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    Curatorial Vision
This volume assembles Nathaniel Hawthorne's short prose across his career: Twice-Told Tales; The Whole History of Grandfather's Chair; Biographical Stories; Mosses from an Old Manse; The Snow Image and Other Twice Told Tales; A Wonder Book For Girls and Boys; Tanglewood Tales For Girls and Boys; The Dolliver Romance and Other Pieces; and Sketches in Magazines. It places these alongside the biographical sketch by George Parsons Lathrop and major assessments by Edgar Allan Poe, Henry James Jr., George E. Woodberry, George William Curtis, Leslie Stephen, and William B. Cairns. Together they present Hawthorne's evolving art, moral inquiry, historical imagination, and mythic play in a single, dialogic space.
At the core lies a continuous meditation on conscience, secrecy, and the costs of public identity. From The Minister's Black Veil and Young Goodman Brown to The Gray Champion and Howe's Masquerade, Hawthorne returns to masks, ceremonies, and the burden of communal memory. Scientific and social experiments—The Birth-mark, Rappaccini's Daughter, Dr. Heidegger's Experiment—probe knowledge hardened into obsession. Satiric allegories such as Earth's Holocaust and The Celestial Rail-road scrutinize reform and progress, while P.'s Correspondence and The Hall of Fantasy test the uses of imagination. The selection foregrounds these interlocking concerns, revealing an author preoccupied with the moral weather of modern life.
This gathering traces Hawthorne's evolution from youthful experiments to seasoned mastery across varied forms. Early pieces such as My Kinsman, Major Molineux, The Wives of the Dead, Sketches from Memory, and Passages from a Relinquished Work stand beside reflective touchstones like The Old Manse. Later, the mythic retellings in A Wonder Book For Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales For Girls and Boys expand his allegorical method into a playful register, while The Snow Image and Other Twice Told Tales refines his mature voice. The Whole History of Grandfather's Chair and Biographical Stories reveal his civic pedagogy within the same imaginative orbit.
Unlike single cycles, this collection juxtaposes the speculative, the historical, the domestic, the fragmentary, and the fable side-by-side. The presence of Legends of the Province House and Endicott and the Red Cross near studies of craft and obsession such as Drowne's Wooden Image and The Artist of the Beautiful invites cross-reading. Magazine portraits, including Sir William Phips, Sir William Pepperell, Mrs. Hutchinson, and Jonathan Cilley, converse with allegorical panoramas like Main-street. Critical essays and Lathrop's biographical sketch amplify these conversations, situating the tales within ongoing argument rather than an isolated showcase, and underscoring breadth as well as continuity.
Thematic & Aesthetic Interplay
Across the volume, images recur and answer one another. The Minister's Black Veil stages concealment's moral leverage; Monsieur du Miroir literalizes self-division; Egotism; or, The Bosom-Serpent coils inward shame into a living emblem. Masks and pageantry dominate Howe's Masquerade, while the enduring promise of character is tested in The Great Stone Face. Such figures migrate between somber inquiry and playful fable, revealing Hawthorne's habit of refining a symbol through multiple contexts. They generate a conversation about sincerity and performance, privacy and exposure, that persists whether the scene is a village meetinghouse, a festal hall, or a mountain pass.
History is both source and stage for moral theater. Endicott and the Red Cross, The Gray Champion, and My Kinsman, Major Molineux dramatize authority's rites and ruptures, while Legends of the Province House—Howe's Masquerade, Edward Randolph's Portrait, Lady Eleanore's Mantle, Old Esther Dudley—contemplates decline and remembrance. Main-street turns the thoroughfare into panorama; Old Ticonderoga registers military memory; the magazine sketches Sir William Phips, Sir William Pepperell, Mrs. Hutchinson, and Jonathan Cilley sharpen biographical profiles. Read together, these works modulate between emblem and anecdote, national tableau and intimate vignette, converting historical detail into ethical resonance.
Another dialogue unfolds between experiment, craft, and enchantment. The Birth-mark and Rappaccini's Daughter question mastery over life; Dr. Heidegger's Experiment toys with time and desire. The Artist of the Beautiful and Drowne's Wooden Image weigh beauty's autonomy against social utility, while Feathertop animates artifice to expose moral vision. Satiric panoramas—Earth's Holocaust, The Celestial Rail-road, The Intelligence Office, The Hall of Fantasy—rehearse sweeping schemes to perfect society, only to uncover stubborn paradox. In these crossings, the maker, the reformer, and the dreamer mirror one another, their pursuits shading from noble aspiration to coercive certainty.
Light and shadow intensify one another across the children's myths and the graver romances. The Gorgon's Head, The Golden Touch, The Paradise Of Children, The Three Golden Apples, The Miraculous Pitcher, The Chimaera, The Minotaur, Circe's Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, and The Golden Fleece delight in metamorphosis while modeling discernment. Set against Young Goodman Brown, Roger Malvin's Burial, Ethan Brand, The Man of Adamant, and The Wives of the Dead, they refract severity into wonder. Critical perspectives in the volume—Poe's review and essays by Henry James Jr., George E. Woodberry, George William Curtis, Leslie Stephen, and William B. Cairns—clarify this tonal counterpoint.
Enduring Impact & Critical Reception
These stories remain vital because they articulate tensions between private conscience and public spectacle, between innovation and humility, between inherited legend and personal choice. The Minister's Black Veil, Main-street, and Legends of the Province House frame the pressures of visibility and authority; The Birth-mark, The Artist of the Beautiful, and The Celestial Rail-road interrogate the ethics of improvement; the wonder tales tutor imagination without abandoning doubt. Read together, they model a rigorous, humane skepticism that speaks across eras, inviting ethical reflection grounded in narrative pleasure, ambiguity, and the durable charge of symbol.
