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    This single-author collection gathers Nathaniel Hawthorne’s principal writings for young readers into one illustrated volume. Under the capacious title Wonderful Tales for Children (Illustrated), it brings together The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair, the Wonder Book For Girls and Boys with its six mythic episodes, the companion Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys, Biographical Stories for Children, and shorter pieces including Little Annie’s Ramble, The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle, Little Daffydowndilly, an Introductory Note, and The Wayside. The purpose is twofold: to present Hawthorne’s most engaging narratives for children in an accessible form, and to reveal the variety of forms through which he cultivated imagination, sympathy, and moral reflection.

Nathaniel Hawthorne, a central figure in American letters, is widely recognized for his subtle moral vision and his distinctive New England voice. The pieces gathered here show how that voice adapts itself to younger audiences without forfeiting seriousness of purpose. In them, Hawthorne exchanges the somberness associated with some of his adult fiction for playfulness, clear storytelling, and kindly guidance. He invites families to read aloud, encourages children to ask questions, and frames difficult ideas within familiar scenes of home, school, and countryside. These writings formed a significant part of his published work, and they continue to introduce generations to story as a path toward judgment and joy.

Within these covers, readers will find multiple text types. The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair is a linked historical narrative. Wonder Book and Tanglewood Tales are retellings of classical myths, each presented within a frame of conversation and storytelling. Biographical Stories for Children offers short life sketches of artists, scientists, rulers, and statesmen. The Snow Image and Little Daffydowndilly are moral fairy tales. Little Annie’s Ramble is an observational sketch originally included in Twice-Told Tales. The Introductory Note and The Wayside are brief prefatory pieces that situate the narrator and the audience. Together, these genres display Hawthorne’s flexibility while maintaining a consistent tone of clarity and humane instruction.

In Wonder Book For Girls and Boys, Hawthorne retells six Greek myths for a circle of children, presented by a youthful storyteller in a New England setting. The Gorgon’s Head introduces the adventure of Perseus and a fearsome visage. The Golden Touch follows a king whose ardent wish has unforeseen consequences. The Paradise Of Children centers on Pandora and a mysterious box. The Three Golden Apples sends a hero in search of a distant garden. The Miraculous Pitcher welcomes humble strangers. The Chimaera recounts a battle with a fire-breathing creature. Throughout, the emphasis falls on curiosity, courage, temperance, and conversation rather than on terrifying spectacle.

Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys forms a companion volume, continuing the same hospitable setting and playful narrative voice. Here the storyteller recounts The Minotaur, in which a labyrinth conceals a dreadful secret; The Pygmies, featuring outsized boasts and unexpected resourcefulness; The Dragon’s Teeth, where a city’s beginnings are cast in fable; Circe’s Palace, a voyage into enchantment; The Pomegranate Seeds, a mother and daughter’s trial; and The Golden Fleece, a quest across seas and perils. The tales preserve the action and wonder of antiquity while softening harsh elements for youthful ears, using humor, dialogue, and homely comparisons to bring ancient scenes near.

The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair offers a different kind of wonder. A venerable piece of furniture becomes the thread that links episodes from early New England to the threshold of national independence. As the chair passes from one household to another, children listen to stories of colonists, leaders, and daily life, learning how civic memory is kept in ordinary objects. Hawthorne’s method blends anecdote, moral reflection, and accessible explanation, so that dates and names never crowd out character and choice. The unifying device gives a child’s-eye vantage on public events, encouraging respect for the past without turning history into mere recitation.

Biographical Stories for Children presents brief portraits of notable figures: the painter Benjamin West, the mathematician and natural philosopher Sir Isaac Newton, the man of letters Samuel Johnson, the statesman Oliver Cromwell, the inventor and diplomat Benjamin Franklin, and the sovereign Queen Christina. Hawthorne selects telling scenes and formative incidents, not to exhaust each life, but to spark curiosity about effort, talent, and responsibility. He favors traits that children can grasp—patience, attention, courage in difficulty—while acknowledging complexity. The tone is neither hagiographic nor cynical; it is a conversation about character, inviting readers to consider how a person’s habits and decisions shape a life’s course.

The shorter moral tales gathered here complement the longer cycles. The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle begins with a winter day’s play and the fleeting figure fashioned from snow, raising questions about imagination and literal-mindedness. Little Daffydowndilly follows a boy who sets out to avoid schooling and discovers, by stages, what work and joy require. In each case Hawthorne trusts simple incidents to carry meaning, allowing readers to perceive the point rather than pressing it. The situations are domestic, the language plain, and the guidance generous. Children are treated as thoughtful listeners who can find their way from delight to understanding.

Little Annie’s Ramble, first printed in Twice-Told Tales, records a walk through streets and shops in the company of a child whose attention lights on every sight. It exemplifies Hawthorne’s gift for seeing the ordinary anew and for honoring children’s perceptions. The Introductory Note and The Wayside operate in a related spirit. They serve as brief thresholds, orienting the reader to the teller, the home landscape, and the company of listeners. By naming rooms, gardens, and nearby hills, Hawthorne invites the audience into a domestic circle in which stories are shared, questions are welcomed, and the boundary between legend and life grows friendly.

Several stylistic hallmarks bind these diverse pieces. Hawthorne’s sentences are clear and rhythmic, hospitable to reading aloud. He often writes within a conversational frame, pausing to ask what the children think, or to compare strange matters to objects at hand. The narrator is genial rather than stern, yet he does not avoid moral language. Imagery is concrete, with details of hearth, path, and weather setting scenes before the action begins. Classical names and historical figures are introduced with care, accompanied by patient explanation. Gentle irony lets folly reveal itself, while earnestness affirms that choices matter and that happiness involves self-command.

Across the collection, unifying themes emerge. Hawthorne balances fancy with conscience, showing how wonder can awaken moral insight. He portrays the home as a school of sympathy, where listening precedes lecturing and where stories help children practice judgment. History appears not as a list of deeds, but as a neighborly memory. Myth discloses universal patterns while remaining fresh in local speech. Work and play are not enemies; both belong to a life rightly ordered. This blend of delight and instruction helps explain the enduring appeal of these works and their influence on later retellings of myth and on American writing for the young.

This illustrated edition underscores the visual invitations already present in Hawthorne’s prose. Images accompany rather than replace the reader’s imagining, offering points of entry for new audiences and companions for those returning. The arrangement of texts allows for many paths: a family might begin with a single myth, a teacher with a biographical sketch, or a child with a winter tale. However approached, the collection shows Hawthorne at his most companionable, transforming heritage—classical and American—into conversation. By gathering these books and tales together, Wonderful Tales for Children provides a durable gateway to a body of work that honors both innocence and growth.
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    Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804–1864) was an American author whose fiction bridged intimate moral allegory and national history. He is best known for psychological romances shaped by New England Puritanism, yet he also wrote influential books for young readers. Across tales of myth, history, and everyday wonder, he developed a lucid, morally reflective prose that introduced generations of children to classical antiquity and the early American past. The collection represented here spans that range: from The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair and Biographical Stories for Children to A Wonder-Book for Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales, together with shorter pieces like The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle and Little Daffydowndilly.

