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--
B". myespecialboyofthebatchwasA , proudandcold
andshytootherpeople,sadand
serioussometimeswhenhisgood
heartandtenderconscienceshowed
himhisshortcomings,butsograte
fulforsympathyandakindword.
“I couldnotgetathimaseasilyas
I couldtheotherlads,butthanksto
Dickens,I foundhimoutatlast! We
playedDolphusandSophiaTetterby
inthe"HauntedMan'atoneofthe
schoolfestivals;andduringthe
rehearsalsI discoveredthatmy
Dolphuswas—permittheexpression,oh,well-bredreaders!
—atrump.Whatfunwehad,
tobesure,actingthedrolland

patheticscenestogetherwithaswarmoflittleTetterbysskirmishingaboutus! Fromthat
timehehasbeenmyDolphus,andI hisSophy,
andmyyellow-hairedladdiedon'tforgetme,

MISSALCOTT

º /.
W
Q.& CSS,

to be particularas to thelittledomestichabitsof the
gentlemenoftheirchoicebecausetheymayberatherin
convenientsometimes.Observethathisfingersiscurled
asif in theactof ticklin',andhiseyeis representedas
winkin'exactlyasheappearedatthemomentofhisarrest.
ThisisthefamousWelchdwarf,Morganap-Kerig-vichian-wor-erin-go-brach,in the99thyearof herage. Herheightwastwofeetten,ofamilddisposition,bland,pas
sionateandserene,anddiedat11ofrompartakingtoo
iºusly ofclam-mack-ne-a-mau,thenationaldishofherallCl.
Nextis Capt.Kydd,thegreatnauticalhighwayman,
whoscuttled94ships,murdered13innocentbabes,25lovelywomen,andmenuntoldduringhissanguinary
careerwhichwasbroughttoaprovidentialterminusina
conflictwiththePatagonians.He is herein theactof
spillingthenoblebloodof LadyBoadiceaFitzbattleaxe,
anheroicmisswhofellavictimto filiallovebecauseshe
refusedwithSpartanianfirmnesstodisclosetheretreat
ofhervenerablePa,LordCoriolanousHerculaneum.
This is a strikinglikenessof MarthaBang,the
insanemaidwhopoisoned14familieswithpickled

walnuts.Thefumesofboilingvinegar
mountedtoherbrainduringthemane
facterofthepickles,till shebecamea
maniacandspreaddevastationaround

thoughhehasayoungerSophynow,andsome
smallTetterbysofhisown.He
writesjustthesameaffection
atelettersasheusedtodo,
thoughI, lessfaithful,amtoobusytoanswerthem."-Aunt
Jo'sScrap-Bag.VolumeI;pages
15and16.

§§73

A Foreword

|N
THEfallof 1857,I, a
motherlessboyof fif
teen,landedinConcord,
Massachusetts(aplaceI
knewnothingof except

it
s Revolutionaryfame),

andwas enrolledas a

studentin the school
taughtbyMr. Frank B

.

Sanborn. I became a

member o
f

thefamily o
f

Mr. Minot Pratt. With
John, the secondson,
who had just returned
fromtheWest,andwith HOUSEINWHICHMISSALCOTTWASBORN–GERMANTOWN,PENNSYLVANIA-ASITISTO-DAY _

hertill shewasdiscovered,whenshe
recoveredherreasonand
died calmlypenitent in

fierceconvulsions.

I hardlyneedtell you
thatthis is a speakingim
age o
f

thatcolossalbard,
Lord Beron,as he appearedwhile composing theninthchapter o
f

his greatnovel,Childe
Harold. It hasbeenpro
nouncedmorelike than
the original, andLady
Beronwasborneout in
stronghystericswhenshe
beheldthisimage o

f
a man

whosemoral,religiousand
socialvirtuesrenderhim

a worthyobject o
f
a na

tion'sadoration.

