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tional Convention, that the meeting might hear from his own lips of

the doings of their delegate.

Mr Dickinson . . . declared that the nomination of Gen Scott was

fairly made, without fraud, and . . . declared, amid great applause,

his readiness to endorse and sustain the nomination . . . He believed

that Daniel Webster would give in his adhesion to, and give out his

voice for the nomination. Mr Dickinson's speech was sensible, strong,

practical and effective.

NORTHAMPTON, AUGUST g. In the Express, Aug. ij: WHIG MEETING.

The first Scott and Graham ratification meeting in Northampton was

held on Thursday last. Charles Delano Esq. was called to the chair . . .

He was followed by Hon. Edward Dickinson of this town.

AMHERST, AUGUST ii. From the Republican, Aug. i): Tutors H. L.

Edwards and Wm C. Dickinson leave at this time and Samuel Fisk of

Shelburne and George Howland of Conway have been elected to fill

their places.

W. H. Beaman's diary: Walk to A. with br. W[orcester]-- Hear A. H.

Bullock in A.M. &: R. S. Storrs in P.M.— Dine at D Macks  Tea at Hon.

E. Dickinson—

AUGUST 12 (Commencement Day). Helen Fiske to Mrs. Palmer, Aug. ij:
Prof. Parks eulogy on B. B. Edwards was magnificent—and long:
occupying two hours and twenty minutes in the delivery!— Henry Roots

oration {"Speculative Politics'l was splendid!— He is in some danger

of too much flattery . . . he came just in time to see Lieut. H[MH<]—the

interview was very pleasant to both—and they bid fair to be good friends.

There is some prospect of his teaching in Baltimore next winter . . .

Helen Fiske to Lucy Palmer, Aug. r)?: Henry Root is the same as ever.

I do wish you could see him! . . . Was it not strange that he arrived

here, about 20 minutes before Lieut. H. left, on Wed. afternoon—just

in time to see him and be introduced—but no more.—Lieut. liked him

much.— He has been ordered back to Washington! &: will probably have

to remain there until October!

AUGUST 15, SUNDAY EVENING. Helen Fiske, visiting Amherst, writes
to Mrs. Ray Palmer:
. . . this has been the most thronged Commencement we have ever

had . . . Amherst is looking as enchantingly as ever: there certainly is

a transcendant beauty in its situation—nestled snug in the embrace of a

lofty circle of hills, and by the side of a river whose waters give such

fertility and life to the whole region.— Each year that I revisit it, all

things look more and more lovely: and all the old associations seem to

grow stronger and stronger.— Yesterday as I was walking down past our
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old home, with Henry Root, I saw in the yard, a baby's wagon which

was very sure, must be the identical one in which Annie and I were

drawn in our "beginning" . . .

AUGUST 20. In the Express: FRUIT.—We are under obligations to our

friends for sundry baskets of fine Apples—particularly to Messrs. S. C.

Carter, W. Austin Dickinson, and David Parsons. They certainly deserve

the apple-uion of kind hearted_and generous neighbors.

SEPTEMBER io. An editorial in the Express:

REPRESENTATIVE TO CONGRESS. The electors of the new Tenth

District are called upon to meet in convention by delegates at North-

ampton, on Wednesday next . . . as best meeting the wants of the com-

munity as a faithful, well known, able whig, stands Hon. EDWARD

DICKINSON . . . A true whig in every sense of the word, he is ever

ready to sacrifice personal preference to the good of principle . . . He

is no  trimmer,  courting  the breezes  of popularity  first upon  one  tack

and then upon another, but straight forward, steadfast and reliable.

Such it seems to us is the man we desire to represent us in Congress

. . . as her truest, most deserving and popular son. Old Hampshire

points to Hon. EDWARD DICKINSON.

The Express announces the committees chosen for the Cattle Show
(on October 27):

Fruit. Mrs. Edward Dickinson, Mrs. L. M. Hills . . .

Poultry. Zebina C. Montague, chairman.

On Invited Guests, Hon. Edward Dickinson, the President and Secretary.

SEPTEMBER 13. On hearing of Ann Fiske's engagement to John San-
ford, Jane Hitchcock writes: I have been down to Vinnie's this after-

noon, sitting in the grape arbor, eating and talking alternately . . .

When you write, please tell me what Helen said about her ride with

Henry Root. And is she to be,sacrificed„inJ3.ctober.

In the parish minutes: Received Wm. A. Dickinson . . .

NORTHAMPTON, SEPTEMBER ig. After 2 ballots Edward Dickinson
is  declared the unanimous choice  of  the  Tenth District Convention.
AMHERST, SEPTEMBER 21. From the Express, Sept. 24. In reply to a
letter notifying him of  his nomination, Edward Dickinson writes: In

thus accepting the nomination, I can give no assurance of fidelity in

the discharge of the duties of the office of representative, if elected, be-

yond what is furnished by my past life . . .

BOSTON, OCTOBER i. In the Boston Daily Times (a Democratic paper):
Mr Edward Dickenson is nominated by the whigs of the 6th Con-

gressional District as a candidate for Representative in Congress. The
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character of the man can be inferred from the following extract from

a private letter from a gentleman of Amherst, Mr D's place of residence:

Yesterday there was some fun here. Mr Edward Dickenson has been

very prominent among the Maine Law advocates, and by his exertions

very stringent regulations have been made for the sale of liquors for

medicinal purposes. Among these regulations is one which compels

persons wishing to purchase spirit, to obtain an order from a physician

for its delivery, for which the doctors charge is 121/2 cents . . . Yester-

day Dickinson walked into the shop of an apothecary . . . and deposited

a vial on the counter, requesting Mr F. to fill it with brandy. The agent

politely remarked, "I presume you have an order." "Order!" exclaimed

Dickenson, "for what?" "A physician's order is necessary for the delivery

of spirit, you are aware," rejoins Physic. "Ohi" replied Dickenson, "that

rule was not made for me!" But the seller was inexorable, and the Hon.

left swearing that he would send to Northampton for his drink.
OCTOBER 4· Excursionists to Mount Holyoke: Susan Gilbert Samuel

T. Learned   Esther Gilbert   Caroline E. Gilbert   F. B. Gilbert

Express: Some infamous scoundrel has

piece of slander against Hon. Edward

. . . It is too contemptible to repeat . . .

NORTHAMPTON, OCTOBER 19. A political editorial in the Hampshire

Gazette:

HON. EDWARD DICKINSON—The whig candidate for Congress in

the Xth district, is just the sort of man that ought to be sent to the Na-

tional legislature . . . He is not a popularity seeker, and if brought to

an unpleasant vote, he will not inquire how it will affect his chances of

re-election, but what is right! Sneers or censures can never drive, nor

can flatteries or bribes seduce him from the straight forward path.

ANDOVER? OCTOBER 23- William DickinsoTt takes a second wife, Mary
TOU Whittier.
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AMHERST, OCTOBER 8. In the
furnished a most contemptible

Dickinson, to the Boston Times

AMHERST, OCTOBER 27, WEDNESDAY. In the ExprCSS, Oct. 20. The
Hampshire Agricultural Society's Cattle Show:
At 12 o'clock the procession formed in front of the Hygeian Hotel, and

under escort of the South Hadley Brass Band, marched to the residence

of Hon. Edward Dickinson, thence to the College Chapel, to listen to

an address from W. C. Goldthwait, A.M., Principal of Westfield Acad-

emy . . . At the close of the address the procession re-formed and

marched to the Amherst House. Here a sumptuous repast was spread

by Mr. Howe, of which goo ladies and gentlemen partook . . .

Jane Hitchcock to Ann Fiske, Nov. ']:
0ne_end_of a_table•was..occupied mostly by, Austinand Vinnie„Djck-

inson~_§.ue.,,C~jlbert, Mr. Converse of Boston with Vinnie's Uncle, Joel

\W.'\ Norcross, also of B— Tutors Emerson and Howland, and John

Thompson, and Thomas Harrington, and Henry Root, and Dr. Wood-

man and Ed. &; Mary Hitchcock, and yr. Jen. Dr. Holland, one of the

editors of the Springfield Republican, was there also . . . I saw Mr.

Converse that day for the first time . . . Vinnie has a high opinion of

him, and I should think she had reason too, for his bearing is certainly

very noble.

Minutes of the Society: Mr. Dickinson, who officiated at the table, offered

{as a toast)—The memory of Daniel Webster, the farmer of Marshfield.

This was received in silence and followed by a Dirge from the Band.

OCTOBER go. In the Republican: [Married] At Boston, a8th, Lieut

Edward B. Hunt of corps Engineers, U.S.A., and Helen M., daughter

of the late Prof N. W. Fiske of Amherst College.

AMHERST, OCTOBER 31. W. H. Beaman's diary: Exchange with br.

Colton . . . I pr. on "The new Song," &: "Wicked like the troubled sea"

{Isaiah 57:20}. Rainy—

NOVEMBER 2. Franklin Pierce, Democrat, is elected President of the
United States.
NOVEMBER g, FRIDAY. Austin Dickinson writes to Edward Hitchcock,
Jr., at Easthampton:
I am directed by the Amherst Whig Ex Cornm"" to say to you that

you must not fail of being home to vote next Monday [m the State
Election]-- We want every man, &: if you are not willing to come with-

out your expenses will be borne by them. Dont make any excuses now,

but come right along. You can do it all in one day, you know— Come

& vote &: go.

NOVEMBER 7. Jane Hitchcock writes to Ann Fiske: We dont have

much in Amherst this autumn, to excite us, unless it be railroads, and

politics;  nothing in  the social world,  of any consequence . . . Your

Amherst friends are as ever, I believe. Austin D. and Sue Gilbert are v/
constant, and the gossips say constantly together.                       __J
NOVEMBER 18. In the Express:

Edward Dickinson, the Whig candidate has a plurality of i8g6 votes,

but is in a minority of 729 in the whole vote. No choice now, but he will

be chosen at the next trial {December ij\. . . In many of the towns

his vote leads that of Clifford, and had it not been for the disaffection
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in this town, which grew out of a purely personal matter, which should

never have been brought into the election he would have run ahead of

his ticket on the aggregate vote.

