[1842-1846]

close companionship in her home, when Austin was sent away to schy,

for a single term. His father’s first letter to him said: “I sent yoy 4, -
to improve,” and one infers that family and neighbor associatio; Were
becoming distractions not good for his studies.

The record of enrollments at Amherst Academy in the forties gives

a bewildering impression of casualness in the matter of school atten,.
ance, and may reflect a similar condition elsewhere. Emily herself

was in and out of school, for reasons of health, several times during her

friends. Her mind was developing rapidly,

in fhe immediate worl ] of childhood when she wrote
which the series begz’ns.



To Austin Dickinson 18 April 1842

My dear Brother

3 sis I:)authleihvgis Efl?g to 11?(2rthampton and thought of coming over
L i’ =k ght 1 would improve t.he opportunity and write you
a few lines—VWve miss you very much indeed you cannot think how
odd it seems without you there was always such a Hurrah wherever
you was I miss My bedfellow very much for it is rare that I can get
any now for Aunt Elisabeth is afraid to sleep alone and Vinnie has to
sleep with her but I have the privilege of looking under the bed every
night which I improve as you may suppose the Hens get along nicely
the chickens grow very fast I am afraid they will be so large that you
cannot perceive them with the naked Eye when you get home the
yellow hen is coming oft with a brood of chickens we found a hens
nest with four Eggs in it I took out three and brought them in the next
day I went to see if there had been any laid and there had not been
any laid and the one that was there had gone so I suppose a skonk had
been there or else a hen In the shape of a skonk and I dont know
which — the Hens lay finely William gets two a day at his house we
s or 6 a day here there Is one Creeper that lays on the ground the
' hey cannot reach them from the ground I Ex-

pect we shall have to make some ladders for them to get up on William
tound the hen and Rooster after you went away that you could not

find we received your letter Friday morning and very glad we were
to get 1t you must write oftener to us the temperance dinner went oft

very well the other day all the Folks Except Lavinia and I there were
over a Hundred there the students thought the dinner too cheap the
tickets were a half a dollar a piece and so the:y are going to have a
supper tomorrow Evening which 1 suppose will be very genteel Mr

Jones has found in looking at his policy that his insurance is 8 thou-
sand dollars instead of 6 which makes him feel a great deal better than

he did at first Mr Wilson and his wife took tea here the other night

' et one of
they are going to move wednesday — they have made out to g
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lace of distination which is a my;.

the Mt Pleasant Buildings to 1tS P . was really was Enough to make
01C) f sight and hearing too

ones Eyes ache an 1 ap 1 expect in those buildings we
he same—we have very pleasan
, we expect Miss Humphre
weather now Mr Whipp'e hf S aC: ?een saying you would cry beforz
2 fit the other day and bit hj;s

tongue into—as you say it is a rainy day and I can think of — Nothing

more to say — I shall Expect an answer t0 my letter $O0L1 Charles Ri.ch-
ardson has got back and is in Mr Pitkins store Sabra is not running
After him at all she had not seen him when I last saw hel.‘ which was
Saturday I suppose <he would send her respects to you if she knew
[ was going to write to you—1 must now close —all send a great deal

of love to you and hope you are getting along well and —Enjoy your

self —
Your affectionate Sister Emily-

Manuscrier: HCL (L 53). Ink. Unpublished. Addressed on the fold:
Wm Austin Dickinson/Easthampton/Mass. On the date line she wrote

“z;smlfrst,” and her aunt Elizabeth Dickinson added: “Mass. April 18th
1842.

Sem?nf: S i)efore his thirteenth birthday, Austin was sent to Williston
Ly trﬁ'é :‘er‘l"’ y Opened.as an endowed institution at Easthampton, to
pPring term. His father wrote to him d few days after his enroll-

Sabr er with a visit, carrying Emily’s lett ith him.
a was the daughter of A. P. Howe, landlor d §f i ther:: Iz:)use.

My dear Jane 12 Ma}’ 1842



well as I do—the Examination at Easthampton is
is coming home tonight. Father is sick with the R

not go l?ut Mother has gone with somebody else it is very unpleasant
toda).z-lt showers most all the time - your sister is very well indeed -
I believe she has gone to South hadley this afternoon I miss you more

and more every day, in my study in play at home indeed every where
I miss my beloved Jane—I wish you would write to me—1I should
think more of it than of a mine of gold—when you write me I wish
you would write me a great long letter and tell me all the news that
you know of —all your friends send a great deal of love to you Austin
and William Washburn send their respects to you - this Afternoon is
Wednesday and so of course there was Speaking and Composition —
there was one young man who read a Composition the Subject was
think twice before you speak —he was describing the reasons why any
one should do so—one was—if a young gentleman —offered a young
lady his arm and he had a dog who had no tail and he boarded at
the tavern think twice before you speak. Another is if a young gentle-
man knows a young lady who he thinks nature has formed to perfec-
tion let him remember that roses conceal thorns he is the sillyest crea-
ture that ever lived I think. I told him that I thought he had better
think twice before he spoke —what good times we used to have jump-
ing into bed when you slept with me. I do wish you would come to

