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was unendurable, where freedom for this childish
sport was the one thing necessary to her ever young
and incessantly capering mind—*hail to thee, blithe
spirit, bird thou ever wert’" |

It must be said in all justice, then, that ‘“‘fascina-
tion was her element,” everything to her was won-
drous, sublimely magical, awsomely inspiring and
thrilling. It was the event of many moons to have
someone she liked say so much as good morning to
her in human tongue, it was the event of every in-
stant to have the flowers and birds call her by name,
‘and hear the clouds exult at her approach. She was
the brightest young sister of fancy, as she was the
gifted young daughter of the ancient imagination.
One feels everywhere in her verse and in her so
splendid and stylish letters an unexcelled freshness,
brightness of metaphor and of imagery, a gift of
a peculiarity that could have come only from this
part of our country, this part of the world, this very
spot which has bred so many intellectual and spir-
itual entities wrapped in the garments of isolation,
robed with questioning. Her genius is in this
sense essentially local, as much the voice of the spirit
of New England as it is possible for one to hold.
If ever wanderer hitched vehicle to the comet’s tail,
it was the poetic, sprite woman, no one ever rode
the sky and the earth as she did in this radiant and
skybright mind of her.

She loved all things because all things were in
one way or in another way bright for her, and of a
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