents, I never would think or trouble about it—but now, \
you know. Mat and I are dependent on W" for a home, and it does not )

seem right for us both "to eat the bread of idleness"— Though I shall not

amass my thousands here—still I am making myself a home for one
year at least, and relieving Mr Cutler for one year . . . By the way I

must write you of my dissipation— Have_ been to Theatre and~pera

once—1 was disgusted with the heatre--never care to go again—but the

Opera perfectlyJFascinated_me—if my purse was long enough. I'd go

agam— I intend to avail myself of varieties of this kind, for I may not

always be so situated, that I can see much of this big world of ours—

AMHERST, OCTOBER 23. LavMa Dickinsofl's diary: Uncle Alfred come

fe gone.  Rode  in  our  carriage  with  family.  Walked  with  Converse  in

garden &c . . . Austin &: Converse gone.

OCTOBER 24. ED to her brother, Oct. 2;: Emily Fowler and Mat were

here all afternoon yesterday— I never saw Emily F— when she seemed

more sincere— I shall go and see her soon— Mat misses you so much,

and her dear sister Susie. Henry Root was here all evening.

BOSTON, OCTOBER 24. Austin Dickinson writes home. ED to her
brother, Oct. ;o: Your very hasty letter just at your return rejoiced us—

that you were "better—happier—heartier"—what made you think of such

beautiful words to tell us how you were, and how cheerful you were

feeling? It did us a world of good . . .

AMHERST, OCTOBER 25, SATURDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
I waked up this morning, thinking that this was the very morning

your eyes were to be well, and I really hope that oculist has'nt broken

his promise . . . You had a windy evening going back to Boston, and we

thought of you many times and hoped you would not be cold. Our fire

burned so cheerfully I could'nt help thinking of how many were here
and how many were away, and I wished so many times during that long

evening that the door would open and you come walking in. Home is a

holy thing—nothing of doubt or distrust can enter it's blessed portals. I

feel it more and more as the great world goes on and one and another

forsake, in whom you place your trust—here seems to be a bit of Eden
which not the sin of any can utterly destroy—smaller it is indeed, and it

may be less fair, but fairer it is and brighter than all the world beside.

nCITnaro "'- T"~ •

uulvD~n. -A i. c.u to her brother, Oct. JO:

The weather has been unpleasant ever since you went away— Monday

morning we waked up in the midst of a furious snow storm—the snow

was the depth of an inch—oh it looked so wintry— By and bye the sun

came out, but the wind blew violently and it grew so cold that we

gathered all the quinces—put up the stove in the sitting room, and bade

the world Good bye. Kind clouds came on at evening, still the sinking

thermometer gave terrible signs of what would be on the morning—

at last the morning came, laden with mild south winds, and the winds

have brought the rain—so here we are.

OCTOBER 29. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Mother at Northampton, Mrs

Hartly &: Howland called. Carried flowers to Brainerd Harrington. Nar-

row escape.

OCTOBER go, THURSDAY EVENING. ED writes to her brother:
Father is staying at home the evening is so inclement. Vinnie diverts

his mind with little snatches of music, and mother mends a garment to

make it snugger for you . . . and it just occurs to me to note a few of my

tho'ts for your own inspection. "Keeping a diary" is not familiar to me as to

your sister Vinnie, but her own bright example is quite a comfort to me,

so I'll try.

I waked up this morning thinking for all the world I had had a letter

from you—just as the seal was breaking, father rapped at my door. I was

sadly disappointed not to go on and read . . . It cannot be—yet it is so—

Jennie Grout ~aged 20\ was buried yesterday— Martha Kingman died at

four o.clock this morning—one and another, and another—how we pass

away! . . . Did you know that Helen Humphrey was going to be married

soon to Mr Stoddard of the "Stoddard and Lathrop" firm—Northamp-

ton ...

OCTOBER 31, FRIDAY MORNING. Before mailing his daughter's letter,
Edward Dickinson adds a note to his son: I have carried your overcoat to

Colton and he will try to sell it. You had better get a new one, without

reference to this. If he dont sell it, I shall take it, myself, for an outer

garment, & allow you $12.
NOVEMBER i? SATURDAY MORNING. ED sends flowers to Emily Fowler:
It has been a long week dear Emily, for I have not seen your face . . .

I was coming several times, but the snow would start the first, and then
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the paths were damp, and then a friend would drop in to chat, and the

ghort afternoon was gone, before I was aware.

Did Mr \W.CA Dickinson oivf w"i " mP~ec"nn J—— —-•> "      •-

--„-.-,»"«. 11I~JJn.g>- 1.1 uui iiier Jie promisea.

to be faithful, but I done suppose Divines think earthly loves of much

consequence. My flowers come in my stead, today, dear Emily. I hope you

will love to see them, and whatever word of love or welcome kindly, you

would extend to me, "do even so to them!" They are small but so full of

meaning, if they only mean the half of what I bid them.

NOVEMBER i. Lavinio. Dickinson's diary: Made calls in afternoon, Emilie

B. Martha with mr  R Fp;.~~i •~~'.— c— — r\   '"      -      -

w ..._-„-- ..—-- .~, ~~i,y.u ic>.i.ci uuin vr wesseitioett, Mary Ann called

NOVEMBER 6. Father at Wigg meeting {at Northampton] Came home

this morning   Spent night at N. Passed a pleasant visit. Tutor Dickinson

brought me note from W. Howland, John Graves called

NOVEMBER f. Recited again {to Haven\ . . . Wrote to Joseph. Offended

Emily on_dress. Father at Sunderland  F. Emerson & Martha called,

NOVEMBER 8. Austin come home.
NOVEMBER io. Election day & rainy. Austin went away this afternoon,

& we are lonely now . . .

ED to her brother, Nov. ii:
I watched the stage coach yesterday until it went away, and I hoped )

you would turn around, so to be sure and see me . . . I thought you ;

saw me once, the way I told was this. You know your cap was black, and )'

where it had been black, it all at once grew white, and I fancied that was \
you.

How lonely it was last night when the chilly wind went down, and the

clear, cold moon was shining—it seemed to me I could pack this little

earthly bundle, and bidding the world Goodbye, fly away and away, and

never come back again to be so lonely here, and then I thought of

"Hepzibah" [m The House of the Seven Gables] how sorrowful she was. A,

ancT how she longed to sleep, because the grave was'peaceTul7ye7 for

affection's "sake, 'arid" for the sake,. of.."Clifford" she wearied on, and bye

and~bye, kind angels took both of them home, and it seemed almost a

lesson, given us to learn. I dont mean that you are him, or that Hepzibah's

me except in a relative sense, only I was reminded.

NOVEMBER 13. Records of the Church: At this meeting . . . Mrs. H. P.

Mack presented through the pastor a written statement in reference to an

act of her own in taking out and destroying two leaves from the old

church Records.
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NOVEMBER 14. ED to her brother, Nov. 16: Martha was here on Friday

and we had a beautiful hour to sit and talk together. Martha becomes far

dearer to me with every week and day—her's is a spirit as beautiful and

pure as one will seldom meet in a world like our's, and it is all the

lovelier because it is so rare.
NOVEMBER 15. From the Express, Nov. 31: [Deaths] In this town, Nov 15,

of typhoid fever, Ellen Mary, youngest daughter of Hon. Cyrus Kingman,

aged 13 yrs. 6 months. Thus within the short period of sixteen days have

these afflicted parents been called to follow to the grave two beloved

daughters ...

NOVEMBER 16, SABBATH AFTERNOON. ED writes to her brother:
We have just got home from meeting—it is very windy and cold—

the hills from our kitchen window are just crusted with snow, which with

their blue mantillas makes them seem so beautiful . . . Father and

mother sit in state in the sitting room perusing such papers only, as they

are well assured, have nothing carnal in them. Vinnie is eating an apple

which makes me think of gold, and accompanying it with her favorite

Observer, which if you recollect, deprives us many a time of her sisterly

society . . . Mr Tyier preached this PM—a sermon concerning Spencer

. . . A beautiful memorial of his life and character, and preached by the

request of Spencer's friends in the village.

Lavinia adds a note: Our room has been filled with callers all the

evening. They are just gone, John Emerson, E. & C. Fowler, Bowdoin &
David Warner were the company. It is quite an unusual thing for us to

have callers on Sabbath evening, you know.

NOVEMBER 20, THURSDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother, enclosing a
prescription (for glycerine and water): I want to tell you that Father is

not at home this week . . . He went to Greenfield Monday, uncertain

whether he'd get home that day, or two days later. We had a letter

yesterday saying he will come home today, and I presume he will write you

immediately . . . Are you willing to get me once more, two or three times
this prescription, and bring it when you come?

BOSTON, NOVEMBER 81? Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan
Gilbert:
My school closes tomorrow night, but I presume I shall not go home

before Wednesday of next week . . . I am anticipating a still quiet time

—mostly at home— Shall see Mat every day—and if the weather is

pleasant, have two or three rides with her & the girls . . . Thanksgiving

evening we shall all be together somewhere—where I dont yet know—

perhaps Mat or Emily has informed you— If I feel they have not when
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I see them—1 will send you word by telegraph—for you must°* fail to be

with us then [m spirit]--
SPRINGFIELD, NOVEMBER 22. 771 the Republican: The following named

persons were chosen as Delegates to the Webster Convention, in Boston,

on the 2gth inst., from the town of Amherst:— Hon Edward Dickinson,

prof W. C. Fowler, Hon T. J. Gridley, Luke Sweetser \and. 21 others'].
AMHERST, NOVEMBER 23, SABBATH. Lavinia DickinSon's diary: Mr

Colton preached all day. Emerson called in evening. Finished Lady

Colquhoun

NOVEMBER 24. Dollar from Father. Went shopping in morning . . .

