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A	Diary	for	184911

Reason	for	diary—Entered	Farmers	College—
Brother	Thomas	ill—Returned	to	classes—“I	love	to
meditate…”—“He	who	would	wish…”—Missionary
from	India—Literary	Societies—“The	week	is	gone…”
Friends	Meeting—“Religion	undefiled…”	“love	the
wisdom…”—Oh!	let	me	spend…“—Rev.	Dr.	Bishop—

”My	mind	in	thoughts…“—”When	the	hour	of
reflection…“—Horace	of	Cincinnati—Norton’s

Astronomy—”Ten	thousand	thousand	wourlds…“—
Ode	to	Bushrod	Washington—”The	twelveth	of	the
year…“—”Another	week…“—Lonely	&	uncertain

Time	flies	swiftly,	How	necessary	then,	that	we	should	actively	employ	each	moment,
lest	our	deeds	of	darkness	be	numberless.	“Our	not	doing	is	set	down	among	our	darkest
deeds.”12

Hitherto,	I	have	been	negligent	in	keeping	an	account	of	the	manner	in	which	my	time
was	spent.	In	consequence	of	which,	when	I	have	reviewed	my	past	course,	I	have	hardly
been	able	to	decide	whither	the	greater	part	of	my	time	had	been	spent	as	it	should	be,	or
whether	I	had	misspent	and	idled	away	the	greater	part.	This	year	I	design	to	keep	a	diary,
by	which	means	I	hope	to	be	able	at	the	close	of	each	week,	each	month,	or	even	at	the
end	 of	 the	 year,	 to	 have	 a	 better	 knowledge	 of	 the	manner	 in	which	my	 time	 has	 been
spent.

I	have,	for	sometime	been	engaged	in	educational	pursuits.	Commencing	in	the	spring
of	1845,	I	spent	five	sessions	at	Oxford	College.13	In	the	autumn	of	1847,	I	commenced
teaching	which	occupation	I	continued	for	six	months.

In	the	Spring	of	1848,	I	went	to	Iowa	on	a	visit.	Ohio	was	a	very	agreeable	journey	to
me.	And	as	I	went	by	water	and	returned	by	land,	I	got	to	see	a	considerable	portion	of	the
world.	Iowa	did	not	equal	my	expectations,	the	scarcity	of	timber	&	the	disagreeableness
of	the	weather,	gave	me	a	dislike	to	that	country.

In	the	Summer	of	1848,	I	entered	Farmers’	College	near	Cincinnati.14	My	expectation
was	 to	 prepare	 myself	 for	 some	 other	 college.	 Having	 changed	 my	 mind,	 however,	 I
entered	the	senior	class15	of	this	college	at	the	beginning	of	the	Winter	session.	The	year
of	1849	begins	to	day,	and	I	am	on	my	return	to	college	having	spent	the	Christmas	with
my	friends.	I	reached	the	city	of	Cincinnati	this	evening—met	two	of	my	old	classmates
here—and	have	had	a	vary	agreeable	time.16

Jan.	2nd

Reached	Farmers’	College.	It	was	late	when	I	arrived	and	I	have	spent	the	remainder
of	the	day	calling	to	see	my	friends—arranging	my	studies.

Jan.	3rd



Now	again	commences	that	monotonous	course	of	study.	I	find	many	things	delightful
at	college,	and	some	very	tiresome.

Jan.	4th

I	 feel	 new	 vigor	 since	 the	 vacation	 and	 hope	 to	 pursue	my	 studies	with	 profit.	 The
reading	 and	 reciting	 of	 history	 and	 biography,	 Astronomy	 and	 the	 German	 language
constitute	my	studies	at	the	present.17

Jan.	5th

I	 was	 very	 unexpectedly	 called	 this	 morning	 to	 attend	 the	 sick	 bed	 of	 brother,
Thomas.18	He	was	taken	just	returning	from	Orleans	two	days	before	reaching	the	city	of
Cincinnati	and	will	be	detained	here	for	some	time.	Alas!	how	uncertain	is	life	and	health.
Today	we	move	and	amid	the	busy	scenes	of	life,	full	of	animation	and	vigor;	tomorrow
perhaps	we	shall	be	cold	and	dead.

Jan.	6th

Still	in	the	City.	The	health	of	brother	is	no	better;	he	appears	to	have	grown	weaker
every	hour	of	this	day	and	is	now	in	a	very	dangerous	situation.

