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    Curatorial Vision
This collection gathers Nathaniel Hawthorne’s romances, short fiction, children’s myth retellings, essays, poetry, letters, notebooks, and the surrounding chorus of biographies, reminiscences, criticism, tributes, and a dramatic adaptation. Spanning Fanshawe through The Scarlet Letter, The House of the Seven Gables, The Blithedale Romance, The Marble Faun, and later unfinished efforts, it presents a continuous exploration of conscience, secrecy, inheritance, and communal judgment. The stories in Twice-Told Tales and Mosses from an Old Manse, the mythic Wonder Book and Tanglewood Tales, and reflective volumes like Our Old Home and Chiefly About War Matters extend the range. Together, these works reveal a single, searching moral imagination across varied forms.
It traces Hawthorne’s artistic arc: the tentative anonymity of Fanshawe; the concentrated moral emblem of The Scarlet Letter; the historical and domestic inquiry of The House of the Seven Gables; the social experiment of The Blithedale Romance; the transatlantic meditation of The Marble Faun; and the introspective, unfinished projects The Dolliver Romance, Septimius Felton, and Doctor Grimshawe’s Secret. By placing these beside Twice-Told Tales, Mosses from an Old Manse, The Snow Image, and children’s myth books, as well as essays and civic portraits, the volume foregrounds continuity and change. Unlike isolated volumes, it invites a panoramic view of themes unfolding across a lifetime.
Equally vital is the conversation around Hawthorne represented here: reflections by Henry James Jr., Andrew Lang, George E. Woodberry, George Parsons Lathrop, Leslie Stephen, and George William Curtis; the early appraisal by Edgar Allan Poe; Herman Melville’s Hawthorne and His Moses; and subsequent reminiscences by Julian Hawthorne, Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, and others. Bringing creative work into proximity with these voices clarifies the writer’s shifting reputation and the interpretive frames applied to the romances, tales, and essays. Rather than presenting a solitary masterpiece, the collection illuminates an evolving discourse in which biography, criticism, memory, and art mutually define what Hawthorne means.
Range is central to the design. The mythic playfulness of A Wonder Book for Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales balances the historical conscience of The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair and the reflections of Our Old Home. Civic and political vantage points appear in Life of Franklin Pierce and Chiefly About War Matters, and in historical sketches on Sir William Phips and Mrs. Hutchinson, while Hawthorne and Brook Farm situates the novelist among reformist experiments. The letters and notebooks—American, English, French and Italian—draw the private mind into view without overshadowing public work. Alongside A Scarlet Stigma, the collection situates the romances within a capacious cultural orbit.
Thematic & Aesthetic Interplay
Across the romances, Hawthorne tests the pressures of memory, guilt, and belonging against institutions, households, and wandering artists. Fanshawe foreshadows preoccupations refined in The Scarlet Letter, where a public emblem meets private resolve; The House of the Seven Gables extends this inquiry to ancestral burdens; The Blithedale Romance questions utopian charisma; The Marble Faun explores conscience amid foreign ruins; and the late projects—The Dolliver Romance, Septimius Felton, Doctor Grimshawe’s Secret—probe mortality and experimental knowledge. Poems such as The Darken’d Veil, Go to the Grave, and Address to the Moon echo these obsessions, turning emblem and meditation into concise, haunting countersongs.
The short-fiction cycles—Twice-Told Tales, Mosses from an Old Manse, The Snow Image and Other Twice-Told Tales—stage allegory in miniature, sharpening symbols later amplified in the longer romances. Figures of veiling, secret chambers, mirrors, gardens, and transmitted guilt recur with fresh settings and tonal registers. In the children’s myth books, A Wonder Book for Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales, inherited narratives are retold with luminous moral tact, recasting classical metamorphosis as a primer in imagination and responsibility. Side by side, these works chart a spectrum from playful fable to grave romance, demonstrating how a single symbolic vocabulary sustains multiple genres.
The essays widen the compass. Life of Franklin Pierce and Chiefly About War Matters register political tension and the ethics of leadership, while Our Old Home gathers impressions of England that resonate with The Marble Faun’s continental gaze. The British Matron: A Satire and The Ancestral Footstep frame, respectively, social critique and an outline of genealogy and pursuit that converse with The House of the Seven Gables. The American, English, and French and Italian Notebooks supply vignettes, landscapes, and moral curiosities that reappear as refined emblems, showing how observation and reverie operate alongside fable to form a continuous, many-sided inquiry.
Critical and biographical writings within this volume create an intratextual echo chamber that both challenges and confirms the romances’ designs. Edgar Allan Poe’s review of Twice-Told Tales identifies virtues and limitations that later commentators expand; Henry James Jr.’s Hawthorne considers method and form; Herman Melville’s Hawthorne and His Moses probes kinship in vision; and essays by Andrew Lang, Leslie Stephen, George E. Woodberry, George Parsons Lathrop, and George William Curtis refine the map. Biographies and reminiscences by Julian Hawthorne, Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, and others add intimate counterpoints. The stage work A Scarlet Stigma translates emblem into embodied gesture, testing interpretive boundaries.
Enduring Impact & Critical Reception
The present constellation remains vital because it shows how a single imagination can interrogate nation, history, and private conscience without surrendering aesthetic subtlety. The Scarlet Letter, The House of the Seven Gables, The Blithedale Romance, and The Marble Faun continue to frame disputes over public shame, property and memory, social reform, and cultural encounter. Shorter works in Twice-Told Tales and Mosses from an Old Manse demonstrate how brief allegory shapes durable ethical questions. Essays such as Chiefly About War Matters and Our Old Home reveal civic and transatlantic bearings, keeping debates about loyalty, empathy, and belonging open to reconsideration.
Reception history, here represented from early appraisals to later syntheses, underscores shifting emphases in Hawthorne’s legacy. Edgar Allan Poe’s review of Twice-Told Tales helped position the short fiction within an American art of the tale. Henry James Jr.’s Hawthorne offered a sustained account of method and national temperament, influencing subsequent assessments of the romances. Herman Melville’s Hawthorne and His Moses, alongside contributions by Andrew Lang, Leslie Stephen, George E. Woodberry, George Parsons Lathrop, and George William Curtis, modeled attentive, argumentative reading that keeps the work active. Together, these writings document a durable critical conversation still shaping interpretation.
Biographies and reminiscences provide textured, sometimes corrective, perspectives on the artist’s habits, friendships, and public roles. The biographical sketch by George Parsons Lathrop, The Life and Genius of Hawthorne by Frank Preston Stearns, and Julian Hawthorne’s Hawthorne and His Circle offer complementary portraits, while Memories of Hawthorne by Rose Hawthorne Lathrop supplies filial insight. Essays such as Hawthorne and Brook Farm and Yesterday With Authors place the writer among contemporaries and experiments in social life. Collectively, these narratives stabilize and complicate the legend, ensuring that interpretation can measure the romances and tales against lived contexts without reducing art to anecdote.
The afterlife gathered here is equally instructive. Poems by H. W. Longfellow, James Russell Lowell, Florence Earle Coates, Charlotte Friske Bates, and Rose Hawthorne Lathrop register contemporary and later esteem, transforming criticism into elegy and satire. Passages on the Works of Hawthorne and other overviews consolidate lines of inquiry that continue in classrooms and public debate. The dramatic adaptation A Scarlet Stigma demonstrates how emblematic psychology invites reenactment, inviting new vantage points on shame, courage, and reconciliation. Because the archive includes creation, reflection, and reimagining, Hawthorne’s questions remain legible across media, generations, and shifting arguments about history and conscience.
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    Socio-Political Landscape
Hawthorne’s writings emerge from a United States negotiating the legacies of Puritan theocracy and the promises of republican citizenship. The author’s Salem heritage and local port economy, glimpsed in the American Notebooks, anchor his persistent attention to inherited authority, communal surveillance, and the temptations of secrecy. Fanshawe, published anonymously in 1828, appears amid the unsettled politics of higher education, clergy influence, and regional elites. As the early republic hardens into partisan structures, the collection’s early sketches and tales test the moral weather of a culture learning to balance private conscience with public law, and provincial memory with national aspiration.
The Jacksonian era’s expansion of white male suffrage, spoils-system patronage, and populist rhetoric forms the civic backdrop for Hawthorne’s meditations on officeholding and moral burden. The Custom-House frame in The Scarlet Letter evokes debates over bureaucratic legitimacy, historical memory, and democratic accountability. Twice-Told Tales and Mosses from an Old Manse take shape within an increasingly national print marketplace, where magazines and annuals knit far-flung readers into a public sphere. Hawthorne’s suspicion of political zeal does not cancel civic engagement; rather, it generates narratives in which statutory power, clerical authority, and popular opinion collide with inward responsibility.
