Princeton January 18, 1851

Dear Aunt,

It is some time since we recieved your letter.  We are all well.  Everett Peter Marcus Julia 

and I go to school to Ms. Smith.  I study grammar and arithmetic.  We did not go to school last summer and autumn but staid at home and worked hoeing corn digging potatoes gathering apples.  We had about 50 bushels of apples plenty of plums but no

peaches.  We got ten bushels of hickory nuts and two or three of black walnuts.

I told you in my other letters that I did not think we take Mary's Museum any longer but are we conlcuded that we would take it last year.  We don't like to give it up but father thinks we had better for he wants to take Little's Living Age.  Our school teacher is the daughter of Rev. Harvey Smith who formerly preached at Weybridge.  There is a man by the name of Tarmenter that a 

teaches a school here who graduated at Middlebury College a year or two ago.  

Peter thinks he will not write to you this time.  I can think of nothing more to say.

yours affectionately,

Cullen Bryant

You'll find a lock here in of little Chatty's hair.  Her hair is rather

thin.  She has much to spare.

Weybridge June 28, 1807

My dear girl,

After so long a time I Have obtained permission to address you, accept

my dear, my grateful acknowledgements for you continue attention in writing, I can assure you it gave me

I can assure you it gave me peculiar satisfaction.  You need not be apprehensive

that I shall be weary of receiving letters from you and your friendly confidence

in me.  I hope will never be replaced.  But I lash forward to that period as near at 

hand when the use of pen and paper will be used less to communicate

our thoughts and express our feelings.  O may it be a period advantagous to us both, 

and may heaven in Mary grant that it may be unattended with those noxious weeds

which destroy the garden flowers, and those pining thorns which the rose conceals.

May it be productive of present, and future satisfaction, and while we have the 

time given there on Earth, may we not forget that we are probationers for eternity!  And

though the of life feel ourselves contraind to act accordingly tho I wein tho 

time near at hand, and often wish it present when you shall be with me 

yet the first moment of reflection produces an involuntary sigh,

and I am constraind to say they will, even predominate in my feelings.  That I 

arrivd home in safety, you have heard, and tho I was quite unwell and I received

no lasting disadvantage from the journey.  I have enjoyed much the same health

as is usual for me, sometime tolerable comfortable and sometimes not able to 

do much, but alas, how little do I realizethe blessing that I enjoy in what health

I have, how seldom, if ever do I feel my obligations for it.  While others are laid on Bed, of sickness

and extreme distress, and even struggling with the last pangs of death.  "My 

Life is whole in me," I am able to walk from place to place and I am in general

from the external, of bodily or mental distress.  While others are cut off in the midst

of these days "and sent to them long Home with all their imperfections on their

heads" I am yet spaird from a state a dispair, and ethic or prisoner of Hope!

Tho ought these reflections to awake me from stupidity and exite every mother of gratitude.  

But still alas! How cold my heart.  How dead to all that's good.

And still, will act the senseless part devoid of gratitude.  Wordless thy grace

O for of love!  Should in my bosom glow My hear will ever faithless prove

and sink to realm of woe.  But I must think now of dismissing my pen, for the time

down near that. 