Critical reception, represented here by commentary from Edgar Allan Poe and Henry James Jr., established touchstones for approaching Hawthorne's method and tone. Poe's Review of Twice Told Tales underscores unity and effect, while Hawthorne by Henry James Jr. considers fable and setting. George E. Woodberry, George Parsons Lathrop, George William Curtis, Leslie Stephen, and William B. Cairns extend this conversation, tracing themes, temperament, and technique across the tales. Together these writings do not fix meaning but illuminate recurrent problems, calibrating attention to style, symbol, and moral perspective. They also situate these works within a national imaginary shaped by history, conscience, and myth.
Hawthorne's figures have entered common currency, sustaining adaptations, citations, and reinventions across media. The black veil, the maypole at Merry Mount, the Great Carbuncle, the snow image, and the Great Stone Face recur as emblems of secrecy, festivity, desire, transience, and aspiration. Historical tableaux—Legends of the Province House, Main-street—shape visualizations of the past, while the mythic sequences in A Wonder Book For Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales For Girls and Boys continue to inspire retelling. This persistent afterlife reflects a style that balances clarity and enigma, inviting new contexts to test and refresh the tales' ethical pressure.
Finally, the range on display—tales, sketches, historical portraits, children's myths, and critical reflections—restores Hawthorne's short prose to the breadth of its practice. Pieces such as Fragments from the Journal of a Solitary Man, The Story Teller, My Visit to Niagara, and An Ontario Steam-Boat situate the fictions within lived observation. Lathrop's biographical sketch and the essays by Edgar Allan Poe, Henry James Jr., George E. Woodberry, George William Curtis, Leslie Stephen, and William B. Cairns offer context without closure. The result is a sustained conversation in which imagination, conscience, and history meet and transform one another.
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    Socio-Political Landscape
Spanning the 1830s through the 1860s, the works gathered here emerge from a United States unsettled by democratization, economic volatility, and the moral aftershocks of a Puritan past. Twice-Told Tales and Mosses from an Old Manse crystallize tensions between inherited authority and new popular energies. The Snow-Image and Other Twice Told Tales registers domestic ideals under strain. Fragments printed posthumously in The Dolliver Romance and Other Pieces appear amid the national crisis of the early 1860s. Across the collection, New England’s religious memory, municipal life, and emerging mass politics furnish the stages on which individual conscience meets institutions, custom, and crowd.
The colonial and provincial past is a persistent arena for examining legitimacy and dissent. Legends of the Province House stages debates about monarchy, loyalty, and public spectacle. Endicott and the Red Cross and Mrs. Hutchinson return to seventeenth-century Puritan rule to weigh law, zeal, and conscience. My Kinsman, Major Molineux dramatizes popular justice and the ambiguities of mob power in an imperial town. Sir William Phips and related sketches treat governance, ambition, and social mobility in a world where authority traveled from London but had to be performed on New England streets and in meetinghouses.
War and memory press upon civic identity. Old Ticonderoga and Sir William Pepperell evoke frontier warfare and imperial rivalry, while Howe’s Masquerade reflects on costume, pageantry, and the theatricality of power in a colony on the cusp of revolution. The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair and Biographical Stories teach national lineage by threading biography with moral example. Such works frame republican virtue as a historical inheritance to be examined rather than assumed. Battles and treaties are less the focus than the afterlife of conflict in ceremonies, legends, and the habits of citizens recalling—and repurposing—their ancestors’ trials.
The reform decades form a crucial backdrop. The Shaker Bridal considers celibate communalism as a challenge to family norms. Earth’s Holocaust imagines the purgation of social abuses to test the premises and limits of reform. Main-street surveys a town’s parade of types and enterprises, registering temperance, commerce, and municipal order. A Good Man’s Miracle situates piety within a culture of public benevolence. The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle glances at domestic sentiment against philanthropic and pedagogical ideals. Throughout, the works weigh zeal against prudence, asking what kind of improvement a republic can bear without imperiling its moral center.
Industrialization and mobility supply both marvels and dislocations. The Celestial Rail-road satirizes the promise of easy transit—moral and material—through machinery. An Ontario Steam-Boat records social mixing and the choreography of new conveyance. A Visit to the Clerk of the Weather and The Intelligence Office imagine bureaucracies of nature and knowledge, questioning information systems in an age of statistics. Sights from a Steeple and Main-street convert urban vistas into social analysis. Technology changes timing, scale, and publicity; these pieces explore how speed, crowds, and networks reshape private intention, public ritual, and the very way communities see themselves.
Politics intrudes pointedly. Jonathan Cilley memorializes a congressional duel, exposing how honor codes and party conflict distort republican ideals. A Rill from the Town Pump enacts temperance as civic theater. The Toll-gatherer’s Day turns infrastructure into a lens on taxation, mobility, and the state’s touch on everyday life. The Gray Champion casts resistance as an apparition that recurs whenever authority overreaches. Even when slavery debates, expansion, and sectional crisis remain offstage, the spectacles of voting, petitioning, and public discipline saturate the tales. Civic identity is repeatedly dramatized as a negotiation between laws, customs, and the conscience of solitary figures.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
These writings belong to American Romanticism, drawing on the Gothic to probe sin, secrecy, and the limits of reason. Young Goodman Brown, The Minister’s Black Veil, Rappaccini’s Daughter, The Birth-mark, and Ethan Brand turn inward, staging moral inquiry as drama. Shadows, veils, and laboratories become symbolic instruments rather than mere settings. The short tale and the sketch—portable, periodical-friendly forms—permit concentrated experiments in voice and allegory. Across volumes, horror seldom erupts as spectacle; instead, unease arises from conscience under historical pressure, producing a distinctly American romance attuned to inwardness and communal memory.