Industrialization and the market revolution reconfigure family fortunes, occupations, and neighborhoods, rendering property both portable and precarious. The House of the Seven Gables channels anxieties about credit, title, and the moral residue of acquisition as a capitalist city rises around ancestral claims. The daguerreotypist’s presence in that romance signals modern surveillance and new social mobility, complicating inherited hierarchies. Meanwhile, magazine sketches such as A Visit to the Clerk of the Weather mirror growing state ambitions to measure, classify, and rationalize nature. Biographical pieces on Sir William Phips and Sir William Pepperell fold martial-commercial heroism into a still-forming national pantheon.
Amid reformist ferment—temperance, abolition, women’s rights, prison and asylum movements—Hawthorne tracks the allure and peril of idealism. The Blithedale Romance, read alongside George William Curtis’s Hawthorne and Brook Farm, measures cooperative dreams against stubborn human motives. Domestic ideology contends with female intellectual ambition in an age of lecture halls and parlors. The British Matron: A Satire and children’s volumes like The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair and Biographical Stories situate virtue within households and story-hours that are themselves public pedagogies. The political world’s hazards appear in Jonathan Cilley, a memorial sketch haunted by congressional violence and the fragility of civic honor.
Territorial expansion and the Mexican–American War unsettle older compromises about union and slavery, themes refracted through Life Of Franklin Pierce, a presidential biography aligned with Democratic unionism. Consular service in Liverpool inserts Hawthorne into transatlantic bureaucracy and commerce, informing Our Old Home and the English Notebooks, which ponder loyalty, reform, and national character under the pressure of civil conflict. Chiefly About War Matters, published during the Civil War, adopts a guarded, sometimes ironized tone that reflects censorship, fear of factionalism, and the costs of total mobilization. These writings map a polity testing free speech, executive power, and the ethics of dissent.
Hawthorne’s historical imagination extends backward into colonial authority and forward into global travel. The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair domesticates episodes of conquest, persecution, and dissent for youthful ears, even as sketches like Mrs. Hutchinson and Sir William Phips decode the power struggles of early New England. Abroad, the French and Italian Notebooks register a Protestant-inflected view of Catholic ritual, museums, and ruins, while The Marble Faun explores artistic communities and comparative morality amid post-revolutionary Europe. Together these works situate American self-scrutiny within imperial archives, ecclesiastical spaces, and the tourist’s itinerary, staging a dialogue between republican myth and Old World inheritance.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
Within Romanticism’s capacious house, Hawthorne fashions a distinctly American romance, articulating in prefaces and parables a poetics of suggestion, ambiguity, and moral chiaroscuro. Twice-Told Tales and Mosses from an Old Manse display his method: spare, allegorical surfaces that open onto fathomless motives. Puritan typology and sermon craft inform his symbolism, while fairytale textures invite readers into zones between waking and dream. The romances—The Scarlet Letter, The House of the Seven Gables, The Blithedale Romance, and The Marble Faun—test how narrative can disclose spiritual history without mimicking courtroom or chronicle, turning plot into an instrument for conscience rather than spectacle.
The collection preserves a running argument about art’s proper business. Edgar Allan Poe’s Review of Twice Told Tales prizes unity of effect yet quarrels with moral intrusions; Henry James Jr.’s Hawthorne reads the romances as a national test of form against fact; George E. Woodberry, Leslie Stephen, and Andrew Lang refine the author’s place among English-language masters; George Parsons Lathrop’s A Study of Hawthorne consolidates biography and criticism. These essays, letters, and reminiscences, gathered with the tales, record an evolving consensus: Hawthorne’s indirections are not evasions but a discipline for representing inward freedom under social scrutiny.
The Transcendentalist milieu shadows the work without commanding it. Mosses from an Old Manse situates Hawthorne among philosophers and reformers who prized the sufficiency of the individual mind, yet his narratives remain skeptical of pure idealism untested by stubborn fact. The Blithedale Romance, read in concert with Hawthorne and Brook Farm by George William Curtis, interrogates the rhetoric of self-culture when transposed to communal labor and desire. In this conversation, domestic intimacy, friendship, and the solitary walk become laboratories of moral knowledge, while the parlor and lecture-hall threaten to convert conscience into fashion.
Hawthorne’s pages teem with contemporary sciences and technologies that sharpen his metaphysical concerns. The daguerreotypist in The House of the Seven Gables mirrors a culture entranced by image-making and exposure; mesmerism and medical speculation ripple through tales and influence Septimius Felton and Doctor Grimshawe's Secret. A Visit to the Clerk of the Weather imagines bureaucracy parsing the sky, while The Ancestral Footstep turns archaeology and genealogy into inquiries about proof and belief. In The Marble Faun, galleries and sculpture act like laboratories of feeling, testing whether art can preserve mystery under the bright lights of empirical curiosity.
Folklore, classical myth, and children’s pedagogy provide Hawthorne with alternative routes to moral seriousness. A Wonder Book for Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales reframe Greek myths as playful, lucid parables for democratic readers, balancing enchantment with gentle admonition. The Snow-Image and Other Twice Told Tales, Biographical Stories, and The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair cultivate a hospitable narrative voice that treats history as shared hearthside property. In these volumes, simplicity protects depth: fables become exercises in civic imagination, instructing not by decree but by the slow shaping of sympathy, memory, and choice.
Satire and travel writing complete the palette. The British Matron: A Satire and Chiefly About War Matters deploy irony to puncture cant and expose the uses of patriotic rhetoric. Our Old Home studies manners and institutions with an expatriate’s conscience. In Hawthorne and His Moses, Herman Melville reads his friend’s art as an American scripture of shadow; poets in the collection—H. W. Longfellow, James Russell Lowell, Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, Florence Earle Coates, and Charlotte Fiske Bates—develop a memorial poetics that treats the romances as threshold texts. The love letters to Sophia, intimate and exacting, reveal stylistic habits of concealment, cadence, and revelation.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
Contemporary reception oscillated between admiration for stylistic purity and discomfort with moral opacity. Twice-Told Tales announced a distinctive talent; The Scarlet Letter fixed the author’s reputation even as the Custom-House preface unsettled political readers. The Marble Faun divided audiences with its expatriate scene and elusive closure. Wartime responses to Chiefly About War Matters exposed tempers raw with loyalty tests. Posthumous volumes—The Dolliver Romance and Other Pieces and later editions of Doctor Grimshawe’s Secret and Septimius Felton—invited speculation about design and defect, foregrounding the Notebooks and letters as guides to a compositional practice that prized latency, experiment, and the ethics of withholding.
By the late nineteenth century, canonization entwined with mythmaking. Henry James Jr.’s Hawthorne positioned the romances at the crux of national form; Leslie Stephen, George E. Woodberry, Andrew Lang, and George William Curtis elaborated the case in essays and lectures. Biographies by Frank Preston Stearns, Julian Hawthorne, and Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, along with Memories of Hawthorne and Hawthorne and His Circle, framed the author as both household presence and solitary genius. Poetic elegies and tributes fortified this memorial aura. A Scarlet Stigma, the 1899 stage adaptation of The Scarlet Letter, translated inner drama into public spectacle, testing the work against fin-de-siècle theatrical codes.
Early twentieth-century classrooms consolidated Hawthorne through handbooks and close reading. William B. Cairns’s Passages on the Works of Hawthorne and Leslie Stephen’s Hours in A Library supplied excerptable judgments that migrated into syllabi, while George Parsons Lathrop’s A Study of Hawthorne joined biography to textual analysis. Children’s books in the corpus—Wonder Book, Tanglewood Tales, and Grandfather’s Chair—were repurposed as national primers, naturalizing an ethical vocabulary in which imagination disciplined power. As editorial projects stabilized texts, critics increasingly prized structural symmetry, symbol, and irony, preparing the ground for analytic methods that privileged ambiguity and self-conscious form.
Later twentieth-century and contemporary criticism widened the lens to law, gender, race, disability, and empire. Sketches such as Mrs. Hutchinson reentered conversations about dissent and orthodoxy; Sir William Phips reframed colonial ambition and violence; Chiefly About War Matters attracted renewed attention to wartime rhetoric and the politics of reticence. Children’s histories were reread for their selective memory. The Scarlet Letter became a touchstone for public discourses on shame, surveillance, and restorative justice. The Marble Faun, long contested, gained resonance within heritage tourism and museum critique, its sculptures and catacombs serving as allegories for curation, canon, and the ethics of looking.