NOVEMBER 24, WEDNESDAY MORNING. ED sends a message to Emily
Fowler: I think of you a great deal, tho' I have not been to see you, and

my heart runs in every day to see if it cannot comfort you. I was coming

Saturday Evening, but heard you had company. I do hope after Thanks-

giving that I can come and see you a great many times and stay a long

while ...

PHILADELPHIA, NOVEMBER 21. The newly wed William Norcross Flynt
and Eudocia Converse Flynt arrive for a visit with the Coleman family.
AMHERST, EARLY DECEMBER? FRIDAY NOON. ED Writes tO Susan
Gilbert:
I regret to inform you that at g. oclock yesterday, my mind came to

a stand, and has since then been stationary.

Ere this intelligence reaches you, I shall probably be a snail. By this

untoward providence a mental and moral being has been swept ruth-

lessly from her sphere. Yet we should not repine—"God moves in a

mysterious way . . .",* and if it be his will that I become a bear and

bite my fellow men, it will be for the highest good of this fallen and

perishing world . . . We were much afflicted yesterday, by the supposed

removal of our Cat from time to eternity. She returned, however, last

evening, having been detained by the storm, beyond her expectations.

I see by the Boston papers that Giddings is up again—hope you'll

arrange with Corwin, and have the North all straight.

Fine weather for sledding—have spoken for ga cord black walnut.

We need some paths our way, shant you come out with the team? Yours

till death—Judah
WASHINGTON, DECEMBER 6. Mrs. Eudocia Flynt's diary: . . . all tead

at Col. Warrens—met Fisher, & Lieut Hunt &: wife Elizas friend—Miss

Fisk that was from Amh[erst]
AMHERST, DECEMBER 8. Edward Dickinson appeals to a Worcester
politician: As the Whig party in the iofh Dis't. must now prevail or fail

over my back, I suppose I need not say to you that whatever I might

suffer, on my own account, I should deprecate the success of a coalition

founded on no principle of cohesion, except to beat the Whigs. All that

can be done is to get out the votes, and no one knows better how to have

that done than yourself.

* William Cowper's hymn, "Light Shining out of Darkness."
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DECEMBER 13. An editorial in the Republican: LET EVERY WHIG

come out to-day, and give his vote to EDWARD DICK.INSON of Amherst,

for Member of Congress . . . He is a man upon whose name rests no stain

—a firm, straight Whig, a pure citizen, and a thoroughly capable, honest

man, who has never begged and bargained for votes . . .

In the Express, Dec. 17: In District No. Ten, Hon. EDWARD DICK.INSON

is elected by a large plurality, showing a large gain over the first trial.

Mary Adele Alien, Around a Village Green (igag): After he was elected to

Congress, the boys of the town had a big bonfire to celebrate the event.

The next morning one of the youngsters met him as he walked up the

street for his morning's mail and said, "Mr. Dickinson, that was a fine

bonfire we had last night." The new Congressman replied, "Yes, but I

saw that my woodpile had grown very small during the night."

NEW YORK, DECEMBER 21. Mark Haskell Newman, Edward Dickin-
son's brother-in-law, dies.
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AMHERST, JANUARY i (Edward Dickinson's joth birthday). Susan Gil-
bert acquires The Poems of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, New York, '
i8;2.
JANUARY io. Susan Gilbert writes to her brother Dwight, in Michigan:
A "Happy New Year" back again to you, my poetical bachelor brother

—tho' not from any "Prairie Queen city," but plain humdrum old Am-

herst among the hills . . .

JANUARY 13. Susan Gilbert writes to Edward Hitchcock, Jr., at Boston:
. . . you are a friend, and I cannot afford to lose one, in these latter

days—when friends worth the keeping are so rare, so I send this olive-

branch of a letter, to see if there is one spot, the floods of the world

have not covered . . .

. . . we have at last a genuine snow-storm . . . I hope it will give

some new life to the town, for we are as quiet, as if the Plague had

ravaged the streets—nothing doing—no visiting—no gossiping—no lec-

tures—no sociability—no railroad—all is still enough. You would be

homesick here, I am sure—even if it is home - . . The girls are all gone

Abbie—Jane—and Vinnie—as you know . . . tell {Jane} to come back,

for there are not ten girls left to save the city—no not five— If nothing

occurs to prevent, I shall go up to Manchester N.H. next month for a

week, to visit M"" Bartlett—M" Learned's sister . . .
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MID-JANUARY?, THURSDAY EVENING. ED writes to Emily Fowler:
I fear you will be lonely this dark and stormy day, and I send this

little messenger to say you must not be.

The day is long to me, because I have no Vinnie, and I think of those

today who never had a Vinnie, and I'm afraid they are lone. I have wanted

to come and see you—1 have tried earnestly to come, but always have

been detained by some ungenerous care, and now this falling snow, sternly,

and silently, lifts up its hand between.

How glad I am affection can always leave and go—How glad that

the drifts of snow pause at the outer door, and go no farther . . .

Vinnie left her Testament on a little stand in our room, and it made

me think of her, so I thought I w'd open it, and the first words I read were

in those sweetest verses—"Blessed are the poor—Blessed are they that

mourn—Blessed are they that weep, for they shall be comforted."

JANUARY 21. In the Hampshire and Franklin Express: Mark H. New-
man, Esq. of New York, recently deceased, left by his will twenty-five
thousand dollars to the American Home Missionary Society; he gave also

ten thousand dollars to the American Board of Foreign Missions. Mr.

Newman was formerly a resident of this town . . .

LAWRENCE, FEBRUARY 8. Jane Hitchcock writes to her brother Ed-
ward: . . . the daughters of Mark Newman, who died recently in New

York, are coming to live in the Shepard house [as wards of Edward
Dickinson}.
BOSTON, FEBRUARY 2. A Whig politician, Moses B. Greene, advises
Ansel Marshall, in North Amherst: I wish you would talk the matter

{of a Constitutional Convention} over with the leading Whigs and be

in readiness to unite on some suitable person to represent our town. I

have heard several names mentioned, among them Ed. Dickinson, I think

there will be a strong prejudice against him in the East Street.

A.MHERST, FEBRUARY 24? THURSDAY AFTERNOON. ED Writes tO Susan
Gilbert, just departed for Manchester, N.H.:
I ran to the door, dear Susie— I ran out in the rain, with nothing

but my slippers on, I called "Susie, Susie," but you did'nt look at me;

then I ran to the dining room window and rapped with all my might

upon the pane, but you rode right on and never heeded me.

It made me feel so lonely that I could'nt help the tears, when I came

back to the table, to think I was eating breakfast, and you were riding

iway—but bye and bye I thought that the same ugly coach which carried

you away, would have to bring you back again in but a little while, and
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the spite pleased me so I did'nt cry any more . . . I find it very lonely

to part with one of mine, with mine especially, and the days will have

more hours while you are gone away.

MARCH i. In the Express, Mar. 4: Law Partnership. The undersigned,

whose former partnership was dissolved on the first of July last, have

associated themselves anew as partners in the practice of the Law . . .

Edward Dickinson E. G. Bowdoin.

MARCH 5, SATURDAY MORNING. Austin Dickinson leaves to enter
Harvard Law School; and ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
I know dear Susie is busy, or she would not forget her lone little

Emilie, who wrote her just as soon as she'd gone to Manchester, and has

waited so patiently till she can wait no more . . . Dear Susie, I have

tried so hard to act patiently, not to think unkind thoughts, or cherish

unkind doubt concerning one not here, I have watched the stages come

in, I have tried to look indifferent, and hum a snatch of tune when I

heard Father and Austin coming, and knew how soon they'd bring me

a dear letter from you, or I should look in the hat, and find it all empty

. . . Why dont you write me. Darling? Did I in that quick letter say

anything which grieved you, or made it hard for you to take your usual

pen and trace affection for your bad, sad Emilie? . . .

Oh it has been so still, since when you went away, nothing but just

the ticking of the two ceaseless clocks. Swiftly the "Little mystic one, no

human eye hath seen," but slowly and solemnly the tall clock upon the

mantel— You remember that clock; Susie. It has the oddest way of

striking twelve in the morning, and six in the afternoon, just as soon

as you come . . . Austin has gone this morning—the last little thing I

did for him was while they were at breakfast, to write on four envelopes

for him to send to you—

It made me smile, Susie, to think how Little Argus was cheated

after all . . .

MARCH 8, TUESDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother: I am glad

you found a letter waiting for you from Sue for I think it must have

made things seem a little more like home.

I have'nt heard from her yet. I dont much expect to now—though I

wrote her again on Saturday . . . Father went to New York, this morn-

ing ...

NEW YORK, MARCH 8. Edward Dickinson writes to his son from the
Astor House: You have seen the result of the election of Delegates to

the Constitutional Convention—Boutwell & Co. all elected—the political
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infamy of Mass"" is now complete—these scoundrels can now have the

Convention abt their own way and all the pleasure or comfort a Whig

can take, in being a member, I don't envy him.

AMHERST, MARCH 9, WEDNESDAY MORNING. ED tO her brother,
Mar. 12:
A little while after breakfast Vinnie went over to Mr Kellogg's on an

errand—was'nt going to stay but a minute—well, two hours had passed

away and nothing was seen of Vinnie . . . when Emmeline walked in

with her, and helped her onto the Lounge . . . It seems she went to the

{Kelloggs"\ door and found the Dog lying there, and thought she would

pat him a little so that he would'nt growl, but he did growl terribly, then

snapped at her hand, and bit the thumb on her right hand, almost thro

from one side to the other.