Educated at Bowdoin College in Maine, Hawthorne studied with contemporaries Henry Wadsworth Longfellow and Franklin Pierce, relationships that helped situate him in the early national literary scene. His formative years in Salem, Massachusetts—steeped in a Puritan legacy—shaped his persistent interest in conscience, secrecy, and inherited guilt. He read widely in history and romance, preferring allegory and symbol to didacticism, and aligned loosely with American Romanticism while maintaining a skeptical, moral cast often called “dark” romanticism. This intellectual background informs even his children’s works, where playful narration, fables, and biographical sketches encourage ethical reflection without overt preaching.

Before the famous romances, Hawthorne honed his craft in short fiction. Twice-Told Tales gathered early pieces, including Little Annie’s Ramble, a gentle urban stroll that showcases his conversational narrator and keen eye for childlike perception. He then turned to history for younger readers in The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair, using a beloved chair as a thread through New England’s colonial episodes. Biographical Stories for Children presented brisk portraits of figures such as Benjamin West, Sir Isaac Newton, Samuel Johnson, Oliver Cromwell, Benjamin Franklin, and Queen Christina. These sketches balance anecdote and moral inference, modeling curiosity rather than strict moralizing.

A Wonder-Book for Girls and Boys reimagined Greek myths with a light, humorous touch and a frame narrator, the youthful scholar Eustace Bright. Among its best-known episodes are The Gorgon’s Head, The Golden Touch, The Paradise of Children, The Three Golden Apples, The Miraculous Pitcher, and The Chimaera. Hawthorne softened brutality without erasing consequences, favored ingenuity over force, and invited readers to weigh pride, generosity, courage, and restraint. Set at an idyllic New England retreat nicknamed “Tanglewood,” the stories pair classical material with a contemporary American setting, making ancient tales feel intimate, conversational, and accessible to nineteenth-century families.

He extended that experiment in Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys, introduced by The Wayside and framed by brief Introductory Note passages. The volume recasts The Minotaur, The Pygmies, The Dragon’s Teeth, Circe’s Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, and The Golden Fleece. Here, the framing world of New England companions converses with the heroic past, emphasizing imagination as a social, communal act. Hawthorne’s gentle irony moderates terror while preserving wonder, and his clean, rhythmic prose rewards reading aloud. The Wayside, also the name of his Concord home, signals his aim: to bring far-off antiquity alongside the pathways of American life.

Parallel to these juvenile volumes, Hawthorne pursued the darker romances that defined his reputation: The Scarlet Letter, The House of the Seven Gables, and The Blithedale Romance, followed later by the Italianate meditation The Marble Faun. In the mid-1850s he served as United States consul in Liverpool, an appointment that broadened his perspective and supplied material for essays and travel reflections. Yet even as his style deepened in psychological complexity, his mythic and historical books for children stayed popular, continually reprinted and read in schools and parlors, appreciated for their clarity, tact, and capacity to animate moral questions without dogma.

In his later years at The Wayside and beyond, Hawthorne remained attentive to the imaginative lives of the young. The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle and Little Daffydowndilly, like the myth retellings, dramatize the tension between fancy and worldly caution. His legacy endures in two intertwined streams: the probing allegorical romances central to American literature, and the children’s histories, biographies, and classical tales that have introduced countless readers to moral inquiry through story. By tempering mythic grandeur with conversational intimacy, he fashioned a distinctly American way of telling old tales anew—one that continues to shape classrooms, family reading, and adaptations today.
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    This collection gathers Nathaniel Hawthorne’s principal writings for young readers across the 1830s–1850s, a period of rapid social change in the United States. Hawthorne’s career unfolded amid American Romanticism, when authors blended moral reflection with allegory, folklore, and history. The antebellum decades saw heated debates about reform, religion, and national identity, alongside the Market Revolution and the rise of mass print. Children’s literature was becoming a recognized, expanding field. Within this ferment, Hawthorne fashioned tales that domesticated history and myth for family reading, refracting Puritan legacies, Enlightenment ideals, and classical antiquity through an American lens while negotiating the era’s pedagogical expectations.

Hawthorne’s early reputation formed with Twice-Told Tales (first collected in 1837), whose urban sketches and moral fables suited a burgeoning magazine culture. “Little Annie’s Ramble,” from that project, strolls through a New England townscape at a moment when Boston and nearby ports were transforming under commerce and expanded retail display. The piece reflects the widening public sphere visible to children—shops, docks, theaters—yet reinscribes a domestic moral filter. Its gently ironic narrator exemplifies Hawthorne’s effort to reconcile imaginative wonder with the period’s preference for instructive prose, a balancing act demanded by editors and middle-class readers who prized edifying entertainment.

By the 1830s–1840s, juvenile publishing flourished: Sunday-school tracts, moral tales, and illustrated gift books reached a swelling audience shaped by common-school reforms in states like Massachusetts. Advances in stereotyping and wood-engraving eased production of affordable, illustrated volumes. Editors such as S. G. Goodrich promoted accessible histories and biographies for youth. Hawthorne shared this market without entirely sharing its didactic rigidity. He adopted familiar forms—frame narratives, exemplary lives, and “safe” adventures—while sustaining a Romantic interest in conscience and imagination. The illustrations often attached to these texts further anchored them in a visual pedagogy that merged instruction with spectacle.

The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair (initially issued in parts in the early 1840s) exemplifies antebellum efforts to craft a usable national past. Anchored by an heirloom chair that passes through colonial and revolutionary New England, the work aligns with a broader fascination with relics and material memory in the young republic. As children gather to hear stories, political events become domestic tales, emphasizing continuity across generations. Hawthorne here transforms civic history into household lore, contributing to a culture of nation-building that linked private virtue with public heritage and gave young readers a place within the American story.

New England’s Puritan inheritance pervades Grandfather’s Chair, echoing Hawthorne’s lifelong engagement with ancestral memory—he was descended from a Salem magistrate involved in the 1692 witchcraft trials. Without relishing sensationalism, he addresses the moral strains born of rigid authority, religious zeal, and communal discipline. The frame allows him to soften dark episodes for children while inviting scrutiny of conscience and justice. In the early national period, debates over religious toleration and civil liberty continued to shape civic identity; this book situates those debates within intimate conversation, modeling how families might interpret inherited strictures in the present.

Beyond Puritanism, Grandfather’s Chair situates New England within Atlantic circuits—trade, war, and empire—providing juvenile readers with a simplified map of colonial entanglements. Episodes touch on charter disputes, imperial oversight, and revolutionary ferment, distilling complex conflicts into emblematic scenes. The approach mirrors contemporary school histories that sought to fix chronology and character types in youthful memory. Hawthorne’s selective emphasis—on courage, endurance, and the costs of faction—reflects antebellum anxieties about cohesion in a rapidly democratizing society and the desire to tether national virtue to ancestral precedent, without indulging in uncritical triumphalism.