Ambherst and make me a great long visit—how do you get along in
Latin. I am in the class that you used to be in in Latin —besides Latin

I study History and Botany I like the school very much indeed — your
Sister sends a great deal of love to all your folks and to every one she
knows there — My Plants grow beautifully — you know that elegant old
Rooster that Austin thought so much of —the others fight him and
killed him — answer this letter as soon as you can _1 can think of noth-

ing more to say NOw yours affectionately

Emily

Manuscrrer: Rosenbach 1170/17 (1); Ink. Dated: Amhers.t 11:/1;/5; 2
1842. Addressed on the fold: Miss Jane Humphrey/Southwick/IVass.

Postmarked: Amherst Ms May 12. Written 1n pencil, i? a diﬂ:f?ff;; hi‘;f’
1s the draft of the beginning of a letter-—possibly. ]an.e S .replyf. e Zt all§
dear Friend/I Know you are thinking of m[e] Cit thinking ©

as a very neg[ligent] . . .
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by my ;ulel,] thj Robin very near, and “Spring”
going Dy t fe .oor—-— |

Indeed IF is God’s h(?use-a.nd these are? gates of Heaven, and to
and fro, the angels go, with their sweet postillions — I wish that T
great, like Mr. Michael Angelo, and could paint s
me what my flowers said —then they were disobedient.. T gave them
messages. 1 hey said what the lips in the West. say, when the sun goes
down, and so says the Dawn.

Listen again, Master. I did not tell you that today had been the

Sabbath Day.
Each Sabbath on the Sea, makes me count the Sabbaths, till we

meet on shore —and (will the) whether the hills will look as blue as the
sailors say. I cannot talk any more (stay any longer) tonight (now),

for this pain denies me.
How strong when weak to recollect, and easy,

you tell me, please to tell me, soon as you are well.

Manuscripr: AC. Ink.

PusLicarion: Home 431—432. knows whether
This draft was left among ED’s own paper>; R AR

3 fair copy was made or sent to the person 4 B
“S areply to one from him is shown by the alu

May have had the Reverend Charle7 Wa o

\\‘ o

quite, to love. Will






" One drop more from the gash that stains vour Pase? |
would you believe? Thomas’ faith in Anatorflyl,u;v?: lsst);;nboesro 131- th}f.n |
faith in faith. God made me={Sir] Master_] did'nt bg —-m anIf 1; ,f
dont know how it was done. He built the heart in me— Bve aisj B
it outgrew me —and like the little mother - with the big c{xild-—I g)(;t

tired holding him. I heard of a thing called “Redemption” - which
rested men and women. You remember I asked you for it—you gave
me something else.\I forgot the Redemption [in the Redeemed-I
did'nt tell you for a long time, but I knew you had altered me—-1I] and
was tired —no more — [so dear did this stranger become that were it,’
or my breath —the Alternative—1I had tossed the fellow away with a

smile.] T am older — tonight, Master — but the love is the same—so are
the moon and the crescent. If it had been God’s will that I might

breathe where you breathed_and find the place-myself —at night—-

. | ]
it I (can) never forget that I am not with you—and that SOZSOSV.‘.’_ tahnat
trost are nearer than I—-if I wish with 2 might I cannot repr

 fear you laugh — when I do not s€€™ [but]

I}{lave you the Heart in your breast— L
e left — ha it the misgiving-—-—if it wake 11

‘ : . >
ttself 0 1t—2a timbrel is it-—itself to it a tune

[ 159 |






s are [reverent] holy, Sir, I touch them
ho pray—dare remark [our] “Fathe, Yy]
Daisy confessed —and denied not. oy

These thing

say | do not tell you all -
Vesuvius do

make you dance?
I dont know what you can do for it—thank you —Master - by i

I had the Beard on my cheek - like you —and you —had Daisy’s petals
and you cared so for me - what would become of you? Could you for.
get me in fight, or flight—or the foreign land?\Could'nt Carlo, ang
you and I walk in the meadows an hour—and nobody care bu,t the
Boblc:ilink—and his—a silver scruple?)l used to think when I died_T
;g?no ielza)::; -t(s)c:) IS Odl[eéltZinI;e;st as I could —but the “Corporation” are

g . y] wont be sequestered — now [at all] -

u
Adown cannot find

Il 18 fllllo [Wln yOu tell e




To recipient unknown

Oh, did I offend it — [Did’nt ;
— Daisy - oftend it—who bends he

(lower) every day—who only ask

S—a task - [wh -
for love of it—some little way sh Lwho] something to do

€ cannot guess to make that master

A love so big it scares her, rushing among her small heart — push-
ing aside the blood and leaving her faint (all) and white in the gust’s
arm —

