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EMILY DICKINSON'S LETTERS.

Few events in American literary his-
tory have been more curious than the
sudden rise of Emily Dickinson into a

- posthumons fame only more accentoated

by the utterly recluse character of her
life «nd by her aversion to even a lit-
erary publicity. The lineg which form
s prelade to the published volume of
her poems are the only ones that have
yeb coma to light indieating even a tem-
porary desive fo come in econtact with
the great world of readers; she seems
to have had no veference, in all the rest,
to anything but her own thought and a
few friends. But for her only sister, it
is very doabtful if her poems would ever
have been printed at all ; and when pub-
lished, they were launched quietly and
without any expeetation of a wide aidi-
ence; yet the outcome of it is that six
editions of the volume have been sold
within six months, & snddenness of suc-
cess almost without & parallel in Ameri-
ean literatare.

One result of this glare of publicity
has heen a. constant and earnest demand
by her readers for further informstion
in regerd to her; and I have decided
with much reluctance to give some ex-
tracts from her early correspondence
with one whom she always persisted in
regarding — with very little ground for
it —as & literary counselor and confi-
dant.

It seems to be the opinien of those
who have examined her asccessible cor-
respondence wmost widely, that no other
letters hring us quite so intimately near
to the peenliny quality and aroms of her
natyre; and it has been urged upon me
very strongly that her veaders have the
right to know something more of this
gifted and most injeresting woman.

On April 16, 1862, I teck from the
post office in Worcester, Mass., where I
was then living, the following letter: —

M. HiaarnsoN, — Are you too deep-
1y oceupied to say if my verse is alive?

The mind is g0 near itself it eannot
see distinetly, and I have none to ask.

Should you think it hreathed, and had
you the leisure to tell me, I should feel
quick gratitode.

If T make the mistake, that you daved
to tell me would give me singerer honor
toward you.

I inclose my name, asking yom, if yon
please, sir, to tell me what is true ?

That you will not betray me it is
neadless to ask, since honor s its own

pawn.

The letter was postmarked ¢ Am-
herst,” and it was in a handwriting so
pecaliar that it seemed as if the writer
might have taken her first lessons by
studying the famous fossil bird-tracks in
the museum of that college town. Yt
it was not in the slightest degree illiter-
ate, but cultivated, quaint, and wholly
unique.  Of punctuation there was little ;
she used chiefly dashes, and it has been
thought better, in printing these letters,
as with her poems, to give them the
benefit in this respect of the ordinary
usages; and so with her habit as to ecapi-
talization, as the printers eall it, in which
she followed the Old English and presant
German method of thus distinguishing
every noun substantive. But the most
curious thing about the letter was the
total absence of a signature. It proved,
however, that she had written her name
on a card, and pat it under the shelter
of a smaller envelope inclosed in the
larger ; and even this name was written
—as if the shy writer wished to recede
ag far as posgible from view — in pencil,
not in ink. ‘The name was Emily Dick-
inson. Imclosed with the letter were four
poems, two of which have been already
printed, —¢* Safe in their alabaster cham.
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bers™ and “I’ll tell you how the sun
rose,” together with the two that here
follow. The first comprises in its eight
lines a trath so searching that it seems
a condensed swmmary of the whole ex-
perience of a long life: —
© Wo play at paste

Till qualified for pearl;

Then drop the paste

And deen onrself o fool.

The shapes, though, were similar
And onr new hunda

Learned gem-taotios,

Practiving sands.

Then eame one which I have always
classed among the most exquisite of her
productions, with a singular felicity of
phrase and an aerial lift that bears the
ear upward with the bee it traces : —

The nenrost drowm recedos anrealized
The heaven we chase,
Like the June hea
Befors the schoolboy,
Iuvites the racs, .
Stonps te an easy elover,
Dips — evados — tenses ~ doploys —
Then %o the roysl clouds
Lifts hiz Hight pinnace,
Heedless of the boy
Staring, bewildered, at the maoking sky.

Homusick for stesdfost honey, —
Ah! the bee flies not
YWhich brews that rare variety.

The impression of a wholly new and
original poetic genius was as distinet on
my mind at the first reading of these four
poems as it is now, after thirty years of
further knowledge; and with it came
the problem never yet solved, what place
onght to be assigned in Lterature to what
is so remarkable, yet so elusive of eriti-
cism. The bee himself did not prade
the schoolhoy more than she evaded me;
and even at this day T «till stand some-
what bewildered, like the boy.,

Clircumstances, however, soon bronght
me in contact with an uncle of Emily
Dickinson, a gentleman not now living;
& prominent citizen of Worcester, a man
of integrity and character, who shared
her sbraptoess and impulsiveness but

certainly mot her poetic femperament,
from which lie was indeed singularly re-
mote. He could tell but little of her,
she being evidently an enigma to him,
as to me, It is hard to tell what answer
was made by me, under these circum-
stances, to this letter. Tt is probable
that the adviser sought to gain time a
little and find out with what strange erez-
ture he was dealing. Iremember tohave
ventured on some eritietsm which she af-
terwards called *surgery,” and on scme
; questions, part of which she evaded, as
will be seen, with a naive skill such as
the most experienced and worldly eo-
quette might envy. Her second letter
(received April 26, 1862), was as fol-
Iowe:—

Mr. Hiceinsox, — Your kindness
claimed earlier gratitade, but I was ill,
and write to-day from my pillow.