Biographical Stories for Children (early 1840s) extends this civic pedagogy through exemplary lives. Its gallery—Benjamin West, Sir Isaac Newton, Samuel Johnson, Oliver Cromwell, Benjamin Franklin, and Queen Christina—places American readers within a transatlantic moral and intellectual tradition. The selection underscores Enlightenment virtues: curiosity, perseverance, and self-command. It also invites reflection on authority and conscience, juxtaposing scientists and writers with a contentious political leader and an unconventional monarch. Biography, already popular in schoolbooks, offered Hawthorne a way to dramatize character formation while avoiding sectarian controversy, aligning personal growth with widely shared educational ideals.

Each figure invoked distinct historical currents. Franklin embodied the American ethos of self-improvement, print culture, and civic invention. Newton embodied the Scientific Revolution’s disciplined inquiry, increasingly valorized in nineteenth-century schooling. Johnson represented English letters and moral criticism, familiar through dictionaries and essays taught in academies. Cromwell raised questions about republicanism, religio-political zeal, and legitimacy that resonated in a nation still debating sovereignty and reform. Queen Christina’s abdication foregrounded religious and philosophical autonomy, while Benjamin West traced colonial talent entering European institutions, signaling American participation in global arts. Hawthorne condensed these legacies into accessible narrative kernels.

The move from biography and colonial reminiscence to classical myth in A Wonder-Book for Girls and Boys (1851) reflected broader cultural currents. The Greek Revival in architecture and the centrality of Latin and Greek in antebellum curricula made antiquity a shared symbolic language. Yet the age’s children’s literature demanded gentler tones. Hawthorne recast myths to minimize cruelty and highlight ethical reflection, embedding them within a frame of storytelling among friends. This approach joined the classical to the domestic, presenting ancient materials as living parables for nineteenth-century concerns about curiosity, ambition, obedience, and hospitality.

Hawthorne drafted A Wonder-Book during his Berkshire period, when he lived near Lenox, Massachusetts. He devised the figure of Eustace Bright, a collegiate narrator who tells old tales at “Tanglewood,” a name drawn from the local landscape. The frame emphasizes leisure, conversation, and nature as proper settings for instruction—an ideal consonant with contemporary reformers who advocated humane, child-centered education. This pastoral staging contrasts with accelerating industrialization in New England’s mill towns, implying that moral imagination flourishes away from mechanized rhythms, even as the book’s publication depended on the very print technologies that industry had enabled.

The Wonder-Book’s selection—The Gorgon’s Head, The Golden Touch, and The Paradise of Children—engages mid-century concerns. Perseus’s tale becomes a lesson in courage guided by prudence rather than brute force. King Midas’s folly speaks to wealth’s temptations during a market-driven era of speculation and manufacturing. Pandora’s curiosity, recast without the harshest ancient punishments, considers knowledge and responsibility in a culture increasingly oriented toward science and experiment. Hawthorne’s language keeps wonder intact while attaching clear moral arcs, satisfying parents and teachers who sought stories that entertained without surrendering ethical guidance.

The remaining Wonder-Book tales—The Three Golden Apples, The Miraculous Pitcher, and The Chimaera—likewise transpose classical motifs into virtues prized by antebellum readers. Hercules’s quest emphasizes persistence and discernment; Baucis and Philemon celebrate humble hospitality, resonant with Protestant domestic ideals; and Bellerophon’s encounter with the Chimaera tests courage and restraint. By replacing fatalism with reflective agency, Hawthorne rendered pagan narratives compatible with a broadly Christian moral culture. The result both preserved cultural capital—mythological literacy valued in schools—and softened the sharp edges of antiquity for family reading rooms.

Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys (1853) continued the project after Hawthorne resettled in Concord, at a home he named The Wayside. The brief piece titled “The Wayside” introduces the setting, linking household and authorship. This volume’s tone grows somewhat more adventurous while keeping the didactic frame. Published amid intensifying national tensions over slavery and sectionalism, it avoids direct political commentary, yet its preoccupation with rule, transgression, and founding acts aligns with an age debating constitutional authority and civic duty. The book also reflects a stable market for attractive juvenile editions pairing narrative with illustration.

Tanglewood Tales revisits civic origins and social order through founding myths. The Minotaur recasts Theseus’s navigation of the Labyrinth as a study in intelligence, cooperation, and liberation from unjust tribute—an appealing pattern for readers schooled in republican narratives. The Pygmies, with its play on scale and conflict, points to the pitfalls of pride and the relativity of power. The Dragon’s Teeth, recounting how warriors spring from the earth, frames the violent birth of civic structures, then tempers that violence with the prospect of settlement and law, mirroring nineteenth-century anxieties about conflict harnessed to institution-building.

Circe’s Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, and The Golden Fleece expand the ethical range. Circe’s enchantments stage the lure of appetite and the labor of self-restraint, long staples of moral education. The Pomegranate Seeds adapts the Demeter–Persephone myth to Victorian-era family sentiment, emphasizing separation and reunion in ways compatible with domestic ideology. The Golden Fleece embodies leadership under trial, cooperation among diverse companions, and the danger of single-minded desire. Across these stories Hawthorne’s modifications favor reflective choice over capricious fate, aligning ancient plots with the era’s optimism about moral cultivation.

“The Wayside” also marks Hawthorne’s evolving domestic and professional circumstances. Having married Sophia Peabody in 1842 and supported his family through intermittent government posts—including positions at the Boston and Salem customhouses—he increasingly relied on steady book income. The Wayside, formerly the Alcotts’ residence, became a symbol of the mid-century author’s household economy: a place where private life, childrearing, and literary labor overlapped. Invoking The Wayside in a juvenile volume offered readers a reassuring, local habitation for mythic materials and underscored the domestic circle as the privileged site of moral storytelling.

