ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

“Your letter gave no drunkenness because I tasted
rum before—Domingo comes but once,” etc., she
wrote to Col. Higginson, a pretty conceit, surely to
offer a loved friend. The passages offered will give
the unfamiliar reader a taste of the sparkle of this
poet’s hurrying fancy and set her before the willing
mind entrancingly, it seems to me. She will always
delight those who find it in their way to love her
elfish, evasive genius, and those who care for the
vivid and living element in words will find her, to
say the least, among the masters in her feeling for
their strange shapes and the fresh significance con-
tained in them. A born thinker of poetry, and in
a great measure a gifted writer of it, refreshing
many a heavy moment made dull with the weighti-
ness of books, or of burdensome thinking. This
poet-sprite sets scurrying all weariness of the brain,
and they shall have an hour of sheer delight who
invite poetic converse with Emily Dickinson. She
will repay with funds of rich celestial coin from her
rare and precious fancyings. She had that “oblique
integrity”’ which she celebrates in one of her poems.
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