Thank you for the sargery ; it was not
so painful as [ suppesed. I bring you
others, as you ask, thongh they might
not differ. While my thought is wn-
dressed, T can make the distinetion ; but
when T put them in the gown, they look
slike and nomb.

You asked how old I was? Iwmade
no verse, but one or two, nntil this win-
ter, siv.

I had a terror sinee September, I
contd tell to none ; and so I sing, as the
boy does of the burying ground, he-
couse I am afraid.

You inquire my books. For poets,
I have Keats, and Mr. and Mrs. Brown-
ing. For prose, Mr. Ruskin, Sir Thomas
Browne, and the Revelations. I went
to achool, but in your manner of the
phrase had no education. When a lit-
tle girl, T had a friend who taught me
Immortality ; but venturing toc near,
himself, he never returned. Soon afier
my tiutor died, and for several years my
lexicon was ray only companion. Then
¥ found one more, but he was nof con-
tented T be his scholar, so he left the
land.
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You ask of my companions. Hills,
siv, and the sundown, and a Jdog large

as myself, that my father bought me.

They ave botter than beings because
they know, bt do not tell; and the
noise in the pool at noom excels wy
piano.

I have & brother and sister ; my mo-
ther does not care for thought, and
father, too busy with hiz briefs to notice
what we do. - He buys me many books,
but begs me not to read them, becanse
he fears they joggle the mind. They
are religions, exeept me, and address
an eclipse, every morning, whom they
eall their ¢ Father.”

But I fear my story fatigues you. I
woald like to learn. Conld you tell me
how to grow, er is it unconveyed, like
melody or witchoraft ?

You speak of Mr. Whitman. ¥never
read lus book, but was told that it was
disgraceful.

I read Miss Preseott’'s Circomstance ,
but 1t followed me in the durk, so T
avoided her.

Two editors of journals came to my
father's house this winter, and zsked
me for wmy mind, and when 1 asked
them ©why * they said I was penurious,
and they wounld use it for the world,

I could not weigh myself, myself.
My size folt small to me. 1 read your
chapters in the Atlantie, and experi-
enced honor for you. I was sure you
wonld not reject a confiding question.

s this, sir, what you asked me to tell
you? Your friend,

E. Dcxixson.

It will be seen that she had now
drawn s step nearer, siphing her name,
and as my “friend.” Tt will also be no-
ticed that I had sennded her about cer-
tain American suthory, then much read ;
and that she knew how to put her own
eriticismns in & very trenchant way.
‘With this letter camne some more verses,
still in the same birdlike script, zs for
instance the following : —

Your riches taught me poverty,
Myself a millionaive

1n little wealths, as girls could beast,
T, broad as Buencs Ayre,

You drifted your derinions
A different Perw,

And I estasmed sll poverty
For lifa’s estata, with you.

Of mines, I little know, myself,
But just the names of geins,

The colors of the commonest,
And scarce of diadems

5o much that, did T voeet the queen
Her glory 1 should know;

But this must be a differsnt. wealth,
To miss it, beggars so.

I'm sure *tis India, all day,
To thoge who ook on you
Withont i stint, without o blama,
Might I but be the Jow!
1'm sure it is Goleonds
Beyond my power to deem,
To have a amile for mine, sach day,
How better than a gem !

At least, it sdlaces to know
That there exista & gold
Although I prove it just in thme
Its distance to behold ;
Its far, far trensnrs to surmise
And estitoate the pearl
That alipped my simple fingers through
‘While just a girl at school !

Here was slready manifest that de-
fiance of form, never thremgh caveless-
ness, and never precisely from whim,
which so marked her. The slightest
change in the order of words — thus;
“ While yet at school, & girl ¥ — would
have given her s rhyme for this last line ;
but ne 3 she was intent upon her thought,
and it would not have satisfied her to
make the change. The other poem
further showed, what had already been
visible, a rare and delicate sympathy
with the lifs of nature: —

A bird came down the walk ;
He &id ot know I suw;

He bit an angle-worm in halves
And ate the fellow xuw.

And then he drank a dew

From a convenient grass,

And then hopped sidewise to a wall,
To Iet » boetle pass.
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He glanced with rapid ayes day would pass me on the chase, and
That burried all arcund ; the approbation of my dog would for-
They ]:;"’:‘:;.:‘_k* frightened beads, I gape me then. My barefoot rank is
He stirrod his velvet head - better.

Likre poe in danger, cautious.
T offerod him & cramb,

And he unrollad his feathers
And rowed bim softer home

Than oars divide the ocesn,

Too silver for a sesm —

Or butterflien, off hanks of noon,
Leap, plashleas ag they swin.

