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THE OSSOLIL.

Thursday afternoon of last week,
before a large and appreciative au-
dience—members of the “Ossoll” — a
paper of unysual merit was read by

Mrs. F. B. Green on Emily Dickinson.

A« a oreat painter transiers O A
canvas something of a likeness of a
scene from nature, creating through
his genins a permanent treasure for
the eyes of the world, as, thus doing,

the artist brings to life beauties that '

vtherwise might for many have heen

. lost—throngh not being noticed, so

Mrs. Green gave to many of her hear-

MRS. BERTHA BAKER GREEN.,

ers such a beautiful and comprehen-
sive word picture of the too little
known Emily Dickizisou, as could
h we been given only by nne in love

miml was stored the fﬂlitn of much

research into the life and character of

that subject. It is to be regretted that
lnck of space makes fmpossible giv-

ing Mrs. Green’s paper in full

Mrs, Green began by saying: “To-
day_we are to pass by the broad thor-
nughfmpa of literature,.that gleam in
the sunlight nf popwlarity, are know
and fﬁ-unnth by the majority of
readers, dand turning asidé, will ex-

plore a certain Shady by-way, that is
full of beauty to the seeing eye, and

where \one may unconsciously feel

drawn cloger to-the groﬂt heart of na-
. tare.”

“The Renius of this rmmt where as

yet nnl; a few myn of appmhﬂnn lil‘F

g ; = i Fa " , 4
= g w‘:‘ Wr.hﬂ - . ...-i":rﬁq

&

:

glinfing through the thick follage of

obscurity, is Emily Dickinson. One

‘whe truly wrote as the birds sing, not
“ecaring whether the world heard or not,

never thinking - whether her songs
would meet with praise or blame—

. simnly voleing the musie of Rer sonl-

tides, as they rose and fell uwpon the
shore of her being!

It is difficult for many to under-
stand and appreciate this writer, so
bravely does she defy established
rules, so fearlessly does she scan life's
mysteries., “Art for lr}‘s sake” seem-
ed not to enter her thought; but “soul
for soul's sake” was pre-eminent.
Judged by the little “foot rule” of the
generally aecepted definition of the art
of poetry, Emily Dickinson was too
much of a non-conformist to be allow-
ed a place among poets; but judged
by the truer definition of art, as given
by Tolstol: namely, “Art is a human

- activity consisting in this, that one
conscionsly, by means of certain ex-
ternal signs, hands on to other, feel-

ings he has lived  through, so - that

- others are lnfectad by those feelings

and also experience them”—under that
judgment, she is freely admitted with
many others whose thought exceeds
the measure of the lines.”

“We are so wedded to self-imposed

conventionality, so accustomed to lim-
iting thought and soul action to per

sonally. that it is difficult to realize .

itg actual unimportance, Doeg a writ-
er become famous, we at once ask to
knoew his superficial surroundings, his

_(ﬁially habit of life, the estimation in

which he is held by his neighbors; and
if opportunity persents, we could sly-
1y lift a corner of the curtain of his
domestic life, to judge whether all is
in order, ﬂntterlng ourselves we are

'We are chiefly catering fto cnrlnsitv

Not the outward manifestation of life,

not what one seems but what one
thinks and feels, should appeal to us,

¥ wonld not belittle the power of en-
vironment as a potent factor in de-
velopment, or as an expression of be- .

ing, but the real ego lies below that;
for what matter form, feature, sex, or

surroundings¢, when heart speaks to

a heart, when we appropriate thoughts

fraught with joy, for our grieving,

hope~for our dmmndenvy, atrengthﬂ
for our weakness "

_ “Curlosity rt-ﬂarlng the life of Emily

.. Dickinson must of necessity remain to
2 great degree unsatisfled, for very 1it-

tle 18 known of her. She was horn
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in Amherst, Mass., in 1830, Her father,

Hon. Edward Dickinson, wassa lead-

ing lawyer of Amherst, and treasurer
of the ecollege: Emlily lved, from
cholee, a very secluded life, though on
the oceasions of the annual reception
given by her father to- prominent
towns-people and families connected
with the lastitution, she performed the
duties of hostess: so gracefully, that
no one could guess her usual life of re-
tirement.”

“Her patural shrinking from contact
with the world, and her habit of ob-
serving, unobserved are shown in the
following verses:

“I'm nobody; who are you?
Are you a nobody too?
Then there's a palr of us;

Don't tell, they'd bankh us, you
Know!

How dreary to be somebody!

" How publie; like a frog!

To tell your name, the live-long day
To an admiring bog!”

“She counted among her

- few lntlmate acquaintances, Helen
Hunt Jackson, who first persuaded her

to allow a few of her poems to be
published; also T. W. Higginson,
whose criticism of her literary work
she highly prized, and with whom she
corresponded for some e. Doubtless
many of us are indeb
tracts from that correupondence print-
ed in the “Atlanti¢”’ some VeArs Ago
for our first knowledge of her.

- “It seems she made no effort to ex-
press herself in verse until after the
age of I.'l?.irt;ﬂr She allowed but few
of her poems to be published, and

-~ those were under protest. Not -until

after her death, in 1886, were her writ-
ings given to the world, and we were

made aware of the existence of this

genius, wha could so pewerfully ap-

 peal to the human heart, bringing it

'tntu touch with nature, aml its own
‘Hlﬁt domain!” _ . '

e by is that ¥mily I}lckln- |
'nnn ~ paetry appeals to us so strongly * ?

Is it because she tells us that the sky
is blue and the rose is red? Not at all.
But because in.revealing to us the

beauty of nature, she reveals her
own soul, and weé feel the kinship of °
~ humanity with the universe!”

Thus Mrs. Green finished a paper,
the greater portion of which has been
omitted here, and perhaps one can do
no better than note'in conclusion two
of the many happy cholces Mrs, Green
so delightfully rendered, from Emily

- Dickinson:

THE GENTIAN.
“God made a little gentian,

- It tried to be 4 rose,

And all thﬁ summer laughed!
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to his ex-




