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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.









Passing a summer several years since at Edgartown, on the island
of Martha's Vineyard, I became acquainted with a certain carver of
tombstones who had travelled and voyaged thither from the interior
of Massachusetts in search of professional employment. The
speculation had turned out so successful that my friend expected to
transmute slate and marble into silver and gold to the amount of at
least a thousand dollars during the few months of his sojourn at
Nantucket and the Vineyard. The secluded life and the simple and
primitive spirit which still characterizes the inhabitants of those
islands, especially of Martha's Vineyard, insure their dead friends
a longer and dearer remembrance than the daily novelty and
revolving bustle of the world can elsewhere afford to beings of the
past. Yet, while every family is anxious to erect a memorial to its
departed members, the untainted breath of Ocean bestows such health
and length of days upon the people of the isles as would cause a
melancholy dearth of business to a resident artist in that line.
His own monument, recording his decease by starvation, would
probably be an early specimen of his skill. Gravestones, therefore,
have generally been an article of imported merchandise.

In my walks through the burial-ground of Edgartown—where the
dead have lain so long that the soil, once enriched by their decay,
has returned to its original barrenness—in that ancient
burial-ground I noticed much variety of monumental sculpture. The
elder stones, dated a century back or more, have borders
elaborately carved with flowers and are adorned with a multiplicity
of death's-heads, crossbones, scythes, hour-glasses, and other
lugubrious emblems of mortality, with here and there a winged
cherub to direct the mourner's spirit upward. These productions of
Gothic taste must have been quite beyond the colonial skill of the
day, and were probably carved in London and brought across the
ocean to commemorate the defunct worthies of this lonely isle. The
more recent monuments are mere slabs of slate in the ordinary
style, without any superfluous flourishes to set off the bald
inscriptions. But others—and those far the most impressive both to
my taste and feelings—were roughly hewn from the gray rocks of the
island, evidently by the unskilled hands of surviving friends and
relatives. On some there were merely the initials of a name; some
were inscribed with misspelt prose or rhyme, in deep letters which
the moss and wintry rain of many years had not been able to
obliterate. These, these were graves where loved ones slept. It is
an old theme of satire, the falsehood and vanity of monumental
eulogies; but when affection and sorrow grave the letters with
their own painful labor, then we may be sure that they copy from
the record on their hearts.

My acquaintance the sculptor—he may share that title with
Greenough, since the dauber of signs is a painter as well as
Raphael—had found a ready market for all his blank slabs of marble
and full occupation in lettering and ornamenting them. He was an
elderly man, a descendant of the old Puritan family of
Wigglesworth, with a certain simplicity and singleness both of
heart and mind which, methinks, is more rarely found among us
Yankees than in any other community of people. In spite of his gray
head and wrinkled brow, he was quite like a child in all matters
save what had some reference to his own business; he seemed, unless
my fancy misled me, to view mankind in no other relation than as
people in want of tombstones, and his literary attainments
evidently comprehended very little either of prose of poetry which
had not at one time or other been inscribed on slate or marble. His
sole task and office among the immortal pilgrims of the tomb—the
duty for which Providence had sent the old man into the world, as
it were with a chisel in his hand—was to label the dead bodies,
lest their names should be forgotten at the resurrection. Yet he
had not failed, within a narrow scope, to gather a few sprigs of
earthly, and more than earthly, wisdom—the harvest of many a grave.
And, lugubrious as his calling might appear, he was as cheerful an
old soul as health and integrity and lack of care could make him,
and used to set to work upon one sorrowful inscription or another
with that sort of spirit which impels a man to sing at his labor.
On the whole, I found Mr. Wigglesworth an entertaining, and often
instructive, if not an interesting, character; and, partly for the
charm of his society, and still more because his work has an
invariable attraction for "man that is born of woman," I was
accustomed to spend some hours a day at his workshop. The
quaintness of his remarks and their not infrequent truth—a truth
condensed and pointed by the limited sphere of his view—gave a
raciness to his talk which mere worldliness and general cultivation
would at once have destroyed.

Sometimes we would discuss the respective merits of the various
qualities of marble, numerous slabs of which were resting against
the walls of the shop, or sometimes an hour or two would pass
quietly without a word on either side while I watched how neatly
his chisel struck out letter after letter of the names of the
Nortons, the Mayhews, the Luces, the Daggets, and other immemorial
families of the Vineyard. Often with an artist's pride the good old
sculptor would speak of favorite productions of his skill which
were scattered throughout the village graveyards of New England.
But my chief and most instructive amusement was to witness his
interviews with his customers, who held interminable consultations
about the form and fashion of the desired monuments, the buried
excellence to be commemorated, the anguish to be expressed, and
finally the lowest price in dollars and cents for which a marble
transcript of their feelings might be obtained. Really, my mind
received many fresh ideas which perhaps may remain in it even
longer than Mr. Wigglesworth's hardest marble will retain the
deepest strokes of his chisel.

An elderly lady came to bespeak a monument for her first love,
who had been killed by a whale in the Pacific Ocean no less than
forty years before. It was singular that so strong an impression of
early feeling should have survived through the changes of her
subsequent life, in the course of which she had been a wife and a
mother, and, so far as I could judge, a comfortable and happy
woman. Reflecting within myself, it appeared to me that this
lifelong sorrow—as, in all good faith, she deemed it—was one of the
most fortunate circumstances of her history. It had given an
ideality to her mind; it had kept her purer and less earthy than
she would otherwise have been by drawing a portion of her
sympathies apart from earth. Amid the throng of enjoyments and the
pressure of worldly care and all the warm materialism of this life
she had communed with a vision, and had been the better for such
intercourse. Faithful to the husband of her maturity, and loving
him with a far more real affection than she ever could have felt
for this dream of her girlhood, there had still been an imaginative
faith to the ocean-buried; so that an ordinary character had thus
been elevated and refined. Her sighs had
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