Fathers gone,

NOVEMBER 25. From the Express, Nov. 28: [Marriages] In this town,

Nov. 25, by Rev. A. M. Colton, Mr. Hanson L. Read, of Leicester, to

Eliza M., daughter of the late Chester Kellogg, of this town.

Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Attended Eliza K's wedding, went Shopping,

Thurston walked home with me . . . Snow
NOVEMBER 26. Howland & Harrington, C. Adams called. Saw Howland

again 8: again. Austin 8c Father come again . . .

Austin Dickinson to Susan Gilbert, Dec. 6:
I got home just the night before [Thanksgiving~,, and the first question

I asked after the first words of welcome & congratulation were over &:

Tutor Howland had taken his hat to go—was if you had been informed

where we are to meet tomorrow evening— Emily assured me you had—

that Mat had written you Monday—so I found my telegraphic arrange-

ments were unnecessary— I spent the evening at home cracking walnuts

& talking with Mother & the Girls.

NOVEMBER 25r, THANKSGIVING. Austin Dickinsorl to Susan Gilbert,
Dec. 6:
Thursday morning, of course, went to Church. Mr Colton preached

to a very thin house, a sermon on the nobleness of the Husbandman's

occupation, a good natured, well meant discourse.

After dinner Father, very much to my surprise proposed that I should

harness up &: give the Girls a sleigh ride—a proposal I hardly need say

that required not the slightest deliberation . . . &; in a jiffy Emily was

writing a note, asking Mat to go with us, and Father & I were getting

down the sleigh— We drove a mile or two east, while Mat read passages

from your after dinner letter she had just received—then back to the

village & to the Post office—for it occurred to me as we rode that perhaps
I too might receive a letter from Baltimore to day—though really I
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hardly expected to . . . Mr Carter handed it to me—giving me at the

same time one of his most knowing & confidential looks . . .

We parted agreeing to stand for Mr Sweetser's at six o'clock. Company,

however, prevented our meeting them till near seven—no one knew that

you were to be here but Mat &; I . . . how amusing it must have been

to you, to hear the numerous expressions of regret that you were not of

our number this evening . . . How very rich the workings of Mary

Aiken's fertile fancy in exactly locating 8c occupying you—& how sage

father's enumeration of your excellencies.

I am not sure that the evening passed as pleasantly with you—perhaps

even more so—than if your material form had been amongst us . . .

you would"* have heard what they all said about you, for they would"*

have said it, &: you would"* have dared laugh so loud when Abby [TVood]

sang "Blue Violets"—

I know her voice was more husky &: cracked more—had more of its

peculiar tin pan twang than usual— But then Mr Sweetser did°* know

it &: Mr Adams did"* know it—nor did they_mistrust that Emily went

out, and Mat & Vinnie assumed devotional attitudes &: I looked up as

imposing as an angel . . .

Around our own private hearth then we sit for an hour and talk

over the day & evening and other like days & evenings—both past & to

come—and family changes that have been &: will be, and the two hun-

dredth anniversary of the great puritan holyday . . . had come & gone

forever—

I love this Thanksgiving day—Sue—it is so truly New England in its

spirit— I love New England &: New England customs &: New England

institutions for I remember our fathers loved them and that it was they

who founded & gave them to us—

CHICAGO? NOVEMBER 21. S. J. Learned writes to J. R. Brigham: Sue

Gilbert is not at G. Haven but in Baltimore teaching for the winter.

Stock~ridge writes that he spends an occasional evening with her &

Harriet Hinsdale who is Sue's roommate, making when they get together

quite an Amherst party.

/AMHERST, DECEMBER i. Austin Dickinson to Susan Gilbert, Dec. (>:
Monday came I finished up what little business I had on hand, made Mat

I a good bye call an hour and a half—said all I could in the time to the girls

\ —had a short private talk with father, hurried my things in to my valise

i —kissed Mother—and at 3 o'clock was off for Boston.

BOSTON, DECEMBER 6. Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gilbert:
It is a fine Winter night. Sue—a clear cold air a cloudless sky &: the
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brightest moon . . . Meanwhile I fancy you, simply enveloped in that I

gay wrapper I once had a glimpse of—and cozily ensconced in your '
high, stuffed backed chair—your feet on a hassock—&: the "Golden

Legend" before you—you pay not the slightest heed to the wild energy

with which Miss Hinsdale hurries her form through the Journall of all

the new &: conflicting emotions . . . When I shall go home again I

dont know—theres no vacation again except the four days between

Christmas &: New Years, till the second week in next July and with that

date will end my school teaching days.

AMHERST, DECEMBER f, SABBATH. Lavinio. Dickinson's diary: Mr

Beaman preached all day [on Godliness is profitable, etc., and If one
member suffer etc.}. Stormy & dismal. Commenced reading Miss Lyons

memoir ...

DECEMBER 8. Called at Mr Palmers to see Abiah Root . . .

DECEMBER io (ED'S zist birthday). E. Haskell called, Abiah, Abby &:

Martha supped here. Did not go to meeting . . .

DECEMBER if), MONDAY. In the moming ED writes to her brother:
Did you think I was tardy, Austin? For two Sunday afternoons, it has

been so cold and cloudy that I did'nt feel in my very happiest mood,

and so I did not write until next Monday morning, determining in my

heart never to write to you in any but cheerful spirits.

Even this morning, Austin, I am not in merry case, for it snows slowly

and solemnly, and hardly an outdoor thing can be seen a stirring—now

and then a man goes by with a large cloak wrapped around him and

shivering at that, and now and then a stray kitten out on some urgent

errand creeps thro' the flakes, and crawls so fast as may crawl half frozen

away . ..

I am so glad you like Miss Nichols, it must be so pleasant for you

to have somebody to care for, in such a cheerless place—dont shut your-

self away from any one whom you like, in order to keep the faith to

those you leave behindi . . . When I know of anything funny, I am

just as apt to cry, far more so than to laugh, for I know who loves jokes
best, and who is not here to enjoy them. We dont have many jokes tho'

now, it is pretty much all sobriety, and we do not have much poetry,

father having made up his mind that its pretty much all real life.
Fathers real life and mine sometimes come in collision, but as yet,

escape unhurt!

Lavinia adds a tart message: If you cant read my writing, Austin, per-

haps twill do no good to say any thing to you. I really dont understand

your inability to read what has always been called plain. I think you
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must be growing blind . . . Emilie tells storys about me. Dont believe

her.

ED to Abiah Root, Jan. 1852:
Why did you go away and not come to see me? I felt so sure you

would come, because you promised me, that I watched and waited for

you, and bestowed a tear or two upon my absentee . . . Notwithstand-

ing your faithlessness I should have come to see you, but for that furious

snow storm— I did attempt in spite of it, but it conquered in spite of

me, and I doffed my hood and shawl, and felt very crestfallen the re-

mainder of the day.

DECEMBER 16. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Father at home "Sick". Read

all evening. Emilie at Kelloggs.

j BALTIMORE, DECEMBER 19 (Susan Gilbert's zist birthday). Three of
~ Susan Gilbert's students present to her The Poems of Ossian.

AMHERST, DECEMBER 20. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Martha & the

Snells called. Cousin Emilie {Norcross~\ arrived.

DECEMBER 21, SABBATH. Dear Mr Wolcott preached all day, How I

love him! Sick & did not attend evening meeting. Emilie Fowler crying
DECEMBER 22. Abby Wood called. Bowdoin supped here. Met Miss

Judkins in Street, Walked out. Received bow from "Sue" . . .

DECEMBER 23. A letter from Dr Wesselhoeft . . . Twombly supped

&: spent evening. Father displeased highly.

DECEMBER 24:, WEDNESDAY NIGHT. ED writes to her brother:
Dont tell them, will you Austin; they are all asleep soundly and I

snatch the silent night to speak a word to you . . . I'm afraid that dread-

ful pain will keep you wide awake all this dreary night . . . But lest

I harm my patient with too much conversation on sickness and pain,

I pass to themes more cheerful and reminiscence gay. I know it would

make you laugh to see Vinnie sleeping as soundly as a poker, and shovel

and pair of tongs, and Cousin Emily Norcross bringing up the rear in

a sleep twice as sound, and full twice as sonorous, and there come snatches

of music from away in mother's room, which wake a funny response in

my amused being . . . \yinnie\ thinks ancient martyrs very trifling in-

deed and would welcome the stake in preference to the sunrise, and that

shrill morning call she may be sure to hear!

DECEMBER 25, THURSDAY NOON (Christmas). Lavinia Dickinson en-
closes a note with ED'S letter: I am so sorry, Austin that you are sick.

I should'nt have written what I did, had I known it. So you must for-
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give me . . . We are having a nice time with Cousin Emilie . . . Mrs.

Brewster is dead. Father is in Monson.