Puritan theology—its doctrines of election, depravity, and discipline—supplies both subject and opposition. Roger Malvin’s Burial and Wakefield test promises of covenant and fidelity against human frailty. The Maypole of Merry Mount juxtaposes festivity with austerity to ask whether joy can be law’s companion. The Gentle Boy turns to Quaker persecution to measure tolerance within rigid orders. Rather than preaching, the tales dramatize doctrinal collisions in courts, clearings, and parlors. Moral experience becomes historical inquiry: belief is not simply professed but lived, enforced, and sometimes broken, leaving residues of guilt and revelation in the seemingly ordinary.
Scientific curiosity and medical experiment—hallmarks of the nineteenth century—animate narrative conflicts. Dr. Heidegger’s Experiment makes a parlor into a laboratory of desire and memory. Egotism; or, The Bosom-Serpent literalizes inward pathology to explore the vocabulary of burgeoning mental sciences. The Birth-mark and Rappaccini’s Daughter question mastery over nature and the ethics of improvement. The Artist of the Beautiful converts mechanism into devotion, weighing utility against beauty. These works register physiology, chemistry, and instrument-making as cultural temptations, provoking scrutiny of ambition and the human cost of converting bodies and affections into materials for knowledge.
The Old Manse reflects on a house saturated with sermons and manuscripts, situating authorship amid metaphysical debate and social reform. The Hall of Fantasy gathers visionaries in an airy bazaar, measuring idealism’s allure against its evanescence. The Intelligence Office imagines bureaucratic clairvoyance, while The New Adam and Eve and Earth’s Holocaust run thought experiments on innocence and renovation. The Celestial Rail-road redeploys pilgrimage within a mechanized satire. Together, these pieces converse with contemporary idealisms and utopian schemes yet refuse credulity, staging the recurrent question: how might vision survive contact with appetite, habit, and the ordinary burdens of time?
Folklore and myth are repurposed for a modern republic. A Wonder Book for Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales translate Greek narratives—The Gorgon’s Head, The Miraculous Pitcher, The Three Golden Apples, The Minotaur, and more—into playful American idiom, marrying moral instruction to delight. The Great Stone Face reframes exemplarity within a native landscape. Little Daffydowndilly adapts allegory for children’s formation. Such retellings align with expanding print culture and schooling, asserting that classical capital can be domesticated without losing imaginative power. Myth becomes a shared civic resource, supporting ethical reflection while entertaining readers across classrooms and parlors.
The collection showcases experiments in frame, voice, and catalog. A Virtuoso’s Collection turns the museum into satire, corralling artifacts from legend and history to question collecting as knowledge. P.’s Correspondence invents an alternate epistolary world, teasing celebrity and counterfactual history. Passages from a Relinquished Work and The Story Teller foreground the conditions of narration itself—wanderers, listeners, and occasions. Legends of the Province House and Main-street braid episodic vignettes into civic panoramas. Such formal play anticipates later speculative and metafictional tendencies while remaining anchored in the magazine sketch and the tale, the dominant short prose laboratories of the era.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
Contemporary response fixed early coordinates for reading. Review of Twice Told Tales by Edgar Allan Poe praised precision and moral subtlety while debating allegory’s proper measure and the unity of effect. Poe’s exacting criteria placed the tales within a competitive marketplace of magazines and annuals, sharpening attention to brevity, tone, and closure. His review also framed expectations about sensation versus reflection. That inaugural critical dialogue, published alongside the rise of professional criticism, ensured that questions about form, symbolism, and sentiment would accompany these stories through successive reprintings and the later consolidation of an American literary tradition.
The canonization of the author proceeded through essays now included here. George Parsons Lathrop’s biographical sketch and A Study of Hawthorne furnished foundational narratives of life, craft, and conscience. Henry James Jr.’s Hawthorne refined the category of the “romance,” emphasizing art over anecdote. George E. Woodberry’s Nathaniel Hawthorne and George William Curtis’s Literary and Social Essays integrated social portraiture with literary appraisal. Leslie Stephen’s Hours in a Library placed the tales within an English-speaking critical commons. These pieces stabilized key terms—symbol, conscience, romance—preparing classroom and editorial traditions that would transmit the works as national classics.
As scholarship expanded, attention moved from moral exemplum to psychological architecture, historical allegory, and narrative technique. William B. Cairns’s Passages on the Works of Hawthorne: Twice Told Tales preserves early judgments that later readers could contest or repurpose. Editors recontextualized magazine versions and variants, tracing textual histories across periodicals and collected volumes. The children’s books—A Wonder Book for Girls and Boys and Tanglewood Tales—shifted from mere pedagogy to studies in adaptation and cultural translation. Meanwhile, sketches once treated as ephemera gained value as documents of everyday governance, commerce, and sociability in nineteenth-century New England.
Twentieth- and twenty-first-century events refreshed the stakes of familiar motifs. Scientific revolutions recast The Birth-mark and Rappaccini’s Daughter as meditations on ethics in research and technology. Mass politics and propaganda sharpened interest in Main-street, Howe’s Masquerade, and My Kinsman, Major Molineux as studies of spectacle and crowd power. Environmental anxieties brought The Great Carbuncle and The Artist of the Beautiful into conversations about exploitation and reverence. Debates over pluralism and tolerance deepened readings of The Gentle Boy and Endicott and the Red Cross. Children’s retellings persisted in classrooms, sustaining a living chain between myth and civic pedagogy.