§§ {

THIS
mylastandgreat
estwork, is thewell
knowninstructoro

f youth

o
f

ChinesePersuasion,
Ching-Chang-ho-ang-po
po-catle-pattle,whowas
ninefeeteleveninchesin

Carrie,his onlysister, I height,thebrother-in-law
formedat oncean inti ofConfuciusandthemost
mateandlastingfriend
ship,andtogetherJohn
and I paidourfirstvisit

to theAlcott family,
thathadcomebackto
Concordafteritsvarious
wanderingsand experi
ences. The Alcotts
occupiedhalf o

f
a house

nearthe Town Hall,
wheretheyremained
untilafterthedeath o

f

Elizabeth,whentheyre
movedfor a shorttime
intotheHawthornecot
tage,andfromthereinto
theirnewhome,Orchard
House, or “ Apple
Slump" a

s
it waschris

tenedbyLouisa.
§§

*

-

- -
--
º-

soaringintellecto
f

hisage.
He renderedhimselffa
mousbytheintroduction
of theArtsandSciences
intoPekin,whereheestab
lished a Sigh-book-Sobo

r

seminary,and a High-fun
see o

r

theatrefortherep
resentationofChineselife.
Thisgreatmandied in

his 335thyear,andwas
interredwith Oriental
splendorin a pagodawhich
wasconsidereda triumph
of Easternarchitecture,
anduponwhichwasthisinscription,“Hi-man-see
sky,” which,translated,
means,“He hadnotfar

to go,” a delicateallusion

to his heightandconse
quentnearnessto heaven.
Ladiesandgentlemen,

I am in thehabit o
f adding

to thisalreadyastonishing

N THElittlehousenear
theTownHall began
theacquaintancewhich
was to bring to John Pratt a lovinganddevotedwife,and

to thewriterthejoy o
f
a lifelongfriendshipwiththeAlcotts

andthePratts. Soclosewasthisfriendship,and so hearty
andgenuinetheway in which I wastakenintocompanion
ship b

y

thesegiftedpeople,that it neveroccurred to me
thatall,withtheexception o

f Abby,were a
t

leasttenyears
olderthanmyself,andalthoughI wasbornandhadlived

a
ll mydays in Massachusetts,thelastyear o
f my life in

thatStateseems to haveincludedalmost a
ll

thathasbeen
Permanent in mymemory o

f it
,

andConcordtheonly
placethat I think o

f
a
s

home. It is hardformenow to

realizethat I lived in Concordnotquiteoneyear.

It wasbut a fewweeksafterschoolopenedwhenthe
question o

f havingplayswastalked o
f,

andThe Concord
DramaticUnion was organizedwith Mr. Sanborn,the
threeAlcott girls,George B

.

Bartlettand his brothers
RipleyandNed,EdwardandEdithEmerson,Alex.Clarke
andothers, a

s

members.
The vestry o

f

the UnitarianChurchwasused b
y

Mr.
Sanborn a

s
a classroom,andhere w
e

erecteda portable
stageandgave a series o

f plays,anddramatizedscenesfromDickensthatwere o
f
a highorder o
f merit,thecom

Panybeingcomposed o
f

excellentactors. AbbyAlcott,
theyoungersister, a

t

thistimewasmusicaldirector,but
latershebecametheleadinglady o
f

thecompany.
The scenesfromDickensdramatizedby Louisawere
amongthebest o
f

theproductions.Louisaand Anna
Alcott a
s SairyGampandBetseyPrigwereinimitable,andLouisawasgreatlygiven to quotingthelanguage o
f

these
twoworthies, a
s

will b
e

seenfromthelettersheregiven.
Louisa'soriginalmonologue,“OronthyBluggage,”was
lot given in public,butwasgivenoccasionallya

t home,

to theintenseenjoyment o
f

thefortunatefewwhowerepermittedto hearher.

Louisa Alcott’s “Mrs. Jarley” Address
OUISA'Sintroduction o

f

“Mrs. Jarley'sWax Figures”
wasextremelygood. This is whatsherecited:
LadiesandGentlemen.I havethehonor to present to you
thefinestcollectiono

f

waxStattooaryin theknownworld.
Theselectiono

f figgers is elegantandinstructive,classical
and calm.Theyarefitted to instilmorallessonsintothe
mind o

f infancy, to warntheburningheart o
f youth, to cheer

theeye o
f

totterin’age. In thewordsofourgreatnational
poet,Geo.Washington,“Waxworks is friend o

f man, it

refinesthefancy,enlargesthesphere o
f reason,cultivates

thesoul,thereforecherishit.”
My firstfigger is theunfortinatemaid o

f

honor in thetime

o
f

QueenElizabeth,whodiedfromprickingherfinger inconsequenceo
f workingontheSabbathday. Youwillobserve

theblooda-tricklin'fromherfinger,alsothegold-eyedneedle

o
f

theperiod.
This is JasperPacklemertono

f

atrociousmemory,whodestroyed1
1

wivesbyticklingthesoles o
f

theirfeetwhentheyweresleeping in theconsciousnesso
f

innocenceand
virtoo. On beingbrought to thegallowsandasked if he
wasn'tsorry,hesaid,“Yes,sorrythat I let’emoff so easy,”
andhopedthatall Christianhusbandswouldforgivehim
becauseo

f
it
.