DECEMBER 26. Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Had a nice quiet day all

alone with Cousin Emilie, Matthew Haskell spent evening here. Re-

ceived music from Emilie
DECEMBER 29. Lavinia. Dickinson writes to her brother: When shall

you come home again? I was thinking a little while since that we

should'nt go sugaring any more, because you would be always gone &: I

felt almost sad, that  those charming little excursions were  over . . .

Every thing goes on at home as usual. Emilie_is,pensiy.e_j.ust_nowJ:e.col-

lections of "by gones" you know, "Old U"lj-&c~~~J (ui (_ r3 ~  L·r, >/.

Daniel Webster sends to Edward Dickinson a copy of his Address at the

Laying of the Corner Stone of the Addition to the Capital; July 4, 1851

(Washington, 1851).
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AMHERST, JANUARY 4- Lavinia Dickinson's diary: Cousin George

[Dickinson] spent evening here, went to church with me.

JANUARY g, MONDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother: I dont

know anything of the railroad tho' I fancy "things is workin," and so

soon as "things has worked" I promise to let you know . . . would write

much more, but your stockings call note.

MID-JANUARY? SUNDAY EVENING. ED writes to Abiah Root, visiting
in Philadelphia:
Amherst and Philadelphia, separate indeed, and yet how near,

bridged by a thousand trusts . . . Very likely, Abiah, you fancy me

at home in my own little chamber, writing you a letter, but you are

greatly mistaken. I am on the blue Susquehanna paddling down to you;

I am not much of a sailor, so I get along rather slowly, and I am not

much of a mermaid, tho' I verily think I shall be, if the tide overtakes

me at my present jog.

. . . I always try to think in any disappointment that had I been

gratified, it had been sadder still, and I weave from such supposition,

at times, considerable consolation; consolation upside down as I am

pleased to call it, but my dear child, you know that I do not feel well

at some times, and when my feelings come, I permit them to overcome

me when perhaps I ought not—yet at the time submission seems almost
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inevitable. I will try to get stout and well before you come again, and

who says the past shall not be forgiven by the day to come? I say she

shall be, and that the deeper the crimson, the purer and more like snow

the heart repentant, when penitence can come.

JANUARY 21? WEDNESDAY NOON. ED writes to Susan Gilbert: Will

you forgive me, Susie, I cannot stay away; and it is not me only, that

writes the note today—dear Mattie's heart is here, tho' her hand is not

quite strong enough to hold a pen today. I have just come from your
home, and I promised Mattie I would write you, and tell you about her.

Now dont feel anxious, dear Susie, Mattie is only sick a little and Dr

Smith and I, are going to cure her right away in a day . . . She has'nt

got your letter, owing she thinks to the great snow storm, which blocked

up all the railroads, and dont give us any mail—and Susie—1 am so

credulous, and so easily deluded by this fond heart of mine—that I am

supposing snow storms have got my letter too, and I shant lay it to you,
but to the wicked snow storm, if mine does not come too!
I told Mattie this morning, that I felt all taken away, without her,

or Susie, and indeed I have thought tod.ay of what would become of me

when the "bold Dragon" shall bear you both away, to live in his high

mountain—and leave me here alone . . . The days dont go very fast—

I shall certainly have to poke them, if they dont go along; yet they do
move a little, and bounding o'er them all, I meet the glad July, and

have you in my arms—

JANUARY 26, MONDAY NOON. Lavinid Dickinson asks her brother for
music and reports Amherst news: There was a pleasant little gathering

at Tempo's, Friday eve, Martha is better, Mrs "James' lungs are all tied

up in a knout & she haint got nothin to hitch her breath on to & her

vitals are struck." This is a true statement Austin, the poor lady really

thinks she does suffer & "if it had'nt a been for Gridley she'd a went,"

that time.

ED to her brother, Jan. 28:
Mary Warner and Thurston are getting along nicely, spent last Mon-

day evening sliding down Boltwood's hill—the very last phase of flirtation

. . . Abby \Wood} brought her work down and staid all Monday fore-

noon; said she wrote a letter of 16 pages to Eliza Coleman last week, and

had just received one of ten in return. Dear me, I'm glad I have no such

hot correspondents! Only think of it, Abby Wood and Eliza C. Where

is Charles Dickens, is all I have tongue to say?

JANUARY 28? WEDNESDAY MORNING. ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
It's a sorrowful morning Susie—the wind blows and it rains; "into
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each life some rain must fall", and I hardly know which falls fastest,

the rain without, or within— Oh Susie, I would nestle close to your

warm heart, and never hear the wind blow, or the storm beat, again. Is

there any room there for me, or shall I wander away all homeless and

alone? . . . [P.S.] Dear Mattie is almost well.

JANUARY 28, WEDNESDAY EVENING. ED writes to her brother:
Poor Mat has been pretty sick, but is recovering now; just a fort-

night today since she was taken down.

I am down there a great deal, and spend most all my time in going

to see her, thinking of something to carry her, or writing letters to Sue,

telling her all about Martha. I had a long letter from Sue last Thursday,

and wrote her that day of Mat's sickness, at Mat's request; told her Mat

was'nt much sick, had a touch of the influenza and would be out again

soon. Poor Sue thought otherwise, concluded Mat was very sick and I

had written not so for fear I should alarm her; so yesterday I had the

most anxious note from her . . . but I wrote her immediately, staling

how Mat was, and Mrs C[utler] wrote too . . . Emeline is still very

feeble, sits up only a little, cannot bear the light at all on account of her

head, and tho' slowly recovering, is very feeble yet. I went up to see her

today—her room is kept so dark that I could'nt see where she was for

some time—at last I heard a little faint voice way out in the corner,

and found poor Em' out there . . . It is five weeks today, since she was

taken sick . . . Her hair is all cut off, and to see her propped up with

pillows, you would'nt hardly know her . . .

Dr Wesselhoeft's bill is correct I presume. He sent Vinnie medicine

three or four times, and me twice—and although we were not benefited

by it, he probably did the best he could for us, and I'd rather you would

pay it, without any words about it . . .

JANUARY go. The Hampshire and Franklin Express publishes: Requiem

On the Death of Misses Martha and Ellen Kingman. [dated Amherst,
Nov. 20, iSji, and. signed "S. E.'"\
WILLOUGHBY, OHIO, JANUARY 31. Jane Humphrey writes to Edward
Hitchcock: I left home three weeks ago— Was seven days on my way . . .

Have you heard from Annie Tyier? I am cheered by letters from her

occasionally—("To day I welcomed one from Emily Dicidnsonnn  f*"" t-M~ll

AMHERST, FEBRUARY g. Mrs. Harriet P. Mack writes to Mrs. Mary B.
Colburn:
The Trustees have purchased Mr Coltons house, giving him $14,00.
I hear of no movement of his, what he intends to do. He may surprise

us all but I do not believe he thinks of ever leaving Amherst. He has
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been shut up three weeks with Influenza. Mr Wolcott preached for us

one of the last sabbaths I was out, two admirable sermons. He seems

very energetic 8e unsparing of his strength &: labors. He had a visitation

of his church last week, & a fast on Friday . . . Emily Fowler is afflicted.

Mr March was seized with Hemorrhage of the lungs in N.Y. . . . He has

gone to Florida.

NEW HAVEN, FEBRUARY 4. Delia Torrey writes to Eudocia Converse:
Have you heard any thing from that important missive that was

despatched to \W. C.] Dickinson [now at the Monson Academyl  I shall

not be surprised to learn that your signature is confirmed and your jest

taken in earnest. Dont ever_tell_him that we knew what transpired_when

we eeped_in_th winow. Have you heard anything from Joel \W.
Norcross] and his puzzles? I have an insight into "tricks in trade" which

I might never have had but for him.

AMHERST, FEBRUARY 4/5- From the Express, Feb. 6:
AMHERST AND BELCHERTOWN RAILROAD.

THE STOCK. ALL TAKEN—ROAD UNDER CONTRACT!!

Hon. Edward Dickinson made a few remarks. He recounted the first

meeting for agitating railroad matters in this vicinity, held in Sunder-

land, nearly eight years ago, and faces gathered there, and some present

on this occasion, had grown familiar to him from seeing them at meet-

ings held for a similar purpose, since that time . . . He pressed upon

the stockholders the necessity for promptly meeting the first assessment,

which would be called for in March.

A SALUTE of ten guns was fired in this town on Thursday afternoon,

in honor of the completion of the Railroad subscriptions and the con-

tracting for its construction. We'll have another bout when the road

is built!

FEBRUARY 6, FRIDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
Since we have written you, the grand Rail Road decision is made,

and there is great rejoicing throughout this town and the neighboring;

that is, Sunderland, Montague, and Belchertown. Every body is wide

awake, every thing is stirring, the streets are full of people talking cheer-

ingly, and you really should be here to partake of the jubilee. The event

was celebrated by D. Warner, and cannon; and the silent satisfaction in

the hearts of all is it's crowning attestation.

Father is really sober from excessive satisfaction, and bears his honors

with a most becoming air. Nobody believes it yet, it seems like a fairy
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tale, a most miraculous event in the liws of n« aH  ThP "'°" t'»~~ -"-'
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ing next week . . . Such old fellows as Col. Smith and his wife fold their

arms complacently, and say, "well, I declare, we have got it after all"—

got it, you good for nothings! and so we have, in spite of sneers and

pities, and insults from all around; and we will keep it too, in spite of

earth and heaven!