In an illustrated anthology, images extend this reception history by translating symbols into visible form and staging interpretive choices. The essays by Poe, Henry James Jr., Woodberry, Lathrop, Curtis, Leslie Stephen, and the passages collected by Cairns supply a running commentary that future readers continue to test. Current debates revolve around the balance of historical allegory and psychological romance, the ethics of reform satire, and the place of sketches within the short story tradition. By juxtaposing tales, historical pieces, and criticism, this volume models a continuing conversation about national memory, invention, and the responsibilities of style.
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    Introduction
An orienting preface sketches the sweep of Hawthorne’s short work across decades and modes, from shadowed New England parables to playful myth for the young. It foregrounds his central preoccupations—conscience and guilt, the tug between imagination and fact, and the afterlife of history—so readers can hear recurring motifs in changing keys. It also signals the productive contrast between the dark romances and the children’s retellings, and frames the concluding criticism as an ongoing conversation with the tales.
Biographical sketch by George Parsons Lathrop
A compact life of Hawthorne links his New England upbringing, temperament, and working habits to the textures of his fiction. It traces how ancestral memory, solitude, and public circumstance shape his historical settings and allegorical method. The portrait situates him in American letters while keeping focus on the short story as the workshop of his art.
Twice-Told Tales (1837)
An early mosaic of moral allegories, domestic sketches, and historical vignettes that establishes Hawthorne’s symbolic style and cool, lucid narration. From enigmatic emblems and vanishing men to the "Legends of the Province House," the pieces test private conscience against civic ritual and inherited history. The tone is fable-like with ironies and unease that foreshadow the darker, more probing tales of later years.
The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair (1840)
Linked fireside histories use a venerable chair to thread together episodes from New England’s civic past. Fact and folklore mingle to cultivate memory, modest heroism, and continuity across generations. The voice is genial and instructive, turning artifacts into witnesses of public virtue.
Biographical Stories
Concise portraits of notable figures highlight formative trials and traits—curiosity, perseverance, prudence—over exhaustive chronicle. Written in an accessible key, they translate complex lives into clear, morally attentive narratives for general readers. The emphasis is on character as a lens for history.
Mosses from an Old Manse(1846)
A mature suite of tales and sketches that runs from psychological allegory and scientific fable to spiritual satire and reflective memoir. Signature pieces test boundaries between intellect and heart, faith and skepticism, and art and utility by staging temptations, experiments, and visionary journeys. Wonder, dread, and sly humor mingle, with the house-piece grounding metaphysical play in a lived New England place.
Wonder Book For Girls and Boys(1851)
Greek myths are retold with playful invention and moral lightness, inviting young readers into courage, humility, and creative wit. A friendly storyteller and vivid imagery tame peril into parable while preserving the gleam of marvel.
The Snow Image and Other Twice Told Tales(1852)
Later tales refine the crossroads of allegory and realism, setting ideals against stubborn fact in parlors, quarries, streets, and pageants. Innocence is tested, reform and notoriety tempt, art contends with utility, and crowds reveal the volatility of public life. The mood is sharper and more experimental, with scenic panoramas and self-aware frames broadening the narrative palette.
Tanglewood Tales For Girls and Boys(1853)
A companion to the Wonder Book, these retellings push deeper into adventure as heroes face labyrinths, sorcery, and quests under a genial guide. Courage and cleverness are balanced with reflection, transforming classical spectacle into humane, conversational myth.
The Dolliver Romance and Other Pieces, Tales and Sketches(1864)
An unfinished late romance and assorted pieces return to Hawthorne’s themes of age, memory, science, faith, and the uncanny. Travel notes, antiquarian reveries, and ghostly anecdotes adopt a quieter, autumnal register attentive to passing time and lingering presences. The grouping reads as an after-echo of earlier concerns, distilled into fragments, portraits, and meditative scenes.
Sketches in Magazines:
Brief historical profiles and occasional pieces survey colonial enterprises, religious dissent, civic leadership, and contemporary personalities. Alternating between anecdotal chronicle and satiric fancy, they exercise the compact, observational mode that feeds the tales’ moral inquiries. The perspective is nimble and topical, using character sketches and playful premises to test public virtue and private motive.
Essays and Criticisms on Hawthorne and His Works:
A cross-section of critical voices debates Hawthorne’s craft, from the architecture of his short stories to his handling of allegory, symbolism, and the romance tradition. Technical appraisal, biographical interpretation, and cultural placement sit side by side, setting his New England conscience within a widening American literature. Together they map an evolving conversation that clarifies the tales’ tensions—sin and sympathy, ideal and fact, artifice and truth—and how readers have weighed them over time.
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  The lives of great men are written gradually. It often takes as long to construct a true biography as it took the person who is the subject of it to complete his career; and when the work is done, it is found to consist of many volumes, produced by a variety of authors. We receive views from different observers, and by putting them together are able to form our own estimate. What the man really was not even himself could know; much less can we. Hence all that we accomplish, in any case, is to approximate to the reality. While we flatter ourselves that we have imprinted on our minds an exact image of the individual, we actually secure nothing but a typical likeness. This likeness, however, is amplified and strengthened by successive efforts to paint a correct portrait. If the faces of people belonging to several generations of a family be photographed upon one plate, they combine to form a single distinct countenance, which shows a general resemblance to them all: in somewhat the same way, every sketch of a distinguished man helps to fix the lines of that typical semblance of him which is all that the world can hope to preserve.