CAMBRIDGE, MARCH ii? Austin DickinsoTt drafts a letter to Susan
I Gilbert: I shall enclose in an Envelope to Emily—Sfe try that— I am very

l sorry it has happened so—but you must remember that I send in the best

\ &: most ingenious ways I can

, MANCHESTER, MARCH ii. S. C. Bartlett gives Susan Gilbert, Villette,

/ by Currer Bell (Charlotte Bront'e).
AMHERST, MARCH 12, SATURDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
The Newman family are coming here about the middle of April—an-

other fact which will please you. Uncle Sweetser and his wife are going to

Europe in May, and Elisabeth and their children are coming to Amherst

to board at Mr Newman's for the summer! Such intelligence needs no

comments.

ED writes to Susan Gilbert:
I'm so amused at my own ubiquity that I hardly know what to say, or

how to relate the story of the wonderful correspondent. First, I arrive

from Amherst, then comes a ponderous tome from the learned Halls of

Cambridge, and again by strange metamorphosis I'm just from Michigan,

and am Mattie and Minnie and Lizzie in one wondering breath— Why,

dear Susie, it must'nt scare you if I loom up from Hindoostan, or drop

from an Appenine, or peer at you suddenly from the hollow of a tree,

calling myself King Charles, Sancho Panza, or Herod, King of the Jews—

I suppose it is all the same.

"Miss Mills," that is. Miss Julia,* never dreamed of the depths of

my clandestiny, and if I stopped to think of the figure I was cutting, it

would be the last of me, and you'd never hear again from your poor

Jeremy Bentham—

* In David Copperfield.
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But I say to my mind—"tut, tut," "Rockabye baby," Conscience, and

so I keep them still!

And as for the pulling of wool over the eyes of Manchester, I trust to

the courtesy of the Recording Angel, to say nothing of that.
One thing is true. Darling, the world will be none the wiser for

Emilie's omnipresence, and two big hearts will beat stouter, as tidings

from me come in. I love the opportunity to serve those who are mine, and

to soften the least asperity in the path which ne'er "ran smooth", is a de-

light to me. So Susie, I set the trap and catch the little mouse, and love to

catch him dearly, for I think of you and Austin, and know it pleases you

to have my tiny services.

MANCHESTER, MARCH 15. S. C. Bartlett gives Susan Gilbert Tennyson's .

Poems.

AMHERST, MID-MARCH? ED sends a message and a poem to Susan
Gilbert: WRITE! COMRADE, WRITE!

On this wondrous sea

Sailing silently,

Ho! Pilot, hoi

Knowest thou the shore

Where no breakers roar—

Where the storm is oer?

In the peaceful west

Many the sails at rest,

The anchors fast—

Thither I pilot thee—
Land Ho! Eternity!

Ashore at last?

Emilie—

MARCH 18, FRIDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
Your letters are very funny indeed—about the only jokes we have, now

you and Sue are gone, and I hope you will send us one as often as you can.

Father takes great delight in your remarks to him—puts on his spectacles

and reads them o'er and o'er as if it was a blessing to have an only son.

He reads all the letters you write as soon as he gets, at the post

office, no matter to whom addressed . . . then he makes me read them

loud at the supper table again, and when he gets home in the evening,

he cracks a few walnuts, puts his spectacles on, and with your last in his

hand, sits down to enjoy the evening. He remarked in confidence to me

this morning, that he "guessed you saw through things there"—of course

I answered "yes sir," but what the thought conveyed I remained in
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happy ignorance. Whether he meant to say that you saw through the
Judges, overcoats and all, I could not quite determine but I'm sure he

designed to compliment you very highly.

I do think it's so funny—you and father do nothing but "fisticuff" all

the while you're at home, and the minute you are separated, you be-

come such devoted friends; but this is a checkered life.

WORCESTER, BEFORE MARCH 20. Benjamin Franklin Newton ends his
correspondence with ED. ED to E. E. Hale, Jan. ij, 1854: During his life

in Worcester, he often wrote to me, and I replied to his letters— I always

asked for his health, and he answered me cheerfully, that while I knew he

was ill, his death indeed surprised me.

ED to T. W. Higginson, Mar. 1876: My earliest friend wrote me the week

before he died, "If I live, I will go to Amherst—if I die, I certainly will."

ED to T. W. Higginson, June 7, 1862: My dying Tutor told me that he

would like to live till I had been a poet, but Death was much of Mob as

I could master, then . . .

AMHERST, MARCH 20. Lavinia to her brother. Mar. 2): Father is so

outraged towards parson Cooke that he would not let Emilie or me go

to church all day last Sunday.

CAMBRIDGE, MARCH 22? Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan
Gilbert: Your sweet little note came Wednesday morning with others

from Emily &: father, & tomorrow morning you'll come

WORCESTER, MARCH 23. From the Daily Spy, Mar. ij:
\B. F. Newton] was out on Wednesday, the day previous to his decease,

and called on several persons to whom he was indebted. He wished to

settle his accounts now, he said, as he did not anticipate a much longer

continuance of his life. He spoke calmly of his death; and seemed anxious

that this event, so solemn to him, should cause no one any loss or trouble.

\0n March 24} he died peacefully, calmly, and hopefully at the early age

of 32 years.

BOSTON, MARCH 23. Susan Gilbert meets Austin Dickinson at the Revere
Hotel. Susan Gilbert to Mrs. Mary Bartlett, Mar. 26?: In the midst of

[my railway} reveries lo Boston—and a minute more and I was chatting

away with my friend in the Revere parlor— He found so much to say I

prolonged my visit till Thursday morning . . .

AMHERST, MARCH 23, WEDNESDAY EVENING. Lavinia writes to her
brother:
The dog still lives, though his friends think he is truly penitent, but
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I dont. Emilie &: I made calls this afternoon in our best attire. Every body

likes our things. Sam Fiske has been here this evening. We've had scores

of company since you went away of every sort 8c kind 8e we are tired

enough of it I can assure you . . . Mrs Cutler told Emilie that Sue would

come home through Boston as she had never seen the city 8e besides she

would see Austin & that would be so pleasant. I wonder how she'll like the

city & the people! I think she staid a long time \in Manchester] &: during it

all she has written but a short note to Emilie. It has made E. very unhappy

& me vexed . . . Aunt Elisabeth &: the Sweetser children are to spend the

summer with the Newman familie, the relations will keep close to us as

long as we livel

MARCH rq, THURSDAY MORNING. ED writes to her brother:
I'm so glad you are cheerful at Cambridge, for cheerful indeed one

must be to write such a comic affair as your last letter to me. I believe the

message to Bowdoin, w'd have killed father outright if he had'nt just

fortified nature with two or three cups of tea. I could hardly contain

myself sufficiently to read a thing so grotesque . . . I suppose the young

lady will be getting home today—how often I thought of you yesterday

afternoon and evening. I did "drop in at the Revere" a great many times ,..

yesterday. I hope you have been made happy.

WORCESTER, MARCH 25. From the Worcester Palladium, Mar. )o: Reso-
lutions adopted by the Worcester County Bar:
Resolved, That the members of the Bar . . . have received with deep

sorrow the intelligence of the death of Benjamin F. Newton, Esq., late

District Attorney for the Middle District.

Resolved, That his fidelity and -ability in the discharge of official

duties, his legal attainments, and his honorable and manly bearing, gave

promise of professional usefulness and eminence of no common order.

Resolved, That he was endeared to the members of this Bar by his

kindness of heart, his uniform courtesy, and his genuine simplicity of

character, while the cheerful energy with which he persevered in duty,

resisting the wasting progress of a fatal disease, and the calmness with

which he awaited death, commanded our highest respect.

SPRINGFIELD, MARCH 26. The Springfield Daily Republican lists B. F.
Newton among the recently dead.
AMHERST, MARCH 26. Susan Gilbert reports to the Bartletts: Here I am,

once more, safe and sound in home harbor—feeling as naturally as I

possibly can, making all sorts of attempts to seem happy when in fact, I

am really homesick for you all.
_ __., _·_I -'VUr~ YI Lj7~C  l iJlCRITlSOTt
CAMBRIDGE, MARCH 27. Austin drafts a letter to Martha Gilbert, at
Grand Haven:
This Sunday evening is not going Dear Mattie, without my writing

you & I wish before I begin, I might look in upon your heart just one

moment—&: see if you still love me—"as your own brother"—if you love

me to night—If I have not yet quite exhausted all your new affection for

me—as well as your patience—by my so long silence—& if I have not

made you believe me almost indifferent to the precious words of your

last two letters . . . There's nothing that you might not see now dear

Mattie—for that thing that's been hidden closest for years I" shown you

—& you"* not shrunk from the sight . . . Heaven bless you—Mattie for

those kind . . . words that told me you were glad I loved Sue—& she

loves me— Yes—Mattie— We do love—each other—with a strength 8c a

passion—unless you have sometime felt it's power—mightier than you can

guess. ..

It seems strange to me, too—does"* it to you, Mattie—that just such

characters should have chosen each other to love, that two so tall, proud,

stiff people, so easily miffed,—so apt to be pert, two that could . . . stand

under the "oak tree" just at the setting of a glorious Sunday's sun—&
speak words—fe look, look, so cold,—so bitter, as hardly the deepest

hatred could have prompted a pair as would the guiltiest wretch—& his

most wronged victim—that two who could love so well, or hate so well—

that two just such could not choose but love each other]—but we could not
Mattie—

We have loved each other a long time—longer than either has

guessed, but we were too proud to confess it— How we at last broke

down—1 hardly know . . . Forgive me now Mattie will you for not

writing you before— It is not because I have not thought of you—nor

because I do not love you—1 do love you Mattie—just as well as Emily

and Vinnie . . . &: you all enter into all Sue's &: my plans for the future—

AMHERST, MARCH 21, SUNDAY EVENING. ED writes to her brother:
And Austin is a Poet, Austin writes a psalm. Out of the way, Pegasus,

Olympus enough "to him," and just say to those "nine muses" that we

have done with them!

Raised a living muse ourselves, worth the whole nine of them. Up, off,

tramp!