. . . Tutor Howland appeared on Wednesday, and remained in town

till today—took tea here Wednesday evening—took Vinnie to ride yester-

day morning, spent most of the afternoon here, and is just shutting the

gate upon his last farewell, as I write this morning. I have been to ride

twice since I wrote you, once with a party, manned by Root & Co. and

last evening with Sophomore Emmons, alone . . .

Enclosure from Edward Dickinson: Austin. You will see by the Editor's

glorification article in to-day's 'Express,' that the Am. &; Bel. r. road is

"a fixed fact." The contract is made—the workmen will be digging, in

"Logtown," next week—&; we shall see those animating shantees, smoking

through an old flour barrel, for a chimney, before many days . . . The

two great eras in the history of Amherst, are i. The founding of the

College, a. The building of the rail road.

We here "set up our Ebenezer." HaHall! Your father E.D.

FEBRUARY 13? FRIDAY FORENOON. ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
I have been hard at work this morning, and I ought to be working

now, but I cannot deny myself the luxury of a minute or two with you.

The dishes may wait dear Susie, and the uncleared table stand, them
I have always with me, but you, I have "not always" . . . Vinnie is sew-

ing away like a fictitious seamstress, and I half expect some knight will

arrive at the door, confess himself a nothing in presence of her love-

liness, and present his heart and hand as the only vestige of him worthy

to be refused.

Vinnie and I have been talking about growing old, today. Vinnie thinks

twenty must be a fearful position for one to occupy— I tell her I dont

care if I am young or not, had as lief be thirty, and you, as most any-

thing else. Vinnie expresses her sympathy at my "sere and yellow leaf"

and resumes her work, dear Susie, tell me how you feel—ar'nt there days

in one's life when to be old dont seem a thing so sad—

I do feel gray and grim, this morning, and I feel it would be a com-

fort to have a piping voice, and a broken back, and scare little children

• . . Dont you think we are good and patient, to let you go so long;

and dont we think you're a darling, a real beautiful hero, to toil for

people, and teach them, andJeave your own dear home? Because we pine
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and repine, dont think we forget the precious patriot at war in other

lands!

FEBRUARY i~? ED sends a valentine to William Howland, at Spring-
field, and to a friend at Monson (copied by Eudocia Converse into her
commonplace book):
"Sic transit gloria mundi,"

"How doth the busy bee,"

"Dum vivimus vivamus,"

I stay my enemy . . .

FEBRUARY 18, WEDNESDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
There are a good many lectures here now, before the Lyceum. Mr

Mt Pleasant-Nash, is giving a course of Agricultural ones, twelve in all,

and . . . once or twice in a week, there is also another from some other

gentlemen, on some literary subject. Prof Fowler gave one on Adam

Smith, last evening . . . Emmons passed the evening here, and Vinnie

and I staid home—mother went out with Father, but I thought the

lecture too high for her unobtrusive faculties. {Enclosure from Lavinia~�
Sarah Ferry is to have company this evening. Emilie & I are going.

FEBRUARY 20. In the Springfield Daily Republican:

A VALENTINE

The hand that wrote the following amusing medley to a gentleman

friend of ours, as "a valentine," is capable of writing very fine things, and

there is certainly no presumption in entertaining a private wish that a

correspondence, more direct than this, may be established between it and

the Republican:

"Sic transit gloria mundi,"

"How doth the busy bee,"

"Dum vivimus vivamus,"

I stay mine enemy!

Oh "veni, vidi, vicil"

Oh caput cap-a-pie!

And oh "memento mori"

When I am far from thee!

Hurrah for Peter Parley!

Hurrah for Daniel Boon!

Three cheers, sir, for the gentleman

Who first observed the moon!
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Peter, put up the sunshine;

Pattie, arrange the stars;

Tell Luna, tea is waiting,

And call your brother Mars!

Put down the apple, Adam,

And come away with me,

So shalt thou have a pippin
From off my father's treel

I climb the "Hill of Science,"

I "view the landscape o'er;"

Such transcendental prospect,

I ne'er beheld before)

Unto the Legislature

My country bids me go;

I'll take my india rubbers,
In case the wind should blowl

During my education,

It was announced to me

That gravitation, stumbling,
Fell from an apple tree!

The earth upon an axis

Was once supposed to turn,

By way of a gymnastic
In honor of the sun I

It was the brave Columbus,

A sailing o'er the tide,

Who notified the nations

Of where I would reside!

Mortality is fatal—

Gentility is fine,

Rascality, heroic,

Insolvency, sublime!
Our Fathers being weary,

Laid down on Bunker Hill;

And tho' full many a morning,

Yet they are sleeping still,—
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The trumpet, sir, shall wake them,

In dreams I see them rise,

Each with a solemn musket

A marching to the skies!

A coward will remain. Sir,

Until the fight is done;

But an immortal hero
Will take his hat, and run!

Good bye. Sir, I am going;

My country calleth me;

Allow me. Sir, at parting,

To wipe my weeping e'e.

In token of our friendship

Accept this "Bonnie Doon,"

And when the hand that plucked it

Hath passed beyond the moon,

The memory of my ashes

Will consolation be;

Then, farewell, Tuscarora,

And farewell. Sir, to thee!

FEBRUARY 22? SUNDAY MORNING. ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
The bells are ringing, Susie, north, and east, and south, and your
own village bell, and the people who love God, are expecting to go to

meeting . . . They will all go but me, to the usual meetinghouse, to hear

the usual sermon, the inclemency of storm so kindly detaining me; and

as I sit here Susie, alone with the winds and you, I have the old king
feeling even more than before, for I know not even the cracker man will

invade this solitude, this sweet Sabbath of ours. And thank you for your

dear letter, which came on Saturday night . . . I mourn this morning,

Susie, that I have no sweet sunset to gild a page for you, nor any bay

so blue—not even a little chamber way up in the sky, as your's is, to

give me thoughts of heaven, which I would give to you. You know how

I must write you, down, down, in the terrestrial; no sunset here, no

stars; not even a bit of twilight which I may poetize—and send you! Yet

Susie, there will be romance in the letter's ride to you—think of the

hills and the dales, and the rivers it will pass over, and the drivers and

conductors who will hurry it on to you; and wont that make a poem such

as can ne'er be written? . . . in thinking of those I love, my reason is all

gone from me, and I do fear sometimes that I must make a hospital for
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the hopelessly insane, and chain me up there such times, so I wont in-

jure you ...

Susie, what will you say if I tell you that Henry Root is coming to

see me, some evening of this week, and I have promised to read him

some parts of all your letters . . . I have seen him several times lately,

and I admire him, Susie, because he talks of you so frequently—and

beautifully . . . Then I've found a beautiful, new, friend, and I've told

him about dear Susie, and promised to let him know you so soon as you

shall come . . . Who loves you most, and loves you best, and thinks

of you when others rest? T'is Emilie—

FEBRUARY 23. At the hall of the Center School House the Citizens'
Lyceum holds a discussion. "Is the reading of fictitious works beneficial
to the human mind?"
BALTIMORE, FEBRUARY 26. Susan Gilbert acquires The Works of

Charles Lamb in 2 volumes. New YorK,~i8ji.
AMHERST, FEBRUARY? THURSDAY. ED writes to Emily Fowler:
I cant come in this morning, because I am so cold, but you will know

I am here—ringing the big front door bell, and leaving a note for you.

Oh I want to come in, I have a great mind now to follow little Jane

into your warm sitting room; are you there, dear Emily?

No, I resist temptation and run away from the door just as fast as

my feet will carry me, lest if I once come in, I shall grow so happy,

happy, that I shall stay there always, and never go home at all . . .

P.S. I have just shot past the corner, and now all the wayside houses,

and the little gate flies open to see me coming home!

MARCH 2, TUESDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
Father has been shut up with the rheumatism, since Saturday—is

rather better today, and hopes to be out tomorrow—the rest of us are

as well as could possibly be expectedl Our minds are not well, mine
especially, has quite a number of symptoms—and I apprehend a result!
On the whole, however, we bear it, with a good deal of fortitude.

I would have given most anything to have had you here, last evening

—the scene was indeed too rich, to be detailed by my pen, and I shall

ever regret that the world has lost such a chance to laugh. Let me add

as I go along, that father's frame of mind is as usual the happiest, de-

veloping itself in constant acts of regard, and epithets of tenderness!
Soon after tea, last night, a violent ring at the bell— Vinnie obeys

the summons— Mr Harrington, Brainerd, would like to see me at the

door. I come walking in from the kitchen, frightened almost to death,
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and receive the command from father, "not to stand at the door"—

terrified beyond measure, I advance to the outside door— Mr H. has an

errand—will not consent to come in, on account of my father's sickness—

having dismissed him hastily, I retreat again to the kitchen—where I

find mother and Vinnie making most desperate efforts to control them-

selves, but with little success . . . Another ring at the door—enter W"

Dickinson—soon followed by Mr Thurston! I again crept into the sitting

room, more dead than alive, and endeavored to make conversation.
Father looked round triumphantly. I remarked that "the weather was

rather cold" today, to which they all assented—indeed I never witnessed
such wonderful unanimity. Fled to my mind again, and endeavored to

procure something equally agreeable with my last happy remark. Be-

thought me of Sabbath day, and the Rev. Mr Bliss, who preached upon

it . . . well,  pretty  soon,  another  pull  at  the  bell—enter  Thankful
Smith, in the furs and robes of her ancestors, while James brings up

the rear.

