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About Hawthorne:

Nathaniel Hawthorne was born on July 4, 1804, in Salem,
Massachusetts, where his birthplace is now a museum. William
Hathorne, who emigrated from England in 1630, was the first of
Hawthorne's ancestors to arrive in the colonies. After arriving,
William persecuted Quakers. William's son John Hathorne was one of
the judges who oversaw the Salem Witch Trials. (One theory is that
having learned about this, the author added the "w" to his surname
in his early twenties, shortly after graduating from college.)
Hawthorne's father, Nathaniel Hathorne, Sr., was a sea captain who
died in 1808 of yellow fever, when Hawthorne was only four years
old, in Raymond, Maine. Hawthorne attended Bowdoin College at the
expense of an uncle from 1821 to 1824, befriending classmates Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow and future president Franklin Pierce. While
there he joined the Delta Kappa Epsilon fraternity. Until the
publication of his Twice-Told Tales in 1837, Hawthorne wrote in the
comparative obscurity of what he called his "owl's nest" in the
family home. As he looked back on this period of his life, he
wrote: "I have not lived, but only dreamed about living." And yet
it was this period of brooding and writing that had formed, as
Malcolm Cowley was to describe it, "the central fact in Hawthorne's
career," his "term of apprenticeship" that would eventually result
in the "richly meditated fiction." Hawthorne was hired in 1839 as a
weigher and gauger at the Boston Custom House. He had become
engaged in the previous year to the illustrator and
transcendentalist Sophia Peabody. Seeking a possible home for
himself and Sophia, he joined the transcendentalist utopian
community at Brook Farm in 1841; later that year, however, he left
when he became dissatisfied with farming and the experiment. (His
Brook Farm adventure would prove an inspiration for his novel The
Blithedale Romance.) He married Sophia in 1842; they moved to The
Old Manse in Concord, Massachusetts, where they lived for three
years. There he wrote most of the tales collected in Mosses from an
Old Manse. Hawthorne and his wife then moved to Salem and later to
the Berkshires, returning in 1852 to Concord and a new home The
Wayside, previously owned by the Alcotts. Their neighbors in
Concord included Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David Thoreau. Like
Hawthorne, Sophia was a reclusive person. She was bedridden with
headaches until her sister introduced her to Hawthorne, after which
her headaches seem to have abated. The Hawthornes enjoyed a long
marriage, often taking walks in the park. Sophia greatly admired
her husband's work. In one of her journals, she writes: "I am
always so dazzled and bewildered with the richness, the depth, the…
jewels of beauty in his productions that I am always looking
forward to a second reading where I can ponder and muse and fully
take in the miraculous wealth of thoughts." In 1846, Hawthorne was
appointed surveyor (determining the quantity and value of imported
goods) at the Salem Custom House. Like his earlier appointment to
the custom house in Boston, this employment was vulnerable to the
politics of the spoils system. A Democrat, Hawthorne lost this job
due to the change of administration in Washington after the
presidential election of 1848. Hawthorne's career as a novelist was
boosted by The Scarlet Letter in 1850, in which the preface refers
to his three-year tenure in the Custom House at Salem. The House of
the Seven Gables (1851) and The Blithedale Romance (1852) followed
in quick succession. In 1852, he wrote the campaign biography of
his old friend Franklin Pierce. With Pierce's election as
president, Hawthorne was rewarded in 1853 with the position of
United States consul in Liverpool. In 1857, his appointment ended
and the Hawthorne family toured France and Italy. They returned to
The Wayside in 1860, and that year saw the publication of The
Marble Faun. Failing health (which biographer Edward Miller
speculates was stomach cancer) prevented him from completing
several more romances. Hawthorne died in his sleep on May 19, 1864,
in Plymouth, New Hampshire while on a tour of the White Mountains
with Pierce. He was buried in Sleepy Hollow Cemetery, Concord,
Massachusetts. Wife Sophia and daughter Una were originally buried
in England. However, in June 2006, they were re-interred in plots
adjacent to Nathaniel. Nathaniel and Sophia Hawthorne had three
children: Una, Julian, and Rose. Una was a victim of mental illness
and died young. Julian moved out west, served a jail term for
embezzlement and wrote a book about his father. Rose married George
Parsons Lathrop and they became Roman Catholics. After George's
death, Rose became a Dominican nun. She founded the Dominican
Sisters of Hawthorne to care for victims of incurable cancer.









What a singular moment is the first one, when you have hardly
begun to recollect yourself, after starting from midnight slumber!
By unclosing your eyes so suddenly you seem to have surprised the
personages of your dream in full convocation round your bed, and
catch one broad glance at them before they can flit into obscurity.
Or, to vary the metaphor, you find yourself for a single instant
wide awake in that realm of illusions whither sleep has been the
passport, and behold its ghostly inhabitants and wondrous scenery
with a perception of their strangeness such as you never attain
while the dream is undisturbed. The distant sound of a church-clock
is borne faintly on the wind. You question with yourself, half
seriously, whether it has stolen to your waking ear from some gray
tower that stood within the precincts of your dream. While yet in
suspense another clock flings its heavy clang over the slumbering
town with so full and distinct a sound, and such a long murmur in
the neighboring air, that you are certain it must proceed from the
steeple at the nearest corner; You count the strokes—one, two; and
there they cease with a booming sound like the gathering of a third
stroke within the bell.

If you could choose an hour of wakefulness out of the whole
night, it would be this. Since your sober bedtime, at eleven, you
have had rest enough to take off the pressure of yesterday's
fatigue, while before you, till the sun comes from "Far Cathay" to
brighten your window, there is almost the space of a summer
night—one hour to be spent in thought with the mind's eye half
shut, and two in pleasant dreams, and two in that strangest of
enjoyments the forgetfulness alike of joy and woe. The moment of
rising belongs to another period of time, and appears so distant
that the plunge out of a warm bed into the frosty air cannot yet be
anticipated with dismay. Yesterday has already vanished among the
shadows of the past; to-morrow has not yet emerged from the future.
You have found an intermediate space where the business of life
does not intrude, where the passing moment lingers and becomes
truly the present; a spot where Father Time, when he thinks nobody
is watching him, sits down by the wayside to take breath. Oh that
he would fall asleep and let mortals live on without growing
older!

Hitherto you have lain perfectly still, because the slightest
motion would dissipate the fragments of your slumber. Now, being
irrevocably awake, you peep through the half-drawn window-curtain,
and observe that the glass is ornamented with fanciful devices in
frost-work, and that each pane presents something like a frozen
dream. There will be time enough to trace out the analogy while
waiting the summons to breakfast. Seen through the clear portion of
the glass where the silvery mountain-peaks of the frost-scenery do
not ascend, the most conspicuous object is the steeple
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