In the present, the notebooks, letters, and travel writings underwrite genetic criticism and transnational approaches. The English, French and Italian Notebooks calibrate perception, draft, and finished art; the love letters to Sophia reveal the craft of cadence and concealment; Our Old Home returns, amid renewed interest in migration and empire, as a study in comparative civility. Editorial histories of The Dolliver Romance and Doctor Grimshawe’s Secret keep scholarly attention on process and fragment. Meanwhile, the early Poe review and James’s later monograph continue to bracket debate about romance and realism, ensuring that performance, adaptation, and illustration remain laboratories for reinterpretation.
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    Fanshawe
Hawthorne’s first novel follows a reserved student whose quiet New England college is unsettled by a visitor and a threatened young woman. It blends campus romance and Gothic incident while sketching early versions of the author’s enduring concerns with secrecy, virtue under trial, and fate.
The Scarlet Letter: A Romance
Set in Puritan Boston, this romance traces a mother’s public censure and private resilience after a transgression marks her with an emblem of shame. It probes the tension between law and conscience, the wages of secrecy, and the community’s complicity in sin, establishing Hawthorne’s signature moral-symbolic mode. The book converses with later criticism and adaptations in this collection that debate its psychology, allegory, and stageworthiness.
The House of the Seven Gables: A Romance
A decaying mansion, a family burdened by an ancestral wrong, and unexpected newcomers collide in a tale where history presses upon the living. The novel counterpoises gloom with gentler domestic comedy and hope, meditating on inheritance, property, and the possibility of moral renewal.
The Blithedale Romance
An observer joins a utopian farming community and records the dissonance between social idealism and tangled private desires. The narrative’s skepticism about reform, masks, and self-fashioning echoes through later reminiscences in this volume about Hawthorne’s Brook Farm connections.
The Marble Faun: Or, The Romance of Monte Beni
Among artists in Rome, a mysterious act reshapes four expatriates’ lives, turning aesthetic wonder into a search for moral understanding. The book’s picturesque settings, ambiguous guilt, and meditations on innocence and experience resonate with Hawthorne’s English and Continental notebooks and with his outlines for an English romance.
The Dolliver Romance (unfinished)
An elderly apothecary and his granddaughter confront the lure of an elixir that tempts the boundaries of time and mortality. Gentle, autumnal tones and philosophical curiosity prevail, although the narrative’s planned arc remains open.
Septimius Felton; or, the Elixir of Life
A New England youth, stirred by chance and threat, pursues occult knowledge that promises to cheat death. The story intertwines Gothic science with moral cost, extending Hawthorne’s late fascination with vitality, legacy, and the spiritual hazards of overreaching.
Doctor Grimshawe's Secret: A romance (unfinished)
An eccentric scholar broods in a crumbling house threaded with hints of hidden parentage and unsettling specimens, including a notorious spider. Part grotesque comedy, part dark riddle, this fragment points toward Hawthorne’s recurring late themes of identity, origin, and the ethics of discovery.
Twice-Told Tales and The Snow-Image and Other Twice-Told Tales
These companion collections gather moral allegories, New England legends, and psychological miniatures that define Hawthorne’s short-form art. Domestic fantasies sit beside spectral histories, each testing how conscience and community shape the self. The volumes seeded debates—reflected here by early and later critics—about the balance of sentiment, irony, and allegory in his prose.
Mosses from an Old Manse
Written around a quiet parsonage, these tales mingle scientific curiosity, faith, politics, and intimate reflection in richly symbolic narratives. The collection refines Hawthorne’s method of probing human motives through emblematic situations and controlled ambiguity.
The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair and Biographical Stories
A speaking chair and vivid anecdotes animate colonial and early American history for younger readers, pairing entertainment with civic memory. The biographical sketches extend this instructive spirit, presenting notable figures through moralized, accessible portraits.
Wonder Book For Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales For Girls and Boys
Retellings of Greek myths, framed by storytelling among children, recast ancient narratives with softened edges and playful, moral emphasis. Imaginative, humane, and visually minded, these twin volumes show Hawthorne translating fate and heroism into lessons for youthful audiences.
The Dolliver Romance and Other Pieces, Tales and Sketches
A posthumous miscellany that pairs the late fragment with shorter tales and sketches, offering glimpses of themes—time, inheritance, conscience—Hawthorne was still refining. The pieces reveal both the delicacy of his late style and the tantalizing incompleteness of several projects.
The Story Teller
An itinerant narrator threads together varied tales—adventure, legend, satire—within a flexible framing device. The sequence showcases Hawthorne’s experiments with voice and structure, foreshadowing the framing strategies of his children’s books and collected tales.
Sketches in Magazines (1830–1844)
Brief pieces range from colonial biographies (Sir William Phips, Sir William Pepperell), religious dissent and controversy (Mrs. Hutchinson), and satire (The Haunted Quack) to playful reportage (A Visit to the Clerk of the Weather) and memorials (Thomas Green Fessenden, Jonathan Cilley). Their mix of commemoration, social observation, and irony prefigures the historical conscience and character studies in the major romances. The set closes with a moral anecdote (“A Good Man’s Miracle”) that distills Hawthorne’s interest in quiet virtue.
Poetry
From sea vistas (The Ocean) and homeward longings (My Low and Humble Home) to meditations on mortality and fame (Go to the Grave; Forms of Heroes), these poems pursue solemn, reflective moods. They favor classical diction and emblematic imagery, foreshadowing the ethical symbolism of the prose.
Essays
Satire and social diagnosis (“The British Matron”) sit beside experimental planning for fiction (“The Ancestral Footstep: Outlines of an English Romance”), showing Hawthorne thinking in both critical and narrative modes. His political and national portraits—Life of Franklin Pierce; Chiefly About War Matters; Our Old Home—blend observation, irony, and ambivalence about leadership, conflict, and identity. Together they map the public contexts against which his romances stage private reckonings.
Letters (Browne’s Folly; Love Letters to Sophia Peabody, Vol. I–II; Letter to the Editor of the Literary Review)
These letters move from affectionate, playful, and searching courtship exchanges to occasional public communications and a local historical note (“Browne’s Folly”). They reveal Hawthorne’s temperament—reticent yet exacting—and illuminate how personal affection, place, and literary craft intermingled in his daily life.
Notebooks (American; English; French and Italian)
The American Notebooks gather story kernels, local sketches, and moral observations that feed the New England romances. The English volumes record landscapes, museums, and social impressions, often filtering national character through the lens of an expatriate observer. The French and Italian notebooks dwell on art, ritual, and antiquity, deepening the Europe-set moral inquiries refined in The Marble Faun.
Biographies and Reminiscences of Hawthorne
Family portraits (Julian Hawthorne’s Hawthorne and His Circle; Rose Hawthorne Lathrop’s Memories) and concise lives (Lathrop’s biographical sketch; Stearns’s The Life and Genius of Hawthorne; a Short Biography) trace the author’s temperament, working habits, and reception. Contemporaries and later admirers—Melville’s Hawthorne and His Moses, Henry A. Beers’s retrospective, William Dean Howell’s literary recollections, Hattie Tyng Griswold, James T. Fields, and George William Curtis on Brook Farm—offer divergent vantage points from intimate friendship to cultural appraisal. Read together, they stage a conversation about privacy, artistry, and the gap between the man and the moralist of his fictions.
Essays and Criticisms on Hawthorne and His Works
From Henry James’s measured evaluation and Poe’s early review of Twice-Told Tales to appreciations by Andrew Lang, George E. Woodberry, George Parsons Lathrop, Leslie Stephen, George William Curtis, and William B. Cairns, these pieces debate Hawthorne’s allegory, psychology, and the special province of the “romance.” Focused studies on The Scarlet Letter, The House of the Seven Gables, The Blithedale Romance, The Marble Faun, and Twice-Told Tales test his narratives against evolving standards of realism, symbolism, and national literature. The corpus charts a shifting critical consensus that both elevates and interrogates his method, giving readers a map of Hawthorne’s changing place in the canon.
Poems 'On Hawthorne'
Elegies and tributes—from Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, Charlotte Fiske Bates, H. W. Longfellow, James Russell Lowell’s satiric-celebratory Fable for Critics, and Florence Earle Coates—memorialize the writer’s character and art in verse. These poems refract the critical judgments elsewhere in the volume into lyric praise, admonition, and affectionate portraiture.
A Scarlet Stigma - A Play in Four Acts (1899)
This stage adaptation reshapes the moral crisis and public spectacle of Hawthorne’s Puritan tale into scenes of confrontation and confession. It tests how the original’s inward symbolism translates into theatrical action, highlighting themes of judgment, autonomy, and the cost of truth.
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  In 1828, three years after graduating from Bowdoin College, Hawthorne published his first romance, “Fanshawe.” It was issued at Boston by Marsh & Capen, but made little or no impression on the public. The motto on the title-page of the original was from Southey: “Wilt thou go on with me?”