Now Brother Pegasus, I'll tell you what it is— I've been in the habit

myself of writing some few things, and it rather appears to me that you're

getting away my patent, so you'd better be somewhat careful, or I'll call

the police! . . . Mademoiselle has come, quite to the surprise of us all.

I concluded you had concluded to sail for Australia . . . {Sue} seems to
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be absent, sometimes, on account of the "old un," and I think you're a

villainous rascal to entrap a young woman's "phelinks" in such an awful

way . . . Miss Susie was here on Friday, was here on Saturday, and Miss

Emilie, there, on Thursday.

MARCH 28, MONDAY NOON. ED hears bad news, and adds a note (on
the envelope flap) to her brother: Oh Austin, Newton is dead. The first

of my own friends. Pace.

SPRINGFIELD, MARCH 29. In the Republican, "Loiterer's" legislative
monographs, from Boston:
—1 had intended to sketch Otis P. Lord of Salem upon this canvas, but

I must defer it, for he is entitled to "ample verge." He is now the

acknowledged leader of the House, in all its polemics. He is a man of

vigorous intellect, and great force of character, is a powerful and pungent

debater, is severe in his logic, blighting in his sarcasm, and audacious in

his denunciations, and always armed, at all points, either for defense or

attack.

AMHERST, MARCH 31, THURSDAY. Edward Dickinson reports to his son:
We are well, at home. I am going to Hadley to-day, to help our [Smith]
Cousins settle . . . Take care of your health, first—then study what you

can.

MARCH? TUESDAY NOON. ED writes to Emily Fowler:
I come and see you a great many times every day, though I dont

bring my body with me, so perhaps you dont know I'm there. But I love

to come just as dearly, for nobody sees me then, and I sit and chat away,

and look up in your face, and no matter who calls, if it's "my Lord the

King," he does'nt interrupt me . . . I want very much to be with you

a long while at a time, to talk as we used "Lang Syne," and during this

long spring I'm very sure I shall see you, and make up the winter's loss.

EARLY APRIL? Susan Gilbert writes to the Rev. S. C. Bartlett:
I am fairly back again in my old ways—ostensibly, but still in my

heart find a sad want of the kind influences of your home, and a re-

luctance to be quite contented—but I shall be very soon, for I ought
to t)e— I've tairly commenced the Spring siege of sewing, and such

quantities of garments and furbelows, to be made, lie stretching away

before my crooked needles, I am quite in despair, and continually

wondering and fretting, that we are not clothed like the lilies, without

any spining and foiling— I find no time to read or think, and but little

to walk—but just go revolving rouncTa spool of" "Coat's cotton" as if it

were the grand centre of mental and moral life—
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APRIL 2, SATURDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
I rather thought from your letter to me that my essays, together with

the Lectures at Cambridge, were rather too much for you, so I thought

I would let you have a little vacation; but you must have got rested now,

so I shall renew the series. Father was very severe to me; he thought

I'd been trifling with you, so he gave me quite a trimming about "Uncle

Tom" and "Charles Dickens" and these "modern Literati" who he says are

nothing, compared to past generations, who flourished when he was a boy.
Then he said there were "somebody's rev-e-ries," he did'nt know whose

they were, that he thought were very ridiculous—so I'm quite in disgrace

at present, but I think of that "pinnacle" on which you always mount,

when anybody insults you, and that's quite a comfort to me . . . The girls

"Musical" met here on Tuesday evening, and we had as pleasant a time as

could have been expected, in view of the individuals composing the

society.

ED to her brother, Apr. 8: Last Saturday evening I spent with Sue in her

room—she read me some funny things which you had just written her,

concerning her sorry suitors, and your excellent suggestions to prevent

future accidents! I think you are rather hard upon unfortunate gentle-

men—presume they would like to shoot you, if they knew you had won

the bird.

CAMBRIDGE, APRIL a. Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gilbert:
It's about half past nine. Sue— I got home from Lynn & got fairly

seated in my large easy chair about an hour ago—8: since then I have been

reading your Journal letter again—reading a line—& then laying it

down & letting the thoughts come . . . I read under the sting of these

lines that told me that almost within one short week—and while you

sat by my side—& pillowed your head upon my bosom & felt my arm

around your neck & my lips on your cheek & my heart beating in its great

love for you— Even there 8e then—you were doubting—doubting—ques-

tioning if after all you had any love for me—while I all unconscious of

where your thoughts strayed—was ascribing every not perfect moment

to your fatigue from your journey . . .

. . . then Sue, the sooner I know it the better—then let us think no

longer of ever marrying—let our past be only as a dream that is soon

forgotten . . . seek again for your heart's soul mate—though I will love

you still—&: pray for your happiness—& no one shall know that you have

ever given yourself to me—except those of whom you yourself have told

—for / have never lisped it.

SUNDAY EVENING, Apr. ):
I have just been reading your yesterdays letter again Sue—&; reading

over what I wrote last night in reply—&: I can hardly see to night how I
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happened to fix so closely upon those few lines, as I did . . . I"" been to

church all day, as usual—in the forenoon to the Baptist in the afternoon

to the Congregational—&: listened to very dull preaching in both—

I was amazed this afternoon in looking through the pew in which I sat

.  .  . &: see every person but one—nodding .  .  .  I tried as hard as I could

to find something in the sermon—but I could"* 8e gave it up—&: went

thinking of myself, of you . . . Only one week. Sue, & we can say "week

after next"—but dont say anything to the girls that P" spoken of any time

of coming home— I want to see if they will say anything about it

themselves ...

AMHERST, APRIL 5. Susan Gilbert writes to her brother Dwight:
Sometime ago, if I recollect rightly, you wrote me a letter inquiring if

"my funds were low"— At that time my coffers were full, but now, alas,

my poor old "port monnaie" is as empty as a broken bank . . . And now

Spring is here, and my stockings are all holes; and my shoes all ditto, and

my dresses all agee, and my bonnet "passCe" and my teeth all dilapidated,

and like old houses, and farm fences, if put in order, and brushed over,

I shall last some time and ornament the neighborhood— The question

is who'll pay the Painter . . .

As I came home from Manchester, via Boston, my expenses were

considerably increased— My reason in the main, was on account of my

eyes, that troubled me so much while in M— I was afraid to come

home, without seeing a physician— I consulted one of the best oculists

in the city . . . they are now better, tho' I have to be very careful not

using them evenings . . . I have been feeling a little discontented this

Spring that I am so dependant— It seems hardly right, that I give up my

time to Hattie 8: W"» {Cutler}, and have nothing but my board . . .

Hattie will not let me go away to teach &: really needs me, so I can do

nothing but stay and be contented—

CAMBRIDGE, APRIL 7 (Fast Day). Austirl Dickinson drafts a letter to
Susan Gilbert:
Oh Sue, this beautiful, beautiful sunny day—when I ought to be so

happy—&: when I am so miserable. What shall I do? No one to talk with

me—no one to advise me . . . but I cant, I cant think as you do—and so

you will reproach me again—fc call me an obstinate sinner—and an un-

grateful monster—and am I? . . .

Fast day Sue, and as I sat in Church this afternoon—the first time I

was ever in a church on Fast day afternoon—who of all that congregation

knew what was going on in one heart there—the suffering it was bearing

up against—the agony of despair that was wringing it— How calmly

they all looked! How calmly the minister prayed for all who needed

help . . . Your last letter Sue, has almost killed me— Did you mean all
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you said? ... Am I as wicked as you sa.y,_Sue?„Oh.P"sick—:lwant to go

home—1 want to ee Vnnie, & Emily, &: father 8e mother & see if they"

noticeme—~ttKey"wiirspeaktome ...

AMHERST, APRIL 7· ED to her brother, Apr. 8: Last evening Sue and I

walked down to the old Oak Tree, and sat there and talked a long while,

principally of you, and ourselves . ..

APRIL 8, FRIDAY NOON. ED mites to her brother: I cant help wondering

sometimes if you think of us as often as we all do of you, and want to see

us half as much. I think about this a great deal, and tho' I dont talk with

Vinnie or Sue, about it, yet it often troubles me. I think we miss each

other more every day that we grow older, for we're all unlike most

everyone, and are therefore more dependent on each other for delight.

BRIDGEPORT, CONN., APRIL 8. Mary Hitchcock writes to her brother
Edward: I should not think you would expect Miss Gilbert to tell you of

her engagement if she is engaged it is quite a different thing for a gentle-

man to tell a lady of his engagement &: for a lady to tell a gentleman the

same thing Do you suppose Miss [Annie} Rousseau has found it out yet?

AMHERST, APRIL ii, MONDAY. ED to her brother, Apr. 12:
We had company to tea last evening, Mr and Mrs Jewett, and little

Henry, then Mr Haven, and Sue—it seems much more like home to have

her with us always, than to have her away. We had a delightful evening

. . . Father went home with Sue. I think he and mother both think a

great deal of her, and nobody will make me believe that they dont think

she is their's, just as much as Vinnie or you or me. Perhaps I am mistaken,

but I can most always tell anything that I want to. Emmons brought me a

beautiful boquet of Arbutus, last evening—it's the first I have seen this

year. Cousin John has made us an Aeolian Harp, which plays beautifully,

alone, whenever there is a breeze.

APRIL 12, TUESDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
Get home dear Austin—how soon now you are coming, and how

happy we are in the thought of seeing you I I cant realize that you will

come—it is so still and lonely, that it dont seem possible it can be other-

wise, but we shall see, when the nails hang full of coats again, and the

chairs hang full of hats, and I can count the slippers under the kitchen

chair. Oh Austin, how we miss them, and more than them, somebody who

used to hang them there, and get many a hint ungentle, to carry them

away. Those times seem far off now, a great way, as things we did when

children. I wish we were children now— I wish we were always children,

how to grow up I dont know.

iRe.
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CAMBRIDGE, MID-APRIL. Austirl Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan
Gilbert: You dont know how pleasant it is to me Sue, to know you &

father are liking each other so much! & that you are so dear to the girls.