Thisshouldbe a warning to allyoungladies

exhibitionan unheardof
featurebywindingupthe
figgerswhentheyeachcompletethistriumph o

f

artbymakinggracefulandlifelikegesturesappropriateto

theircharacters.
HerMajestyonbeholdingthiswasmoved to cryaloudwith
upliftedhandsandtears o

f raptertrembling,in heraugusteye,“AlmightyScience to whatperfectionhastthoubeenbrought!”
§§

|N

NOVEMBER,1858,I left New Englandfor my new
home in Kansas. I didnotknowthen,anddidnotfor
manyyearsrealizefully,what a

n extremelyfortunateboy

I was in havinggainedthegoodwillandaffection o
f

such
lovingfriends a

s

those in Concord. Lettersfromthevari
ousmembers o

f

theAlcott familycame to me. Of these
letters,thosefromLouisawerethemostinspiring,and it

is becauseI feelthattheyillustratea phase o
f

hercharac
ter thathasnotbeenshown to thepublic a

s
it should

havebeen,that I haveconsentedto theirpublication.
Mrs.Cheney, in herintroduction to “The Life,Letters
andJournal o

f

MissAlcott,”says:“She wasnot a volu
minouscorrespondent;she did not encouragemany
intimacies,andsheseldomwrotelettersexcept to her
family,unless in reference to somepurposeshe had
strongly a

t

heart. Writingwasherconstantoccupation,
andshewasnottempted to indulge in it a

s
a recreation.

Her lettersarebriefandstrictly to thepoint,butalways
characteristicin feelingandexpression.”
Deferenceto thewishes o

f

thesurvivingmembers o
f

the
Prattfamilycompelsme to omitseveral o

f

thelettersand
parts o

f

others. Enoughremains,however, in theletters
whichfollow to prove to all lovers o

f

LouisaM.Alcottthat
justicehas neverbeendone to thesweetestandmost
attractiveside o

f

hernature—herrealloveforboys,which
sprangfromtheboynaturethatwashers in somarkeda

degree;andhowourheartsgoout to her a
s

shemakesher

5
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earnestappealsfor a properrecognitionof thisquality.
Shealwayssaidsheoughttohavebeenaboy,andthatshe
couldnotbewasoneofthemanycrossesshehadtobear.

ALFREDWHITMAN.
§§73

TO ADOLPHUSTETTERBY
AnAcrosticoranEnigma

Aclever,pleasant,flaxenyouth,
Light-hearted,jocularandgay,
Full ofgoodnatureandblunttruth,Readyforfunbynightorday.Eagertopleasethoseworththepleasing,Decidedlya friendtoteasing.

Willfulattimes,butgentlegenerally,
Honestandopen,sensibleandnice,
I ndolentatschool,atplayabusybee,
Thefriendofthatgreatinstitution,ice.Madlyinlovewithpainting,hischiefjoy,
Aglorious,soaring,Kansas,humanboy;
Nowinguessingthisyourtimeemploy.

LouisA.M.ALCOTT.
§§73

The Letters

THE firstof theletterscametome
just beforeI started

for Kansas,afteran absenceof amonthor twofrom
Concord. A favoritewordwith Louisawasthe word
“much,” usedinsteadof pet; being‘‘muched” meant
being‘‘petted.” Thosewhohavelearnedto knowand
love her throughher bookscan imaginewhatbeing
“muched”bysuchawomanmeanttoamotherlessboy,
whoforthefirsttimeinhisliferealizedtheblessedfeeling
ofbeingunderstoodandappreciated.

“Don’tThinkI'mDementedif I ‘Much'You”
Boston,October27,1858.

My dearestDolphus.’I’vebeenhopingtogeta minute'speacetowritetomyboyforeversolong,butsucha fussing
andmussingasI’vehadtokeepupeversinceI camethatI’m
mosttiredoutandbegintodespairatevergettinganyquiet.: : I'moldinyearsbutasmuchofagirlaseverabout
somethings;andoneofthemisastronglikingforpeoplewho
don’tthinkmuchofthemselves.Suchpeoplebeingrarebirds
nowadaysoughtto bemademuchofandthoughtlotsofby
otherpeople.Sodon'tthinkI’mdementedif I “much"you
andcallyou“my boy,”for I havea verysincereloveandrespectforyou,dearAlf, notasa boyonly,butfor many
excellentandnoblequalitieswhichwill makeyoua good
andhappyman,I hope.Sodon’tbedespondingorblue,for
itdon'tpay,and,thoughI can'talwaysfollowmyownpreaching,I believeit allthemore,andhatetoseeanyoneafflicted
in a likemanner. % #: Good-by,dearAlf, and
believemeever Yourlovingfriend, LOUISA.