  Afterwards, when he had struck into the vein of fiction that came to be known as distinctively his own, he attempted to suppress this youthful work, and was so successful that he obtained and destroyed all but a few of the copies then extant.


  Some twelve years after his death it was resolved, in view of the interest manifested in tracing the growth of his genius from the beginning of his activity as an author, to revive this youthful romance; and the reissue of “Fanshawe” was then made.


  Little biographical interest attaches to it, beyond the fact that Mr. Longfellow found in the descriptions and general atmosphere of the book a decided suggestion of the situation of Bowdoin College, at Brunswick, Maine, and the life there at the time when he and Hawthorne were both undergraduates of that institution.


  Professor Packard, of Bowdoin College, who was then in charge of the study of English literature, and has survived both of his illustrious pupils, recalls Hawthorne’s exceptional excellence in the composition of English, even at that date (1821-1825); and it is not impossible that Hawthorne intended, through the character of Fanshawe, to present some faint projection of what he then thought might be his own obscure history. Even while he was in college, however, and meditating perhaps the slender elements of this first romance, his fellow-student Horatio Bridge, whose “Journal of an African Cruiser” he afterwards edited, recognized in him the possibilities of a writer of fiction — a fact to which Hawthorne alludes in the dedicatory Preface to “The Snow-Image.”


  G. P. L.
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    “Our court shall be a little Academe.” — SHAKESPEARE.

  


  In an ancient though not very populous settlement, in a retired corner of one of the New England States, arise the walls of a seminary of learning, which, for the convenience of a name, shall be entitled “Harley College.” This institution, though the number of its years is inconsiderable compared with the hoar antiquity of its European sisters, is not without some claims to reverence on the score of age; for an almost countless multitude of rivals, by many of which its reputation has been eclipsed, have sprung up since its foundation. At no time, indeed, during an existence of nearly a century, has it acquired a very extensive fame; and circumstances, which need not be particularized, have, of late years, involved it in a deeper obscurity. There are now few candidates for the degrees that the college is authorized to bestow. On two of its annual “Commencement Days,” there has been a total deficiency of baccalaureates; and the lawyers and divines, on whom doctorates in their respective professions are gratuitously inflicted, are not accustomed to consider the distinction as an honor. Yet the sons of this seminary have always maintained their full share of reputation, in whatever paths of life they trod. Few of them, perhaps, have been deep and finished scholars; but the college has supplied — what the emergencies of the country demanded — a set of men more useful in its present state, and whose deficiency in theoretical knowledge has not been found to imply a want of practical ability.


  The local situation of the college, so far secluded from the sight and sound of the busy world, is peculiarly favorable to the moral, if not to the literary, habits of its students; and this advantage probably caused the founders to overlook the inconveniences that were inseparably connected with it. The humble edifices rear themselves almost at the farthest extremity of a narrow vale, which, winding through a long extent of hill-country, is wellnigh as inaccessible, except at one point, as the Happy Valley of Abyssinia. A stream, that farther on becomes a considerable river, takes its rise at, a short distance above the college, and affords, along its wood-fringed banks, many shady retreats, where even study is pleasant, and idleness delicious. The neighborhood of the institution is not quite a solitude, though the few habitations scarcely constitute a village. These consist principally of farmhouses, of rather an ancient date (for the settlement is much older than the college), and of a little inn, which even in that secluded spot does not fail of a moderate support. Other dwellings are scattered up and down the valley; but the difficulties of the soil will long avert the evils of a too dense population. The character of the inhabitants does not seem — as there was, perhaps, room to anticipate — to be in any degree influenced by the atmosphere of Harley College. They are a set of rough and hardy yeomen, much inferior, as respects refinement, to the corresponding classes in most other parts of our country. This is the more remarkable, as there is scarcely a family in the vicinity that has not provided, for at least one of its sons, the advantages of a “liberal education.”