It is possible that in & second latter T
gave more of distinet praise ovr encour-
agement, for her thied is in a different
mood. Thiz was received June 8, 1862.
There is something startling in its open-
ing image; and in the yet stranger
phrase that follows, where she apparent-
Iy ases *“ mob " in the sense of chaos or
bewilderment : —

Dear Frigxp, — Your letter gave
no drunkenness, beeause T tasted Tam
before. Domingo comes but once; yet
I have had few pleasures so deep as
your opinion, and if I tried to thank
you, my tears would block my tongue.

My dying tutor told me that he would
like to Ive till I had been a poet, but
Death was much of mob as I ecould
master, then. And when, far afterward,
a sudden light on orchands, or a new
faghion in the wind tronbled my atten-
tion, I felt = palsy, here, the verses just
relieve.

Your second letter surprised me, and
for a moment, swong. I had not sup-
posed it. Your first gave no dishonor,
because the true are not ashamed I
thanked you for your justice, bat could
not drop the bells whese jingling cooled
my tramp. Perhaps the balin zeemed
better, becanse you bled me first. I
smile when you suggest that I delay
“to publish,” that being foreign to my
thooght a5 firmament to fin.

If fame belonged te me, I could not
eseape her; if she did not, the longest

You think my gait * spasmodie.” I
am in danger, sir. You think me “ up-
controlled.” T have no tribunal.

Wonld you have time to be the
“ friend ”* you should think I need? I
have » little shape: it would not crowd

your desk, nor make much racket as the

mouse that dents your galleries.

If I might bring you what I do — not
s0 frequent to trouble you -—and ask
you if I told it elear, 't wonld be contrel
to me. The sailor cannot sea the North,
but knows the necdle ean. The * hand
you stretch me in the dark” T put
mine in, and tarn sway. I have no
Saxon now : —

A if T saked a commen alms,
And in my wondering band

A strsnper pressed & kingdom,
And I, bawildered, stand ;

As if T paked the Orient

Hud it for me & morn,

And it should lift its porple dikes
And shatber mn with dawn !

But, will you be my preceptor, Mr.
Higyginson ?

With this came the poem already
published in her velume and entitled Re-
nuncistion ; and also that beginning « Of
&ll the sounds dispatehed abroad,” thus
fixing approximately the date of those
two. I must soon have written to ask
her for her picture, that I might form
some inpression of my enigmatieal cor
respondent. To this came the following
reply, in July, 1862: —

Could you believe me without? T had
no portrait, now, but am small, like the
wren ; and iy hair is bold, like the chest-
nut bur; and my eyes, like the sherry
in the glass, that the guest leaves.
Woauld this do just as well ?

It often alarms father. He says death
might oecur, and he has moulds of all
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the rest, but has no mould of me; but I
noticed the quick wore off those things,
in & few days,and forestall the dishenor.
You will think no capriee of me.

You said “ Dark.” I know the butter-
fiy, and the lizard, and the orchis. Are
not those yowr countrymen ?

I am happy to be your scholar, and
will deserve the kindness I eannot repay.

If you traly comsent, I recite now.
Will you tell me my fault, frankly as to
yourself, for I had rather wince than
die. Men do not call the surgeen to
commend the bone, bnt ta set 1, sir, and
fracture within 15 move critical. And
for this, preceptor, I shall bring you
obedience, the blossom from vy gavden,
and every gratitude I know.

Perhaps yon smile at me. I could
not stop for that. My business is cire
enmference. Am ignorance, not of ous-
toms, but if caught with the daws, or the
sunset see me, myself the only kangaroo
among the beauty, sir, if you please, it
afflicts me, and I thought that instruction
would teke it away.

Beécanse you have much business, be-
side the growth of me, you will appoint,
yourself, how often I shall come, with-
out your inconvenience.

And if at any time you regret you re-
eeived me, or I prove a different fabric
to that you supposed, you must banish
me.

When I state myself, as the represen-
tative of the verse, it does not mean me,
but & supposed person.

You are true about the * perfection.”
To-day makes Yesterday mean.

You spoke of Pippa Passas. [ never
heard anybody speak of Pippa Pasacs

* before. You ree my posture is benighted.

To thank you baffles me. Awve you
perfectly powerful? Had T a pleasure
you had not, I eould delight to bring it.

Your ScHOLAR.

This was secompanied by this strong
poem, with its breathless conclusion.
The title iz of my own giving: —

THE SAINTS' REST.

Of tribulation, these are they,
Denoted by the white ;

The spangled gowna, & lesser rank
Of wistors designate.

ANl these did conguer; but the ones
Yho overcame most times,

Wear nothing eommoner than snow,
Nix ornnsnents bnt palms.

“Surronder ™ i 2 sort unknown
Cm this auperior soil ;

¥ Defeat ™ an ontgrown angnish,
Hemembered as the mils

Our panting ancls barely passed
‘When night devoured the road ;

But we stood whispering in the house,
And all we said, was “ Saved ! 7

{Note by the writer of the verses.] I apelled
ankle wrong.