The brief “Introductory Note” materials that accompany these volumes signal Hawthorne’s self-conscious negotiation with a didactic marketplace. He acknowledges altering ancient sources for “the young folks,” defending fantasy as a legitimate vehicle for instruction. Such prefaces participated in a broader debate about imagination’s place in children’s reading. While many publishers favored sober utility, an emerging Romantic consensus, indebted to European models and American reformers, argued that wonder cultivates sympathy and judgment. Hawthorne’s notes align with that view, promising both delight and edification, and situating his books within respectable, family-centered literary consumption.
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    The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair
A storytelling frame uses an old chair to link a chain of episodes from earlier times, with a kindly narrator guiding young listeners through memorable scenes and figures. The tales explore how everyday objects can carry communal memory, inviting reflections on heritage, civic virtue, and the moral weight of the past. The tone is gently instructive and companionable, balancing curiosity about history with humane judgments.
Little Annie's Ramble (Twice-Told Tales)
A child’s walk becomes a tour of marvels as common streets, shops, and faces turn luminous under Annie’s lively attention. The sketch celebrates perception itself—how imagination and sympathy transform routine into wonder—while hinting at the fleeting nature of such moments. Its tone is playful and tender, favoring observation over plot.
A Wonder-Book for Girls and Boys (including the Introductory Note; The Gorgon’s Head; The Golden Touch; The Paradise of Children; The Three Golden Apples; The Miraculous Pitcher; The Chimaera)
A convivial frame—established in an introductory note—gathers children to hear modernized Greek myths told with mischief and moral lightness. Across six tales (including The Gorgon’s Head, The Golden Touch, The Paradise of Children, The Three Golden Apples, The Miraculous Pitcher, and The Chimaera), heroic quests and enchanted trials are recast to highlight curiosity, pride, generosity, and responsibility. The style is sparkling and humane, offering ethical nudges without heavy solemnity.
Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys (with The Wayside; The Minotaur; The Pygmies; The Dragon’s Teeth; Circe’s Palace; The Pomegranate Seeds; The Golden Fleece)
Introduced by a domestic and nature-focused sketch at The Wayside, this companion volume deepens the mythic retellings with brisker adventure and steadier moral undercurrents. In six episodes (The Minotaur, The Pygmies, The Dragon’s Teeth, Circe’s Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, The Golden Fleece), choices under pressure reveal courage, ingenuity, temptation, and consequence. The tone remains warm and conversational, yet the stakes feel larger, underscoring growth and discernment.
Biographical Stories for Children (Benjamin West; Sir Isaac Newton; Samuel Johnson; Oliver Cromwell; Benjamin Franklin; Queen Christina)
These accessible portraits select formative scenes from the lives of Benjamin West, Sir Isaac Newton, Samuel Johnson, Oliver Cromwell, Benjamin Franklin, and Queen Christina to animate character rather than catalog achievements. Emphasis falls on habits, turning points, and the interplay of talent, temperament, and circumstance, inviting readers to consider how greatness is shaped. The approach is respectful, anecdotal, and gently didactic, encouraging thoughtful admiration without hagiography.
The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle
A winter day’s play yields an uncanny figure that seems to hover between make-believe and reality, testing the boundary between credulity and common sense. The story contrasts children’s openness to wonder with adult skepticism, asking what is lost when imagination is dismissed. Its mood is delicate and wistful, with magic treated as something fragile and worth protecting.
Little Daffydowndilly
A boy, impatient with stern lessons, sets out in search of an easier life and instead encounters experiences that redefine work and freedom. His journey turns into a fable about effort, honesty, and the satisfactions of earned growth, steering clear of harsh punishment in favor of cheerful correction. The tone is brisk and encouraging, balancing whimsy with practical wisdom.
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  IN writing this ponderous tome, the author’s desire has been to describe the eminent characters and remarkable events of our annals in such a form and style that the YOUNG may make acquaintance with them of their own accord. For this purpose, while ostensibly relating the adventures of a chair, he has endeavored to keep a distinct and unbroken thread of authentic history. The chair is made to pass from one to another of those personages of whom he thought it most desirable for the young reader to have vivid and familiar ideas, and whose lives and actions would best enable him to give picturesque sketches of the times. On its sturdy oaken legs it trudges diligently from one scene to another, and seems always to thrust itself in the way, with most benign complacency, whenever an historical personage happens to be looking round for a seat.


  There is certainly no method by which the shadowy outlines of departed men and women can be made to assume the hues of life more effectually than by connecting their images with the substantial and homely reality of a fireside chair. It causes us to feel at once that these characters of history had a private and familiar existence, and were not wholly contained within that cold array of outward action which we are compelled to receive as the adequate representation of their lives. If this impression can be given, much is accomplished.


  Setting aside Grandfather and his auditors, and excepting the adventures of the chair, which form the machinery of the work, nothing in the ensuing pages can be termed fictitious. The author, it is true, has sometimes assumed the license of filling up the outline of history with details for which he has none but imaginative authority, but which, he hopes, do not violate nor give a false coloring to the truth. He believes that, in this respect, his narrative will not be found to convey ideas and impressions of which the reader may hereafter find it necessary to purge his mind.


  The author’s great doubt is, whether he has succeeded in writing a book which will be readable by the class for whom he intends it. To make a lively and entertaining narrative for children, with such unmalleable material as is presented by the sombre, stern, and rigid characteristics of the Puritans and their descendants, is quite as difficult an attempt as to manufacture delicate playthings out of the granite, rocks on which New England is founded.


  GRANDFATHER’S CHAIR: PART I. 1620-1692


  
    Table of Contents

  


  
    

  


  CHAPTER I. GRANDFATHER AND THE CHILDREN AND THE CHAIR
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  GRANDFATHER had been sitting in his old armchair all that pleasant afternoon, while the children were pursuing their various sports far off or near at hand, Sometimes you would have said, “Grandfather is asleep;” hut still, even when his eyes were closed, his thoughts were with the young people, playing among the flowers and shrubbery of the garden.


  He heard the voice of Laurence, who had taken possession of a heap of decayed branches which the gardener had lopped from the fruit-trees, and was building a little hut for his cousin Clara and himself. He heard Clara’s gladsome voice, too, as she weeded and watered the flowerbed which had been given her for her own. He could have counted every footstep that Charley took, as he trundled his wheelbarrow along the gravel-walk. And though’ Grandfather was old and gray-haired, yet his heart leaped with joy whenever little Alice came fluttering, like a butterfly, into the room. Sire had made each of the children her playmate in turn, and now made Grandfather her playmate too, and thought him the merriest of them all.


  At last the children grew weary of their sports, because a summer afternoon is like a long lifetime to the young. So they came into the room together, and clustered round Grandfather’s great chair. Little Alice, who was hardly five years old, took the privilege of the youngest, and climbed his knee. It was a pleasant thing to behold that fair and golden-haired child in the lap of the old man, and to think that, different as they were, the hearts of both could be gladdened with the same joys.


  “Grandfather,” said little Alice, laying her head back upon his arm, “I am very tired now. You must tell me a story to make me go to sleep.”


  “That is not what storytellers like,” answered Grandfather, smiling. “They are better satisfied when they can keep their auditors awake.”


  “But here are Laurence, and Charley, and I,” cried cousin Clara, who was twice as old as little Alice. “We will all three keep wide awake. And pray, Grandfather, tell us a story about this strange-looking old chair.”


  Now, the chair in which Grandfather sat was made of oak, which had grown dark with age, but had been rubbed and polished till it shone as bright as mahogany. It was very large and heavy, and had a back that rose high above Grandfather’s white head. This back was curiously carved in open work, so as to represent flowers, and foliage, and other devices, which the children had often gazed at, but could never understand what they meant. On the very tip-top of the chair, over the head of Grandfather himself, was a likeness of a lion’s head, which had such a savage grin that you would almost expect to hear it growl and snarl.


  The children had seen Grandfather sitting in this chair ever since they could remember anything. Perhaps the younger of them supposed that he and the chair had come into the world together, and that both had always been as old as they were now. At this time, however, it happened to be the fashion for ladies to adorn their drawing-rooms with the oldest and oddest chairs that could be found. It seemed to cousin Clara that, if these ladies could have seen Grandfather’s old chair, they would have thought it worth all the rest together. She wondered if it were not even older than Grandfather himself, and longed to know all about its history.