Austin, my cup was full— I endeavored to shrink away into primeval

nothingness—but sat there large as life, in spite of every effort. Finally

Father, accompanied by the cousins, adjourned to the kitchen fire—

and Vinnie and I, and our friends enjoyed the rest of the evening.

MARCH 4. From the Express, Mar. •):
On Thursday afternoon and evening, March \, the inhabitants of the

West Parish, under the ministerial charge of Rev. A. M. Colton, joined

in a friendly meeting at the house of their Pastor. The venerable house

which has been the clerical abode for two or three generations of min-

isters, and which is soon to be removed to make way for the proposed

College Library building, was literally crammed with the members of

Mr. Colton's flock ...
MARCH 7, SUNDAY AFTERNOON. ED writes to her brother:
I will write while they've gone to meeting, lest they stop me, when

they get home. I stayed to Communion this morning, and by that way,

bought the privilege of not going this afternoon, and having a talk with

you, meanwhile.

It's a glorious afternoon—the sky is blue and warm—the wind blows

just enough to keep the clouds sailing, and the sunshine—oh such sun-

shine, it is'nt like gold, for gold is dim beside it; it is'nt like anything

which you or I have seen! It seems to me "lk Marvel" was born on such

a day; I only wish you were here. Such days were made on purpose for

Susie and you and me, then what in the world are you gone for . . .

Is it pleasant in Boston? Of course it is'nt, tho', I might have known

more than to make such an inquiry. No doubt the streets are muddy,
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and the sky some dingy hue, and I can think just how every thing bangs

and rattles, and goes rumbling along thro' stones and plank and clay! . . .

What a time we shall have Fast day, after we get home from meeting

—why it makes me dance to think of it; and Austin, if I dance so many

days beforehand, what will become of me when the hour really arrives?

.      .'     .      Kate    Hitchcock    and    Storrs,    are    coming    off    tomorrow    evening.    Dont

know whether they will have a wedding, or not, presume the faculty
will be present in robes. I am more and more convinced, that this is a

great country!

MARCH g. From the Express, Mar. 12: [Married] In this town, March 9,

by Rev. Dr. Hitchcock, Rev. Henry M. Storrs of Lawrence, Mass., to Miss

Catherine, daughter of President Hitchcock . . .

MID-MARCH? ED encloses a note in a family letter to her brother:
Had a beautiful letter from Sue, on Friday, W" Washburn is here yet,

strange in so big a world there seems to be no corner for him!

"Dream Life" is not near so great a book as the "Reveries of a

Bachelor," yet I think it full of the very sweetest fancies, and more ex-

quisite language I defy a man to use; on the whole I enjoy it very much,

tho, I cant help wishing all the time, that he had been translated like

Enoch of old, after his Bachelor's Reverie, and "the chariot of fire, and

the horses thereof," were all that was seen of him, after that exquisite

writing.

MARCH 19. ED to her brother. Mar. 24: We had a visit from Uncle

Bullard, while father was gone [m Boston~\—he appeared Friday night, at

teatime, and left us Saturday morning, had a very pleasant time . . .

SOUTH HADLEY, MARCH 23. Jane Hitchcock writes to Ann Fiske: I

hear from Sue. Gilbert through Emily and Vinnie only. She is happy

where she is, and returns to A. next June.

AMHERST, MARCH 23? TUESDAY. ED writes to Jane Humphrey, at
Willoughby, Ohio:
Thank you for the Catalogue, dear Jennie—why did you run away

from N-England and Vinnie and me?

Jennie did'nt answer the letter I sent her a long ago—but I am not

angry with her. The snows have covered Abby in her sweet churchyard

rest. I was going to pick a leaf from the tree nearest her grave and send

it in here, Jennie, but I thought I might disturb her—and besides the

leaves are faded and would only make you cry.

Your sweet sister Helen will be very near us Jennie, I shall hope to

see her sweet face when I go to Northampton with father . . . I send you
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a taste Jennie, of E. Kellogg's wedding cake—you remember her, dont

you? Eat it tearfully, Jennie—for it came all the way from me!

MARCH 24, WEDNESDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
You would'nt think it was spring, Austin, if you were at home this

morning, for we had a great snow storm yesterday, and things are all

white, this morning. It sounds funny enough to hear birds singing, and

sleigh bells, at a time. . . . the first thing we said to father, when he got

out of the stage, was to ask if you were coming. I was sure you would

all the while, for father said "of course you would," he should "consent to

no other arrangement," and as you say, Austin, what father says, "he

means." How very soon it will be now—why when I really think of it,

how near, and how happy it is, my heart grows light so fast, that I could

mount a grasshopper, and gallop around the world, and not fatigue

him any! The sugar weather holds on, and I do believe it will stay until

you come.

Mat came home from meeting with us last Sunday, was here Saturday

afternoon, when father came, and at her special request, was secreted

by me in the entry, until he was fairly in the house, when she escaped,

•unharmed . . . "Mrs Skeeter" [Mrs. Warner~\ is very feeble; "cant bear

Allopathic treatment, cant have Homeopathic"—dont want Hydro-

pathic— Oh, what a pickle she is in—should'nt think she would deign

to live—it is so decidedly vulgarl They have not concluded where to

move— Mrs W. will perhaps obtain board in the "celestial city," but I'm

sure I cant imagine what will become of the resti Here comes Mattiel

MARCH 25? THURSDAY MORNING. Lclvirlia writes to her brother: Ohi

dearl Father is killing the horse. I wish you'd come quick if you want to

see him alive. He is whipping him because he did'nt look quite "umble"
enough this morning. Ohi Austin, it makes me so angry to see that noble

creature so abused. Emilie is screaming to the top of her voice. She's so

vexed about it.

MARCH 26? FRIDAY AFTERNOON. ED writes to her cousin, John L.
Graves:
I thought perhaps you and your friend would come in to drink wine
this evening, as I asked you to do, after Vinnie got home, but I want to

tell you something.

Vinnie and I are asked out this evening, and Vinnie's obliged to go.

It will not be as pleasant when she is absent from home, and now I want

to know if you will be busy next week, and if not, wont you save an

evening, or an hour of one, when you will come and see us, and taste the

currant wine?
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Please tell your friend—Mr Emmons—and invite him to come with

you upon another evening.

MARCH 26. Lavinia to her brother. Mar. )o: Tempo had a little com-

pany Friday night. I was there. Emily was not.

BROOKLYN, MARCH go. From the Express, Apr. <): [Deaths] In Brooklyn,

N.Y.» March go, Mary Dickinson, aged 43, wife of Mark H. Newman, and

daughter of the late Hon. Samuel F. Dickinson of this town.

AMHERST, LATE MARCH. The April issue of Harper's comes, with the
first installment of Bleak House.

APRIL? ED writes to John Graves and Henry Vaughan Emmons:
Ungentle "Atropos'1 And yet I dare not chide her, for fear those saucy

fingers will ply the shears again.

Perhaps she suspects the wine! Please tell her its only Currant Wine,

and would she be so kind as to lend me her shears a little, that I might

cut a thread?

Vinnie and I wait patiently the coming of our friends, and trust a

brighter evening will soon reward us all for the long expectation.

APRIL 5, MONDAY MORNING. ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
Will you be kind to me, Susie? I am naughty and cross, this morning

and nobody loves me here; nor would you love me, if you should see me

frown, and hear how loud the door bangs whenever I go through; and yet

it is'nt anger— I dont believe it is, for when nobody sees, I brush away

big tears with the corner of my apron, and then go working on—bitter

tears, Susie, so hot that they burn my cheeks, and almost schorch my

eyeballs, but you have wept such, and you know they are less of anger

than sorrow.
And I do love to run fast, and hide away from them all; here in dear

Susie's bosom, I know is love and rest, and I never would go away, did

not the big world call me, and beat me for not working.

Little Emerald Mack is washing, I can hear the warm suds, splash, I

just gave her my pocket handkerchief—so I cannot cry any more. And

Vinnie sweeps—sweeps, upon the chamber stairs, and Mother is hurrying

round with her hair in a silk pocket handkerchief, on account of dust. Oh

Susie, it is dismal, sad and drear eno'—and the sun dont shine, and the

clouds look cold and gray, and the wind dont blow, but it pipes the

shrillest roundelay, and the birds dont sing, but twitter—and there's

nobody to smilel Do I paint it natural—Susie, so you think how it

looks? ...

I do think it's wonderful, Susie, that our hearts dont break every day,
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when I think of all the whiskers, and all the gallant men, but I guess I'm

made with nothing but a hard heart of stone, for it dont break any, and

dear Susie, if mine is stony, your's is stone upon stone, for you never yield

any, where I seem quite beflown. Are we going to ossify always, say, Susie,

how will it be? When I see the Popes and the Polloks, and the John

Milton Browns, I think we are liable, but I dont know! I am glad there's

a big future waiting for me and you.

You would love to know what I read—1 hardly know what to tell you,

my catalogue is so small.

I have just read three little books, not great, not thrilling, but sweet '

and true—"The Light in the Valley," "Only," and "A House Upon a

Rock." I know you would love them all, yet they dont bewitch me any.

There are no walks in the wood—no low and earnest voices, no moon-

light, nor stolen love, but pure little lives, loving God, and their parents,

and obeying the laws of the land; yet read, if you meet them, Susie,

for they will do one good.