§§
April5th,FastDay,1860.

Mybeloved“ Tetterby’’:I neverforgetmyDolphus,butI
havebeenthebusiestoldSophyalive,formy“worksofart”
areinsuchdemandthatI shallbeonegreatblotsoon.Do
you know your topsey-turveyfriendhas got into the
“Atlantic''andreceivesfiftydollarsa story2 Well,it'safact,andI still live. Mr.Redpathwrotetheotherdayfora
bit of poetryon “John Brown,”alsomyautograph,which
wassucharichjoke. Wehaven’tdonelaughingatit yet. I
sendmylast“Gazette”infliction;I shouldhavesentmore,
butI neverthoughtyou’dcareforsuchrubbish,soI spared
you,butyouareheartilywelcometoanythingofminethat
cangiveyoupleasure,mydearAlf. … º: º: º:
AnnaandJohnmaybemarriedin June,soweareall full
ofworkandI amfullofwoe,for I thinkit’savery“trying”
thingtohavemencometo fetchawayabody’srelationsin
thissortofway.
Fatheris Superintendentof theSchoolsandhada great
timetheotherdaywithall theschoolsin theTownHalland
speeches,presents,singing,etc. I wasdeludedintoperpetratinga song,andsendyoua copyof it andthedoingsgenerally,forif youstill lovethissmartoldplaceyoumay
caretohearofitsprogressinalldirections.
Mypaperisata“focum,”andmywitsweretherea long
timeago,soaccepta dealof love,dearestofDolphuses,and
don’tforget YOUROLDSOPHY.

§§{

“We areStillPokingAlong."

THE
year1860isknownin thehistoryof Kansasas the
“Dry Year.” No rainfell formonths,andcropsof

all kindswereafailure. In thefallmyfatherandaneigh
borputall theirhorsesandcowstogetheranddrovethem
intoSouthernIowatowinter,ayoungmannamedWeber
andmyselfbeingleft in charge.We builtacamponthe
banksof theNodawayRiver,whichwenamed“Camp
Wide-Awake,”andfor eightmonthsweremainedthere
takingcareofthestock. --

CoNCORD,January25th,1861.
MydearestDolphus.’I’veknownagoodmanybasepeople
inmylife,butI don'tthinkI everknewabaserthan“SophyTetterby,”forshehasneglectedherboyinamannerwhichin
theverymildesttermsmaybecalledabominable.
Wearestillpokingalongaswellascouldbeexpectedinthis
“PilgrimProgressofawale.”Wehavea DebatingSociety,
GleeClub,DramaticAssociationin full operationandgive
veryniceentertainments.I triedtogetupsomeplaysforKansas,feelingwickedovermycopiousrefreshmentswhile
myfellow-beingsatebranin Lawrence,buteveryonewasstupid.NanandJohncouldn’tcome,Abwasawayandthe
fussymammaswouldn'tlettheirdaughtersplayin publicto
savetheworldfromannihilation,soI rummagedandbegged
in vainandthenshookoffthedustof thetownfrommyfeet
andretiredtowrathfulsolitude.
Theyhaveballsanddancetill “thegunpowderrunsoutat
theheelsoftheirboots,”buttheywon'tdoathingfortheprogressionoftheirrace,whichI callascandalousstateofpublic
feeling.DotellmeaboutyourstarvationtroublesandI'll
sendyousomeofmyremarkableproductionsinthecookingline,awarmflapjack,anoysterpieor a cakelikethemam
mothoneCarlylespeaksof in“Fred theGreat,”whichwas
fourteenells longby six broad,containing5000eggs,36
bushelsofflour,onetunofmilk,dittoofyeast,dittoofbutter,
andwascutupbya carpenterwitha giganticknifewhich
wentbymachinery.It wasarealthingandaveryinteresting
accountof Prussianjollification. : : : :::
Abbyhadyourlastlettertogetthedirection,andI can't
find it

,

so I amnotable to answeryourremarks.I mustspin
away in myusualtopsey-turveystyleandtrust to luckand
yourwits to findthesensethereof.I wasgoing to afflictyou
with a story,but it gotabsorbedinto a scrap-bookand I had
nosecondcopy so youaresparedthistime,but if youever
seethe“Atlantic” in yourpart o
f

theworldyou'llfindsome

o
f myworks o
f

artandmayrecognizethe“Bluggage”style.
One in Octoberwas“The ModernCinderella,”aboutNan,
John,Aband I, andpeopleweregoodenoughto like it
.