  “Do, Grandfather, talk to us about this chair,” she repeated.


  “Well, child,” said Grandfather, patting Clara’s cheek, “I can tell you a great many stories of my chair. Perhaps your cousin Laurence would like to hear them too. They would teach him something about the history and distinguished people of his country which he has never read in any of his schoolbooks.”


  Cousin Laurence was a boy of twelve, a bright scholar, in whom an early thoughtfulness and sensibility began to show themselves. His young fancy kindled at the idea of knowing all the adventures of this venerable chair. He looked eagerly in Grandfather’s face; and even Charley, a bold, brisk, restless little fellow of nine, sat himself down on the carpet, and resolved to be quiet for at least ten minutes, should the story last so long.


  Meantime, little Alice was already asleep; so Grandfather, being much pleased with such an attentive audience, began to talk about matters that happened long ago.


  CHAPTER II. THE PURITANS AND THE LADY ARBELLA


  
    Table of Contents

  


  
    

  


  BUT before relating the adventures of the chairs found it necessary to speak of circumstances that caused the first settlement of New England. For it will soon be perceived that the story of this remarkable chair cannot be told without telling a great deal of the history of the country.


  So Grandfather talked about the Puritans, {Foot Note: It is more precise to give the name of Pilgrims to those Englishmen who went to Holland and afterward to Plymouth. They were sometimes called Separatists because they separated themselves from the church of England, sometimes Brownists after the name of one of their eminent ministers. The Puritans formed a great political as well as religious party in England, and did not at first separate themselves from the church of England, though those who came to this country did so at once.} as those persons were called who thought it sinful to practise certain religious forms and ceremonies of the Church of England. These Puritans suffered so much persecuted in England that, in 1607, many of them went over to Holland, and lived ten or twelve years at Amsterdam and Leyden. But they feared that, if they continued there much longer, they should cease to be England, and should adopt all the manners, and ideas, and feelings of the Dutch. For this and other reasons, in the year 1620 they embarked on board the ship Mayflower, and crossed the ocean, to the shores of Cape Cod. There they made a settlement, and called it Plymouth, which, though now a part of Massachusetts, was for a long time a colony by itself. And thus was formed the earliest settlement of the Puritans in America.


  Meantime, those of the Puritans who remained in England continued to suffer grievous persecution on account of their religious opinions. They began to look around them for some spot where they might worship God, not as the king and bishops thought fit, but according to the dictates of their own consciences. When their brethren had gone from Holland to America, they bethought themselves that they likewise might find refuge from persecution there. Several gentlemen among them purchased a tract of country on the coast of Massachusetts Bay, and obtained a charter from King Charles, which authorized them to make laws for the settlers. In the year 1628 they sent over a few people, with John Endicott at their bead, to commence a plantation at Salem. {Foot Note: The Puritans had a liking for Biblical names for their children, and they sometimes gave names out of the Bible to places, Salem means Peace. The Indian name was Naumkeag.} Peter Palfrey, Roger Conant, and one or two more had built houses there in 1626, and may be considered as the first settlers of that ancient town. Many other Puritans prepared to follow Endicott.


  “And now we come to the chair, my dear children,” said Grandfather. “This chair is supposed to have been made of an oak-tree which grew in the park of the English Earl of Lincoln between two and three centuries ago. In its younger days it used, probably, to stand in the hall of the earl’s castle. Do not you see the coat of arms of the family of Lincoln carved in the open work of the back? But when his daughter, the Lady Arbella, was married to a certain Mr. Johnson, the earl gave her this valuable chair.”


  “Who was Mr. Johnson?” inquired Clara.


  “He was a gentleman of great wealth, who agreed with the Puritans in their religious opinions,” answered Grandfather. “And as his belief was the same as theirs, he resolved that he would live and die with them. Accordingly, in the month of April, 1630, he left his pleasant abode and all his comforts in England, and embarked, with Lady Arbella, on board of a ship bound for America.”


  As Grandfather was frequently impeded by the questions and observations of his young auditors, we deem it advisable to omit all such prattle as is not essential to the story. We have taken some pains to find out exactly what Grandfather said, and here offer to our readers, as nearly as possible in his own words, the story of the Lady Arbella.


  The ship in which Mr. Johnson and his lady embarked, taking Grandfather’s chair along with them, was called the Arbella, in honor of the lady herself. A fleet of ten or twelve vessels, with many hundred passengers, left England about the same time; for a multitude of people, who were discontented with the king’s government and oppressed by the bishops, were flocking over to the New World. One of the vessels in the fleet was that same Mayflower which had carried the Puritan Pilgrims to Plymouth. And now, my children, I would have you fancy yourselves in the cabin of the good ship Arbella; because, if you could behold the passengers aboard that vessel, you would feel what a blessing and honor it was for New England to have such settlers. They were the best men and women of their day.


  Among the passengers was John Winthrop, who had sold the estate of his forefathers, and was going to prepare a new home for his wife and children in the wilderness. He had the king’s charter in his keeping, and was appointed the first governor of Massachusetts. Imagine him a person of grave and benevolent aspect, dressed in a black velvet suit, with a broad ruff around his neck, and a peaked beard upon his chin. {Foot Note: There is a statue representing John Winthrop in Scollay Square in Boston. He holds the charter in his hand, and a Bible is under his arm.} There was likewise a minister of the gospel whom the English bishops had forbidden to preach, but who knew that he should have liberty both to preach and pray in the forests of America. He wore a black cloak, called a Geneva cloak, and had a black velvet cap, fitting close to his head, as was the fashion of almost all the Puritan clergymen. In their company came Sir Richard Saltonstall, who had been one of the five first projectors of the new colony. He soon returned to his native country. But his descendants still remain in New England; and the good old family name is as much respected in our days as it was in those of Sir Richard.


  Not only these, but several other men of wealth and pious ministers were in the cabin of the Arbella. One had banished himself forever from the old hall where his ancestors had lived for hundreds of years. Another had left his quiet parsonage, in a country town of England. Others had come from the Universities of Oxford or Cambridge, where they had gained great fame for their learning. And here they all were, tossing upon the uncertain and dangerous sea, and bound for a home that was more dangerous than even the sea itself. In the cabin, likewise, sat the Lady Arbella in her chair, with a gentle and sweet expression on her face, but looking too pale and feeble to endure the hardships of the wilderness.


  Every morning and evening the Lady Arbella gave up her great chair to one of the ministers, who took his place in it and read passages from the Bible to his companions. And thus, with prayers, and pious conversation, and frequent singing of hymns, which the breezes caught from their lips and scattered far over the desolate waves, they prosecuted their voyage, and sailed into the harbor of Salem in the month of June.