It wounld seem that at first I tried &
little, — a very little — to lead her in
the direction of rules and traditions;
but I fear it was only perfunctory, and
that she nterested me more in her —
go to speak — unregenerate condition.
Still, she recognizes the endeavor. Inm
this ¢ase, as will be seen, T called her
attention to the fact that while she took
pains to eorrect the spelling of a word,
she was utterly eareless of greater ircegu-
lavities. It will be seen by her answer
that with her usual naive adroitness she
turns my point: —

Dear FrIEND, ~ Ate these nmiore or-
derly ? I thank you for the truth.

I had no monaveh in my life, and
crnnot rule myself; and when I tryfo
organize, my little foree explodes and
leaves me bare and charred.

I think yom called me “ wayward.”
Will yon help me improve ?

I suppose the pride that stops the
breath, in the core of wooeds, is not of
ourself.

Yoa say I'confess the little misteke,
and omit the large. Because I can ses
orthography ; but the ignorance out of
sight s my preceptor’s charge.

Of “ghunning men and women,”
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they talk of hallowed things, aloud, and
embarrass my dog. He and I don't ob-
jevt to them, if they’ll exist their side.
I thivk Carl would please you. Heis
damb, and brave. I think you would like
the chestnut tree I met in my walk., It
hit my notice suddenly, and I thonglt the
skiea were in blossom.

Then there’s a noiseless noiss in the
orchard that I let persons hear.

Yoir told me in one letter you could
nok come to see me “ now,’” and I made
no gnswer : not beecanse I had none, but
did not think myself the price that yon
should come so far.

I do not ask so large a pleasare, leat
you might deny me,

You say, “ Beyond your knowledge.”
You would not jest with me, becanse I
believe you; but, preceptor, you cannot
mean it?

All men say “What” to me, but I
thonght it a fashion.

When much in the woods, as a little
girl, T was told that the snake would
bite me, that I might pick a poisonous
flower, or goblins kidnap me ; but I went
along and met no one but angels, who
were far shyer of me than I could be
of them, 50 I haven't that confidence
in frand which many exereise.

I shall observe your preccpt, thongh I
don’t understand it, always.

I marked & line in one verse, bocsuse
I met it after I made it, and never con-
seionsly touch & paint mized by another
peracn.

I do not let go it, because it is mine.
Have you the porirait of Mrs. Brown-
ing?

Persons sent me three. If you had
none, will yon have mine ?

Your Bomoran

A month or two after this I antered
the volunteer army of the civil war,
and must have written to her during
the winter of 18623 from South Caro-
lina or Florida, for the following reached
me in camp : —

¥OL. LXVIIL — N0, 408, 29

AMEERST.

Dzan Frieno, — I did not deem that
planetary forees annulled, but suffered
an exchange of territory, or world,

I should hawe liked to see you before
you beeame improbable. War feels to
me an obligue place. Should there
be other sammers, would you perhaps
come?

I found you were gone, by sccident,
a8 I find systems are, or seasons of the
year, and obtain no cause, but suppose
it » treason of progress that dissolves
as it goes. Carlo still remained, and I
told him

Bost grains must have the logses” teaty
To constitute them gaing,
My shaggy ally assented.

Perhapz death gave me awe for
friends, striking sharp and early, for 1
held them since in a brittle love, of
more slarm than peace. I frust you
may pass the limit of war; and though
not reared to prayer, when serviee is
had in church for our srms, I include
yourself. . . . I was thinking to-day, as
I noticed, that the ““Snpernatural” was
only the Natural disclosed.

Not “ Bevolation * *tia that waits,
But our wnfurnished eyes.

But I fear I detain you. Should
you, before this reaches you, experience
immortality, who will inform me of the
exchange? Could yon, with honor, aveid
death, I entreat you, sir. It would be-
Teave Your Gromz.

I irust the < Procession of Flowers”
wag not & premonition.

I cannot explain this extraordinary
signatare, substitated for the now cus-
tomary * Your Scholar,” unless she jm-
agined her friend to be in some incredi-
ble and remote condition, imparting its
strangeness to her. Mr. Howells re-
minds me that Swedenborg semewhere
has an image akin to her ¢oblique
place,’” where he symbolizes avil as sim-

ply an oblique angle. With this Ietter

eame verses, most refreching in that
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clime of jasmines and mocking-birds,
on the familiar rebin: —

THE ROBIN.

The robin iz the one

That interrupts the morn

Witk horried, few, expross reparts
Whes March is scarcely on,

The robin is the ona

That overflows tha noon
With ber chernbic quantity,
An April but bagun.

The robin i the one

'That, speechless from her nest,
Submits that home aund certainty
And sanctity ave best.

In the summer of 1863 I was woand-
ed, and in hospital for o time, during
which came this letter in peneil, written
from what wes practically a hospital for
her, though only for weak eyes : —

DEAR FRIEND, — Arve you in danger?
I did not know that you were hurt
Will you tell me more? Mr. Haw-
thorne died. :

T was ill since September, and since
Apnl in Boston for a physician’s care.
He does not let me go, yet T work in
my prison, and make guests for myself.