I have the promise of "Alton Locke"—a certain book called "Olive,"

and the "Head of a Family," which was what Mattie named to you.

Vinnie and I had "Bleak House" sent to us the other day—it is like him

who wrote it—that is all I can say . . .

[P.S.] Father's sister [Mary Newman\ is dead, and mother wears black

on her bonnet, and has a collar of crape . . . Austin comes home on

Wednesday, and he'll only stay two days, so I fancy we shant go sugaring,

as "we did last year," . . . Joseph [Ly an] is out south somewhere, a very

great way off, yet we hear from him.

ALBANY, APRIL 6. Helen Fiske writes to her guardian, Julius Palmer:
I wish you could know Henry Root as I know him! If he does not make

one of the noblest of men—1 shall be slow to trust again in the apparent

promise of any mind or heart. And I wish still more that you could see—

Henry Root—ten years older—and in some respects of a loftier nature,

in the person of no less a hero than "Lieut. Hunt" . . .

AMHERST, APRIL 8. Austin Dickinson to Susan Gilbert, Apr. 19: Fast

day—went to meeting in the morning—in the afternoon—ate sugar &;

drank cider with Bowdoin Sc the girls—for a while—then went out with

Bowdoin to look for some arbutus—but could"* find any . . .

APRIL 9. Friday morning stayed about home—in the afternoon—

talked[?] Emily first—then went a little ride—while Vinnie was off with

Ker young man Howland—

APRIL io, SATURDAY. ED to Susan Gilbert, Apr. ii?
Yes, we did go sugaring, and remembered who was gone, and who was
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there last year, and love and recollection brought with them Little Regret

and set her in the midst of us.

Dear Susie, Dear Joseph, why take the best and dearest, and leave

our hearts behind? While the Lovers sighed, and twined oak leaves, and

the anti enamoured ate sugar, and crackers, in the house, I went to see

what I could find. Only think of it, Susie, I had'nt any appetite, nor any

Lover either, so I made the best of fate, arid gathered antique stones, and

your little flowers of moss opened their lips and spoke to me, so I was not

alone, and bye and bye Mattie and me might have been seen sitting

together upon a high, gray rock, and we might have been heard talking,

were anyone very near. And did thoughts of that dear Susie go with us on

the rock, and sit there 'tween us twain I Loved One, thou knowest.

I gathered something for you, because you were not there, an acorn,

and some moss blossoms, and a little shell of a snail, so whitened by the

snow you would think 'twas a cunning artist had carved it from alabaster

—then I tied them all in a leaf with some last summer's grass I found by

a brookside, and I'm keeping them all for you.

APRIL ii? SUNDAY AFTERNOON. ED adds a postscript to her report
to Susan Gilbert on yesterday's "sugaring": I have heard all about the

journal. Oh Susie, that you should come to this! I want you to get it

bound, at my expense, Susie—-so when he takes you from me, to live in his

new home, I may have some of you. I am sincere.

Austin Dickinson to Susan Gilbert, Apr. i<): Sunday, of course, went to

meeting . . . After dinner [    ] Bowdoin and I strolled a little [    ]

&: then down around the Ferry place  .  .  .  It was a beautiful afternoon—

a bright, warm sun—&: the air perfectly motionless—but you cant think

how queer it seemed to me—so still—&: not a human being to be seen—

nor a creature stirring  Saw one solitary hen—as the whole village had

been suddenly deserted—fe each house stood a monument of its late

occupants—

ED writes a birthday [?] letter to Abiah Root. ED to Abiah Root, early
May?: You remarked that I had written you more affectionately than

wont.

APRIL 12, MONDAY. Austin Dickinson returns to Boston by the night
express train.
APRIL 17· ED to her brother, Apr. 21:
I will tell you about the cousins. You have heard father speak of his

cousin, Pliny Dickinson, of Syracuse. He has had two daughters in

Hanover, at Mrs Austin Dickinson's school—there is a vacation there,

and he has been on to Hanover for the girls. Cousin Harriet heard he
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was coming, and she and Zebina wrote, urging him and his daughters to

visit them. They arrived on Saturday noon, passed that night at Cousin

Harriet's, and then proposed coming here. Of course, we told them they

might—and having got our permission, they came home with us from

meeting—and stayed until yesterday noon, when they went back to Cousin

Harriet's.

Cousin Pliny says he "might stay around a month, visiting old

acquaintances—if it was'nt for his business."

Fortunate for us indeed, that his business feels the need of him, or I

think he would never go. He is a kind of compound of Deacon Haskell,

Calvin Merrill, and Morton Dickinson, so you will easily guess how much

we enjoy his society. The girls are pretty girls—very simple hearted and

happy, and would be very interesting, if they had any body to teach them.

The oldest, Lizzie, is nineteen—looks exactly like Sarah Pyncheon, and

is very lively and bright. Sarah, the younger—fifteen, a sober little body

—and has quite a pensive air, and a cough . . . Mary Lyman came

Saturday—and I shall go and see her just as soon as it clears off, for it's

stormed ever since she came. She has been in Hanover—at the same

school with these cousins—attending to French and music, and they have

told us how much she said about you. Lizzie says "Miss Lyman thinks

there never was such a fellow," and the girls admire her so much, that

they think you must be most perfect—so to have won her regard.

APRIL 18? SUNDAY EVENING. ED writes to Jane Humphrey, at Wil-
loughby, Ohio:
Why so far, Jennie, was'nt there room enough for that young ambi-

tion, among New England hills, that it must spread it's wings and fly

away and away, till it paused at Ohio? Sometimes think my dear Jennie

was a wee bit uneasy in her own home and country, or she never had

strolled so far, but wont reproach her any, for it's sad to be a stranger—

and she is now. Why, I cant think what would tempt me to bid my

friends Good bye, I'm afraid I'm growing selfish in my dear home, but I

do love it so, and when some pleasant friend invites me to pass a week

with her, I look at my father and mother, and Vinnie, and all my friends,

and I say no—no, cant leave them, what if they die when I'm gone; Kind

Friend— "I pray thee have me excused!" Your home is broken, Jennie;

my home is whole; that makes a sad, sad difference, and when I think of

it more, it dont seem strange to me, as it did at first,  that you could

leave it . . .

It does'nt seem one bit as if my friends would die—for I do love them

so, that even should death come after them, it dont seem as if they'd go;

yet there's Abbie, and Mr Humphrey, and many and many a dear one,
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whom I loved just as dearly, and they are not upon Earth, this lovely

Sabbath evening. Bye and by, we'll be all gone, Jennie, does it seem as if

we would? The other day I tried to think how I should look with my eyes

shut, and a little white gown on, and a snowdrop on my breast, and I

fancied I heard the neighbors stealing in so softly, to look down in my

face—so fast asleep—so still— Oh Jennie, will you and I really become

like this?

Dont mind what I say. Darling, I'm a naughty, bad, girl, to say such

sad things, and make you cry, but I think of the grave very often, and how

much it has got of mine, and whether I can ever stop it from carrying off

what I love . . .

BALTIMORE, APRIL 19. Susan Gilbert writes to her brother Dwight:
We came back from "Havre de Grace" this morning, where we have

been for the last ten days having a fine time [visiting Harriet Hinsdale's
sister Aurelia, Mrs. Armon Davis] . . . We visited about a good deal, and

saw considerable of Southern hospitality, and cordiality—some of their

maneuvres quite amused me, especially the shad and sausages that graced

the tea-tables— After all, there is no such place as Yankee land for me

. . . I have not enlarged upon our Wash. trip in this, my last was so full

of it— {P-S-} There are only ten weeks before we go home.

BOSTON, APRIL 19. Austin DickinsoiT, drafts a letter to Susan Gilbert:
You have just this evening I suppose, Sue, returned from your fort-

night's visit in the country—with its rambles in the fields—through the

woods—and by the water's edge—with its fishing excursions—horseback

rides . . . {My visit to Amhersf] ended just a -week to night—& I re-

turned as usual by the night express train— Its main feature was the

"going sugaring'—which I presume Mat has told you all about . . .

Amherst, the folks all say, has been unusually quiet this winter—

hardly a ride or party, or excitement of any sort . . . Mat has had a
long sick time of it—but looks very well now anticipates your return early

in July— Henry Nash is there yet &: W° Washburn still waits for an

opportunity to leave town &: Deacon Mack is stern & solemn  Mr Sweetser

grows affable—& with my father is sometimes almost boyish—talks about

what he &: "Ed" have done . . . You asked me in your last note what to

read—Sc I will mention several things that if you hav°* read you will be

interested to—Mrs Childs letters fr New York—

AMHERST, APRIL 81, WEDNESDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
I wanted to write you Sunday— I was much disappointed not to, but

we have had a long, and unexpected visit from some cousins in Syracuse,

and I've had so much to do that I could not write before, but I have
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thought of you very often during this dismal storm . . . Vinnie said to

me this morning, that "things had'nt seemed natural since Austin went

away"—and I dont think they have . . . Mattie is very well, was with us

yesterday morning . . . I have not heard from Sue, since you went away

. . . The Fowler House is shut up, and E[m;7y] and Willie are at Mrs

Ferry's; I believe the Professor has gone. I send you a schedule of

yesterday—the Exhibition is said to have been a very fine one, tho' Mat

and I did'nt go!