I'm
hauntedwith a vagueideathat I saidall thatbefore,but
whetherI reallyhave o

r planned to in some o
f

themany
lettersI haven’twrittenI don’tknow.

In some o
f

thecoming“Atlantics”therewillbe a “Debby'sDébut,”whichdeepsecretI shouldn'tbreathe to you if you
wereanyone..butnºyprivateandparticular“ Dolphus,” soyouse makea grandexceptionin yourfavor. + º:-

Forgivemylongsilenceandstill believethatyouaredear
toyour Trulyloving SoPHY.
º: º: Goodluckand a betterharvestnextyear. My
regards to yourfriend if he is good to you,andbestcompli
ments to thecowsandcoltsthatdidn’trunaway.

£º

“In a Vortex o
f

Costumesfor a MasqueradeBall”
EREfollowsanotherletterreceivedwhilein Iowa. The
allusionto the ‘‘ MinervaInstitute’’refersto an

accountsent to her o
f
a ratheramusingincident:Passing

along a byroad,on a mild Decemberday, I hadbeen
startledbythesound o

f

franticyellsfrom a creekwhich
ran in therear o

f
a ratherpretentiousframefarmhouse,

owned, I think,by a mannamedStubbs. Stopping to

investigate,I foundthemother o
f

thefamilystanding in

thewaterholdingwithonehand a nakedurchin,while
withtheothershescrubbedhimwith a largebrush,using
liberalquantities o

f

softsoapfrom a bucketonthebank.
Sittingshiveringonthebankbesidethebucketwasurchin
numbertwo,strippedandwaitinghisturn. Uponseeing
me,andwithoutstopping in hervigorousapplication o

f

thebrushandsoap,Mrs.Stubbsvolunteeredtheinforma
tionthatthefamilywasgoingup to Grandpop’s to spend
Christmas,andshe‘‘’lowed" shewouldhavethese'yer
boyscleanfer once in theirlives. Theneighborssaid it

wouldbethe“first time" if shedidgetthemclean.
Couldanythingfinerbe writtenthan the words o

f

encouragementgiven in thisletter2

Sat.,March 2
,

1861.
DearestofDolphuses.I shouldhaveseizedmy“dauber’’
themomentI receivedyourlastletter,andwritten a reply
“immediate’’ if I hadnotbeenin a vortexofCostumesfor a

grandMasqueradeBall a
t

theTownHousegivenby the
Dominieandhisscholars,nineteenofwhomcameoneafter
theother to meforideas o

r

dressestill I wasnearlydistracted.
It cameoff lasteveandwas a fineaffair,butwouldhave

beenfiner to me if a certainblondgentlemanandladyfrom
IowaandSyracusehadbeenthere,beingpartial to thetwo.Everyonehaddonetheirbest to besplendid,andsplendidtheywere,formany o

f

thegentlemenhiredtheirdresseso
f

costumers,andsowereall assmartasyouplease in velvet
cloaks,plumyhats,slasheddoublets,andbig boots.The
ladieswerequeens,vivandières,Swissgirls,andtheusualprettyandunmeaningcharacters.
Hireyourbuilding,and in May,whenmyworks o

f

artaredone,I willcomeandturnMatron o
f

the“MinervaInstitute,”
establishedby A

.

Whitmanfortherelief o
f

thementalfamine

in Iowa,andcarriedonbyMr.andMrs.AdolphusTetterby,
late o

f Concord,Mass. I will bring a load o
f sponges,crash

towelsand a portablesoapfactory,andgointotherudiments

o
f

an Englisheducationwithvigor,writingoverthedoor o
f

thewash-house,“cleanlinessis next to godliness.”I suppose
thesurroundingdistrictswouldbedepopulateda

t once,and
youand I regardeda

s

GothsandVandals.
§§

“DoYouPreferMePrimandProper o
r Topsey-Turvey2”