  This principle applies to the case of Hawthorne, notwithstanding that the details of his career are comparatively few, and must be marshalled in much the same way each time that it is attempted to review them. The veritable history of his life would be the history of his mental development, recording, like Wordsworth's "Prelude," the growth of a poet's mind; and on glancing back over it he too might have said, in Wordsworth's phrases:—


  
    "Wisdom and spirit of the universe!

    .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

    By day or star-light thus from my first dawn

    Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me

    The passions that build up the human soul;

    Not with the mean and vulgar works of man,

    But with high objects, with enduring things—

    With life and nature, purifying thus

    The elements of feeling and of thought,

    And sanctifying by such discipline

    Both pain and fear, until we recognize

    A grandeur in the beatings of the heart."

  


  But a record of that kind, except where an autobiography exists, can be had only by indirect means. We must resort to tracing the outward facts of the life, and must try to infer the interior relations.


  Nathaniel Hawthorne was born on the Fourth of July, 1804, at Salem, Massachusetts, in a house numbered twenty-one, Union Street. The house is still standing, although somewhat reduced in size and still more reduced in circumstances. The character of the neighborhood has declined very much since the period when Hawthorne involuntarily became a resident there. As the building stands to-day it makes the impression simply of an exceedingly plain, exceedingly old-fashioned, solid, comfortable abode, which in its prime must have been regarded as proof of a sufficient but modest prosperity on the part of the occupant. It is clapboarded, is two stories high, and has a gambrel roof, immediately beneath which is a large garret that doubtless served the boy-child well as a place for play and a stimulant for the sense of mystery. A single massive chimney, rising from the centre, emphasizes by its style the antiquity of the building, and has the air of holding it together. The cobble-stoned street in front is narrow, and although it runs from the house towards the water-side, where once an extensive commerce was carried on, and debouches not far from the Custom House where Hawthorne in middle life found plenty of occupation as Surveyor, it is now silent and deserted.


  He was the second of three children born to Nathaniel Hathorne, sea-captain, and Elizabeth Clarke Manning. The eldest was Elizabeth Manning Hathorne, who came into the world March 7, 1802; the last was Maria Louisa, born January 9, 1808, and lost in the steamer Henry Clay, which was burned on the Hudson River, July 27, 1852. Elizabeth survived all the members of the family, dying on the 1st of January, 1883, when almost eighty-one years old, at Montserrat, a hamlet in the township of Beverly, near Salem. In early manhood, certainly at about the time when he began to publish, the young Nathaniel changed the spelling of his surname to Hawthorne; an alteration also adopted by his sisters. This is believed to have been merely a return to a mode of spelling practised by the English progenitors of the line, although none of the American ancestors had sanctioned it.


  "The fact that he was born in Salem," writes Dr. George B. Loring, who knew him as a fellow-townsman, "may not amount to much to other people, but it amounted to a great deal to him. The sturdy and defiant spirit of his progenitor, who first landed on these shores, found a congenial abode among the people of Naumkeag, after having vainly endeavored to accommodate itself to the more imposing ecclesiasticism of Winthrop and his colony at Trimountain, and of Endicott at his new home. He was a stern Separatist ... but he was also a warrior, a politician, a legal adviser, a merchant, an orator with persuasive speech.... He had great powers of mind and body, and forms a conspicuous figure in that imposing and heroic group which stands around the cradle of New England. The generations of the family that followed took active and prominent part in the manly adventures which marked our entire colonial period.... It was among the family traditions gathered from the Indian wars, the tragic and awful spectre of the witchcraft delusion, the wild life of the privateer, that he [Nathaniel] first saw the light."