Lavinia's diary: Cousin Pliny & the girls are gone. How I love them.
NEW YORK, APRIL 29. From the Republican, Apr. JO: Prof. Fowler of

Amherst left New York for Europe, on Thursday, to pursue his in-

vestigations of the English language in Great Britain and on the Con-

tinent ...

AMHERST, LATE APRIL? Lavinio. writes to her brother: I will send you

my picture, but I dont like it at all & should be sorry to have you or any

one else think I look just like it. I dont think my real face is quite so

stupid as the picture, perhaps I'm mistaken however.

EARLY MAY? SUNDAY. ED writes to Abiah Root:
You remarked that I had written you more affectionately than wont—

I have thought that word over and over, and it puzzles me now; whether

our last years have been cooler than our first ones, or whether I write in-

differently when I truly know it not, the query troubles me. I do believe

sincerely, that the friendship formed at school was no warmer than now,

nay more, that this is warmest—they differ indeed to me as morning dif-

fers from noon—one may be fresher, cheerier, but the other fails not.

You and I have grown older since school-days, and our years have

made us soberer—1 mean have made me so, for you were always dignified,

e'en when a little girl, and I used, now and then, to cut a timid caper . . .

I often see Abby—oftener than at sometimes when friendship drooped

a little. Did you ever know that a flower, once withered and freshened

again, became an immortal flower—that is, that it rises again? I think

resurrections here are sweeter, it may be, than the longer and lasting one

—for you expect the one, and only hope for the other.

ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
Precious Sue— Precious Mattiel All I desire in this life—all I pray

for or hope for in that long life to cornel

Dear Mattie just left me, and I stand just where we stood smiling and

chatting together a moment ago . . . These days of heaven bring you

nearer and nearer . . . How I do count the days—how I do long for the

time when I may count the hours without incurring the charge of Femina

1852

247

insanial I made up the Latin, Susie, for I could'nt think how it went,

according to Stoddard and Andrew! . . . I shall keep everything singing

tho', until Dear Child gets home—and I shant let anything blossom till

then, either.

I have got to go out in the garden now, and whip a Crown Imperial

for presuming to hold it's head up, until you have come home, so fare-

well, Susie. I shall think of you at sunset, and at sunrise, again; and at

noon, and forenoon, and afternoon, and always and evermore, till this

little heart stops beating and is still.

MAY ~? FRIDAY MORNING. ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
They are cleaning house today, Susie, and I've made a flying retreat

to my own little chamber, where with affection, and you, I will spend

this very precious hour, most precious of all the hours which dot my

flying days . . . Mattie was here last evening, and we sat on the front

door stone, and talked about life and love, and whispered our childish

fancies about such blissful things—the evening was gone so soon, and I

walked home with Mattie beneath the silent moon, and wished for you,

and Heaven. You did not come, Darling, but a bit of Heaven did, or so it

seemed to us, as we walked side by side and wondered if that great

blessedness, which may be ours sometime, is granted now, to some. This

union, my dear Susie, by which two lives are one, this sweet and strange

adoption wherein we can but look, and are not yet admitted, how it can

fill the heart, and make it gang wildly beating, how it will take us one

day, and make us all its own, and we shall not run away from it, but lie

still and be happy!

You and I have been strangely silent upon this subject, Susie, we have

often touched upon it, and as quickly fled away, as children shut their

eyes when the sun is too bright for them. I have always hoped to know

if you had no dear fancy, illumining all your life, no one of whom you

murmured in the faithful ear of night, and at whose side in fancy, you

walked the livelong day: and when you come home, Susie, we must speak

of these things. How dull our lives must seem to the bride, and the

plighted maiden, whose days are fed with gold, and who gathers pearls

every evening, but to the wife, Susie, sometimes the wife forgotten, our

lives perhaps seem dearer than all others in the world; you have seen

flowers at morning, satisfied with the dew, and these same sweet flowers

at noon with their heads bowed in anguish before the mighty sun; think

you those thirsty blossoms will now need nought but dew? No, they will

cry for sunlight, and pine for the burning noon, tho' it scorches them,

scathes them; they have got through with peace—they know that the

man of noon, is mightier than the morning and their life is henceforth
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for him. Oh, Susie, it is dangerous, and it is all too dear, those simple,

trusting spirits, and the spirits mightier, which we cannot resisti It does

so rend me, Susie, the thought of it when it comes, that I tremble lest at

sometime I, too, am yielded up. Susie, you will forgive me my amatory

strain, it has been a very long one, and if this long page did not bind

and fetter me, I might have had no end.

MAY Q, SUNDAY AFTERNOON. ED to her brother. May io:
I will take a little jalace to describe a thunder shower which occurred

yesterday afternoon—the very first of the season. Father and Vinnie were

at meeting, mother asleep in her room, and I at work by my window on

a "Lyceum Lecture." The air was really scorching, the sun red and hot,

and you know just how the birds sing before a thunder storm, a sort of

hurried and agitated song—pretty soon it began to thunder, and the

great "cream colored heads" peeped out of their windows—then came

the wind and rain and I hurried around the house to shut all the doors

and windows. I wish you had seen it come, so cool and so refreshing—

and everything glistening from it as with a golden dew— I tho't of you

all the time . . .

MAY io, MONDAY MORNING. Before breakfast ED writes to her brother:
I have made the fires, and got breakfast, and the folks wont get up,

and I dont care for it because I can write to you . . . CMotherl was

attacked Friday, with a difficulty in her face, similar to the one which

you have and with which you suffer so much once or twice in a year . . .

Vinnie and J have had to work pretty hard on account of her sick-

ness . . . This morning is fair and delightful—you will awake in dust,

and amidst the ceaseless din of the untiring city, would'nt you change

your dwelling for my palace in the dew? I hear them coming, Austin.

Goodbye for now.

Enclosure from Lavinia: Mother has been sick for two days & Father

"is as he is," so that home has been rather a gloomy place, lately . . .

the garden is made & every thing is growing rapidly, the air is full of

fragrance fe of song. Bowdoin took Mary's French fe Lyman, E. Fowler

& me out to Pelham Springs, last week after Arbutus . . . John Emer-

son called here last evening. The term begins this week. The parlor

carpets have been taken up & put down again & none of us killed.

Before mailing his daughters' letters to his son, Edward Dickinson
adds a note: Mother has been severely afflicted with the Neuralgia arising

from her front tooth . . . it was lanced on Sunday afternoon, yesterday,

& she is now relieved—tho' not yet down stairs . . . The wood is piled

—the yard cleaned up—grape vines & trees trimmed—garden made &

planted, manure got out, potatoes in lot planted . . .
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BOSTON, MAY ii. Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Martha Gilbert:
I am besought on the one hand to join one standard &: on the other,

another—the advocates for the standard of the "Cross" appeal to me in

the most solemn manner) as I value quiet from the gloomy doubts &

fears within me . . . I ask myself. Is it possjibleJ.hat._,God,...»l„Lp,o)verful,

all wise, all benevolent, as I must BelTeve him, could have created all

these millions upon millions Of human souls, only to destroy them?

BALTIMORE, MAY 12. Susan Gilbert acquires The Complete Works

of William Shakspeare.

AMHERST, MAY 13, THURSDAY NIGHT. ED writes to her brother:
Mattie was with me most all the afternoon—we had a long, sad talk

about Sue and Michigan, and Life, and our own future, and Mattie

cried and I cried, and we had a solemn time, and Mat said she had a

beautiful letter from you last night . . . John Thompson brought us

the books—he arrived Monday—no, it was Tuesday evening— I have

read "Ellen Middleton" and now Mat has it. I needn't tell you I like

it, nor need I tell you more, for you know already.

MAY 28. In the Express: NAMES.—There are forty-four legal voters in

town named Dickinson; twenty-three Smiths; and twenty-two Kelloggs.
{618 voters altogether]
HOLYOKE, JUNE g. The convention of Whigs of the Sixth Congressional
District elect Edward Dickinson as delegate to the National Whig Con-
vention at Baltimore; he pledges to nominate Daniel Webster.
SOUTH HADLEY, JUNE \. Jane Hitchcock writes to her brother Edward:
Has Mother or any one told you about Amherst Receptions? One eve-

ning in two weeks some lady opens her house for all her calling ac-

quaintance—and any one, old or young goes to the house, and enjoys

all the advantages of a party, without its disadvantages— No refresh-

ment allowed (except the "feast of reason and flow of soul.") Which

will that come under, advantages, or disadvantages?

AMHERST, JUNE ii, FRIDAY. In the Express: Mr. Dickinson will

leave home for [Baltimore] to-morrow.

In the afternoon ED writes to Susan Gilbert, in Baltimore:
You and I will have an hour with "Edward" and "Ellen Middleton",

sometime when you get home—we must find out if some things con-

tained therein are true, and if they are, what you and me are coming to!

. . . {P-S.] Why cant I be a Delegate to the great Whig Convention?—

Dont I know all about Daniel Webster, and the Tariff, and the Law?

Then, Susie, I could see you, during a pause in the session—but I dont
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like this country at all, and I shant stay here any longer! "Delenda

America, Massachusetts and all!

JUNE 18. An advertisement in the Express:

_       ___,,vrvf  Urt~nLI1J07L��
like this country at all, and I shant stay here any longer! "Delenda esf

America, Massachusetts and all!