Jan.	7th

Time	 moves	 slowly	 to	 me.	 I	 seldom	 leave	 the	 room	 of	 brother,	 except	 to	 procure
medicine	or	medical	advice.	He	grew	worse	during	the	latter	part	of	the	night	and	the	fore
part	of	this	day	was	truly	an	awful	one	to	him.	He	seems	better	this	evening.	The	Doctor
attends	regularly	twice	a	day,	and	now	speaks	very	favorably	concerning	his	recovery.

Jan.	8th

Brother	 seems	 very	 lifeless	 and	 stupid	 today	 but	 is	 evidently	mending.	 The	Doctor
says	he	is	past	the	eminent	danger	which	threatened	and	now	with	close	attention	may	be
restored	 to	 health.	 Father	 arrived	 here	 today,	which	was	 a	 great	 satisfaction	 to	me.	We
never	realized	the	value	of	friends	and	relations	until	placed	in	some	trying	situation.

Jan.	9th

Brother	seemed	much	better	today.	I	left	him	in	the	care	of	father	and	have	returned	to
college.

Jan.	10th

I	 find	classes	do	not	wait	 for	 absent	 students,	 and	having	been	absent	 about	 a	week
before	 vacation,	 I	 find	 it	 is	 now	 time	 for	me	 to	 pay	 close	 attention	 to	my	 studies.	 It	 is
delightful	 to	 scan	 the	 fields	 of	 science	 when	 one	 can	 take	 his	 own	 course.	 But	 to	 be
dogged	by	half	a	dozen	professors,	at	once	is	truly	detestable.

Jan.	11th

The	monotonous	scenes	of	college	life	scarcely	admit	of	a	description.	And	yet	there
are	many	pleasures	connected	with	a	student’s	course	of	study	that	are	to	be	met	with	no
where	else.	He	is	shut	out	from	the	busy	scenes—the	noise	and	contentions	of	the	world.
And	the	mind	seems	to	enjoy	a	revere	while	musing	over	the	fields	of	science.



Jan.	12th

I	returned	to	the	City	today	to	visit	my	brother.	Found	him	much	better	than	I	left	him.
If	he	meets	with	no	backset	he	will	be	able	to	go	home	before	long.	Such	is	the	course	of
human	beings.	Man	continually	 totters	on	 the	brink	of	 the	grave	’till	at	 last	he	falls	 into
eternity.

Jan.	13th

I	returned	again	to	the	college.	It	has	been	a	rainy	gloomy	day.	I	have	spent	most	of
my	time	in	reading	and	meditation.	It	is	delightful	to	meditate	on	the	scenes	of	youth,	the
cherished	wishes	of	earlier	days.	But	I	have	not	altogether	escaped	the	clouds	of	gloom	in
the	bitter	contentions	and	disappointments,	which	tend	so	much	to	darken	the	sunshine	of
life.	So	sometimes	in	my	moments	of	reflection,	I	have	had	seriously	to	regret	that	I	have
not	made	a	better	disposition	of	my	time.

~	~	~	~	~	~	~	~19

Jan.	14th

I	have	spent	this	day	mostly	in	reading	and	meditation,	it	being	Sunday.	I	have	written
down	some	of	my	thoughts	in	the	form	of	a	letter	to	send	to	my	sister.

I	love	to	meditate	at	eve

When	all	is	calm	and	still

To	dwell	in	thoughts	aerial	wourld

My	soul	with	joy	doth	fill.

~	~	~	~	~

Jan.	15th

The	tedious	days	of	study	and	recitation	have	again	commenced.	Man	must	toil	if	he
would	excel.	The	students	life	though	in	many	respects	a	pleasing	one,	is	sometime	very
fatiguing.

He	who	would	wish	the	wourld	to	say

He	led	a	useful	life

Unceasingly	from	day	to	day

Must	toil	mid	care	and	strife.

~	~	~	~	~	~

Jan.	16th

The	hill	of	science	is	high	and	steep.	How	many	e’re	they	gain	its	summit	faint	by	the
way.	The	student	who	has	no	greater	aim	than	simply	 to	place	his	 foot	upon	the	 tip	had
better	never	 attempt	 to	 ascend.	To	make	knowledge	worth	 seeking	 for	we	must	have	 in
view	the	benefit	of	the	whole	human	family.



Jan.	17th

We	had	a	 lecture	 this	evening	on	neurology	or	 the	science	of	man.	 “How	wonderful
how	complicated	is	man.	How	passing	wonder	He	who	made	him	such.”	According	to	the
theory	of	the	lecturer,	we	shall	soon	be	able,	from	a	glance	at	the	face	and	the	muscles	of
the	body,	to	describe	the	whole	mental,	moral	and	physical	capacities	of	the	man.