Carle did not come, becanse that he
would die in jail; and the monntains I
eould not hold now, so I brought but
the Gods.

I wish $o see you more than before I

' failed. Wil you tell me your health?

I am surprised and anxious since re-
ceiving your note.
The only news I know
Is bulleting all day
From Tmmontality.
Can you render my pencil? The
physician bas taken awey my pen.
1 incloge the address from a letter,
leat my figures fail.
Knowledge of your recovery would
excel my own. E. DroxiNsoN.

Later this avrived : — ‘

Dear Friexp,— I think of yeu so
wholly that I cannot resist to write
again, to ask if you are safe? Danger
is not at first, for then we are uncon-
scious, but in the after, slower days.

Do not try to be saved, but let re-
demption find you, as it eertainly will
Love is its own rescue; for we, at our
supremest, are but ite trembling em-
blems, Your SCHOLAR.

These were my earliest lotters from

Emily Dickinson, in their order. From
this time and vp to her death (May 15,
1886) we corresponded at varying inter-
vals, she always persistently keeping ap
this attitude of “Seholar,” and assuiing
on my part a preceptorship which it is
almost needless to suy did not exiat.
Always glad to hear her “recite,” as
she called ity I soon sbandoned all at-
tempt to guide in the slightest degree
this extraordinary nature, aud simply
accepted her confidences, giving as much
as I conld of what might interest her
in return.

Sometimes there would be n long pause,
on my part, after which wonld come a
plaintive letter, always terse, like this: —

“Did T displease you? But won't yon
tell me how ?

Or perhaps the announcement of some
event, vast to her amall sphere, ag this:

AMBERST.

Carlo died. E. Dicrinson.
‘Would you instract me now ?

Or sometimes there wounld arrive an
exquisite little detached strain, every
word a picturs, like this; —

THE HUMMING-BIRD.

A romte of ovancscenss

With a revolving wheel;

A resomancs of emerald ;

A rush of cochineal.

And every blossom: on the hosb
Adjusts its tumblad head ; ~
The mail from Tunis, probably,
An easy morning's ride.
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Nothing in litersture, I am sure, so
condenzes inte & fow words that gor-
geous atom of life and fire of which
she heve attempts the deseription. It is,
however, needlesg to conceal that many
of her brilliznt fragments were less satis-
fying. She almost always grasped what-
ever she sought, but with some fracture
of grammar and dictionary on the way.
Often, too, she was obscure and some-
times inscrutable; and though obscurity
is sometimes, in Coleridge’s phrase, a
compliment to the reader, yet it iy never
zafe to press this compliment too hard.

Sometimes, on the other hand, her
verses foand too muck favor for her
comfort, and she was urged to publish.
In sach cases I was sometimes put for-
ward as a defense; and the following
letter was the fruit of some such occa-
sion : —

Dgar FrIEXD, — Thank you for the
advice. I shall implicitly follow it.

The one who asked me for the lines
I bhad never zeen.

He spoke of “a charity.”” T refused,
but did not inquire. He again earnestly
urged, on the ground that in that way T
might “aid unfortunate children.” The
name of * child " was a snare to me, and
I hesitated, choosing my most radimen-
tary, and without criterion.

I inguired of you. You can scarcely
astimate the opinion to one utterly guide-
less. Again thank you.

Your ScHOLAR.

Again came this, on a similar theme:

DEAR FRIEND, — Are you willing to
tell me what is right ¥  Mra. Jackson,
of Colorado [* H. H.,” her early school-
mate ], was with me a few moments this
week, and wished me to write for this.
[A circular of the “No Name Series™
wag inclosed.] T told her I was onwill-
ing, and she asked me why? I said I
was incapable, and she seemed not to be-
lieve me and agked me not to decide for

s few days. Meantime, she would write
me. She whs so sweetly noble, I would
regret to estrange her, and if yon would
be willing to give me a note saying you
disapproved it, and thought me unfit, she
would believe yon. I am sorry to flee
so often to my safest friend, bat hope
he permits me.

In all this time — nearly eight years
— we had never met, but she had sent
invitations like the following : —

AMUEEST,

Drar Frienp, — Whom my dog un-
dexstood could not elnde others.

I shonld be so glad to see you, bot
think it an appavitional pleasure, not to
be fulfilled. I am oncertain of Boston.

T had promised te visit my physician
for a few days in May, but father objests
beeanse ke is in the habit of me.

Is it more far to Amherst?

You will find a minate host, but &
spacicus weleome. . . .

It I still entreat you to teach me, ave
you much displessed £ T will be patient,
constant, never reject your koife, and
should my slowness goad you, you knew
before myself that

Escopt the smuller siza
No lives are round.
Theee hurey to & sphere
And sbow and ead.
The larger slower grow
And later hang;

The swminers of Hesperides
Are long.