An Evening with
~ 3 a~PE~nm ,
Miss Lizzie Johiisoii,

•D ESPECTFULLY annotinecs to tlie cituieni
Jt of Amhent, and Tivinit.v, that .ihc will have
the honor of presenting for their patronage,
AN ELOCUTIONARY

ENTERTAINMENT,
And will read come of the moit popular nelcc-
tions from the
XmMO&T.AMAM OP AVON
rheoix Ball, on Thorsdaf Erening, June 24.

The MiectionB will he

« Alternate, Grare and Gay.**
Being chosen from the moot ix~ulur of Shati*

pcarc'i PlavB.

DOOR open at a quarter part 7.  Entertain*
nent to commence at a quarter before 8 o'clock*
Amherst, June 11.
ED to Louise Norcross, Jan. 4? l8''j9'• Do you still attend Fanny Kemble?

. . . I have heard many notedly bad readers, and a fine one would be

almost a fairy surprise.

JUNE 18? Jane Hitchcock to Ann Fiske, July r,: During the few days

I spent at home, the Senior levee took place—which I enjoyed quite

well, considering the disappointment I endured with regard to it. Mother

sent invitations to nearly twenty of my schoolmates here, to be at our

house that evening, and the teachers did not think best to give them

permission . . .

BALTIMORE, JUNE 18? Edward Dickinson writes home. ED to her
brother, June 20:
Father has not got home, and we dont know when to expect him.

We had a letter from him yesterday, but he did'nt say when he should

come. He writes that he "should think the whole world was there, and

some from other worlds"—he says he meets a great many old friends

and acquaintances, and forms a great many new ones—he writes in very

fine spirits, and says he enjoys himself very much. I think it will do him

the very most good of anything in the world, and I do feel happy to have

father at last, among men who sympathize with him, and know what he

really is.
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AMHERST, JUNE 20, SUNDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
Abby Wood had a little party, week before last—a very pleasant one.

Last week the Senior Levee came off at the President's. Vinnie went to

the Levee, and I went to walk with Emmons . . . I believe Prof Haven

is to give one soon—and there is to be a Reception at Prof. Tyier's, next

Tuesday evening, which I shall attend. You see Amherst is growing lively,

and' by the time you come, everything will be in a buzz.

Uncle Samuel's family are here, boarding at Mr Palmer's . . . Mr

Bowdoin is here still—comes round with the news every day . . .

MID-JUNE? ED writes to Emily Fowler:
I said when the Barber came, I would save you a little ringlet; and

fulfilling my promise, I send you one today. I shall never give you any-

thing again that will be half so full of sunshine as this wee lock of hair,

but I wish no hue more sombre might ever fall to you—

All your gifts should be rainbows, if I owned half the skies, and but

a bit of sea to furnish raindrops for me.

Dear Emily, this is all— It will serve to make you remember me

when locks are crisp and gray, and the quiet cap, and the spectacles, and

"John Anderson my Joe" are all that is left of me—

Lavinia writes to her brother: The Receptions are prosperous. I've

been only once. Emilie & I dont go to see any one but Mat . . . I trust

Mother's visit \to Boston~\ will be happy. She anticipates it very much

. . . Emilie's hair is cut of[/] &: shes very pretty.

BALTIMORE, JU.NE 21. On the fth day of the Convention Winfield
Scott is nominated for President; the Massachusetts delegates did not
change their Webster votes.
From the Express, Sept. io: [Edward Dickinson~\ had the honor to repre-

sent the old Sixth District in the National nominating Convention. To

that convention he carried a firm and unwavering friendship to Daniel

Webster, which led him to stand by the great statesman through the

55 ballots of that body . . .

AMHERST, JUNE 25- An editorial in the Express: OUR WEBSTER DELE-

GATES.—These men deserve our thanks, and a good round volley of

hearty cheers, for their fidelity to Daniel Webster, which they so gal-

lantly and steadfastly displayed. Chafed and worried and overwhelmed

with vast majorities, they yet held fast to the faith, with a valor that

reminds one of the handful at Thermopylae . . .

JUNE 26, SATURDAY EVENING. Lavinia writes to her mother, visit-
ing at Boston: We get along nicely with out you . . . Prof. Haven
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heM a levee Friday Evening which I attended . . . Mr & Mrs Bradford

called here on Thursday to tell us about cousin Emilie [Norcross] who

is  dangerously ill . . . Pussy  is  pretty  comfortable.  Ernilip  ""'-
mouse ever~night.

-----~ lll uaps a
JUNE s>7? ,„..-                                   •-f ....i

_,. JunuAY AFTERNOON. ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
Susie, will you indeed come home next Saturday, and be my own

again, and kiss me as you used to? Shall I indeed behold you, not "darkly,

but face to face"—or am I fancying so, and dreaming blessed dreams

from which the day will wake me? I hope for you so much, and feel so

eager for you, fee] that I cannot wait, fee] that now I must have you,

that the expectation once more to see your face again, makes me feel

hot and feverish, and my heart beat, so fast— J go to sleep at night,

and the first thing I know, J am sitting there wide awake, and clasping

my hands tightly, and thinking of next Saturday, and "never a bit" of

you . . . Why, Susie, it seems to me as if my absent Lover was coming

home so soon, and my heart must be so busy, making ready for him.

While the minister this morning was giving an account of the Roman

Catholic system, and announcing several facts which were usually

startling, J was trying to make up my mind w'h of the two was prettiest

to go and welcome you in, my fawn colored dress, or my blue dress.

Just as I had decided by all means to wear the blue, down came the

minister's fist with a terrible rap on the counter, and Susie, it scared

me so, I hav'nt got over it yet, but I'm glad I reached a conclusioni . . .

Susie, I write most hastily, and very carelessly too, for it " '•'—•
me to get the supper, and """ "--•'

--JJ Llllle tor

_„ ...~ iiiuiner is gone . . .
From thf. Eunr,,- '

..  4"rTeSS, July  2:  TEMPERANCE.—A  large  assembly from Am-

herst College and town convened in Sweetser's Hall last Sabbath evening

;/      to testify their approbation of the Maine Liquor Law  .  .  .  The audience

were successively addressed by Pres. Hitchcock, Hon. Edward Dickinson

.Esq., Mr. Miles, Col. Smith, Rev. A. M. Colton . . .

NOTICE. The Copartnership heretofore existing between us, as attornies

and counsellors at law, under the firm of Dickinson & Bowdoin, is this

day by mutual consent dissolved . . . Amherst, July i, 1852.

MONSON, JULY 2. From the Republican, July ): ~Died'] At Monson,

sd, Emily Loviniai, 24, daughter of the late Hiram Norcross, and step-

daughter of Charles Steams of this City.

JULY g (Mrs. Emily Dickinson's q8th birthday). Eudocia Converse's
diary: Emily {Norcross} is consigned to her last resting place, a large

funeral & many mourners aside from her relatives—her face could not

be seen so changed & so soon—
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AMHERST, JULY 4- From the Republican, July io: Rev A. M. Colton,

of Amherst, last Sabbath asked to be dismissed from his pastoral con-

nection with the Congregational Church there. He gave as reasons for

this step, the fact that some portion of his people expressed the opinion

that a change would be mutually beneficial . . .

JULY 8, THURSDAY MORNING. Lavinia. writes to her brother: Father

is  coming  this  noon.  It's  dreadfully  lonely  with  out  you  Austin.  Sue

spent yesterday afternoon here. I've been thinking lately how easily I

could become insane. Sometimes I feel as though I should be. Emilie

& I had cards from Mr White, too. I am tired of receiving wedding

cards, they come from some where, every day . . .

BOSTON, MID-JULY? Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gilbert:
So it's only a little while now. Sue, before I" with you. I saw Helen

Fiske over in the city yesterday afternoon—not to speak to her—for I

was perched on the top of an omnibus & she was on the walk—with a

large, ambling long-faced, ungraceful, brass-buttoned individual of some

forty to fifty years I should judge, whom from his manner I took to be

her Lieutenant—&: so I saw & mused all the way on to Cambridge—on

the probable bliss of such an assorted couple—

AMHERST, JULY i;y, THURSDAY MORNING. Lavinia. writes to her
brother: Mr Sweetsers family from New York are coming to "Luke's"
to day. Aunt Lizzie will be here next week & Aunt Susan [Mrs. Samuel
F. Dickinson~\ is already established here for the present, that is in town.

So you'll find plenty of ancestors here on your return, which you'll

doubtless enjoy "much."
SOUTH HADLEY, JULY 15. Jane Hitchcock writes to Ann Fiske: Mother

told me yesterday, in her letter, that Sue Gilbert has returned to Am-

herst— Helen will be glad, wont she? Did they meet in Baltimore, as

Helen expected?

AMHERST, JULY 18. Rev. W. H. Beaman's diary: Pr. at Amh. lit

~parish] on Govt. of G[ori] 8c children like plants.

JULY 19, MONDAY. Lavinia to her brother, July 20: Emilie & I made

calls, yesterday. Stopped at Fullers & took ice cream, fancied t'was Miss

Copelands.
JULY 26, MONDAY. Aust'm Dickinson comes home.
SPRINGFIELD, JULY 26. From the Republican, July 21:
GREAT RATIFICATION MEETING. Mr Vose . . . introduced EDWARD

DICKINSON of Amherst, the Whig delegate from this district to the Na-