  Having thus described the present state of Harley College, we must proceed to speak of it as it existed about eighty years since, when its foundation was recent, and its prospects flattering. At the head of the institution, at this period, was a learned and Orthodox divine, whose fame was in all the churches. He was the author of several works which evinced much erudition and depth of research; and the public, perhaps, thought the more highly of his abilities from a singularity in the purposes to which he applied them, that added much to the curiosity of his labors, though little to their usefulness. But, however fanciful might be his private pursuits, Dr. Melmoth, it was universally allowed, was diligent and successful in the arts of instruction. The young men of his charge prospered beneath his eye, and regarded him with an affection that was strengthened by the little foibles which occasionally excited their ridicule. The president was assisted in the discharge of his duties by two inferior officers, chosen from the alumni of the college, who, while they imparted to others the knowledge they had already imbibed, pursued the study of divinity under the direction of their principal. Under such auspices the institution grew and flourished. Having at that time but two rivals in the country (neither of them within a considerable distance), it became the general resort of the youth of the Province in which it was situated. For several years in succession, its students amounted to nearly fifty, — a number which, relatively to the circumstances of the country, was very considerable.


  From the exterior of the collegians, an accurate observer might pretty safely judge how long they had been inmates of those classic walls. The brown cheeks and the rustic dress of some would inform him that they had but recently left the plough to labor in a not less toilsome field; the grave look, and the intermingling of garments of a more classic cut, would distinguish those who had begun to acquire the polish of their new residence; and the air of superiority, the paler cheek, the less robust form, the spectacles of green, and the dress, in general of threadbare black, would designate the highest class, who were understood to have acquired nearly all the science their Alma Mater could bestow, and to be on the point of assuming their stations in the world. There were, it is true, exceptions to this general description. A few young men had found their way hither from the distant seaports; and these were the models of fashion to their rustic companions, over whom they asserted a superiority in exterior accomplishments, which the fresh though unpolished intellect of the sons of the forest denied them in their literary competitions. A third class, differing widely from both the former, consisted of a few young descendants of the aborigines, to whom an impracticable philanthropy was endeavoring to impart the benefits of civilization.


  If this institution did not offer all the advantages of elder and prouder seminaries, its deficiencies were compensated to its students by the inculcation of regular habits, and of a deep and awful sense of religion, which seldom deserted them in their course through life. The mild and gentle rule of Dr. Melmoth, like that of a father over his children, was more destructive to vice than a sterner sway; and though youth is never without its follies, they have seldom been more harmless than they were here. The students, indeed, ignorant of their own bliss, sometimes wished to hasten the time of their entrance on the business of life; but they found, in after-years, that many of their happiest remembrances, many of the scenes which they would with least reluctance live over again, referred to the seat of their early studies. The exceptions to this remark were chiefly those whose vices had drawn down, even from that paternal government, a weighty retribution.


  Dr. Melmoth, at the time when he is to be introduced to the reader, had borne the matrimonial yoke (and in his case it was no light burden) nearly twenty years. The blessing of children, however, had been denied him, — a circumstance which he was accustomed to consider as one of the sorest trials that checkered his pathway; for he was a man of a kind and affectionate heart, that was continually seeking objects to rest itself upon. He was inclined to believe, also, that a common offspring would have exerted a meliorating influence on the temper of Mrs. Melmoth, the character of whose domestic government often compelled him to call to mind such portions of the wisdom of antiquity as relate to the proper endurance of the shrewishness of woman. But domestic comforts, as well as comforts of every other kind, have their drawbacks; and, so long as the balance is on the side of happiness, a wise man will not murmur. Such was the opinion of Dr. Melmoth; and with a little aid from philosophy, and more from religion, he journeyed on contentedly through life. When the storm was loud by the parlor hearth, he had always a sure and quiet retreat in his study; and there, in his deep though not always useful labors, he soon forgot whatever of disagreeable nature pertained to his situation. This small and dark apartment was the only portion of the house to which, since one firmly repelled invasion, Mrs. Melmoth’s omnipotence did not extend. Here (to reverse the words of Queen Elizabeth) there was “but one master and no mistress”; and that man has little right to complain who possesses so much as one corner in the world where he may be happy or miserable, as best suits him. In his study, then, the doctor was accustomed to spend most of the hours that were unoccupied by the duties of his station. The flight of time was here as swift as the wind, and noiseless as the snowflake; and it was a sure proof of real happiness that night often came upon the student before he knew it was midday.


  Dr. Melmoth was wearing towards age (having lived nearly sixty years), when he was called upon to assume a character to which he had as yet been a stranger. He had possessed in his youth a very dear friend, with whom his education had associated him, and who in his early manhood had been his chief intimate. Circumstances, however, had separated them for nearly thirty years, half of which had been spent by his friend, who was engaged in mercantile pursuits, in a foreign country. The doctor had, nevertheless, retained a warm interest in the welfare of his old associate, though the different nature of their thoughts and occupations had prevented them from corresponding. After a silence of so long continuance, therefore, he was surprised by the receipt of a letter from his friend, containing a request of a most unexpected nature.


  Mr. Langton had married rather late in life; and his wedded bliss had been but of short continuance. Certain misfortunes in trade, when he was a Benedict of three years’ standing, had deprived him of a large portion of his property, and compelled him, in order to save the remainder, to leave his own country for what he hoped would be but a brief residence in another. But, though he was successful in the immediate objects of his voyage, circumstances occurred to lengthen his stay far beyond the period which he had assigned to it. It was difficult so to arrange his extensive concerns that they could be safely trusted to the management of others; and, when this was effected, there was another not less powerful obstacle to his return. His affairs, under his own inspection, were so prosperous, and his gains so considerable, that, in the words of the old ballad, “He set his heart to gather gold”; and to this absorbing passion he sacrificed his domestic happiness. The death of his wife, about four years after his departure, undoubtedly contributed to give him a sort of dread of returning, which it required a strong effort to overcome. The welfare of his only child he knew would be little affected by this event; for she was under the protection of his sister, of whose tenderness he was well assured. But, after a few more years, this sister, also, was taken away by death; and then the father felt that duty imperatively called upon him to return. He realized, on a sudden, how much of life he had thrown away in the acquisition of what is only valuable as it contributes to the happiness of life, and how short a tune was left him for life’s true enjoyments. Still, however, his mercantile habits were too deeply seated to allow him to hazard his present prosperity by any hasty measures; nor was Mr. Langton, though capable of strong affections, naturally liable to manifest them violently. It was probable, therefore, that many months might yet elapse before he would again tread the shores of his native country.


  But the distant relative, in whose family, since the death of her aunt, Ellen Langton had remained, had been long at variance with her father, and had unwillingly assumed the office of her protector. Mr. Langton’s request, therefore, to Dr. Melmoth, was, that his ancient friend (one of the few friends that time had left him) would be as a father to his daughter till he could himself relieve him of the charge.


  The doctor, after perusing the epistle of his friend, lost no time in laying it before Mrs. Melmoth, though this was, in truth, one of the very few occasions on which he had determined that his will should be absolute law. The lady was quick to perceive the firmness of his purpose, and would not (even had she been particularly averse to the proposed measure) hazard her usual authority by a fruitless opposition. But, by long disuse, she had lost the power of consenting graciously to any wish of her husband’s.


  “I see your heart is set upon this matter,” she observed; “and, in truth, I fear we cannot decently refuse Mr. Langton’s request. I see little good of such a friend, doctor, who never lets one know he is alive till he has a favor to ask.”


  “Nay; but I have received much good at his hand,” replied Dr. Melmoth; “and, if he asked more of me, it should be done with a willing heart. I remember in my youth, when my worldly goods were few and ill managed (I was a bachelor, then, dearest Sarah, with none to look after my household), how many times I have been beholden to him. And see — in his letter he speaks of presents, of the produce of the country, which he has sent both to you and me.”