  At that period there were but six or eight dwellings in the town; and these were miserable hovels, with roofs of straw and wooden chimneys. The passengers in the fleet either built huts with bark and branches of trees, or erected tents of cloth till they could provide themselves with better shelter. Many of them went to form a settlement at Charlestown. It was thought fit that the Lady Arbella should tarry in Salem for a time; she was probably received as a guest into the family of John Endicott. He was the chief person in the plantation, and had the only comfortable house which the newcomers had beheld since they left England. So now, children, you must imagine Grandfather’s chair in the midst of a new scene.


  Suppose it a hot summer’s day, and the lattice-windows of a chamber in Mr. Endicott’s house thrown wide open. The Lady Arbella, looking paler than she did on shipboard, is sitting in her chair, and thinking mournfully of far-off England. She rises and goes to the window. There, amid patches Of garden ground and cornfield, she sees the few wretched hovels of the settlers, with the still ruder wigwams and cloth tents of the passengers who had arrived in the same fleet with herself. Far and near stretches the dismal forest of pine-trees, which throw their black shadows over the whole land, and likewise over the heart of this poor lady.


  All the inhabitants of the little village are busy. One is clearing a spot on the verge of the forest for his homestead; another is hewing the trunk of a fallen pine-tree, in order to build himself a dwelling; a third is hoeing in his field of Indian corn. Here comes a huntsman out of the woods, dragging a bear which he has shot, and shouting to the neighbors to lend him a hand. There goes a man to the seashore, with a spade and a bucket, to dig a mess of clams, which were a principal article of food with the first settlers. Scattered here and there are two or three dusky figures, clad in mantles of fur, with ornaments of bone hanging from their ears, and the feathers of wild birds in their coal-black hair. They have belts of shellwork slung across their shoulders, and are armed with bows and arrows, and flint-headed spears. These are an Indian sagamore and his attendants, who have come to gaze at the labors of the white men. And now rises a cry that a pack of wolves have seized a young calf in the pasture; and every man snatches up his gun or pike and runs in chase of the marauding beasts.


  Poor Lady Arbella watches all these sights, and feels that this New World is fit only for rough and hardy people. None should be here but those who can struggle with wild beasts and wild men, and can toil in the heat or cold, and can keep their hearts firm against all difficulties and dangers. But she is not of these. Her gentle and timid spirit sinks within her; and, turning away from the window, she sits down in the great chair and wonders whereabouts in the wilderness her friends will dig her grave.


  Mr. Johnson had gone, with Governor Winthrop and most of the other passengers, to Boston, where he intended to build a house for Lady Arbella and himself. Boston was then covered with wild woods, and had fewer inhabitants, even, than Salem. During her husband’s absence, poor Lady Arbella felt herself growing ill, and was hardly able to stir from the great chair. Whenever John Endicott noticed her despondency he doubtless addressed her with words of comfort. “Cheer up, my good lady!” he would say.


  “In a little time you will love this rude life of the wilderness as I do.” But Endicott’s heart was as bold and resolute as iron, and he could not understand why a woman’s heart should not be of iron too.


  Still, however, he spoke kindly to the lady, and then hastened forth to till his cornfield and set out fruit-trees, or to bargain with the Indians for furs, or perchance to oversee the building of a fort. Also, being a magistrate, he had often to punish some idler or evil doer, by ordering him to be set in the stocks or scourged at the whipping-post. Often, too, as was the custom of the times, he and Mr. Higginson, the minister of Salem, held long religious talks together. Thus John Endicott was a man of multifarious business, and had no time to look back regretfully to his native land. He felt himself fit for the New World and for the work that he had to do, and set himself resolutely to accomplish it.


  What a contrast, my dear children, between this bold, rough, active man, and the gentle Lady Arbella, who was fading away, like a pale English flower, in the shadow of the forest! And now the great chair was often empty, because Lady Arbella grew too weak to arise from bed.


  Meantime, her husband had pitched upon a spot for their new home. He returned from Boston to Salem, travelling through the woods on foot, and leaning on his pilgrim’s staff. His heart yearned within him; for he was eager to tell his wife of the new home which he had chosen. But when he beheld her pale and hollow cheek, and found how her strength was wasted, he must have known that her appointed home was in a better land. Happy for him then — happy both for him and her — if they remembered that there was a path to heaven, as well from this heathen wilderness as from the Christian land whence they had come. And so, in one short month from her arrival, the gentle Lady Arbella faded away and died. They dug a grave for her in the new soil, where the roots of the pine-trees impeded their spades; and when her bones had rested there nearly two hundred years, and a city had sprung up around them, a church of stone was built upon the spot.


  Charley, almost at the commencement of the foregoing narrative, had galloped away, with a prodigious clatter, upon Grandfather’s stick, and was not yet returned. So large a boy should have been ashamed to ride upon a stick. But Laurence and Clara had listened attentively, and were affected by this true story of the gentle lady who had come so far to die so soon. Grandfather had supposed that little Alice was asleep; but towards the close of the story, happening to look down upon her, he saw that her blue eyes were wide open, and fixed earnestly upon his face. The tears had gathered in them, like dew upon a delicate flower; but when Grandfather ceased to speak, the sunshine of her smile broke forth again.


  “Oh, the lady must have been so glad to get to heaven!” exclaimed little Alice. “Grandfather, what became of Mr. Johnson?” asked Clara.


  “His heart appears to have been quite broken,” answered Grandfather; “for he died at Boston within a month after the death of his wife. He was buried in the very same tract of ground where he had intended to build a dwelling for Lady Arbella and himself. Where their house would have stood, there was his grave.”


  “I never heard anything so melancholy,” said Clara.


  “The people loved and respected Mr. Johnson so much,” continued Grandfather, “that it was the last request of many of them, when they died, that they might be buried as near as possible to this good man’s grave. And so the field became the first burial ground in Boston. When you pass through Tremont Street, along by King’s Chapel, you see a burial-ground, containing many old gravestones and monuments. That was Mr. Johnson’s field.”


  “How sad is the thought,” observed Clara, “that one of the first things which the settlers had to do, when they came to the New World, was to set apart a burial-ground!”


  “Perhaps,” said Laurence, “if they had found no need of burial-grounds here, they would have been glad, after a few years, to go back to England.”


  Grandfather looked at Laurence, to discover whether he knew how profound and true a thing he had said.


  CHAPTER III. A RAINY DAY


  
    Table of Contents

  


  
    

  


  NOT long after Grandfather had told the story of his great chair, there chanced to be a rainy day. Our friend Charley, after disturbing the household with beat of drum and riotous shouts, races up and down the staircase, overturning of chairs, and much other uproar, began to feel the quiet and confinement within doors intolerable. But as the rain came down in a flood, the little fellow was hopelessly a prisoner, and now stood with sullen aspect at a window, wondering whether the sun itself were not extinguished by so much moisture in the sky.


  Charley had already exhausted the less eager activity of the other children; and they had betaken themselves to occupations that did not admit of his companionship. Laurence sat in a recess near the book-ease, reading, not for the first time, the Midsummer Night’s Dream. Clara was making a rosary of beads for a little figure of a Sister of Charity, who was to attend the Bunker Hill fair and lend her aid in erecting the Monument. Little Alice sat on Grandfather’s footstool, with a picture-book in her hand; and, for every picture, the child was telling Grandfather a story. She did not read from the book (for little Alice had not much skill in reading), but told the story out of her own heart and mind.