  The progenitor here referred to is William Hathorne, who came to America with John Winthrop in 1630. He had grants of land in Dorchester, but was considered so desirable a citizen that the town of Salem offered him other lands if he would settle there; which he did. It has not been ascertained from what place William Hathorne originally came. His elder brother Robert is known to have written to him in 1653 from the village of Bray, in Berkshire, England; but Nathaniel Hawthorne says in the "American Note-Books" that William was a younger brother of a family having for its seat a place called Wigcastle, in Wiltshire. He became, however, a person of note and of great usefulness in the community with which he cast his lot, in the new England. Hathorne Street in Salem perpetuates his name to-day, as Lathrop Street does that of Captain Thomas Lathrop, who commanded one of the companies of Essex militia, when John Hathorne was quartermaster of the forces; Thomas Lathrop, who marched his men to Deerfield in 1675, to protect frontier inhabitants from the Indians, and perished with his whole troop, in the massacre at Bloody Brook. The year after that, William Hathorne also took the field against the Indians, in Maine, and conducted a highly successful campaign there, under great hardships. He had been the captain of the first military organization in Salem, and rose to be major. He served for a number of years as deputy in the Great and General Court; was a tax-collector, a magistrate, and a bold advocate of colonial self-government. Although opposed to religious persecution, as a magistrate he inflicted cruelties on the Quakers, causing a woman on one occasion to be whipped through Salem, Boston, and Dedham. "The figure of that first ancestor," Hawthorne wrote in "The Custom House," "invested by family tradition with a dim and dusky grandeur, was present to my boyish imagination as far back as I can remember;" so that it is by no means idle to reckon the history of his own family as among the important elements influencing the bent of his genius. John, the son of William, was likewise a public character; he, too, became a representative, a member of the Governor's council, a magistrate and a military officer, and saw active service as a soldier in the expedition which he headed against St. John, in 1696. But he is chiefly remembered as the judge who presided over the witchcraft trials and displayed great harshness and bigotry in his treatment of the prisoners. His descendants did not retain the position in public affairs which had been held by his father and himself; and for the most part they were sea-faring men. One of them, indeed, Daniel—the grandfather of Nathaniel—figured as a privateer captain in the Revolution, fighting one battle with a British troop-ship off the coast of Portugal, in which he was wounded; but the rest led the obscure though hardy and semi-romantic lives of maritime traders sailing to Africa, India, or Brazil. The privateersman had among his eight children three boys, one of whom, Nathaniel, was the father of the author, and died of fever in Surinam, in the spring of 1808, at the age of thirty-three.


  HATHORNE FAMILY OF SALEM, MASSACHUSETTS.


  [image: ]


  The founders of the American branch were men of independent character, proud, active, energetic, capable of extreme sternness and endowed with passionate natures, no doubt. But they were men of affairs; they touched the world on the practical side, and, even during the decline of the family fortunes, continued to do so. All at once, in the personality of the younger Nathaniel Hawthorne, this energy which persisted in them reversed its direction, and found a new outlet through the channel of literary expression. We must suppose that he included among his own characteristics all those of his predecessors; their innate force, their endurance, their capacity for impassioned feeling; but in him these elements were fused by a finer prevailing quality, and held in firm balance by his rare temperament. This must be borne in mind, if we would understand the conjunction of opposite traits in him. It was one of his principles to guard against being run away with by his imagination, and to cultivate in practical affairs what he called "a morose common sense." There has been attributed to him by some of those who knew him a certain good-humored gruffness, which might be explained as a heritage from the self-assertive vitality of his ancestors. While at Liverpool he wrote to one of his intimates in this country, and in doing so made reference to another acquaintance as a "wretch," to be away from whom made exile endurable. The letter passed into the hands of the acquaintance thus stigmatized long after Hawthorne was in his grave; but he declared himself to be in no wise disturbed by it, because he knew that the remark was not meant seriously, being only one of the occasional explosions of a "sea-dog" forcefulness, which had come into the writer's blood from his skipper forefathers. Hawthorne had, in fact, parted on friendly terms from the gentleman of whom he thus wrote. On the other hand we have the traits of sensitiveness, great delicacy, reserve and reverie, drawn from both his father and his mother. Captain Hathorne had been a man of fine presence, handsome, kindly, and rather silent; a reader, likewise; and his son's resemblance to him was so marked that a strange sailor stopped Hawthorne on the steps of the Salem Custom House, many years afterward, to ask him if he were not a son or nephew of the Captain, whom he had known.


  His mother belonged to an excellent family, the Mannings, of English stock, settled in Salem and Ipswich ever since 1680, and still well represented in the former place. She, too, was a very reserved person; had a stately, aristocratic manner; is remembered as possessing a peculiar and striking beauty. Her education was of that simple, austere, but judicious and perfected kind that—without taking any very wide range—gave to New England women in the earlier part of this century a sedate freedom and a cultivated judgment, which all the assumed improvements in pedagogy and the general relations of men and women since then have hardly surpassed. She was a pious woman, a sincere and devoted wife, a mother whose teachings could not fail to impress upon her children a bias towards the best things in life. Nathaniel's sister Elizabeth, although a recluse to the end of her days, and wholly unknown to the public, gave in her own case evidence indisputable of the fine influences which had moulded her own childhood and that of her brother. She showed a quiet, unspoiled, and ardent love of Nature, and was to the last not only an assiduous reader of books but also a very discriminating one. The range of her reading was very wide, but she never made any more display of it than Hawthorne did of his. An intuitive judgment of character was hers, which was really startling at times: merely from the perusal of a book or the inspection of a portrait, she would arrive at accurate estimates of character which revealed a power of facile and comprehensive insight; and her letters, even in old age, flowed spontaneously into utterance of the same finished kind that distinguished Nathaniel Hawthorne's epistolary style. How fresh and various, too, was her interest in the affairs of the world! For many years she had not gone farther from her secluded abode in a farm-house at Montserrat, than to Beverly or Salem; yet I remember that, only six months before her death, she wrote a letter to her niece, a large part of which was devoted to the campaign of the English in Egypt, then progressing: with a lively and clear comprehension she discussed the difficulties of the situation, and expressed the utmost concern for the success of the English army, at the same time that she laughed at herself for displaying, as an old woman, so much anxiety about the matter. Now, a mother who could bring up her daughter in such a way as to make all this possible and natural, must be given much credit for her share in developing an illustrious son. Let us not forget that it was to his mother that Goethe owed in good measure the foundation of his greatness. Mrs. Hathorne had large, very luminous gray eyes, which were reproduced in her son's; so that, on both sides, his parentage entitled him to the impressive personal appearance which distinguished him. In mature life he became somewhat estranged from her, but their mutual love was presumably suspended only for a time, and he was with her at her death, in 1849. She lived long enough to see him famous as the author of "Twice-Told Tales"; but "The Scarlet Letter" had not been written when she died.