Jan.	18th

This	morning	we	had	a	missionary	from	India	 to	attend	our	chapel.	After	 the	chapel
services	were	 over,	 the	 president	 announced	 that	 recitations	would	 be	 suspended	 for	 an
hour,	 that	we	might	 listen	 to	 some	 remark	concerning	 the	people	of	 India.	The	 remarks
were	of	the	most	interesting	kind.	He	told	us	that	the	higher	classes	frequently	had	several
wives,	—that	it	had	formerly	been	the	practice	when	the	husband	died	to	burn	his	widow
or	 widows	 upon	 the	 funeral	 pile.	 In	 consequence	 of	 which,	 several	 women	 were
sometimes	burnt	at	the	same	time.	This	practice	of	late	has	been	forbidden	by	the	English.
He	 told	 us	 great	 superstition	 still	 remained	 in	 regard	 to	 widows	 that	 they	 were	 never
allowed	 to	marry.	 Dr.	 told	 us	 that	 the	 girls	were	 betroth	 between	 the	 age	 [of]	 two	 and
seven	 years.	 That	 if	 the	 person	 to	 whom	 they	 were	 betroth	 should	 die,	 they	 were	 left
widows.	So	it	was	no	uncommon	thing	to	meet	with	widows	not	more	than	three	or	four
years	old.

Jan.	19th

Our	 recitation	 for	 the	 week	 end	 here	 on	 Friday.	 We	 have	 no	 Saturday	 morning
recitations.	I	attended	our	literary	society	this	evening	for	the	first	time	since	vacation.	We
have	 two	 Societies	 here,	 both	 in	 very	 good	 standing.	 I	was	 chosen	 this	 evening	 by	 the
members	of	 the	 society	 to	which	 I	belong	 [The	Burritt	Literary	Society]20	 to	deliver	 an
oration	at	the	close	of	the	present	term.

Jan.	20th

At	 the	request	of	 the	president	 I	have	written,	 for	publication,	a	small	description	of
Farmers’	College,	 In	which	 I	have	given	a	pretty	 full	description	of	our	course	of	 study
here.	Have	joined	in	with	the	opinions	of	the	president	in	regard	to	discarding	the	study	of
the	dead	languages.

The	week	is	gone	and	I	reflect

Upon	its	noise	and	strife

Oh!	may	I	in	each	coming	hour

Pursue	a	better	life.

Jan.	21st

I	 attended	meeting	 today.21	We	have	 a	 large	meeting	here	on	Sundays	 though	many
that	attend	are	not	members.

Religion	undefiled	I	love

Wherever	it	I	see,



But	pride	and	pomp	I	do	dispise

Though	in	the	church	it	be.

~	~	~	~	~

Jan.	22nd

After	the	chapel	services	were	over	this	morning,	the	Rev.	Dr.	Bishop,	professor	in	the
college,	gave	us	a	lecture	of	half	an	hour’s	length.22	The	views	he	entertains	in	regard	to
practical	 life	 are	 generally	well	 liked	 by	 the	 students.	He	 explained	 to	 us	 the	 necessity
there	was	for	forming	habits	of	industry.	Told	us	we	must	expect	changes	in	the	religious,
moral	 and	 political	 world—that	 our	 chief	 aim	 should	 be	 to	 prepare	 ourselves	 for
usefulness	in	the	community	whatever	might	be	its	condition.	The	Rev.	Dr.	is	very	old,	a
few	more	years	must	terminate	his	existence.	He	has	seen	the	busy	scenes	of	the	world	and
knows	how	to	appreciate	the	value	of	well	spent	time.

I	love	the	wisdom	of	the	wise

The	counsel	of	the	sage,

But	selfish	bigots	I	despise

Whatever	be	their	age.

Jan.	23rd

I	have	performed	my	regular	duties	in	the	college	today,	and	have	found	some	time	to
spend	in	reading	and	writing.	There	is	almost	always	some	spare	moments	to	be	occupied
in	other	than	regular	business,	and	these	moments	are	the	making	of	the	man.	If	they	are
spent	in	a	proper	manner	he	is	most	assuredly	on	the	road	to	fame;	if	otherwise	he	reaps
his	reward.

Oh!	let	me	spend	each	moment	right

Nor	idle	time	away,

Or	leave	a	duty	until	night

That	should	be	done	by	day.

Procrastination	is	a	thief

That	steals	away	each	hour,

And	then	but	mocks	us	in	our	grief,

When	stripped	of	all	our	power.