IT SEEMS s
o funny to think o
f

“Alf” a
s
a teacherthatmy

mindrefuses to do it and I exult in thecapandcoatthat
keepyou“Alf” still,for I hate to havemyboysgrºwupandexpecta “Mr.” and a handshake,instead o

f
a “Bellus”or

“Dolphus”and a maternalgrabnomatterwhennorwhere.
Howoldareyou,anddoyouprefer to havemebeMiss
Alcottprimandproper, o

r topsey-turvey“Sophy,”wholoves
youdearlyandwouldflyout o

f

thefrontwindowsif sheshould
seeyou“droppin' in ’’ someday? I’meight-and-twentybut

a
s young a
s

everandlookuponmyself a
s
a kind o
f

Phoenixcontinuallya-risingspickandspanfromashesandfire,so
don'tyougetold a

s yougrowup,butbe“myboy” a
t

heart
allyourdays if youdon’tgettired o

f it; nofearthatI shall.
Yousaythelastyear o

r

twohavebeenhard,unhappyones

to you,and I don'tdoubt it
,

butyouknow in everyone'slife
therecomesa waking-uptime,andit'swell for them if it

comesa
t

thebeginningandnot a
t

theend,when it is toolate

to mendthepast. Thesetimesareprivaterevivalsanddo
moregoodthananypublicones, a

s
I knowyourshas,forthe

line“now,thankHeaven,I’vewakedupandmean to stay
wakedup,”wasbetterthan a dozencamp-meetings,a bushel

o
f prayersand a year’s“experiencingreligion.”Stand to

thatandwhethertheworldeverhears o
f youornotyouwill

be a successfulman in thebestsense o
f

theword.
Therewasalwayssomethingverybraveandbeautifultome

in thesight o
f
a boywhenhefirst“wakesup,”andseeingthe

worth o
f

lifetakes it upwith a stoutheartandresolves to

carry it nobly to theendthroughall disappointmentsandseemingdefeats.I wasbornwith a boy'snatureandalways
hadmoresympathyforandinterest in themthan in girls,and
havefoughtmy fightfor nearlyfifteenyearswith a boy'sspiritundermy“bibandtucker”and a boy'swrathwhenIgot“floored,” so I'mnotpreachinglike a primspinster,butfreeingmymindlikeone o

f

“ourfellows,”and a
s

suchI wishyouall success,a cheerfulheart,an honesttongueand apatienttemper to helpyouthroughtheworld,forit's rough
goingandup-hillworkmuch o

f

theway.
Don'tforsweartheEves,butrememberAdamwasn'thappy
aloneeven in Paradise,sofind a littlebetterhalfby-and-by
whodon'twear“mittens,”andthroughthepower o
f
a genu
inewoman'sloveregainandkeepyourEdengreenthrougha

longandhappylife. Sohopesyourlovingoldfriend,Lou,otherwiseyour“SophyTETTERBy.”

§§ {

“‘Hail,Columbia'TakesthePlace o
f

“HowareYer2'"
“DICKLE ROOST.”wasthenamegiven to thePrattman
sionand “ AppleSlump º' that o

f

theAlcotthome.
CoNcord,May19th,1861.

DearAlf: If I hadnotbeensewingviolentlyonpatriotic
blueshirtsforthelastmonthI shouldhavewritten to my
“Dolphus,”mostassuredly,andhaving a

t

lastdonemyshare

o
f

thefivehundredazureenvelopesI laydownmyneedleand
takeupmypenwithgreatinwardcontentment,thefirst
articlebeingmyabominationandthelastmydelight.
Ofcourse,thetown is in a highstate o

f topsey-turveyness,
foreveryone is boilingoverwithexcitement,andwhenquiet
Concorddoesgetstirredup it is a sight to behold.All the
youngmenandboysdrillwithalltheirmight,thewomenandgirlssewandpreparefornurses,theoldfolkssettlethefate

o
f

thenation in groves o
f newspapers,andthechildrenmake

thestreetshideouswithdistracteddrumsandfifes.Everyone
wearscockadeswhereveronecanbestuck,flagsflapoverhead
likeparti-coloredbirds o

f prey,patrioticbalmorals,cravats,
handkerchiefsandhatsareall therig,and if wekeepon a

t

ourpresentrateeverythingin heavenandearthwill soonbe
confinedto red,whiteandblue,and“Hail Columbia’’take
theplace o

f

ourYankee“Howareyer?”
EdwardEmersonhas a companyo

f

“ConcordCadets”who
pokeeachother'seyesout,bangtheirheadsandblowthem
selvesupwithgunpowdermostvaliantly,andwill dogood
serviceby-and-by,I'venodoubt, if there is anythingleft o

f

themwhenorderedtothefield.
Wehavethe“EastQuarterHomeGuard”consistingo

f

onecaptain,onedrummer,oneflagbearer,andoneprivate,and
whentheregimentis onparadetheeffect is superb.Theyalwayshaltbeforeeachhouseandgiveseveralshrilllittle
hurrasforeverymembero

f

thefamily,afterwhichtheymarchaway in a state o
f

breathlessenthusiasm.
-

TheregularConcordCompanyare in Washingtonandwe
havelonglettersfromGeorgePrescott,theinterestingMesser
andtheheroicbutcher,Dean. * º: º: º: *