  She, as well as her husband, was one of a family of eight brothers and sisters; these were the children of Richard Manning. Two of the brothers, Richard and Robert, were living in Salem when she was left a widow; Robert being eminent in New England at that time as a horticulturist. She was without resources, other than her husband's earnings, and Robert undertook to provide for her. Accordingly, she removed with her young family to the Manning homestead on Herbert Street, the next street east of Union Street, where Nathaniel was born. This homestead stood upon a piece of land running through to Union Street, and adjoining the garden attached to Hawthorne's birthplace. At that time Dr. Nathaniel Peabody, a physician, occupied a house in a brick block on the opposite side of Union Street; and there in 1809, September 21st, was born his daughter, Sophia A. Peabody, who afterwards became Hawthorne's wife. Her birthplace, therefore, was but a few rods distant from that of her future husband. Sophia Peabody's eldest sister, Mary, who married Horace Mann, noted as an educator and an abolitionist, remembers the child Nathaniel, who was then about five years old. He used to make his appearance in the garden of the Herbert Street mansion, running and dancing about there at play, a vivacious, golden-haired boy. The next oldest sister, who was the first of this family to make the acquaintance of the young author some thirty years later on, was Miss Elizabeth P. Peabody, who has taken an important part in developing the Kindergarten in America. There were plenty of books in the Manning house, and Nathaniel very soon got at them. Among the authors whom he earliest came to know were Shakespeare, Milton, Pope, Thomson, and Rousseau. The "Castle of Indolence" was one of his favorite volumes. Subsequently, he read the whole of the "Newgate Calendar," and became intensely absorbed in Bunyan's "Pilgrim's Progress," which undoubtedly left very deep impressions upon him, traceable in the various allusions to it scattered through his works. He also made himself familiar with Spenser's "Faërie Queen," Froissart's "Chronicles," and Clarendon's "History of the Rebellion."


  "Being a healthy boy, with strong out-of-door instincts planted in him by inheritance from his sea-faring sire, it might have been that he would not have been brought so early to an intimacy with books, but for an accident similar to that which played a part in the boyhoods of Scott and Dickens. When he was nine years old, he was struck on the foot by a ball, and made seriously lame. The earliest fragment of his writing now extant is a letter to his uncle Robert Manning, at that time in Raymond, Maine, written from Salem, December 9, 1813. It announces that the foot is no better, and that a new doctor is to be sent for. 'Maybe,' the boy writes, 'he will do me some good, for Dr. B—— has not, and I don't know as Dr. K—— will.' He adds that it is now four weeks since he has been to school, 'and I don't know but it will be four weeks longer.'... But the trouble was destined to last much longer than even the young seer had projected his gaze. There was some threat of deformity, and it was not until he was nearly twelve that he became quite well. Meantime, his kind schoolmaster, Dr. Worcester, ... came to hear him his lessons at home. The good pedagogue does not figure after this in Hawthorne's history; but a copy of Worcester's Dictionary still exists and is in present use, which bears in a tremulous writing on the fly-leaf the legend: 'Nathaniel Hawthorne Esq., with the respects of J. E. Worcester.' For a long time, in the worst of his lameness, the gentle boy was forced to lie prostrate, and choosing the floor for his couch, he would read there all day long. He was extremely fond of cats—a taste which he kept through life; and during this illness, forced to odd resorts for amusement, he knitted a pair of socks for the cat who reigned in the household at the time. When tired of reading, he constructed houses of books for the same feline pet, building walls for her to leap, and perhaps erecting triumphal arches for her to pass under."[1]


  The lexicographer, Dr. Worcester, was then living at Salem in charge of a school, which he kept for a few years; and it was with him that Hawthorne was carrying on his primary studies. He also went to dancing-school, was fond of fishing as well as of taking long walks, and doubtless engaged in the sundry occupations and sports, neither more nor less extraordinary than these, common to lads of his age. He already displayed a tendency towards dry humor. As he brought home from school frequent reports of having had a bout at fisticuffs with another pupil named John Knights, his sister Elizabeth asked him: "Why do you fight with John Knights so often?" "I can't help it," he answered: "John Knights is a boy of very quarrelsome disposition."