Afterwards, came this ; —
Amapesr,

Desr FRIRND, - A lotior always feals
to me like immortality because it is the
mind alone without corporesl friand.
Indebted in our talk to attitude and ae-
cent, there seems 2 spectral power in
thonght that walks alone. T would like
to thank you for your great kindness,
bui never try to lift the words which I
eannot hold.

Shonld you come to Amherst, I might
then sueceod, though gratitude is the
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timid wealth of those who have nothing.
1 am sure that yoo speak the trath, be-
cause the noble do, bat your letters al-
ways surprise .

My life has been too simple and stern
to embarrasz any. “ Seen of Angels”
scarcely my responsibility.

It is diffieult not to be fictitious in so
fair a place, but tests’ severe repairs are

~ permitted all.

When & little girl I remember hear-
ing that remarkable passage and prefer-
ring the * Power,” not knowing at the
time that “ Kingdom ™ asd “ Glery ™
were included.

You noticed my dwelling alone. To
an emigrant, country is idle except it be
his own. You speak kindly of seeing
me; could it please your convenience to
coma 5o far as Amherst, X should be very
plad, but 1 do not erass my fathers
ground o any house or town.

Of our greatest acts we are ignorant.
You were not aware that you saved my
life. To thank you in person bas been
since then one of my few requests. . . .
You will excnse ench that I zay, because
1o gne tanght me.

At last, after many postponements, on
August 16, 1870, I found myself face
to face with my hitherto unseex sorre-
spondent. It was af her father’s house,
one of those large, square, brick man-
glons so familiar in owr older New
England towns, surronnded by trees and
blossoming shrube without, and within
exquisitely neat, eool, spaeious, and fra-
grant with flowera.  After a little delay,
I heard an extremely faint and patter-
ing footstep like that of & child, in the
hall, and in glided, almost noiselessly, a
plain, shy little person, the face withont
& single good feature, but with eyes, as
ghe herself said, “like the sherry the
gueat leaves in the glass,” and with
smooth banda of reddish chestout hair.
She had a quaint and nuwn-like look, as
if she might be a German canoness of

- some religions order, whose prescribed

garb was white piqué, with a blue net
worsted shawl. She came toward me
with two day-lilies, which she put in a
childike way into my hand, saying soft-
ly, under her breath, “ These are my
introduction,” and adding, also, under
her breath, in childlike fashion, ¢ For-
give me if I am frightened ; I never zee
strangers, and hardly know what I say.”
But soon she began to talk, and thence
forward contineed almost econstantly ;
pausing sometimes to bey that J would
talk imstead, but readily recommencing
when I evaded. There was not 4 trace
of affectation in all this; she seemed to
spesk absolutely for her own relief, and
wholly without watching its effect on her
hearer. Led on by me, she told much
about her early life, in which her father
was always the chief figure, — evidently
a mun of the old type, I vieills roche
of Puritanism — & man who, as she said,
read on Sunday ¢ lomely and rigorous
backs; * and who had from childhood in-
spired her with such awe, that ghe never
lezrned to tell time by the clock till she

* was fifteen, simply because he had tried

to explain it fo her when she waz a Little
child, and she had been afraid to tell
him that she did not understand, and
also afraid to ask any one elze lest he
should hear of it. Yet she had never
heard him speak a harsh word, and it
needed only a glance at his photograph
to see how traly the Puoritan tradition
was preserved in him. He did not wish
his children, when little, to read any-
thing but the Bible ; and when, one day,
her brother broaght her home Longfel-
low's Kavanagh, he put it seeretly un-
der the piancforte cover, made signs to
her, and they both afterwards read it
It may have been before this, however,
that » student of hier father’s was amazed
to find that she and her brother had never
heard of Lydia Maria Child, then much
read, and he brought Letters from New
York, and hid it in the great bush of
old-fashioned tree-box beside the front
door. After the fimst hook she thought
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in ecstasy, * This, then, is & book, and
there are more of them.” But abe did
not find so many as she axpected, for she
afterwards said to me, “ When I lost the
use of my eyes, it was & comfort to think
that there were so few real books that I
eould easily find one to read me all of
them.” Afterwards, when she regained
her eyes, she read Shakespeare, and
thought to herself, “ Why is any other
book needed ?”

She went on talking constantly and
saying, in the midst of narrative, things
quaint and aphoristie. “Is it oblivion
or absorption when things pass from our
winda?”  “Truth is euch & rare thing,
it is delightfal to tell it.” I find ec-
stacy in living; the mere sense of living
is joy enough.”” When I asked her if sha
never felt any want of employment, not
going off the grounds and rarely see-
ing a visitor, she answered, “I never
thought of conceiving that I could ever
have the slightest approach to sach a
want in all future time ;' and thenadd-
od, after a paose, “1 feol that I have
not expressed rmyself strongly enough,”
although it seemed to me that she had.
She told me of her houschold eccupa-
tions, that she made all their bread, be-
cause her father liked only hevs; then
saying shyly, “ And people must have
puddings,” this very timidly and suggeat-
ively, as if they were meteors or comeats.
Interspersed with these confidences came
phrases so emphasized as to seem the
very wantonness of overstatement, as if
she pleased herself with putting into
words what the most extravagant might
possibly think without saying, as thus:
« How do most people live without any
thoughts ? There ars many people in
the world, — you must have noticed them
in the street, — how da they live? How
do they get strength to put on their
clothes in the morning 7 Or this erown-
ing extravaganza: ““If I read a book
and it makes my whole body so eold
no fire can ever warm ine, I know that
is poetry. If I feel physically as if

the top of my head were taken off, I
know that is poetry. These are the only
ways I know it. Is there any other
way ?”