Emily speaks of it in every letter &: says father 8c mother seem to think as

much of you as if you belonged to them just as much as she &: Vinnie—

AMHERST, APRIL 16, SATURDAY MORNING (Austin Dickinson'S 2qth
birthday). Lavinia writes to her brother: Father has gone to New York

this morning to fetch the Newmans, they will all come Monday . . .

Sue and I walked four miles Wednesday . . .

At noon ED adds to Lavinia's letter: I always want to write to you

as soon as your letters come, but it is not very often convenient that I can.

Yet I will the morning after, as I do today. I am all alone, Austin. Father

has gone to New York, Vinnie to Northampton, and mother is cutting out

apples in the kitchen . . . I dont love to read your letters all out loud

to father—it would be like opening the kitchen door when we get home

from meeting Sunday, and are sitting down by the stove saying just what

we're a mind to, and having father hear. I dont know why it is, but it

gives me a dreadful feeling, and I skipped about the wild flowers, and one

or two little things I loved the best, for I could'nt read them loud to any-

body.

APRIL ig. Spring Exhibition at Amherst College: 15. Dissertation.

Sympathy in Action. H. V. Emmons, Hallowell, Me.

ED to her brother, Apr. 21: The Germanians gave a concert here, the

evening of Exhibition day. Vinnie and I went with John {Graves}. I never

heard \such~] sounds before. They seemed like brazen Robins, all wearing

broadcloth wings, and I think they were, for they all flew away as soon as

the concert was over.

APRIL 20. From the Express, Apr. 22: {Died} In this town, Wednesday

morning, April 20, Anna Charlotte, youngest daughter of Prof. Aaron

Warner, aged 11 years and g months. "They that seek me early shall find

me." The funeral services will take place at the house, to-day {April 22},
at three o'clock P.M.

APRIL 21, THURSDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
I was with dear Susie last evening, and she told me how on Monday

she walked out in the fields, carrying your letter with her, and read it over

and over, "sitting on the stile," and pausing as she read, to look at the

hills and the trees and the blue, blue home beyond . . . how I do wish

for you so many times every day, and I miss the long talks most, upon the

bitrhpn ttnnp hrnrih whpn ttlo lusi- are fast asleeo . . . The Newmans
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you said? . . . Am I as wicked as you say,_Su.e?.Oh_l».sick~-l_want to go

home—1 want to see Vinnie, &: Emily, & father & mother ge see if theyii

notice me—-it they will speak to me . . .

AMHERST, APRIL >J. ED to her brother, Apr. 8: Last evening Sue and I

walked down to the old Oak Tree, and sat there and talked a long while,

principally of you, and ourselves . ..

APRIL 8, FRIDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother: I cant help wondering

sometimes if you think of us as often as we all do of you, and want to see

us half as much. I think about this a great deal, and tho' I dont talk with

Vinnie or Sue, about it, yet it often troubles me. I think we miss each

other more every day that we grow older, for we're all unlike most

everyone, and are therefore more dependent on each other for delight.

BRIDGEPORT, CONN., APRIL 8. Mary Hitchcock writes to her brother
Edward: I should not think you would expect Miss Gilbert to tell you of

her engagement if she is engaged it is quite a different thing for a gentle-

man to tell a lady of his engagement & for a lady to tell a gentleman the

same thing Do you suppose Miss [Annie] Rousseau has found it out yet?

AMHERST, APRIL ii, MONDAY. ED to her brother, Apr. 12:
We had company to tea last evening, Mr and Mrs Jewett, and little

Henry, then Mr Haven, and Sue—it seems much more like home to have

her with us always, than to have her away. We had a delightful evening

. . . Father went home with Sue. I think he and mother both think a

great deal of her, and nobody will make me believe that they dont think

she is their's, just as much as Vinnie or you or me. Perhaps I am mistaken,

but I can most always tell anything that I want to. Emmons brought me a

beautiful boquet of Arbutus, last evening—it's the first I have seen this

year. Cousin John has made us an Aeolian Harp, which plays beautifully,

alone, whenever there is a breeze.

APRIL 18, TUESDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
Get home dear Austin—how soon now you are coming, and how

happy we are in the thought of seeing you I I cant realize that you will

come—it is so still and lonely, that it dont seem possible it can be other-

wise, but we shall see, when the nails hang full of coats again, and the

chairs hang full of hats, and I can count the slippers under the kitchen

chair. Oh Austin, how we miss them, and more than them, somebody who

used to hang them there, and get many a hint ungentle, to carry them

away. Those times seem far off now, a great way, as things we did when

children. I wish we were children now— I wish we were always children,

how to grow up I dont know.
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CAMBRIDGE, MID-APRIL. Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan
Gilbert: You dont know how pleasant it is to me Sue, to know you &

father are liking each other so much! & that you are so dear to the girls.

Emily speaks of it in every letter 8e says father & mother seem to think as

much of you as if you belonged to them just as much as she 8e Vinnie—

AMHERST, APRIL 16, SATURDAY MORNING (Austin DickinSOn'S aqth
birthday). Lavinia writes to her brother: Father has gone to New York

this morning to fetch the Newmans, they will all come Monday . . .

Sue and I walked four miles Wednesday . . .

At noon ED adds to Lavinia's letter: I always want to write to you

as soon as your letters come, but it is not very often convenient that I can.

Yet I will the morning after, as I do today. I am all alone, Austin. Father

has gone to New York, Vinnie to Northampton, and mother is cutting out

apples in the kitchen . . . I dont love to read your letters all out loud

to father—it would be like opening the kitchen door when we get home

from meeting Sunday, and are sitting down by the stove saying just what

we're a mind to, and having father hear. I dont know why it is, but it

gives me a dreadful feeling, and I skipped about the wild flowers, and one

or two little things I loved the best, for I could'nt read them loud to any-

body.

APRIL ig. Spring Exhibition at Amherst College: 15. Dissertation.

Sympathy in Action. H. V. Emmons, Hallowell, Me.

ED to her brother, Apr. 21: The Gennanians gave a concert here, the

evening of Exhibition day. Vinnie and I went with John [Graves]. I never

heard [such] sounds before. They seemed like brazen Robins, all wearing

broadcloth wings, and I think they were, for they all flew away as soon as

the concert was over.

APRIL 20. From the Express, Apr. 22: [Died] In this town, Wednesday

morning, April 20, Anna Charlotte, youngest daughter of Prof. Aaron

Warner, aged 11 years and 9 months. "They that seek me early shall find

me." The funeral services will take place at the house, to-day \_April 22],

at three o'clock P.M.

APRIL 21, THURSDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
I was with dear Susie last evening, and she told me how on Monday

she walked out in the fields, carrying your letter with her, and read it over

and over, "sitting on the stile," and pausing as she read, to look at the

hills and the trees and the blue, blue home beyond . . . how I do wish

for you so many times every day, and I miss the long talks most, upon the

kitchen stone hearth, when the just are fast asleep . . . The Newmans
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all board at Mrs Merrill's until they get into their house, whicR will be by

Saturday . . . The Newmans seem very pleasant, but they are not like us.
What makes a few of us so different from other's? It's a question I often

ask myself.

CAMBRIDGE, APRIL a i ? Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gilbert:
Emily's letter came & told me of what they were thinking at home & a little

of you—ge of your taking my letter with you into the field last Monday—

a little about the concert, nothing about the Exhibition, nor even alluded

to it. I don't know as she knew there was one.

APRIL 24?

It seems sometimes, as if the first of May

time had somehow stopped—8e would never

Sunday to Sunday is but very little while .

"inquiring if you saw me in Boston." I thought

I did"* I meant to—just enough to make the

course—&: Mother has been sending you a pie-

so does father, &: when I tell them that you are

the only one that can be added to our family—

would never come, as if

start again—&: yet from

. . Father there has been

I wrote home about it—if

' thing plain ge matter of

—Mother likes you Sue &

to be their new daughter,

-they" love you—

AMHERST, MAY i, SUNDAY. Austin Dickinson comes home for the day;
he leaves the next morning.
Lavinia to her brother, June 16: I think Emilie & I were in the fault some

what. I thought she ought not to say what she did the last morning &

tried to prevent it, but she felt you must know it.

EARLY MAY? ED to John Graves:
A little poem we will write unto our Cousin John,

to tell him if he does not come and see us very soon,

we will immediately forget there's any such a man,

and when he comes to see us, we will not be "at home."

Emilie—Vinnie—

CAMBRIDGE, MAY 6? Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gilbert:
. . . your letter will come—& one from the girls too I presume, for l"«
received nothing from them since I returned. I" wondering a little how

[you] have got along together this week—whether pleasantly—for the

girls were disagreeable when I came away. Emily—because she felt a little

guilty for not having paid more attention to me when I had been at

home & Vinnie because she could [wot] have a picture hung where she

wanted it—fc I was half afraid they might after I had gone, overflow

upon you— I hope not.
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AMHERST, MAY 6, FRIDAY (2gtk anniversary of Edward and Emily
Dickinson's marriage). Lavinia writes to her brother:
I saw Sue this afternoon, & everything is right between us now. We

shall never have any more troubles. I confess I did wrong to suspect her,

but some times I feel rather depressed &: then I see every thing through

cloudy spectacles. I love Sue most dearly & will try &: never do her injus-

tice again. I'm in the kitchen writing. John Emerson is in the sitting room

with Emilie reading parts of Eliza Colemans letters. I wonder if he thinks ~
t'will do him any good.                                                               '

MAY *], SATURDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
A week ago, we were all here—today we are not all here—yet the bee

hums just as merrily, and all the busy things work on as if the same . . .