Daisy —who never flinched thro’ that awful parting, but held her
life so tight he should not see the wound —who would have sheltered
him in her childish bosom (Heart) —only it was'nt big eno’ for a Guest
so large —this Daisy —grieve her Lord—and yet it (she) often blun-
dered — Perhaps she grieved (grazed) his tast.e—perhaps her odd -

Backwoodsman [life] ways [troubled] teased his finer nature (Sin}ie)o
Daisy [fea] knows all that—but must she go unpardoned - teach her,

preceptor grace —teach her majesty — Slow (Dull) at patritc}i:;:l t[h)lgg;
—Even the wren upon her nest learns (kDOWS) morc






-_or will he let her seek hinll, never mipq
| ut] if to him at last.
ing [whatever] so .long 1ot hen his boat 1s filling — Oh how

dying tug, till the angel comes. Master —open your life v\tide, and
take me in forever, I will never be tired — I will never be noisy whep,

you want to be still. I will be [glad] [as the] your best little gir] -

nobody else will see me, but you - but that is enough — I shall not want
any more —and all that Heaven only will disappoint me—will be be.

cause it’s not so dear
Manuscrier: AC. Penciled rough draft.

PusLicAaTiON: Home 430—431.
The alternative suggested changes are placed in parentheses; words

crossed out, in brackets. Like the earlier “Master” letters (nos. 187 and
233) this draft was among ED’s papers at the time of her death. Whether
a fair copy was made and sent, or intended to be sent, is not known.
Accurate dating is impossible. The letter may have been written earlier, but

tlll)cla characteristics of the handwriting make the present assignment reason-
able, ‘

248a

[Charles Wadsworth to ED]




4 ] 16 Augyst 185

Deaf
[will be at Hpme and g]ad.

[ think you said the 15%. The incred;
G . ib]
i is the incredible. © NEVer surprises us becayse

Sono .

This note was delivered evi
idently by h
nse to one Higoi y hand at the A |
SSplfe had ex;:ctecllg}%{nson sent ED on his arrival, ask:heiirfs;lHou'se, Sl
im on the previous day, Monday T?ile folfos}ghtl s
| ing letter

(BPL) Higginson w S v
day 10 P.M.: rote his wife that evening, dating it: Amherst/Tues

= /

342

[ shan’t :
jou had Iea:lltl\tllp tonight to write you a1l about E.D. dearest but if
rs. Stoddard’s novels you could anderstand a house

Where
each me
m .
A large . ber runs his or her own selves. Yet | only saw her.
)
nty ]aW)’eI‘ s house, brown brick, with great trees & a






' ir & a face a little J;
| bands of reddish hair . e like
ooy it e Srﬁ?ﬁ: with no good feature —in a very play &
Be]le DOVe S, no P : ) & a b]ue net WOISted ShaWI. She Came

h she put in a sort of childlike way i,
“These are my introduction” in a soft frighteneg

Sk ..o — & added under her breath Forgive me
breath;e.sshilrlllj;kf ;Z\l:aer sege{ strangers & hardly know what T say_
{n?tn:h; ltgalked sc;bn & thenceforward confinuously— & deferentially.~
sometimes stopping to ask me to talk. lnst?ad of her —but readily
recommencing. Manner between Angie Tilton & Mr. Alcott— by

. : - & saying ma
hlv incenuous & simple which they B " & saying many
tl}:?:;gw}ficll?gyou would have thought foolish & I wise—& some

’ d. hv. liked. I add a few over the page.
thm%ii};oz ‘: lovely place, at least the view Hills everywhere, hardly

mountains. I saw Dr. Stearns the Pres’t of College — but the janitor

cd. not be found to show me into the building I may try again tomor-
row. I called on Mrs. Banfield & saw her five children —She looks

much like H. H. when ill & was very cordial & friendly. Goodnight
darling I am very sleepy & do good to write you this much. Thine am I

I got here at 2 & leave at 9. E.D. dreamed all night of you (not me) &
next day got my letter proposing to come here!! She only knew of
you through a mention in my notice of Charlotte Hawes.