A	moment	spent	we	can’t	recall

It	is	forever	passed,

A	moment	present	is	our	all

A	moment	it	will	last.

A	future	moment	we	have	not



Such	is	our	destiny

We	know	not	what	will	be	our	lot

This	side	eternity.

~	~	~	~	~
“Know	then	this	truth	enough	for	man	to	know

Virtue	alone	is	happiness	below.”	Pope

Jan.	24th

I	 read	 this	 evening	 a	 piece	 in	 the	 “Iris	 or	 “Literary	 Messenger,”	 titled	 the	 “Irish
Peddler.”	 This	 is	 a	 novel	 or	 ideal	 production	 and	 I	 only	 mention	 it	 here	 because	 the
thought	struck	me	that	it	was	much	more	delightful	to	scan	some	imaginary	theme,	than	to
work	out	the	ten	formulas	in	Spherical	Trigonometry,	which	I	am	just	reviewing.

But	My	old	tutor,	the	Rev.	Bishop,	tell	me	the	real	should	always	be	taken	before	the
ideal.	This	mode	of	 training	 students	 to	 compose,	 is	 to	have	 them	give	 a	description	of
something	or	person	that	they	are	well	acquainted	with.	He	is	a	great	lover	of	description
and	history.

My	mind	in	thoughts	ideal	wourld

Full	of	delights	to	play,

With	sails	and	banners	all	unfurled

To	mark	me	out	a	way.

A	way	to	walk	in	future	days,

A	way	I	might	have	gone,

A	way	to	gain	the	mount	of	praise,

A	way	to	buffet	scorn.

But	let	me	ever	aim	and	strive	with	earnest	care

To	gain	the	way	that	will	my	soul	for	Heaven	prepare.

Jan.	25th

The	 regular	 duties	 of	 the	 day	 have	 been	 performed,	 and	 ebon	 night	 has	 drawn	 her
curtains	round	the	world.	’Tis	ten	O’clock,	and	’gainst	my	window	beats	the	drifting	rain,
whirled	by	the	wind,	which	whistles	rude	without;	now	comes	the	hour	to	think.

When	the	hour	of	reflection	approaches	at	night

And	the	scenes	of	confusion	are	shut	from	my	sight

My	thoughts	on	oppression	quite	often	I	turn.

Quite	often	the	tyrant	and	master	I	spurn.

My	feelings	of	anger	,tis	hard	to	restrain



When	the	poor	and	oppressed	around	me	complain.

Where	the	whip	of	the	driver	rings	out	its	loud	smack

Or	is	buried	in	the	gore	on	the	slave-mother’s	back

,Tis	hard	to	restrain	my	hand	from	the	fight,

And	nothing	shall	rob	my	tongue	of	its	might.23

Jan.	26th

We	had	a	lecture	this	evening	in	the	chapel	delivered	by	Dr.	Buchannan.	His	subject
was	 the	 science	of	man,	or	Neurology.	His	 speech	was	very	 interesting.	What	 fields	 for
investigation	does	man	afford.

“Know	then	thyself	presume	not	God	to	scan,

The	proper	study	of	mankind	is	man.”	Pope24

Jan.	27th

I	have	been	reading	the	poetry	of	Horace	of	Cincinnati,	written	nearly	thirty	years	ago.
I	 find	 that	he	describes	many	of	 the	vices	and	crimes	which	are	now	 to	be	 found	 there.
What	a	pity	it	is	that—

“The	evil	which	men	do	lives	after	them

The	good	is	often	interred	with	their	bones.”

Shakespeare

Jan.	28th

Sunday	has	again	arrived.	How	time	flies.	This	session	of	the	college	will	soon	be	out.
I	can	hardly	perceive	that	I	make	any	advance	in	knowledge.	I	sometimes	fear	that	I	am
too	much	in	the	habit	of	putting	off	’till	tomorrow	what	might	be	done	today.	I	have	two
orations	 to	write	for	 the	exhibition	of	 the	present	 term	and	have	scarcely	 thought	on	my
subjects.

“Procrastination	is	the	thief	of	time

year	after	year	it	steals	till	all	is	fled.”	Young

Jan.	29th

I	commenced	this	morning	the	study	of	“Norton’s	Astronomy.”	I	believe	this	will	be	a
very	interesting	branch	of	education.	There	is	no	other	science	that	opens	so	broad	a	field
for	investigation.	The	mind	of	man	is	lost	in	the	contemplation	of	the	innumerable	bodies
and	systems	of	bodies	that	are	dispersed	throughout	the	boundless	regions	of	space.