Today is very beautiful—just as bright, just as blue, just as green and

as white, and as crimson, as the cherry trees full in bloom, and the half

opening peach blossoms, and the grass just waving, and sky and hill and

cloud, can make it, if they try. How I wish you were here, Austin—you

thought last Saturday beautiful—yet to this golden day, 'twas but one

single gem, to whole handfuls of jewels . . . Susie and I walked together

all last Tuesday evening, talking of you and the visit, and wishing you

were here, and would not go away again. I love her more and more. She

looks very lovely in colors—she dont wear mourning now.

MAY 9, MONDAY MORNING. Edward Dickinson writes to his son:
The cars are to come in to-day--11 22 A.M. for the first regular

trip . . . We have no r.r. jubilee, till we see whether all runs right—

then we shall glorify becomingly. The day is beautiful. M" Carter . . .

is waiting, anxiously, to be turned out of the P. office—so that he can

become a martyr, the second time! Mother has been almost sick—but

is now better . . . ¹ Dwight continues to interest & please the people—

more 8e more.

From the Express, May 12:
The first regular passenger-train arrived on Monday, precisely as the

bells were ringing for noon. The platforms of the passenger-house were

thronged with our citizens—ladies, as well as gentlemen, all eager to see,

with their own eyes, the evidence of this new epoch in the business, and

social prosperity of our town . . . The salute {of i<) guns—the number of
miles of railroad from Palmer to Amherst~\ was fired from the hill back

of College Grove, from whence an approaching train may be seen some

miles distant.

CAMBRIDGE, MAY io? Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gil-
bert: It's delightful to me that you &: Vin \see\ so much of each other.
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Vinnie wrote me a beautiful note last week—more beautiful than I sup-

posed she could write—speaking of you in the same affectionate way, &

so did Emily. Walk every day, keep well, and love the girls.

AMHERST, MAY 16, MONDAY NOON. ED writes to her brother:
"Strikes me" just so, dear Austin, but somehow I have to work a good

deal more than I used, and harder, and I feel so tired when night comes,

that I'm afraid if I write you, 'twill be something rather bluer than you'll

be glad to see—so I sew with all my might, and hope when work is done

to be with you much oftener than I have lately been.

Somehow I am lonely lately— I feel very old every day, and when

morning comes and the birds sing, they dont seem to make me so happy

as they used to. I guess it's because you are gone, and there are not so

many of us as God gave for each other. I wish you were at home. I feel

very sure lately that the years we have had together are more than we

shall have . . .

We had a very pleasant visit from the Monson folks—they came one

noon and stayed till the next. They agree beautifully with Father on the

"present generation." They decided that they hoped every young man

who smoked would take fire. I respectfully intimated that I thought the

result would be a vast conflagration, but was instantly put down . . .

While I write, the whistle is playing, and the cars just coming in. It

gives us all new life, every time it plays . . . Mr Dwight has finished

preaching, and it now remains to be seen if the people ask him to stay.

We are all charmed with him, and I'm sure he will have a call. I never

heard a minister I loved half so well, so does Susie love him, and we

all...

CAMBRIDGE, MAY 22. Austin Dickinsorl drafts a letter to Martha
Gilbert, at Grand Haven:
What is the matter, dear Mat, that not a word comes from you to one

of all your Eastern friends! & that not a word has come for now almost

three months! almost three months! not even to Sue! You can[t] be sick

or your brothers would have written. Is it that you have never received

our letters! Sue's letters! &: my note &: eight paged letter, since you wrote

last! Early in March! . . . Dont you know that I love you and am inter-

ested in all that interests you as much as your own brothers?

AMHERST, MAY 24- Records of the Church: Voted. That the Church

invite the Parish to unite with them in extending a call to the Rev. E. S.

Dwight to become their Pastor and Minister.

SPRING? ED writes to Henry Vaughan Emmons:
Since receiving your beautiful writing I have often desired to thank
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you thro' a few of my flowers, and arranged the fairest for you a little

while ago, but heard you were away—

I have very few today, and they compare but slightly with the im-

mortal blossoms you so kindly gathered me, but will you please accept

them—the "Lily of the field" for the blossoms of Paradise, and if 'tis

ever mine to gather those which fade not, from the garden we have not

seen, you shall have a brighter one than I can find today.

Thank you indeed, Mr Emmons, for your beautiful acknowledgement,

far brighter than my flowers; and while with pleasure I lend you the little

manuscript, I shall beg leave to claim it, when you again return—

I trust you will find much happiness in an interview with your friend

~Susan Phelps], and will be very happy to see you when you return.

SPRING? CAMBRIDGE. Austin Dickinson drafts a letter to Susan Gil-
bert:
The first thing that comes to me after this beautiful evening fe that

bright moon is the question with which you began your last letter—

"Why dear Austin have you always said dont read 'Lady Bird' \by Geor-
giana Fullerton]"! Well Sue just for the same reason that if a dish of fair

very fair fruit were set before us—& I had eaten of it &: found a foul worm

lying concealed beneath it's tempting skin—1 should say it is°* good—

dont eat it. Sue . . . I am glad you"" satisfied your curiosity &: read it Cpt

Sue—if it has°* hurt you & if you are just as well for it—for now you know ~

just what it is, &: just what—in a very mild, kind way I was rather trying

to keep from you—& you know now it was from no sinister motive— It

seemed to me an unhealthy book—an oppressive, disease laden atmos-

phere seemed to me to exhale from it's every page— I saw only sad sights

& heard only sad sounds as I went through it—'twas like walking under-

neath a church-yard to me & meeting souls there not yet freed from their

earthly bodies—awake to their awful state—but with no means of reliev-

ing themselves &: listening to their wailings &: groanings—8c gazing upon

their looks of despair. 'Twas to me a story full of only wretchedness &

misery—of infinite wrong & of inexpressible injury—of days of terror—

nights of wo—of brightest hopes blasted—of mortal lives wasted—of true

hearts separated—of human souls destroyed. 'Twas a story of deeper suf-

fering than many ever know—that it's {not] best any should know till

they are obliged to . . . Would you read another book that I should say

the same about?

AMHERST, JUNE g, SUNDAY AFTERNOON. ED writes to her brother:
It is Sunday, and I am here alone. The rest have gone to meeting to

hear Rev Martin Leiand. I listened to him this forenoon in a state of

mind very near frenzy, and feared the effect too much to go out this after-
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noon. The morning exercises were perfectly ridiculous, and we spent the

intermission in mimicking the Preacher, and reciting extracts from his

most memorable sermon. I never heard father so funny . . . Father said

he did'nt dare look at Sue—he said he saw her bonnet coming round our

way, and he looked "straight ahead"—he said he ran out of meeting for

fear somebody would ask what he tho't of the preaching. He says if any-

one asks him, he shall put his hand to his mouth, and his mouth in the

dust, and cry. Unclean—Unclean!!

JUNE 8, WEDNESDAY EVENING. ED to her brother, June <): I rode

with Ernmons last evening, and had a beautiful ride.

JUNE 9, THURSDAY. ED writes to her brother: I hope you wont trou-

ble yourself about any remarks that are made—they are not worth the

thought of—certainly not the care for. Dont mind them. Nobody'11 dare

to harm dear Susie, nobody'll dare to harm you . . . New London is

coming today, but I dont care, I dont think folks are much.

From the Express, June io:
RAILROAD EXCURSION.—The people of the goodly city of New London

took it into their heads, that they would make the acquaintance of their

Amherst neighbors. So on Thursday they left their homes, and arrived

here about 111/4 o'clock A.M., en masse . . . After dinner {at the Amherst
House} they visited the principal lions of the place, and returned home-

ward at an early hour . . .

ED to her brother, June i):
The New London day passed off grandly—so all the people said—it

was pretty hot and dusty, but nobody cared for that. Father was as usual,

Chief Marshall of the day, and went marching around the town with

New London at his heels like some old Roman General, upon a Triumph

Day. Mrs Howe got a capital dinner, and was very much praised. Car-

riages flew like sparks, hither, and thither and yon, and they all said 'twas

fine. I spose it was— I sat in Prof Tyier's woods and saw the train move

off, and then ran home again for fear somebody would see me, or ask

me how I did. Dr Holland was here and called to see us—seemed very

pleasant indeed, inquired for you, and asked mother if Vinnie and I

might come and see them in Springfield . . .

We had a visit from Joel. Ego, mihi, me . . .

Lavinia to her brother, June IJ: Dr Holland called here &; laughed at me

a little about Howland which was of course gratifying to me. Joel has

made a visit 8e I'm glad its over, for I have got tired of hearing about Ego
altogether. He is never informed on any other subject.
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JUNE ii, SATURDAY EVENING. Edward Dickinson writes to his son:
I want to get the New Ed" of Shakespeare just published by Redding, in

Boston. Can't you subscribe for it better than I can?

JUNE 12, SUNDAY. Lavinia to her brother, June 13: Mr {Gordon}
Ford sat in our slip yesterday & took tea here last night. He was quite

agreeable & still I always feel as if he was tinctured with Emily Fowler.

He intends to spend most of his Sabbaths in A— I hear . . .

JUNE ig, MONDAY MORNING. ED tells her brother of the state of
gossip:
The stories are all still, Austin. I dont hear any now, and Susie says

she dont care now the least at all for them. They must not trouble you—

they are very low—of the earth—they cannot reach our heaven if they

climb never so high. I will attend to Bowdoin . . . I shall be glad to see

the Poems \by Alexander Smith].
JUNE 14, TUESDAY EVENING. LavMa to her brother, June 16:
Tuesday night Sue & I went to a party at Prof. Havens to entertain the

remainder of the Senior class. The students were very green & we were

resolved not to come home with any of them, so . . . Mr 'H.\owland'\
went with us . . . Sue & I looked best of any one there. Emilie Fowler

did'nt appear like herself & Austin I now believe what you said so long

ago, that she means to marry Ford herself.