  “If the girl were country-bred,” continued the lady, “we might give her house-room, and no harm done. Nay, she might even be a help to me; for Esther, our maid-servant, leaves us at the mouth’s end. But I warrant she knows as little of household matters as you do yourself, doctor.”


  “My friend’s sister was well grounded in the re familiari” answered her husband; “and doubtless she hath imparted somewhat of her skill to this damsel. Besides, the child is of tender years, and will profit much by your instruction and mine.”


  “The child is eighteen years of age, doctor,” observed Mrs. Melmoth, “and she has cause to be thankful that she will have better instruction than yours.”


  This was a proposition that Dr. Melmoth did not choose to dispute; though he perhaps thought that his long and successful experience in the education of the other sex might make him an able coadjutor to his wife in the care of Ellen Langton. He determined to journey in person to the seaport where his young charge resided, leaving the concerns of Harley College to the direction of the two tutors. Mrs. Melmoth, who, indeed, anticipated with pleasure the arrival of a new subject to her authority, threw no difficulties in the way of his intention. To do her justice, her preparations for his journey, and the minute instructions with which she favored him, were such as only a woman’s true affection could have suggested. The traveller met with no incidents important to this tale; and, after an absence of about a fortnight, he and Ellen alighted from their steeds (for on horseback had the journey been performed) in safety at his own door.


  If pen could give an adequate idea of Ellen Langton’s loveliness, it would achieve what pencil (the pencils, at least, of the colonial artists who attempted it) never could; for, though the dark eyes might be painted, the pure and pleasant thoughts that peeped through them could only be seen and felt. But descriptions of beauty are never satisfactory. It must, therefore, be left to the imagination of the reader to conceive of something not more than mortal, nor, indeed, quite the perfection of mortality, but charming men the more, because they felt, that, lovely as she was, she was of like nature to themselves.


  From the time that Ellen entered Dr. Melmoth’s habitation, the sunny days seemed brighter and the cloudy ones less gloomy, than he had ever before known them. He naturally delighted in children; and Ellen, though her years approached to womanhood, had yet much of the gayety and simple happiness, because the innocence, of a child. She consequently became the very blessing of his life, — the rich recreation that he promised himself for hours of literary toil. On one occasion, indeed, he even made her his companion in the sacred retreat of his study, with the purpose of entering upon a course of instruction in the learned languages. This measure, however, he found inexpedient to repeat; for Ellen, having discovered an old romance among his heavy folios, contrived, by the charm of her sweet voice, to engage his attention therein till all more important concerns were forgotten.


  With Mrs. Melmoth, Ellen was not, of course, so great a favorite as with her husband; for women cannot so readily as men, bestow upon the offspring of others those affections that nature intended for their own; and the doctor’s extraordinary partiality was anything rather than a pledge of his wife’s. But Ellen differed so far from the idea she had previously formed of her, as a daughter of one of the principal merchants, who were then, as now, like nobles in the land, that the stock of dislike which Mrs. Melmoth had provided was found to be totally inapplicable. The young stranger strove so hard, too (and undoubtedly it was a pleasant labor), to win her love, that she was successful to a degree of which the lady herself was not, perhaps, aware. It was soon seen that her education had not been neglected in those points which Mrs. Melmoth deemed most important. The nicer departments of cookery, after sufficient proof of her skill, were committed to her care; and the doctor’s table was now covered with delicacies, simple indeed, but as tempting on account of their intrinsic excellence as of the small white hands that made them. By such arts as these, — which in her were no arts, but the dictates of an affectionate disposition, — by making herself useful where it was possible, and agreeable on all occasions, Ellen gained the love of everyone within the sphere of her influence.


  But the maiden’s conquests were not confined to the members of Dr. Melmoth’s family. She had numerous admirers among those whose situation compelled them to stand afar off, and gaze upon her loveliness, as if she were a star, whose brightness they saw, but whose warmth they could not feel. These were the young men of Harley College, whose chief opportunities of beholding Ellen were upon the Sabbaths, when she worshipped with them in the little chapel, which served the purposes of a church to all the families of the vicinity. There was, about this period (and the fact was undoubtedly attributable to Ellen’s influence,) a general and very evident decline in the scholarship of the college, especially in regard to the severer studies. The intellectual powers of the young men seemed to be directed chiefly to the construction of Latin and Greek verse, many copies of which, with a characteristic and classic gallantry, were strewn in the path where Ellen Langton was accustomed to walk. They, however, produced no perceptible effect; nor were the aspirations of another ambitious youth, who celebrated her perfections in Hebrew, attended with their merited success.


  But there was one young man, to whom circumstances, independent of his personal advantages, afforded a superior opportunity of gaining Ellen’s favor. He was nearly related to Dr. Melmoth, on which account he received his education at Harley College, rather than at one of the English universities, to the expenses of which his fortune would have been adequate. This connection entitled him to a frequent and familiar access to the domestic hearth of the dignitary, — an advantage of which, since Ellen Langton became a member of the family, he very constantly availed himself.


  Edward Walcott was certainly much superior, in most of the particulars of which a lady takes cognizance, to those of his fellow-students who had come under Ellen’s notice. He was tall; and the natural grace of his manners had been improved (an advantage which few of his associates could boast) by early intercourse with polished society. His features, also, were handsome, and promised to be manly and dignified when they should cease to be youthful. His character as a scholar was more than respectable, though many youthful follies, sometimes, perhaps, approaching near to vices, were laid to his charge. But his occasional derelictions from discipline were not such as to create any very serious apprehensions respecting his future welfare; nor were they greater than, perhaps, might be expected from a young man who possessed a considerable command of money, and who was, besides, the fine gentleman of the little community of which he was a member, — a character which generally leads its possessor into follies that he would otherwise have avoided.


  With this youth Ellen Langton became familiar, and even intimate; for he was her only companion, of an age suited to her own, and the difference of sex did not occur to her as an objection. He was her constant companion on all necessary and allowable occasions, and drew upon himself, in consequence, the envy of the college.


  CHAPTER II.


  
    Table of Contents

  


  
    

  


  
    “Why, all delights are vain, but that most vain,

    Which, with pain purchased, doth inherit pain:

    As painfully to pore upon a book

    To seek the light of truth, while truth, the while,

    Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look.”


    SHAKESPEARE.

  


  On one of the afternoons which afforded to the students a relaxation from their usual labors, Ellen was attended by her cavalier in a little excursion over the rough bridle-roads that led from her new residence. She was an experienced equestrian, — a necessary accomplishment at that period, when vehicles of every kind were rare. It was now the latter end of spring; but the season had hitherto been backward, with only a few warm and pleasant days. The present afternoon, however, was a delicious mingling of spring and summer, forming in their union an atmosphere so mild and pure, that to breathe was almost a positive happiness. There was a little alternation of cloud across the brow of heaven, but only so much as to render the sunshine more delightful.


  The path of the young travellers lay sometimes among tall and thick standing trees, and sometimes over naked and desolate hills, whence man had taken the natural vegetation, and then left the soil to its barrenness. Indeed, there is little inducement to a cultivator to labor among the huge stones which there peep forth from the earth, seeming to form a continued ledge for several miles. A singular contrast to this unfavored tract of country is seen in the narrow but luxuriant, though sometimes swampy, strip of interval, on both sides of the stream, that, as has been noticed, flows down the valley. The light and buoyant spirits of Edward Walcott and Ellen rose higher as they rode on; and their way was enlivened, wherever its roughness did not forbid, by their conversation and pleasant laughter. But at length Ellen drew her bridle, as they emerged from a thick portion of the forest, just at the foot of a steep hill.