“Women talk: men are silent: that is why I dread women.

bOal]:/D,r’ father only reads on Sunday-he reads lonely & rigorous
oks.

can warm me I know that is poetry. If I feel physically as if the top of

my head were taken off, I know £ i B
I know it. Is there any other way.” is poetry. These are the only

live without any thoughts. There are many
must have noticed them in the street) Ho¥

o p e
Were so few rea] J, kse of my Eyes it was a comfort to think the”
ooks that I could easily find some one to read ™

[ 208 )




enough.
She makes all the bread for her father only likes hers & says “&

ople must have puddings” thi - : z.
-I-)-esg she makes thgm. R A very dreamily, as i they were comets

[That evening Higginson made this entry in his di

| y in his diary (HCL):
To Ax.nh.erst, amv.ed there at 2 Saw Prest Stearns, I\fI};s( Banﬁzzlc]i
& Miss Dickinson (twice) a remarkable experience, quite equalling my

expectation. A p]easant country town, unsPeakably quiet in the sum-
mer aftn.

[Next day he wrote his wife again, enclosing further notes (BPL),
on ED. He dated the letter: Wednesday noon]:

342b

I am stopping for dinner at White River Junction, dearest, & in
a few hours shall be at Littleton thence to go to Bethlehem. This morn-

ing at g I left Amherst & sent you a letter last night. I shall mail this

at L. putting with it another heet about E.D. that is in my valise.
She said to me at parting “Gratitude is the only secret that cannot

reveal itself.”

I talked with Prest

Qtearns of Amherst about her — & found him a

.rs. Before leaving today, I got in to

n in the C |
4 meteoric stone almost as

long as my arm & weighing 43 s ;)f bird tracks of extinct birds in

It fell in Colorado. The col lec.tl

her life has been. Dr. S. says

I wd. have stolen a totty MmEeo:
Mrs. Bullard I have just met in

shall ride up with her.
[ 209 |




Some pretty glimpses of mts. but all is dry and burnt I neye, Sav

iver at Brattleboro so low. .
b B;];rlasay rIa staid at Sargents in Boston & she still hopes for Ne,,.

t. ~ €¢ B
o This picture of Mrs Browning’s tomb is from E.D. TlmOthy

Titcomb” [Dr. Holland] gave it to her. | |
l I think I will mail this here as I hv. found time to write so much

E D again

| “Could you tell me what home is”

“I never had a mother. I suppose a mother is one to whom you hurry
when you are troubled.”

“T never knew how to tell time by the clock till I was 15. My
father thought he had taught me but I did not understand & I was
atraid to say I did not & afraid to ask any one else lest he should know.”

Her father was not severe I should think but remote. He did not
wish them to read anything but the Bible. One day her brother brought
home Kavanagh hid it under the piano cover & made signs to her &
they read it: her father at last found it & was displeased. Perhaps it
was before this that a student of his was amazed that they had never
heard of Mrs. [Lydia Maria] Child & used to bring them books & hide
in a bush by the door. They were then little things in short dresses

with their feet on the rungs of the chair, {After the first book she
 thought in ecstasy “This then is a book! And there are more of them!”

tation” & when he said he should come E;?:ldoig Es8rtio0d Ak
shorter time it will be longer.” {8 gear, It | bl
When I said I would co :

long time, that will be neare .



The postscript of a let Tt
| P P ter Higginson wrote his sisters

Gunday, 21 August, adds:] (HCL) on

Of course I hv. enjoyed my tri
2 nice aftn & evng with my singular poetic co);respzn dIeI:l ;A‘;tl}];rite I ha]:l
mark-

able cabinets of the College.

[Recalling the interview twe tf s
nty years later, Higginson wrote in

the Atlantic Monthly LXVIII (October 1891) 453:]

The impression undoubtedly ma
sion, and of an abnormal life. yPerh(ail;sorilnmt?mv?SI tchoatlz)lf }?n g
that somewhat overstrained relation which not my l:zvill al;:t gl'(l)t i
had forced upon us. Certainly I should have been most’ lad toerb I'leed?’
down to the level of simple truth and every-day comrgldeshi ' rl;l:f l:
was not altogether easy. She was much too enigmatical a bein Fc;r me tlo
solve in an hour’s interview, and an instinct told me that tigle slightest
attempt at direct cross-examination would make her withdraw into hergshell°
I could only sit still and watch, as one does in the woods; I must name m |
bird without a gun, as recommended by Emerson. /

354
To Mrs. J. G. Holland early October 1870

I guess 1 wont <end that note now, for the mind is such a new

place, last night feels obsolete.

Perhaps you thought dear Sister, [ wanted to elope with you and

feared a vicious Father.

It was not quite that.
The Papersq thought the Doctor was mostly in New York. Who

then would read for you? Mr Chapman, doubtless, or Mr Bucking-

' ous.
ham! The Doctor’s sweet reply makes me infam

I ife is the finest secret.

' 11 whisper.
1t remains, W€ must a |
e % st n I had no clandestineness.

With that sublime excepti . .
It ivas lovely to see you a0 happen again. These



