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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.









Cadmus, Phoenix, and Cilix, the three sons of King Agenor, and
their little sister Europa (who was a very beautiful child), were
at play together near the seashore in their father's kingdom of
Phoenicia. They had rambled to some distance from the palace where
their parents dwelt, and were now in a verdant meadow, on one side
of which lay the sea, all sparkling and dimpling in the sunshine,
and murmuring gently against the beach. The three boys were very
happy, gathering flowers, and twining them into garlands, with
which they adorned the little Europa. Seated on the grass, the
child was almost hidden under an abundance of buds and blossoms,
whence her rosy face peeped merrily out, and, as Cadmus said, was
the prettiest of all the flowers.

Just then, there came a splendid butterfly, fluttering along the
meadow; and Cadmus, Phoenix, and Cilix set off in pursuit of it,
crying out that it was a flower with wings. Europa, who was a
little wearied with playing all day long, did not chase the
butterfly with her brothers, but sat still where they had left her,
and closed her eyes. For a while, she listened to the pleasant
murmur of the sea, which was like a voice saying "Hush!" and
bidding her go to sleep. But the pretty child, if she slept at all,
could not have slept more than a moment, when she heard something
trample on the grass, not far from her, and, peeping out from the
heap of flowers, beheld a snow-white bull.

And whence could this bull have com ? Europa and her
brothers had been a long time playing in the meadow, and had seen
no cattle, nor other living thing, either there or on the
neighboring hills.

"Brother Cadmus!" cried Europa, starting up out of the midst of
the roses and lilies. "Phoenix! Cilix! Where are you all? Help!
Help! Come and drive away this bull!"

But her brothers were too far off to hear; especially as the
fright took away Europa's voice, and hindered her from calling very
loudly. So there she stood, with her pretty mouth wide open, as
pale as the white lilies that were twisted among the other flowers
in her garlands.

Nevertheless, it was the suddenness with which she had perceived
the bull, rather than anything frightful in his appearance, that
caused Europa so much alarm. On looking at him more attentively,
she began to see that he was a beautiful animal, and even fancied a
particularly amiable expression in his face. As for his breath—the
breath of cattle, you know, is always sweet—it was as fragrant as
if he had been grazing on no other food than rosebuds, or at least,
the most delicate of clover blossoms. Never before did a bull have
such bright and tender eyes, and such smooth horns of ivory, as
this one. And the bull ran little races, and capered sportively
around the child; so that she quite forgot how big and strong he
was, and, from the gentleness and playfulness of his actions, soon
came to consider him as innocent a creature as a pet lamb.

Thus, frightened as she at first was, you might by and by have
seen Europa stroking the bull's forehead with her small white hand,
and taking the garlands off her own head to hang them on his neck
and ivory horns. Then she pulled up some blades of grass, and he
ate them out of her hand, not as if he were hungry, but because he
wanted to be friends with the child, and took pleasure in eating
what she had touched. Well, my stars! was there ever such a gentle,
sweet, pretty, and amiable creature as this bull, and ever such a
nice playmate for a little girl?

When the animal saw (for the bull had so much intelligence that
it is really wonderful to think of), when he saw that Europa was no
longer afraid of him, he grew overjoyed, and could hardly contain
himself for delight. He frisked about the meadow, now here, now
there, making sprightly leaps, with as little effort as a bird
expends in hopping from twig to twig. Indeed, his motion was as
light as if he were flying through the air, and his hoofs seemed
hardly to leave their print in the grassy soil over which he trod.
With his spotless hue, he resembled a snow drift, wafted along by
the wind. Once he galloped so far away that Europa feared lest she
might never see him again; so, setting up her childish voice,
called him back.

"Come back, pretty creature!" she cried. "Here is a nice clover
blossom."

And then it was delightful to witness the gratitude of this
amiable bull, and how he was so full of joy and thankfulness that
he capered higher than ever. He came running, and bowed his head
before Europa, as if he knew her to be a king's daughter, or else
recognized the important truth that a little girl is everybody's
queen. And not only did the bull bend his neck, he absolutely knelt
down at her feet, and made such intelligent nods, and other
inviting gestures, that Europa understood what he meant just as
well as if he had put it in so many words.

"Come, dear child," was what he wanted to say, "let me give you
a ride on my back."

At the first thought of such a thing, Europa drew back. But then
she considered in her wise little head that there could be no
possible harm in taking just one gallop on the back of this docile
and friendly animal, who would certainly set her down the very
instant she desired it. And how it would surprise her brothers to
see her riding across the green meadow! And what merry times they
might have, either taking turns for a gallop, or clambering on the
gentle creature, all four children together, and careering round
the field with shouts of laughter that would be heard as far off as
King Agenor's palace!

"I think I will do it," said the child to herself.

And, indeed, why not? She cast a glance around, and caught a
glimpse of Cadmus, Phoenix, and Cilix, who were still in pursuit of
the butterfly, almost at the other end of the meadow. It would be
the quickest way of rejoining them, to get upon the white bull's
back. She came a step nearer to him therefore; and—sociable
creature that he was—he showed so much joy at this mark of her
confidence, that the child could not find in her heart to hesitate
any longer. Making one bound (for this little princess was as
active as a squirrel), there sat Europa on the beautiful bull,
holding an ivory horn in each hand, lest she should fall off.

"Softly, pretty bull, softly!" she said, rather frightened at
what she had done. "Do not gallop too fast."

Having got the child on his back, the animal gave a leap into
the air, and came down so like a feather that Europa did not know
when his hoofs touched the ground. He then began a race to that
part of the flowery plain where her three brothers were, and where
they had just caught their splendid butterfly. Europa screamed with
delight; and Phoenix, Cilix, and Cadmus stood gaping at the
spectacle of their sister mounted on a white bull, not knowing
whether
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