I have tried to deseribe her just &5 she
was, with the aid of mnotes taken at the
time ; but this interview left our relation
very much what it was before ;— on my
side an interest that was strong and even
affectionate, but not based on any thor
ough comprehension; and on her side
» hope, always rather baffled, that I
ghould afford some aid in solving her
abstruse problem of life,

The impression undoubtedly made on
me was that of an excess of tension, and
of an abnormal life. Perhaps in time I
could have got beyond that somewhat
overstrained velation which net my will,
but her needs, had forced upen ue. Cer
tainly I should have been most plad to
bring it down to the level of simple
trath and every-day comradeship; butit
was not altogether easy. She was much
too enigmatical a being for me to solve
in an hour's interview, and an instinet
told me that the slightest attempt at di
roct cross-examination would make her
withdraw into her shell; I could only
git oiill and watch, as one does in the
woods ; I must name my bird without a
gun, as recommended by Emerson. Un-
der this necassity I had no opportunity
to see that human and hamorons side of
her which ia strongly emphasized by her
nearer friends, and which shows itself
in her quaint and unique deseription of &
rurel burglary, contained in the volume
of her poems. Hence, even her letters
to me show her mainly on her exaltée
side ; and shounld a volume of her corre-
spondence ever be printed, it iy very
desirable that it shoald contsin some of
her letters to friends of closer and more
familiar intimacy.

After my visit eame this Jetter 1 —

Enough is so vast a sweetness, I sup-
pose it never occurs, only pathetic coun-
terfeits.
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Fabulous to me az the men of the
Revelations who © shall not hunger any
more.” Xven the possible has its insclu-
ble particle.

After you went, I took Macheth and
tarned to “ Birnam Woad.” Came twice
“Toe Dunsinane.” I thought and went
abont my work. . . .

The vein cannot thank the artery, but
her solemnn indebtedness to him, even the
stolidest admit, and so of me who try,
whose effort leaves no sound.

You ask great questions accidentally.
To answer them would be events, 1
trust that you are safe.

I ask you to forgive me for all the ig-
noranee I had. I find no nomination
sweet &8 your low opinion.

Speak, if but to blame your obedient
child.

You told me of Mrs. Lowell's poems.
Wounld you tell me where I could find
them, or are they not forsight? An ar

. tiele of yours, too, perhaps the only one

you wrote that I never knew. It was
about a “ZLateh” Are you willing to
tell me? [Perhaps “ A Sketeh.”]

If T ask too muck, you could plezse
refuse.  Shoriness to live bas made me
bold.

Abroad is close to-night and I have
but to lift my hands to toueh the “Heights
of Abraham.” Drcrmison.

‘When I said, at parting, that T would
come again some time, she replied, « Say,
in a long time; that will be nearer.
Some time is ne time.” We met only
once again, and I have no express ro-
eord of the visit. 'We corresponded for
years, at long intervalg, herside of the in-
tercourse being, I fear, better sustained ;
and she sometimes wrote also to my wife,
incloging flowers or fragrant leaves with
a verse or two. Once she sent her cne
of George Eliot’s books, I think Middle-
march, and wrote, “I am bringing you a
little granite book for you to lean upon.”
At other times she would send single
poems, such as thess : —

THE BLUE JAY.

No brigadier throughont the yexr
So civic as the jay.

A neighbor and a warrior toa,
With shrill felicity

Pursuing winds that censmre us
A Febreary Doy,

The brother of tha universs

‘Was never blown awagy.

The anow and he are intimate;

I *va often seen them play

When heaven lovked upon us all
With such severity

I folt apology were dne

To an insnlted sky

Whose pompous frown wes nutriment
To their temerity,

"The pillow of this daring head

Is pungent overgreens ;

His larder — terss and militant =
Unknown, refreshing things ;

Hia chariwtir 2 tonis ;

His future — & dispute ;

Unfair an insortality

‘That lenves this neighbor out.

THE WHITE HEAT.

Dare you g0 a scul at the white heat ?
Then cronch within the door;

Red is the fire’s common tint,
But when the vivid ore

Has sated flame's conditions,
Ity guivering substance plays

Without & color, but the light
Of unanointed blize.

Least villama boasts its hineksmith,
Whose anvil's even din

Standz gyrabel for the finer farge
That soundless togs withis,

Befining theso impatient orea
With hammer and with blaze,

Until the designated Hght
Repudiate the forge.