Areyougoing to war? I long to fly a
t somebodyandfreemymindonseveralpoints,butthere is noopeningforme a
t

present,so I studyDr.Howeon“GunshotWounds,”andgetmyhighlyconnectedselfready to go a
s
a nursewhentheslow

coachesa
t Washingtonbegin to layaboutthem to gettheir

fellow-meninto a comfortablysmashedcondition. * *

Weareall robustboth a
t

PickleRoostandAppleSlump;
thelatterplace is exulting in thespeedyreturn o

f

itsyoungermember,whowill soonbedone in Syracuseand is coming
home to turndrawingteacher in Sanborn'sschool, a

s

Miss
Hammattleaves in July. Abbysays,“I havenicemanly
lettersfromAlf,andheseems to haveimprovedmightily in

all respects.I wishhewouldcomeEastagain,don'tyou?”
Yes,verymuch,butnot to b

e

shot o
r

otherwisemaltreatedin

thepresentscrimmage.Write to u
s
a
s

often a
s youcan,and

tho'this is a shortletterit’s a heartyone,dearAlf,from
You R LOVINGOLD“Sophy.”

§§ {

“Don’tGo toWarandbeSmashed”

FREQUENTreferencet
o “pictersbeingtook” is found in

Louisa'sletters,by which it caneasilybe imagined
that I wasinclined to be persistent in my requestsfor a

portrait o
f

her. The descriptionherein o
f

the White
Mountains is

,
I think, a gem in itsway. Theclosingpara

graphreferring to hersister'sreturngives a
n insightinto

thedepths o
f

herlovingheart.

ALPINEHOUSE,GoRHAM,N.H.,Sunday,Aug.4th,1861.MydearAlf: Thedirectionabovewill in partaccountfor
mylongdelay in answeringyourlastletters,forthegettingreadyforthistripwas a work o

f time,and it took a fortnight

to getmywitssteadyafter I gothere,asI’veneverseenthe
WhiteMountainsbeforeandhadmyhandsandeyesfull, I

assureyou.

I wasplanning to write to youabouttheplayswhenfatherinjuredhisbackverymuchandkeptmebusyfor a weekwithhousekeeping.I toldCarrie to letmeknowwhatonesshesent,that I mightnotsendduplicates.Shewas a longtimedoingso,andwhenshedidMr.Sanborntoldmeyouhadfixed
uponyourbillandwanteda prologuebyhim. Ourplaysare
scatteredfarandwide,andthefewthatremainarenotgoodones,so I letthewholethingaloneafterhearingthatyouweresupplied,andamsorrythatyoucouldnothavethemafterall.
Your lastletter I broughtup herewithme,and a rainySundaymakestheansweringo

f
it justtheemploymentI like,

for thehouse is still,themountainshavetheirnightcapso
f

cloudon,andthewindwhistleslikeNovember,so I settle
myself in myroomandspin a little to myDolphus in spite o

f

windorweather. -
OurFourthwascelebratedby theusualRegatta,and a

housefull o
f

cousins.NeddyConnorgotknockedinto a

cockedhatbythewad o
f
a cannon,andMr.Wheeldonhad

somefinefireworksin theeve. Sanborn'sboyswontheraces
andsetofffor a camping-outspreeonMonadnockassoonas
vacationarrived. E

. Emerson,TomWoodandseveralothers
enteredCollege in goodstyle.Willenterwhen it begins,Imean,butpassedexcellentexaminations.

I supposeCarriehastoldyouabouttheConcordCompany’s
returnfromtheWarwithfivemenmissingeitherkilledor
captured in thefight a

t

Bull'sRun. I don’tknowall theirnames,butCyrusHosmerandSydneyRiceareamongthem.
Don'tyougoandbesmashed.Wecan’tspareourprivate
andparticularboys to becutupandtormented,sostay a

t

home,mylad,till theygetgoingnicely,andthenfireaway
with a will, and if yougetbrokencryout“Sophy''' andI'll
comeandmendyouthro'thickandthin.
Youspeak o
f

EllsworthandWinthrop,andtho’ I neversaw
either I mournedovertheirlossas if theyweremy ownbrothers,andWinthrop'sarticlesarethebestthingsthe
“Atlantic'hashadthislongtime.