JUNE ig, SUNDAY. W. S. Tyler preaches in the village Church, on
Daniel f.'zy—The God in whose hand thy breath is, and whose are all
thy ways, hast thou not glorified.
ED writes to her brother:
Prof Tyler has preached today, and I have been all day. Susie walked

home from meeting with us, and was so disappointed at having no letter

from you . . . We received your notes and the Poems, for which we

thank you, last week . . . I have read the poems, Austin, and am going

to read them again, and will hand them to Susie. They please me very

much, but I must read them again before I know just {what} I think of

"Alexander Smith." They are not very coherent, but there's good deal

of exquisite frenzy, and some wonderful figures, as ever I met in my life.

We will talk about it again. The grove looks nicely, Austin, and we think

must certainly grow. We love to go there, it is a charming place. Every-

thing is singing now, and everything is beautiful that can be in it's life.

So Joel did'nt have a remarkable trip up here—wonder which en-

joyed it the most—the pestilence, or the victims . . . The cars continue

thriving—a good many passengers seem to arrive from somewhere, tho'
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nobody knows from where. Father expects his new Buggy to come by the

cars, every day now, and that will help a little. I expect all our Grand-

fathers and all their country cousins will come here to pass Commence-

ment, and dont doubt the stock will rise several per cent that week. If we

children and Sue could obtain board for the week in some "vast wilder-

ness," I think we should have good times. Our house is crowded daily

with the members of this world, the high and the low, the bond and the

free, the "poor in this world's goods," and the "almighty dollar,["] and

"what in the world they are after" continues to be unknown.

JUNE 26, SUNDAY AFTERNOON. ED writes to her brother:
. . . how pleasant it would be to walk to the grove together. We will

walk there, when you get home. We all went down this morning, and the

trees look beautifully. Every one is growing, and when the west wind

blows, the pines lift their light leaves and make sweet music. Pussy goes

down there too, and seems to enjoy much in her own observations . . .

Emmons asked me to ride yesterday afternoon, but I'd promised to go

somewhere else, so he asked me to go this week, and I told him I would.

Has father written you that Edwin Pierce, our neighbor, was arrested

last week, for beating a servant girl, tried, and fined two dollars and costs?

Vinnie and I heard the whipping, and could have testified . . . Also Dea

Cowan's son George was detected while breaking into the Bonnet

Shop . . . What do you think of Amherst? Dont you think your native

place shows evident marks of progress?

JUNE 28. From the Express, July i:
ACCIDENT.—A horse became unmanagable in the street on Tuesday

evening about io o'clock, near Dea. Mack's, in consequence of the music

of the band employed by the serenaders, and plunged in among a parcel

of boys, throwing down the son \Pat\ ot Mr. Kicnara ivianiiews,—a uuy
about 8 years of age, and cutting a gash in the back of his head five or

six inches in length. The wound was dressed by Dr. Smith . . . The

same boy came very near being killed at the depot only a few days since.

JUNE? ED sends rosebuds to Emily Fowler and Julia Jones, with a note:
The Buds are small, dear Emily, but will you please accept one for your

Cousin and yourself? I quite forgot the Rose bugs when I spoke of the

buds, last evening, and I found a family of them taking an early break-

fast on my most precious bud, with a smart little worm for Landlady, so

the sweetest are gone, but accept my love with the smallest . . .

JULY i, FRIDAY AFTERNOON. ED writes to her brother:
Perhaps you do not know that Grandmother [Norcross] has been here
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making a visit this week, and has just gone this noon. She has, and we

are tired . . . Father said he never saw you looking in better health, or

seeming in finer spirits. He did'nt say a word about the Hippodrome or

the museum, and he came home so stern that none of us dared ask him,

and besides Grandmother was here, and you certainly dont think I'd

allude to a Hippodrome in the presence of that ladyl I'd as soon think

of popping fire crackers in the presence of Peter the Great! . . . I am

glad you are glad that I went to ride with Emmons. I went again with

him one evening while father was gone . . . I admire the Poems [by

Smith~\ very much.

Lavinia writes an enclosure: One word about the Converse visit. It

seems to me not best for them to come at commencement time, for we

shall be so occupied then that we can not enjoy seeing them at all . . .

Mother &: Emilie both think t'would be much pleasanter for them to

come after commencement. Mother fe Father will go to New Haven the

r8th of July & then Aunt Lavinia will be here with the children . . . I'm

afraid it wont do to have so many visitors. You know home has not

altered in your absence fe sometimes the fire kindles suddenly! . . .
Grand mother has just made us quite a visit. Another job over for the

season.

NORTHAMPTON, JULY 4. From the Hampshire Gazette, July <): Ap-

pended to the letter of Mr. Dickinson [acknowledging invitation to a
military dinner} was the following sentiment: AN INTELLIGENT CITIZEN

SOLDIERY.—A safeguard to the Republic—and found only in connection

with Republican Institutions.

AMHERST, JULY f. Susan Gilbert writes to the Rev. and Mrs. Samuel
Bartlett: I have not forgotten you my dear friends, neither am I blind or

sick or married but hale, single, eyes strong . . .

JULY 8, FRIDAY. ED writes to her brother:
It is very dry here, tho' now for two or three days the air is fine and

cool. Everything is so beautiful, it's a real Eden here; how happy we

shall be roaming round it together! The trees are getting over the canker

worm, and we hope we may have some apples yet, tho' we cant tell now

. . . Mother expects to go to Monson tomorrow afternoon, to spend the

Sabbath . . . I am glad you have enjoyed seeing Gould. About some-

thing for Mother—1 think it would please her very much if you should

bring her some thing, tho' she would'nt wish you to get anything very ex-

pensive . . . I hope to send fathers Daguerreotype before you come . . .

Lavinia begins her enclosure: I've just come in from picking rasp-

berries &: I'm all scratched 8e burnt up . . .
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ED to her brother, July io: Dr Holland and his wife, spent last Friday

with us—came unexpectedly—we had a charming time, and have prom-

ised to visit them after Commencement. They asked all about you, and

Dr Holland's wife expressed a great desire to see you. He said you would

be a Judge—there was no help for it—you must certainly be a Judge!

We had Champagne for dinner, and a very fine time.

JULY io, SUNDAY. ED writes to her brother: Mother's coming home

Monday. It seems very queer indeed to have her gone over Sunday, but

we get along very well.

Lavinia's enclosure: I'm rejoiced that your hair is gone. Dont ever

worry about it. Sue dont care, indeed, she dont & now, do you? Sue is a

nice girl &: you ought to be a happy fellar . . . It's rather lonely with out

Mother. I have something to tell you that will vex you I know. It does

me. Good"bye till Thursday.

JULY 16. Religious intelligence in the Republican: Rev E. S. Dwight,

late of Saco, Maine, has accepted the invitation of the First Church in

Amherst, and will enter upon his duties as its pastor next month.

NEW YORK, JULY 20. From the Republican, July 21: YANKEES IN

GOTHAM.—On Wednesday, E. Dickinson, Amherst . . . at the Astor

House ...

CHICAGO, JULY 27. S. J. Learned to his sister Mrs. Mary Bartlett:
[Mattie] may not be quite as handsome or as brilliant \as Sue} but is just

as good a girl.

NEW HAVEN, JULY 28? Mr. and Mrs. Edward Dickinson attend the re-
union of his class (182)) at Yale University.
Mrs. Louise Taft to her husband, July 21, 1854:
{Mrs. Emily Dickinson} spoke of having met you while travelling with

Mr. Dickinson last year and being much interested in your conversation.

The next news they heard of you was that you were married to me.

~

AMHERST, JULY? Mrs. Henrietta Mack Eliot to Julian Mack, May 14,
1932: My father moved to Ohio when' I was 2% or 3 yrs. old, but we went

back to Amherst for our summers, two or three times . . . At this time,

the Dickinsons lived in a house on Pleasant Street, and I dTstinctTy~re-

member Emily, who was~tlien a young lady with auburn curls.

Mrs. Eliot, in the Sunday Oregonian, Mar. 19, 1809: "Emily, as I remem-

ber her, had beautiful auburn hair, but she was not pretty, and was never

d attractive to me as a child. She was about if) years older than 1. She was

very shrinking and sensitive in disposition . . ."
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AUGUST io, WEDNESDAY. Sarah Phelps' diary: The girls [susan and
Charlotte Phelios] went to Amherst in the evening with Mr Emmons to

hear a lecture by M." Stone [Sfowg?] of Park St church Boston . . .

AUGUST 11 (Commencement Day). Edward Dickinson speaks at the
Commencement dinner; Austin Dickinson receives the degree of Master
of Arts; the family attends President Hitchcock's party in the evening.
AUGUST 21. E. S. Dwight notes in the Church records: Rev. Edward

S. Dwight, having conditionally accepted a call to the Pastorate of the

Chh., commenced this day the discharge of his official duties.

E. S. Dwight, "Reminiscences," An Historical Review, 1800:
I . . . entered on my official duty on the gist of Aug. Domestic con-

siderations seemed to me to render my immediate installation unadvisa-

ble, and it was postponed for a time.

The Amherst of that day wore a very different aspect . . . The coun-

try around was as beautiful then as now . . . There were numerous neat

and substantial homes, of the plain style of a former generation; but not

one tasteful edifice . . . A short strip of pavement lay on the two sides

of the square corner near the hotel, where the business of the population

centered . . . The common was a rudely fenced field, wholly uninviting

to the eye; while the streets were too apt to be littered with loose papers

and other rubbish . . . I, of course, inherited my brother Colton's

church and society. The church had its full quota of four deacons, Messrs.

Luke Sweetser, Simeon Clark, Moses B. Green and Josiah Ayres. The two

last named had been recently chosen . . .