  “We must have ridden far,” she observed, — ”farther than I thought. It will be near sunset before we can reach home.”


  “There are still several hours of daylight,” replied Edward Walcott; “and we will not turn back without ascending this hill. The prospect from the summit is beautiful, and will be particularly so now, in this rich sunlight. Come, Ellen, — one light touch of the whip, — your pony is as fresh as when we started.”


  On reaching the summit of the hill, and looking back in the direction in which they had come, they could see the little stream, peeping forth many times to the daylight, and then shrinking back into the shade. Farther on, it became broad and deep, though rendered incapable of navigation, in this part of its course, by the occasional interruption of rapids.


  “There are hidden wonders of rock and precipice and cave, in that dark forest,” said Edward, pointing to the space between them and the river. “If it were earlier in the day, I should love to lead you there. Shall we try the adventure now, Ellen?”


  “Oh no!” she replied. “Let us delay no longer. I fear I must even now abide a rebuke from Mrs. Melmoth, which I have surely deserved. But who is this, who rides on so slowly before us?”


  She pointed to a horseman, whom they had not before observed. He was descending the hill; but, as his steed seemed to have chosen his own pace, he made a very inconsiderable progress.


  “Oh, do you not know him? But it is scarcely possible you should,” exclaimed her companion. “We must do him the good office, Ellen, of stopping his progress, or he will find himself at the village, a dozen miles farther on, before he resumes his consciousness.”


  “Has he then lost his senses?” inquired Miss Langton.


  “Not so, Ellen, — if much learning has not made him mad,” replied Edward Walcott. “He is a deep scholar and a noble fellow; but I fear we shall follow him to his grave erelong. Dr. Melmoth has sent him to ride in pursuit of his health. He will never overtake it, however, at this pace.”


  As he spoke, they had approached close to the subject of their conversation; and Ellen had a moment’s space for observation before he started from the abstraction in which he was plunged. The result of her scrutiny was favorable, yet very painful.


  The stranger could scarcely have attained his twentieth year, and was possessed of a face and form such as Nature bestows on none but her favorites. There was a nobleness on his high forehead, which time would have deepened into majesty; and all his features were formed with a strength and boldness, of which the paleness, produced by study and confinement, could not deprive them. The expression of his countenance was not a melancholy one: on the contrary, it was proud and high, perhaps triumphant, like one who was a ruler in a world of his own, and independent of the beings that surrounded him. But a blight, of which his thin pale cheek, and the brightness of his eye, were alike proofs, seemed to have come over him ere his maturity.


  The scholar’s attention was now aroused by the hoof-tramps at his side; and, starting, he fixed his eyes on Ellen, whose young and lovely countenance was full of the interest he had excited. A deep blush immediately suffused his cheek, proving how well the glow of health would have become it. There was nothing awkward, however, in his manner; and, soon recovering his self-possession, he bowed to her, and would have rode on.


  “Your ride is unusually long to-day, Fanshawe,” observed Edward Walcott.


  “When may we look for your return?”


  The young man again blushed, but answered, with a smile that had a beautiful effect upon his countenance, “I was not, at the moment, aware in which direction my horse’s head was turned. I have to thank you for arresting me in a journey which was likely to prove much longer than I intended.”


  The party had now turned their horses, and were about to resume their ride in a homeward direction; but Edward perceived that Fanshawe, having lost the excitement of intense thought, now looked weary and dispirited.


  “Here is a cottage close at hand,” he observed. “We have ridden far, and stand in need of refreshment. Ellen, shall we alight?”


  She saw the benevolent motive of his proposal, and did not hesitate to comply with it. But, as they paused at the cottage door, she could not but observe that its exterior promised few of the comforts which they required. Time and neglect seemed to have conspired for its ruin; and, but for a thin curl of smoke from its clay chimney, they could not have believed it to be inhabited. A considerable tract of land in the vicinity of the cottage had evidently been, at some former period, under cultivation, but was now overrun by bushes and dwarf pines, among which many huge gray rocks, ineradicable by human art, endeavored to conceal themselves. About half an acre of ground was occupied by the young blades of Indian-corn, at which a half-starved cow gazed wistfully over the mouldering log-fence. These were the only agricultural tokens. Edward Walcott, nevertheless, drew the latch of the cottage door, after knocking loudly but in vain.


  The apartment which was thus opened to their view was quite as wretched as its exterior had given them reason to anticipate. Poverty was there, with all its necessary and unnecessary concomitants. The intruders would have retired had not the hope of affording relief detained them.


  The occupants of the small and squalid apartment were two women, both of them elderly, and, from the resemblance of their features, appearing to be sisters. The expression of their countenances, however, was very different. One, evidently the younger, was seated on the farther side of the large hearth, opposite to the door at which the party stood. She had the sallow look of long and wasting illness; and there was an unsteadiness of expression about her eyes, that immediately struck the observer. Yet her face was mild and gentle, therein contrasting widely with that of her companion.


  The other woman was bending over a small fire of decayed branches, the flame of which was very disproportionate to the smoke, scarcely producing heat sufficient for the preparation of a scanty portion of food. Her profile only was visible to the strangers, though, from a slight motion of her eye, they perceived that she was aware of their presence. Her features were pinched and spare, and wore a look of sullen discontent, for which the evident wretchedness of her situation afforded a sufficient reason. This female, notwithstanding her years, and the habitual fretfulness (that is more wearing than time), was apparently healthy and robust, with a dry, leathery complexion. A short space elapsed before she thought proper to turn her face towards her visitors; and she then regarded them with a lowering eye, without speaking, or rising from her chair.


  “We entered,” Edward Walcott began to say, “in the hope” — But he paused, on perceiving that the sick woman had risen from her seat, and with slow and tottering footsteps was drawing near to him. She took his hand in both her own; and, though he shuddered at the touch of age and disease, he did not attempt to withdraw it. She then perused all his features, with an expression, at first of eager and hopeful anxiety, which faded by degrees into disappointment. Then, turning from him, she gazed into Fanshawe’s countenance with the like eagerness, but with the same result. Lastly, tottering back to her chair, she hid her face and wept bitterly. The strangers, though they knew not the cause of her grief, were deeply affected; and Ellen approached the mourner with words of comfort, which, more from their tone than their meaning, produced a transient effect.


  “Do you bring news of him?” she inquired, raising her head. “Will he return to me? Shall I see him before I die?” Ellen knew not what to answer; and, ere she could attempt it, the other female prevented her.


  “Sister Butler is wandering in her mind,” she said, “and speaks of one she will never behold again. The sight of strangers disturbs her, and you see we have nothing here to offer you.”


  The manner of the woman was ungracious; but her words were true. They saw that their presence could do nothing towards the alleviation of the misery they witnessed; and they felt that mere curiosity would not authorize a longer intrusion. So soon, therefore, as they had relieved, according to their power, the poverty that seemed to be the least evil of this cottage, they emerged into the open air.


  The breath of heaven felt sweet to them, and removed a part of the weight from their young hearts, which were saddened by the sight of so much wretchedness. Perceiving a pure and bright little fountain at a short distance from the cottage, they approached it, and, using the bark of a birch-tree as a cup, partook of its cool waters. They then pursued their homeward ride with such diligence, that, just as the sun was setting, they came in sight of the humble wooden edifice which was dignified with the name of Harley College. A golden ray rested upon the spire of the little chapel, the bell of which sent its tinkling murmur down the valley to summon the wanderers to evening prayers.