Ten	thousand	thousand	wourlds	we	view

Upon	the	lofty	sky;

Did	the	same	hand	create	us	too,

That	placed	those	stars	on	high?



And	while	his	mighty	hand	directs

Those	wondrous	orbs	of	light

His	never	erring	eye	detects

The	crimes	of	darkest	night.

Jan.	30th

I	 am	much	 pleased	with	 the	 odes	 of	 “Horace	 of	Cincinnati.”	His	 satire	 on	Bushrod
Washington,	one	of	the	judges	of	the	Supreme	Court	of	the	United	States,	president	of	the
“Mother	Colonization	Society,”	 is	one	of	 the	best	productions	of	 the	kind	I	ever	read.	 It
begins—gemitus	lacrymabilis	imo	Auditur	tumulo,	et	vox	reddita	futur	ad	aures.25

Jan.	31st

I	find	by	rigid	economy	I	have	considerable	time	to	spend	in	reading	and	conversation
independent	of	 study	hours.	 I	have	 still	been	 reading	 the	ode	of	 “Horace	of	Cincinnati”
and	as	it	is	a	borrowed	book	I	shall	enter	here	his	ode	to	Bushrod	Washington.26

“Dear	sir,	be	not	surprised	to	see

your	long	respected	name

Addressed	in	language	bold	and	free,

By	one	unknown	to	fame;

For	though	unknown	to	fame,	the	bard

Holds	up	to	public	scorn

And	gives	each	knave	his	just	reward,

Though	rich	or	noble	born.

Armed	cap-a-pie	I	roam	about

Like	famed	La	Mancha’s	knight

To	seek	obscure	adventures	out,

And,	when	it	suits	me	fight.

With	truth	for	armour,	for	a	lance,

A	two	edged	pointed	quill,

I	on	each	worthy	foe	advance,

And	always	wound	or	kill.

And	as	my	prototype	of	old

His	valor,	wit,	and	strength

Put	forth	against	a	wind-mill	bold

And	conquered	it	at	length;



So	I	forever	firm	and	true

To	this	my	pattern	knight,

Shall	put	in	tournament	with	you,

A	like	machine	to	fight.

How	oft	it	happens	that	a	name,

Which	long	without	a	blot

Shone	on	the	virgin	rolls	of	Fame,

And	cannot	be	forgot,

Is	sullied	by	some	fool	or	knave,

By	blood,	not	worth,	allied,

Who,	having	no	good	name	to	save,

Would	blast	all	else	beside.

As	long	as	valor,	virtue,	worth,

Admired	and	loved	shall	be,

Or	the	fair	land	which	gave	us	birth

Continue	just	and	free;

To	long	shall	be	admired,	revered,

Columbia’s	sire	and	son,

Who	freedom’s	mighty	temple	reared

Immortal	Washington,

But	on	a	character	as	pure

As	our	own	mountain	snows,

And	which	should	rest	alike	secure

From	envious	friends	or	foes—

Nay	which	as	firm	as	changeless	fate

Unsulied	must	remain,

You	by	one	cruel	act	of	late

Designed	to	fix	a	stain.

Lo!	where	a	nation’s	patriot-sire

His	every	slave	set	free,

To	taste	unawed	by	misery	dire,

The	sweets	of	liberty—



Lo!	on	that	hallowed	spot,	for	gold,

With	heart	unfeeling,	rude,

You	three	score	faithful	negroes	sold

To	foreign	servitude.

Yes—you	who	dare	as	judge	to	sit

In	justice,	sacred	fame,

And	take	an	oath	on	Holy	Writ

Its	honor	to	maintain;

Yes—you	who	yet	profess	to	stand

The	negroes	zealous	friend,

And	ship	them	to	their	native	land,

Their	abject	state	to	mend;—

Yes—you	as	all	the	world	may	see,

your	slaves	have	basely	sold

Without	the	shadow	of	a	plea,

Except	the	plea	of	gold;

Have	burst	the	strongest	ties	of	life—

Have	wantonly	exiled

The	husband,	parted	from	his	wife,

The	mother,	from	her	child.

A	deed	so	ruthless	and	unjust

Might	well	have	pierced	the	tomb

Where	sleeps	our	hero’s	sacred	dust

In	Vernon’s	forest	gloom;

Might	well	have	waked	that	dust	to	life

This	barbrous	act	to	see,

And	damn	a	name	already	rife

With	deeds	of	infamy.

Could	not	the	name	itself	a	host,

Of	Godlike	Washington—

A	name	of	which	you	proudly	boast,

As	his	adopted	son—
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