  Charley was too big a boy, of course, to care anything about little Alice’s stories, although Grandfather appeared to listen with a good deal of interest. Often in a young child’s ideas and fancies, there, is something which it requires the thought of a lifetime to comprehend. But Charley was of opinion that, if a story must be told, it had better be told by Grandfather than little Alice.


  “Grandfather, I want to hear more about your chair,” said he.


  Now, Grandfather remembered that Charley had galloped away upon a stick in the midst of the narrative of poor Lady Arbella, and I know not whether he would have thought it worth while to tell another story merely to gratify such an inattentive auditor as Charley. But Laurence laid down his book and seconded the request. Clara drew her chair nearer to Grandfather; and little Alice immediately closed her picture-book and looked up into his face. Grandfather had not the heart to disappoint them.


  He mentioned several persons who had a share in the settlement of our country, and who would be well worthy of remembrance, if we could find room to tell about them all. Among the rest, Grandfather spoke of the famous Hugh Peters, a minister of the gospel, who did much good to the inhabitants of Salem. Mr. Peters afterwards went back to England, and was chaplain to Oliver Cromwell; but Grandfather did not tell the children what became of this upright and zealous man at last. In fact, his auditors were growing impatient to hear more about the history of the chair.


  “After the death of Mr. Johnson,” said he, “Grandfather’s chair came into the possession of Roger Williams. He was a clergyman, who arrived at Salem, and settled there in 1631. Doubtless the good man has spent many a studious hour in this old chair, either penning a sermon or reading some abstruse book of theology, till midnight came upon him unawares. At that period, as there were few lamps or candles to be had, people used to read or work by the light of pitch-pine torches. These supplied the place of the ‘midnight oil’ to the learned men of New England.”


  Grandfather went on to talk about Roger Williams, and told the children several particulars, which we have not room to repeat.


  CHAPTER IV. TROUBLOUS TIMES
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  “ROGER WILLIAMS,” said Grandfather, “did not keep possession of the chair a great while. His opinions of civil and religious matters differed, in many respects, from those of the rulers and clergymen of Massachusetts. Now, the wise men of those days believed that the country could not be safe unless all the inhabitants thought and felt alike.”


  “Does anybody believe so in our days, Grandfather?” asked Lawrence.


  “Possibly there are some who believe it,” said Grandfather; “but they have not so much power to act upon their belief as the magistrates and ministers had in the days of Roger Williams. They had the power to deprive this good man of his home, and to send him out from the midst of them in search of a new place of rest. He was banished in 1634, and went first to Plymouth colony; but as the people there held the same opinions as those of Massachusetts, he was not suffered to remain among them. However, the wilderness was wide enough; so Roger Williams took his staff and travelled into the forest and made treaties with the Indians, and began a plantation which he called Providence.”


  “I have been to Providence on the railroad,” said Charley. “It is but a two-hours’ ride.”


  “Yes, Charley,” replied Grandfather; “but when Roger Williams travelled thither, over hills and valleys, and through the tangled woods, and across swamps and streams, it was a journey of several days. Well, his little plantation has now grown to be a populous city; and the inhabitants have a great veneration for Roger Williams. His name is familiar in the mouths of all, because they see it on their bank-bills. How it would have perplexed this good clergyman if he had been told that he should give his name to the ROGER WILLIAMS BANK!”


  “When he was driven from Massachusetts,” said Lawrence, “and began his journey into the woods, he must have felt as if he were burying himself forever from the sight and knowledge of men. Yet the whole country has now heard of him, and will remember him forever.”


  “Yes,” answered Grandfather; “it often happens that the outcasts of one generation are those who are reverenced as the wisest and best of men by the next. The securest fame is that which comes after a man’s death. But let us return to our story. When Roger Williams was banished, he appears to have given the chair to Mrs. Anne Hutchinson. At all events, it was in her possession in 1687. She was a very sharp-witted and well-instructed lady, and was so conscious of her own wisdom and abilities that she thought it a pity that the world should not have the benefit of them. She therefore used to hold lectures in Boston once or twice a week, at which most of the women attended. Mrs. Hutchinson presided at these meetings, sitting with great state and dignity in Grandfather’s chair.”


  “Grandfather, was it positively this very chair?” demanded Clara, laying her hand upon its carved elbow.


  “Why not, my dear Clara?” said Grandfather. “Well, Mrs. Hutchinson’s lectures soon caused a great disturbance; for the ministers of Boston did not think it safe and proper that a woman should publicly instruct the people in religious doctrines. Moreover, she made the matter worse by declaring that the Rev. Mr. Cotton was the only sincerely pious and holy clergyman in New England. Now, the clergy of those days had quite as much share in the government of the country, though indirectly, as the magistrates themselves; so you may imagine what a host of powerful enemies were raised up against Mrs. Hutchinson. A synod was convened; that is to say, an assemblage of all the ministers in Massachusetts. They declared that there were eighty-two erroneous opinions on religious subjects diffused among the people, and that Mrs. Hutchinson’s opinions were of the number.”


  “If they had eighty-two wrong opinions,” observed Charley, “I don’t see how they could have any right ones.”


  “Mrs. Hutchinson had many zealous friends and converts,” continued Grandfather. “She was favored by young Henry Vane, who had come over from England a year or two before, and had since been chosen governor of the colony, at the age of twenty-four. But Winthrop and most of the other leading men, as well as the ministers, felt an abhorrence of her doctrines. Thus two opposite parties were formed; and so fierce were the dissensions that it was feared the consequence would be civil war and bloodshed. But Winthrop and the ministers being the most powerful, they disarmed and imprisoned Mrs. Hutchinson’s adherents. She, like Roger Williams, was banished.”


  “Dear Grandfather, did they drive the poor woman into the woods?” exclaimed little Alice, who contrived to feel a human interest even in these discords of polemic divinity.


  “They did, my darling,” replied Grandfather; “and the end of her life was so sad you must not hear it. At her departure, it appears, from the best authorities, that she gave the great Chair to her friend Henry Vane. He was a young man of wonderful talents and great learning, who had imbibed the religious opinions of the Puritans, and left England with the intention of spending his life in Massachusetts. The people chose him governor; but the controversy about Mrs. Hutchinson, and other troubles, caused him to leave country in 1637. You may read the subsequent events of his life in the History of England.”


  “Yes, Grandfather,” cried Laurence; “and we may read them better in Mr. Upham’s biography of Vane. And what a beautiful death he died, long afterwards! beautiful, though it was on a scaffold.”


  “Many of the most beautiful deaths have been there,” said Grandfather. “The enemies of a great and good man can in no other way make him so glorious as by giving him the crown of martyrdom.”


