EMILY DICKINSON

Ir I want to take up poetry in its most delightful
and playful mood, I take up the verses of that re-
markable girl of the sixties and seventies, Emily
Dickinson, she who was writing her little worthless
poetic nothings, or so she was wont to think of them,
at a time when the now classical New England group
was flourishing around Concord, when Hawthorne
was burrowing into the soul of things, Thoreau was
refusing to make more pencils and took to sounding
lake bottoms and holding converse with all kinds
of fish and other water life, and Emerson was stand-
ing high upon his pedestal preaching of compensa-
tions, of friendship, society and the oversoul, leav-
ing a mighty impress upon his New England and the
world at large as well.

I find when I take up Emily Dickinson, that I am
sort of sunning myself in the discal radiance of a
bright, vivid, and really new type of poet, for she
is by no means worn of her freshness for us, she
wears with one as would an old fashioned pearl set
in gold and dark enamels. She offsets the smug-
ness of the time in which she lived with her cheery
impertinence, and startles the present with her un-
common gifts. Those who know the irresistible
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