§ {

“LastWeekWeAscendedMountWashington”

WHEN I
gobackI willhavea “picter’’takenformyDolphus,

and a
s
I alwaystakeverydarkandhunched-upyouwill

begratifiedwithan image o
f
a stoutmulattoladywith a

crookednose,sleepyeyesand a tempestuousgown.
NowI’ll tellyou a littleaboutmydoingshere. I amwith
Mr.andMrs.Willis in a bigHotelwhichlooksas if it rained
out o

f

theskyandlit in thisvalley o
f

theAndroscogginwith
Mountainsall around it and a littlevillagenearby. The
landlordowns a greatfarm,keepsfortycows,sixtyhorses,
onehundredservants,menandwomen,andsmallbeasts
innumerable.TheGrandTrunkRailroadpassesthedoor,so
twice a dayflocks o

f

travelerscomeandgo,fornootherrail
waycomes so far,andstagestakepeople to all pointsfrom
here. It is verygayaboutthehouse,yet if youwish to be
quiet, in fiveminutesyoucanbe in perfectsolitude,andan
hour'swalkwill bringyou to themostsplendidview o

f

Washington,Adams,MadisonandJefferson,thegreatguns o
f

therange,besideshundredso
f

smallermountains,many o
f

whichwerenevertroddenbyhumanfeetandare a
s

much
unknownaswhentheworldbegan.
LastweekweascendedMountWashington,thehighest o

f

all,being6285feetabovethelevel o
f

thesea. Theroadup is

themostwonderfulthing I eversaw,for it is wide,smooth,
andwinds so thatyoudon'trealizewhatanimmenseheight
youareclimbingtill yousee it apparentlybelowyou in somepartswhichyouhavepassedandabove in othersyouhaveyet

to reach. It goesoverchasmsthatmakeonedizzy to see,
roundsharpturnswhere it seemslike a hangingbalconyas
youlookdowngreatprecipices in someplacestwomilesdeep,andoftenfull o

f

snow o
r

blastedtreeswhiteandbareas
skeletons.Theviewswereastonishing,andwhen a

t

theTip
TopHouse it seemed a

s
if I couldseethewholeworldlaid

outlike a mapbeforeme,fortownswerelikeflocks o
f sheep

in thegreenintervals,rivers,lakesandpondsshoneeverywhere,andthecloudsfloatedbelowus in a verycuriousway,
whiletheairfromthesnowdriftsbelowmadeoneforgetthat

it wasmidsummer.Nothinggrowssohigh,andthestones
look a

s
if theywerepiledtherebytheFlood.

Themountainhorsesskipfromrock to rocklikegoats,and
lookveryfunnywiththeirheadsdownslidingandclimbing
withladies in oldhats,men'scoatsandno hoops,ontheir
backs,forthefashionsare o

f

noaccountupthereandevery
onetumblesabout in a freeandeasystylethatjustsuitedme.
Thedrivedownwas a thing to remember,forwerattled
andbangedfull trotalong a roadwithall eternitytheother
side a lowwall in a waythatdisturbedmyheroicmind,
andwhenthetracebrokesodementedwasmystatethat I

offereda stoutgreengarter to mendthefracture,andimmor
talizedthathumblearticle o

f

dressbyassisting in theperil
ousdescento

f

MountWashington.I wishyou andCarrie,
NanandJohnhadbeenthere,for it was a dayand a scene to

rememberallone’slife.
FrommywindowI seeMountCarter,Moriah,HayesandSurprise,besidestheImpanditsuglyhumanprofile.Mr.
Willishashad a gapcutsoweseethebluepeak o

f

Madison.
Theeveningsherearejolly, forthere is music,dancing,
singing,flirtingandhighdoingsgenerally. A party o

f young
collegianswerehere a day o

r

twoagoandkeptusall uptill
aftermidnightwiththeircollegesongsandspiriteddancing.
Noonewaitsforintroductionsbutallflyupanddance o

r sing
as if a

t home,andthendisappearto benomoreseen.

I amenjoyingit highly,butAbreturnsonTuesdayandI’d
ratherseeherthanthewholeWhiteMountainrange, so I

shallmarchoffonFriday; thereforeyournextmaybesent

to Concord,a
s usual,andyoumayfollow in person a
s

soonas
youcan.Good-by,mydearAlf.

Everyourlovingfriend,LU.
(CONCLUDEDINTHEOCTOBERJOURNAL)