  Fanshawe returned to his chamber that night, and lighted his lamp as he had been wont to do. The books were around him which had hitherto been to him like those fabled volumes of Magic, from which the reader could not turn away his eye till death were the consequence of his studies. But there were unaccustomed thoughts in his bosom now; and to these, leaning his head on one of the unopened volumes, he resigned himself.


  He called up in review the years, that, even at his early age, he had spent in solitary study, in conversation with the dead, while he had scorned to mingle with the living world, or to be actuated by any of its motives. He asked himself to what purpose was all this destructive labor, and where was the happiness of superior knowledge. He had climbed but a few steps of a ladder that reached to infinity: he had thrown away his life in discovering, that, after a thousand such lives, he should still know comparatively nothing. He even looked forward with dread — though once the thought had been dear to him — to the eternity of improvement that lay before him. It seemed now a weary way, without a resting-place and without a termination; and at that moment he would have preferred the dreamless sleep of the brutes that perish to man’s proudest attribute, — of immortality.


  Fanshawe had hitherto deemed himself unconnected with the world, Unconcerned in its feelings, and uninfluenced by it in any of his pursuits. In this respect he probably deceived himself. If his inmost heart could have been laid open, there would have been discovered that dream of undying fame, which, dream as it is, is more powerful than a thousand realities. But, at any rate, he had seemed, to others and to himself, a solitary being, upon whom the hopes and fears of ordinary men were ineffectual.


  But now he felt the first thrilling of one of the many ties, that, so long as we breathe the common air, (and who shall say how much longer?) unite us to our kind. The sound of a soft, sweet voice, the glance of a gentle eye, had wrought a change upon him; and in his ardent mind a few hours had done the work of many. Almost in spite of himself, the new sensation was inexpressibly delightful. The recollection of his ruined health, of his habits (so much at variance with those of the world), — all the difficulties that reason suggested, were inadequate to check the exulting tide of hope and joy.


  CHAPTER III.
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    “And let the aspiring youth beware of love, —

    Of the smooth glance beware; for ‘tis too late

    When on his heart the torrent softness pours;

    Then wisdom prostrate lies, and fading fame

    Dissolves in air away.”


    THOMSON.

  


  A few months passed over the heads of Ellen Langton and her admirers, unproductive of events, that, separately, were of sufficient importance to be related. The summer was now drawing to a close; and Dr. Melmoth had received information that his friend’s arrangements were nearly completed, and that by the next home-bound ship he hoped to return to his native country. The arrival of that ship was daily expected.


  During the time that had elapsed since his first meeting with Ellen, there had been a change, yet not a very remarkable one, in Fanshawe’s habits. He was still the same solitary being, so far as regarded his own sex; and he still confined himself as sedulously to his chamber, except for one hour — the sunset hour — of every day. At that period, unless prevented by the inclemency of the weather, he was accustomed to tread a path that wound along the banks of the stream. He had discovered that this was the most frequent scene of Ellen’s walks; and this it was that drew him thither.


  Their intercourse was at first extremely slight, — a bow on the one side, a smile on the other, and a passing word from both; and then the student hurried back to his solitude. But, in course of time, opportunities occurred for more extended conversation; so that, at the period with which this chapter is concerned, Fanshawe was, almost as constantly as Edward Walcott himself, the companion of Ellen’s walks.


  His passion had strengthened more than proportionably to the time that had elapsed since it was conceived; but the first glow and excitement which attended it had now vanished. He had reasoned calmly with himself, and rendered evident to his own mind the almost utter hopelessness of success. He had also made his resolution strong, that he would not even endeavor to win Ellen’s love, the result of which, for a thousand reasons, could not be happiness. Firm in this determination, and confident of his power to adhere to it; feeling, also, that time and absence could not cure his own passion, and having no desire for such a cure, — he saw no reason for breaking off the intercourse that was established between Ellen and himself. It was remarkable, that, notwithstanding the desperate nature of his love, that, or something connected with it, seemed to have a beneficial effect upon his health. There was now a slight tinge of color in his cheek, and a less consuming brightness in his eye. Could it be that hope, unknown to himself, was yet alive in his breast; that a sense of the possibility of earthly happiness was redeeming him from the grave?


  Had the character of Ellen Langton’s mind been different, there might, perhaps, have been danger to her from an intercourse of this nature with such a being as Fanshawe; for he was distinguished by many of those asperities around which a woman’s affection will often cling. But she was formed to walk in the calm and quiet paths of life, and to pluck the flowers of happiness from the wayside where they grow. Singularity of character, therefore, was not calculated to win her love. She undoubtedly felt an interest in the solitary student, and perceiving, with no great exercise of vanity, that her society drew him from the destructive intensity of his studies, she perhaps felt it a duty to exert her influence. But it did not occur to her that her influence had been sufficiently strong to change the whole current of his thoughts and feelings.


  Ellen and her two lovers (for both, though perhaps not equally, deserved that epithet) had met, as usual, at the close of a sweet summer day, and were standing by the side of the stream, just where it swept into a deep pool. The current, undermining the bank, had formed a recess, which, according to Edward Walcott, afforded at that moment a hiding-place to a trout of noble size.


  “Now would I give the world,” he exclaimed with great interest, “for a hook and line, a fish-spear, or any piscatorial instrument of death! Look, Ellen, you can see the waving of his tail from beneath the bank!”


  “If you had the means of taking him, I should save him from your cruelty, thus,” said Ellen, dropping a pebble into the water, just over the fish. “There! he has darted down the stream. How many pleasant caves and recesses there must be under these banks, where he may be happy! May there not be happiness in the life of a fish?” she added, turning with a smile to Fanshawe.


  “There may,” he replied, “so long as he lives quietly in the caves and recesses of which you speak, Yes, there may be happiness, though such as few would envy; but, then, the hook and line” —


  “Which, there is reason to apprehend, will shortly destroy the happiness of our friend the trout,” interrupted Edward, pointing down the stream. “There is an angler on his way toward us, who will intercept him.”


  “He seems to care little for the sport, to judge by the pace at which he walks,” said Ellen.


  “But he sees, now, that we are observing him, and is willing to prove that he knows something of the art,” replied Edward Walcott. “I should think him well acquainted with the stream; for, hastily as he walks, he has tried every pool and ripple where a fish usually hides. But that point will be decided when he reaches yonder old bare oak-tree.”


  “And how is the old tree to decide the question?” inquired Fanshawe. “It is a species of evidence of which I have never before heard.”


  “The stream has worn a hollow under its roots,” answered Edward, — ”a most delicate retreat for a trout. Now, a stranger would not discover the spot; or, if he did, the probable result of a cast would be the loss of hook and line, — an accident that has occurred to me more than once. If, therefore, this angler takes a fish from thence, it follows that he knows the stream.”


  They observed the fisher, accordingly, as he kept his way up the bank. He did not pause when he reached the old leafless oak, that formed with its roots an obstruction very common in American streams; but, throwing his line with involuntary skill as he passed, he not only escaped the various entanglements, but drew forth a fine large fish.


  “There, Ellen, he has captivated your protégé, the trout, or, at least, one very like him in size,” observed Edward. “It is singular,” he added, gazing earnestly at the man.


  “Why is it singular?” inquired Ellen Langton. “This person, perhaps, resides in the neighborhood, and may have fished often in the stream.”


  “Do but look at him, Ellen, and judge whether his life can have been spent in this lonely valley,” he replied. “The glow of many a hotter sun than ours has darkened his brow; and his step and air have something foreign in them, like what we see in sailors who have lived more in other countries than in their own. Is it not so, Ellen? for your education in a seaport must have given
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