AUGUST 25. George C. Shepard's diary: Rev. Mr. Dwight the new pastor

here called this P.M. He is a good looking, pleasanter, social, gentlemanly

man—1 think he will answer better than any minister they have had here

for a long time—

AUGUST 28, SUNDAY. I went to meeting. Rev. Mr. Dwight the new

minister preached. Text I Thes. gth' th & part of the Igth vs. On the

mutual obligations of Pastor gc people. A very well written &: independent

discourse— All were attentive—Sc a good congregation present . . . I

went again in the afternoon—Rev. Mr. Dwight again. He told his people

before sermon that he should not go to the grave at funerals, but should

feel his duty done when he finished the services at the house— His text

was John 1-41 &: 42 first part—On the duty of Christians leading others

to Christ—

NORTHAMPTON, AUGUST SQ. Edward Dickinson advertises in the
Hampshire Gazette, to sell a mill and water privilege in East Cumming-
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ton: . . . the situation is a good one for a man who is willing to work,

and who expects to get rich only by honest industry.

AMHERST, AUGUST 31. George C. Shepard's diary: Towards night

Mrs. Edward Dickenson called to see us Xc was very pleasant—

SEPTEMBER 2. In the Express: We have received from the Mrs. Ed-

ward Dickinson, a choice sample of Figs, grown under her cultivation.

Also, from the same lady, a sample of apples, of the Russet variety, grown

last season, looking as fresh as when gathered in the field.

Committees are announced for the Fourth Cattle Show: On Fine Arts

Professor Haven Chairman, Mrs. Edward Hitchcock, Mrs. Edward Dick-

inson .. .

PALMER, SEPTEMBER 2. George C. Shepard's diary: Here, at the

Nassawanno House we met Mr. Edward Dickenson . . . [Later] Mr.

Edward Dickenson called on us 8e sat an hour in the parlor—

EARLY SEPTEMBER? ED and Lavinia visit the Hollands in Springfield.
ED to Mrs. Holland, Sept. i;? i8=,4: I can think just how we dined with

you a year ago from now, and it makes my heart beat faster to think

perhaps we'll see you so little while from now. To live a thousand years

would not make me forget the day and night we spent there, and while

I write the words, I dont believe I'm coming, so sweet it seems to me.

ED to Mrs. Holland, Nov. 26, 18 54: Oh, it always seems a long while from

our seeing you, and even when at your house, the nights seemed much

more long than they're wont to do, because separated from you.

•   -•               -        -  ~l--  T«„„i.„,'„

ED to Mrs. Holland, Oct. 20, 1881: I shall never iorgei uic UULLUI a
prayer, my first morning with you—so simple, so believing. That God

must be a friend—that was a different God—and I almost felt warmer

\  myself, in the midst of a tie so sunshiny.

ED to Mrs. Holland, Sept. 188): I sweetly remember {Amelia Chapm']
on my first Visit to you—a tender-timid face, with the appealing look

that the ones have, who do not hear entirely.

MONSON, SEPTEMBER 14. Mrs. Elldocia Flynt's diary: Dickinson Girls

from Amherst & Olivia Norcross called— Alfred {Norcross~\ and Almira

[Lamira ]ones?~\ all took tea at Uncle Lyon's . . .

GREENFIELD, SEPTEMBER 14· Edward Dickinson notifies his son: The

Court have just contd [fo Decemberl. M' Eastman's case will therefore

come next. Probably this first capital case will be finished tomorrow—ge

M" Choate will probably make his argument to-morrow (Thursday) fore-

noon. If you want to hear him—take the horse 8e come up.
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SEPTEMBER 16. From the Express, Sept. )o:
The divorce case of Prudence W. Eastman vs. Rev. John Eastman of

Hawley, was then taken up. This case excites considerable interest, and

a large number of clergymen and ladies are present as witnesses and

spectators . . . It is argued that Mr.  Eastman,  the respondent . . .

treated his wife with coldness and harshness, and on several occasions

with violence, that he abused and neglected her in sickness, intercepted

her letters and restrained her liberty, and that last December he carried

her to the Brattleboro Insane Hospital on a pretence of insanity. Ed-

ward Dickinson of this town is counsel for the Rev. Mr. Eastman. The

case is to be argued next week at Northampton.

SEPTEMBER 17. From the Republican, Sept. 19:
Mr Dickinson of Amherst, counsel for Mr Eastman, presented a full

and very clear statement of the grounds of defense. He proposed to show

that Mr Eastman was from the beginning a very kind husband, and that

he manifested all those tokens of affection and regard which are common

among devoted husbands; that there came a change on the part of the

lady, arising from ill health or mental disease . . . Mr Dickinson carried

the war into Africa and claimed that Mr Eastman, so far from wronging

Mrs Eastman, was himself the injured party . . . This vigorous onset

was supported by a large number of witnesses, mostly ladies. I think the

sewing society must have come, with full ranks . . . In order to prove

insanity, considerable evidence was introduced, showing that the lady

was at times greatly excited, and would talk very rapidly and shed tears

very profusely . . .

AMHERST, SEPTEMBER 26. H. V. Emmons, heading a committee, re-
ports to the Class of '$4 on the establishment of a college magazine:
We would earnestly recommend the revival of a college magazine—

for the following reasons— First—Because Amherst College needs it—

The new interest awakened in the litterary societies demands every op-

portunity for the cultivation of the ability of their members . . . [Am-
herst Colleger needs—and her great want imperatively demands it—that

the impression—so fatal to many of our great interests—wh now prevails

so generally in a large portion of the community—be done away with—

we mean the impression that Amherst College—lacks cultivation—literary

power—literary advantages . . . [etc.]

LATE SEPTEMBER? ED writes to Dr. and Mrs. J. G. Holland, at Spring-
field:
I love to write to you—it gives my heart a holiday and sets the bells

to ringing. If prayers had any answers to them, you were all here tonight,
284                   Years and Hours of Emily Dickinson
but I seek and I dont find, and knock and it is not opened. Wonder if

God is just—presume he is however, and 'twas only a blunder of Mat-

thew's.

I think mine is the case, where when they ask an egg, they get a

scorpion, for I keep wishing for you, keep shutting up my eyes and

looking toward the sky, asking with all my might for you, and yet you

do not come. I wrote to you last week, but thought you would laugh

at me, and call me sentimental, so I kept my lofty letter for "Adolphus

Hawkins, Esq." *

If it was'nt for broad daylight, and cooking stoves, and roosters. I'm

afraid you would have occasion to smile at my letters often, but so sure

as "this mortal" essays immortality, a crow from a neighboring farm-

yard dissipates the illusion, and I am here again.

And what I mean is this—-that I thought of you all last week, until

the world grew rounder than it sometimes is, and I broke several dishes.

Monday, I solemnly resolved I would be sensible, so I wore thick

shoes, and thought of Dr Humphrey, and the Moral Law. One glimpse

of "The Republican" makes me break things again— I read in it every

night.

Who writes those funny accidents, where railroads meet each other

unexpectedly, and gentlemen in factories get their heads cut off quite

informally? The author, too, relates them in such a sprightly way, that

they are quite attractive. Vinnie was disappointed tonight, that there

were not more accidents— I read the news aloud, while Vinnie was

sewing. "The Republican" seems to us like a letter from you, and we

break the seal and read it eagerly . . .

Heaven is large—is it not? Life is short too, is'nt it? Then when one

is done, is there not another, and—and—then if God is willing, we are

neighbors then.

OCTOBER >J. From the Republican, Oct. ii. Edward Dickinson accepts
the invitation from the committee for Springfield's first Horse Show and
Agricultural Banquet, next week: My love of fine horses would, of itself,

be sufficient to attract me to the exhibition,—but the expectation of

rtieeting and exchanging congratulations with gentlemen of the highest

standing and character, from different sections of the country, all in-

terested in promoting its welfare, will render it, in the highest degree,

pleasant and profitable to be there.

MID-OCTOBER? SATURDAY. ED sends a message to Susan Gilbert, just
back from New York: It's hard to wait, dear Susie, though my heart is

* In Longfellow's Kavanagh.
. 0 -
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there, and has been since the sunset, and I knew you'd come . . . so not

till  tomorrow.  Darling—and  all  the  stories  Monday—except  short

sketches of them at meeting tomorrow night. I have stories to tell—very

unusual for me—a good many things have happened—

SPRINGFIELD, OCTOBER 20. In the Republican, Oct. 21: Among the

distinguished men who arrived [at the Horse Show} on Thursday we

noticed . . . EDWARD DICKINSON of Amherst . . .

AMHERST, OCTOBER 20? THURSDAY AFTERNOON. Susan Gilbert
writes to Mrs. Bartlett: Mattie and Dwight have been down, made their

visit, and are snugly esconced in their [Michigan] homes again— I went

down to N.Y. with them, to view the "Palace" and other sights, ostensibly
having a gloriously good time, but in truth a most intensely severe

one— I can't bear sight-seeing . . .

OCTOBER 26, WEDNESDAY (Cattle Show). From the Express, Oct. 28:
The Chief Marshal, W. A. Dickinson, and his aids [including H. V.
Emmons and W. Fowler], marshaled the people at the Hygeian Hotel

and conducted the procession, headed by the South Hadley Band, to the

College Chapel, which was crowded with auditors, the galleries being

filled with ladies . . . the Address was delivered by the Rev. F. D.

Huntington of Boston. His theme was the Farmer and his relations to

the Schoolhouse, Town Hall, Church and Homestead . . .

From the Hampshire Gazette, Nov. i: {At Amherst House} Hon. EDWARD

DICKINSON, as soon as the clatter of knives and forks had fully subsided,

spoke of the past history, the early struggles and the present success of the

Society.

NOVEMBER 2. From the Republican: {Born} In this city, ist, a daughter

{Kate} to Josiah G. Holland.

NORTHAMPTON, NOVEMBER 3. In the Hampshire Gazette, Nov. i:
There will be a grand whig rally at the Town Hall, on Thursday evening,
Nov. g, when Hon. OTIS P. LORD of Salem, will address the citizens of

this and neighboring towns, on subjects pertaining to the approaching

election. Mr. Lord is an active and zealous whig and an eloquent and

persuasive speaker.

NOVEMBER g, SATURDAY. Austin Dickinson returns to Cambridge and
the Harvard Law School.
AMHERST, NOVEMBER 7, MONDAY. ED to her brother, Nov. 8: Father
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