Then came the death of her father,
that strong Puritan father who had com-
municated to her so much of the wigor
of his own nature, and who bought her
many books, but begged her not to read
them. Mr. Edward Dickinson, after
service in the national House of Repre-
sentatives and other pablie positions, had
become a member of the lower house of
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the Massachusetts legislature. The ses-
sion was unasually prolonged, and he was
making a speech upon some railway ques-
tion at noon, one very hot day (July 16,
1874), when he became suddenly faint
and sat down. The house adjournsd,
and a friend walked with him to his
lodgings ot the Tremont House; whers
he began to pack his bag for home,
after sending for a physician, but died
within thres hours. Soon afterwards, 1
received the following letter : —

The last afternoon that my father
lived, though with no premonition, 1
preferred to be with him, and invent-
ed an absence for mother, Vinnie [her
sister] being ssleep. Ho seemed pecu-
liavly pleased, as T oftenest stayed with
myself; and remarked. as the aftesr-
noon withdrew, he “ would like it to not
end.”

His pleasare almost embarrassed me,
and my brother coming, I suggested they
walk, Neoxt morning I woke him for
the train, and saw him no more.

His heart was pure and terrible, and
I think no other like it exista.

I am glad there is immortality, but
would have tested it myself, before en-
trusting him.  Mr. Bowles was with us.
With that exception, I saw none. I
have wished for you, since my father
died, and had you an hour unengressed,
it would be almost priceless. Thank
you for each kindness. . . .

Later she wrote—

When I think of my father’s lonely
life and lonelier death, there is this re-
resg —

Taks all away;
The only thing worth lareeny
Is loft — the immortality.

My enrliest friend wrote me the week
befors he died, * IfT live, I will go to
Amberst 3 if I die, I certainly will.”

Is your house deeper off ?

Your ScHOLAR.

A year afterwards eame this: —

Dean FrrEwDn, — Mother was para-
Iyzed Tuesday, a year from the evening
father died. I thonght perbaps yon
would care. Your SCHOLAR-

With this came the following verse,
having a cuvious seventeenth - century
flavor : -~

A desth-blow is n life-blow to soms,

Who, tll they died, did not alive becoma ;
Whe, had thay livad, had died, bat whan
They died, vitality hegan.

And later came this kindred me-
morial of one of the oldest and moab
faithful friends of the family, Mr.
Samuel Bowles of the Springfield Re-
publican : —

Drax Frmyp,—1T folt it shelter to
speal to you.

My brother and sister are with Mr.
Bowles, who is buried this afternoon,

The last song that I heard — that
was, since the birds — was * He leadeth
me, he leadeth me ; yes, though I walk ™
— then the voices stooped, the arch was
go low.

After this added bereavement the in-
ward life of the diminished household
became only more concentrated, and the
world was held farther and farther
away. Yet to this period belonge the
following letter, wrigten about 1880,
which has mors of what is commonly
called the objective or external quality
than any she ever wrote me; and shows
how close might have heen her observa-
tion and her sympathy, had her rare
qualities taken a somewhat different
channel : —

Dear Frigwn,—1I was touchingly
reminded of [a child who had died] this
morning by an Indian woman with gay
baskets and a dazsling baby, at the
kitchen door. Her little bhoy “once
died,” she said, death to her dispelling
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Kim. T asked her what the baby liked, with her deseri

and ghe said “to step.” The praiie very summer she so loved.

before the door was gay with flowers of
hay, and I Jed her in. She argued with
the birds, she leaned on clover walls
and they fell, and dropped her. With
jargon swester than » bell, she grappled
butteveups, and they sank together, the
buttersups the heaviest, 'What sweete
est mse of days! °T was noting some
such scene made Vaughan humbly say,
" My days that are at best but dim snd hoary."
I think it was Vaughan, . . .

And these fow fragmentary memorisle
=~ ¢losing, like every human biography,
with funerals, yet with auch as were o
Emily Dickinson only the stately intro-
duction to a higher life — may well and

As imperceptibly aa grief
The summer lapsed away,
Too imperceptilile at laat
To feel liko perfidy.

A quictness distiled,

Az twilight loag begun,

Or Nature spending with hergelf
Sequestered afternoon.

The dusk drew earlier in,

The morning foreign shone,

A eourteous yet harrowing grace
As guest that wonld be gone,

And thus withont a wing

Or servies of a keel

Our gevraer made her light escape
Inte the Bosutiful,

Thomas Wentworth Higginson.

THE HAWKEIT.

How sweetly on the autumn scene,
When haws are red amid the green,
The hawkbit chines with face of cheer,
The favorite of the faltering year!

When days grow short and nights grow eold,
How fairly gleams its eye of gold

On pastured field and grassy hill,

Along the rondside and the rill!

1t seems the spirit of a flowenr,
This offspring of the autumn hour,
Wandering back to earth to bring
Some kindly afterthonght of spring.

A dandelion’s ghoat might so
Amid Elysian meadows blow,
Become more fragile and more fine
Breathing the atmosphere divine.

Charles &. D. Roberts.

[Oectober,
ption of the death of the
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