  In order that the children might fully understand the all-important history of the chair, Grandfather now thought fit to speak of the progress that was made in settling several colonies. The settlement of Plymouth, in 1620, has already been mentioned. In 1635 Mr. Hooker and Mr. Stone, two ministers, went on foot from Massachusetts to Connecticut, through the pathless woods, taking their whole congregation along with them. They founded the town of Hartford. In 1638 Mr. Davenport, a very celebrated minister, went, with other people, and began a plantation at New Haven. In the same year, some persons who had been persecuted in Massachusetts went to the Isle of Rhodes, since called Rhode Island, and settled there. About this time, also, many settlers had gone to Maine, and were living without any regular government. There were likewise settlers near Piscataqua River, in the region which is now called New Hampshire.


  Thus, at various points along the coast of New England, there were communities of Englishmen. Though these communities were independent of one another, yet they had a common dependence upon England; and, at so vast a distance from their native home, the inhabitants must all have felt like brethren. They were fitted to become one united People at a future period. Perhaps their feelings of brotherhood were the stronger because different nations had formed settlements to the north and to the south. In Canada and Nova Scotia were colonies of French. On the banks of the Hudson River was a colony of Dutch, who had taken possession of that region many years before, and called it New Netherlands.


  Grandfather, for aught I know, might have gone on to speak of Maryland and Virginia; for the good old gentleman really seemed to suppose that the whole surface of the United States was not too broad a foundation to place the four legs of his chair upon. But, happening to glance at Charley, he perceived that this naughty boy was growing impatient and meditating another ride upon a stick. So here, for the present, Grandfather suspended the history of his chair.


  CHAPTER V. THE GOVERNMENT OF NEW ENGLAND
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  The children had now learned to look upon the chair with an interest which was almost the same as if it were a conscious being, and could remember the many famous people whom it had held within its arms.


  Even Charley, lawless as he was, seemed to feel that this venerable chair must not be clambered upon nor overturned, although he had no scruple in taking such liberties With every other chair in the house. Clara treated it with still greater reverence, often taking occasion to smooth its cushion, and to brush the dust from the carved flowers and grotesque figures of its oaken back and arms. Laurence would sometimes sit a whole hour, especially at twilight, gazing at the chair, and, by the spell of his imaginations, summoning up its ancient occupants to appear in it again.


  Little Alice evidently employed herself in a similar way; for once when Grandfather had gone abroad, the child was heard talking with the gentle Lady Arbella, as if she were still sitting in the chair. So sweet a child as little Alice may fitly talk with angels, such as the Lady Arbella had long since become.


  Grandfather was soon importuned for more stories about the chair. He had no difficulty in relating them; for it really seemed as if every person noted in our early history had, on some occasion or other, found repose within its comfortable arms. If Grandfather took pride in anything, it was in being the possessor of such an honorable and historic elbow-chair.


  “I know not precisely who next got possession of the chair after Governor Vane went back to England,” said Grandfather. “But there is reason to believe that President Dunster sat in it, when he held the first Commencement at Harvard College. You have often heard, children, how careful our forefathers were to give their young people a good education. They had scarcely cut down trees enough to make room for their own dwellings before they began to think of establishing a college. Their principal object was, to rear up pious and learned ministers; and hence old writers call Harvard College a school of the prophets.”


  “Is the college a school of the prophets now?” asked Charley.


  “It is a long while since I took my degree, Charley. You must ask some of the recent graduates,” answered Grandfather. “As I was telling you, President Dunster sat in Grandfather’s chair in 1642, when he conferred the degree of bachelor of arts on nine young men. They were the first in America who had received that honor. And now, my dear auditors, I must confess that there are contradictory statements and some uncertainty about the adventures of the chair for a period of almost ten years. Some say that it was occupied by your own ancestor, William Hawthorne, first speaker of the House of Representatives. I have nearly satisfied myself, however, that, during most of this questionable period, it was literally the chair of state. It gives me much pleasure to imagine that several successive governors of Massachusetts sat in it at the council board.”


  “But, Grandfather,” interposed Charley, who was a matter-of-fact little person, “what reason have you, to imagine so?”


  “Pray do imagine it, Grandfather,” said Laurence.


  “With Charley’s permission, I will,” replied Grandfather, smiling. “Let us consider it settled, therefore, that Winthrop, Bellingham, Dudley, and Endicott, each of them, when chosen governor, took his seat in our great chair on election day. In this chair, likewise, did those excellent governors preside while holding consultations with the chief councillors of the province, who were styled assistants. The governor sat in this chair, too, whenever messages were brought to him from the chamber of representatives.”


  And here Grandfather took occasion to talk rather tediously about the nature and forms of government that established themselves, almost spontaneously, in Massachusetts and the other New England colonies. Democracies were the natural growth of the New World. As to Massachusetts, it was at first intended that the colony should be governed by a council in London. But in a little while the people had the whole power in their own hands, and chose annually the governor, the councillors, and the representatives. The people of Old England had never enjoyed anything like the liberties and privileges which the settlers of New England now possessed. And they did not adopt these modes of government after long study, but in simplicity, as if there were no other way for people to be ruled.


  “But, Laurence,” continued Grandfather, “when you want instruction on these points, you must seek it in Mr. Bancroft’s History. I am merely telling the history of a chair. To proceed. The period during which the governors sat in our chair was not very full of striking incidents. The province was now established on a secure foundation; but it did not increase so rapidly as at first, because the Puritans were no longer driven from England by persecution. However, there was still a quiet and natural growth. The Legislature incorporated towns, and made new purchases of lands from the Indians. A very memorable event took place in 1643. The colonies of Massachusetts, Plymouth, Connecticut, and New Haven formed a union, for the purpose of assisting each other in difficulties, for mutual defence against their enemies. They called themselves the United Colonies of New England.”


  “Were they under a government like that of the United States?” inquired Laurence.


  “No,” replied Grandfather; “the different colonies did not compose one nation together; it was merely a confederacy among the governments: It somewhat resembled the league of the Amphictyons, which you remember in Grecian history. But to return to our chair. In 1644 it was highly honored; for Governor Endicott sat in it when he gave audience to an ambassador from the French governor of Acadia, or Nova Scotia. A treaty of peace between Massachusetts and the French colony was then signed.”


  “Did England allow Massachusetts to make war and peace with foreign countries?” asked Laurence.


  “Massachusetts and the whole of New England was then almost independent of the mother country,” said Grandfather. “There was now a civil war in England; and the king, as you may well suppose, had his hands full at home, and could pay but little attention to these remote colonies. When the Parliament got the power into their hands, they likewise had enough to do in keeping down the Cavaliers. Thus New England, like a young and hardy lad whose father and mother neglect it, was left to take care of itself. In 1649 King Charles was beheaded. Oliver Cromwell then became Protector of England; and as he was a Puritan himself, and had risen by the valor of the English Puritans, he showed himself a loving and indulgent father to the Puritan colonies in America.”


  Grandfather might have continued to talk in this dull manner nobody knows how long; but suspecting that Charley would find the subject rather dry, he looked sidewise at that vivacious little fellow, and saw him give an involuntary yawn. Whereupon Grandfather proceeded with the history of the chair, and related a very entertaining incident, which will be found in the next chapter.
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