  But all this time an interior growth, of which we can have no direct account, was proceeding in his mind. The loss of the father whom he had had so little chance to see and know and be fondled by, no doubt produced a profound effect upon him. While still a very young child he would rouse himself from long broodings, to exclaim with an impressive shaking of the head: "There, mother! I is going away to sea some time; and I'll never come back again!" The thought of that absent one, whose barque had glided out of Salem harbor bound upon a terrestrial voyage, but had carried him softly away to the unseen world, must have been incessantly with the boy; and it would naturally melt into what he heard of the strange, shadowy history of his ancestors, and mix itself with the ever-present hush of settled grief in his mother's dwelling, and blend with his unconscious observations of the old town in which he lived. Salem then was much younger in time, but much older to the eye, than it is now. In "Alice Doane's Appeal" he has sketched a rapid bird's-eye view of it as it appeared to him when he was a young man. Describing his approach with his sisters to Witch Hill, he says: "We ... began to ascend a hill which at a distance, by its dark slope and the even line of its summit, resembled a green rampart along the road; ... but, strange to tell, though the whole slope and summit were of a peculiarly deep green, scarce a blade of grass was visible from the base upward. This deceitful verdure was occasioned by a plentiful crop of 'wood-wax,' which wears the same dark and gloomy green throughout the summer, except at one short period, when it puts forth a profusion of yellow blossoms. At that season, to a distant spectator the hill appears absolutely overlaid with gold, or covered with a glory of sunshine even under a clouded sky." This wood-wax, it may be said, is a weed which grows nowhere but in Essex County, and, having been native in England, was undoubtedly brought over by the Pilgrims. He goes on: "There are few such prospects of town and village, woodland and cultivated field, steeples and country-seats, as we beheld from this unhappy spot.... Before us lay our native town, extending from the foot of the hill to the harbor, level as a chess-board, embraced by two arms of the sea, and filling the whole peninsula with a close assemblage of wooden roofs, overtopped by many a spire and intermixed with frequent heaps of verdure.... Retaining these portions of the scene, and also the peaceful glory and tender gloom of the declining sun, we threw in imagination a deep veil of forest over the land, and pictured a few scattered villages here and there and this old town itself a village, as when the prince of Hell bore sway there. The idea thus gained of its former aspect, its quaint edifices standing far apart with peaked roofs and projecting stories, and its single meeting-house pointing up a tall spire in the midst; the vision, in short, of the town in 1692, served to introduce a wondrous tale." There were in fact several old houses of the kind here described still extant during Hawthorne's boyhood, and he went every Sunday to service in the First Church, in whose congregation his forefathers had held a pew for a hundred and seventy years. It is easy to see how some of the materials for "The House of the Seven Gables" and "The Scarlet Letter" were already depositing themselves in the form of indelible recollections and suggestions taken from his surroundings.


  Oppressed by her great sorrow, his mother had shut herself away, after her husband's death, from all society except that of her immediate relatives. This was perhaps not a very extraordinary circumstance, nor one that need be construed as denoting a morbid disposition; but it was one which must have distinctly affected the tone of her son's meditations. In 1818, when he was fourteen years old, she retired to a still deeper seclusion, in Maine; but the occasion of this was simply that her brother Robert, having purchased the seven-mile-square township of Raymond, in that State, had built a house there, intending to found a new home. The year that Hawthorne passed in that spot, amid the breezy life of the forest, fishing and shooting, watching the traits and customs of lumber-men and country-folk, and drinking in the tonic of a companionship with untamed nature, was to him a happy and profitable one. "We are all very well," he wrote thence to his Uncle Robert, in May, 1819: "The fences are all finished, and the garden is laid out and planted.... I have shot a partridge and a henhawk, and caught eighteen large trout out of our brook. I am sorry you intend to send me to school again." He had been to the place before, probably for short visits, when his Uncle Richard was staying there, and his memories of it were always agreeable ones. To Mr. James T. Fields, he said in 1863: "I lived in Maine like a bird of the air, so perfect was the freedom I enjoyed. But it was there I first got my cursed habits of solitude." "During the moonlight nights of winter he would skate until midnight all alone upon Sebago Lake, with the deep shadows of the icy hills on either hand. When he found himself far away from his home and weary with the exercise of skating, he would sometimes take refuge in a log-cabin, where half a tree would be burning on the broad hearth. He would sit in the ample chimney, and look at the stars through the great aperture through which the flames went roaring up. 'Ah,' he said, 'how well I recall the summer days, also, when with my gun I roamed through the woods of Maine!'"[2]


  Hawthorne at this time had an intention of following the example of his father and grandfather, and going to sea; but this was frustrated by the course of events. His mother, it is probable, would strongly have objected to it. In a boyish journal kept while he was at Raymond he mentions a gentleman having come with a boat to take one or two persons out on "the Great Pond," and adds: "He was kind enough to say that I might go (with my mother's consent), which she gave after much coaxing. Since the loss of my father she dreads to have any one belonging to her go upon the water." And again: "A young man named Henry Jackson, Jr., was drowned two days ago, up in Crooked River.... I read one of the Psalms to my mother this morning, and it plainly declares twenty-six times that 'God's mercy endureth forever.'... Mother is sad; says she shall not consent any more to my swimming in the mill-pond with the boys, fearing that in sport my mouth might get kicked open, and then sorrow for a dead son be added to that for a dead father, which she says would break her heart. I love to swim, but I shall not disobey my mother." This same journal, which seems to have laid the basis of his life-long habit of keeping note-books, was begun at the suggestion of Mr. Richard Manning, who gave him a blank-book, with advice that he should use it for recording his thoughts, "as the best means of his securing for mature years command of thought and language." In it were made a number of entries which testify plainly to his keenness of observation both of people and scenery, to his sense of humor and his shrewdness. Here are a few:—


  "Swapped pocket-knives with Robinson Cook yesterday. Jacob Dingley says that he cheated me, but I think not, for I cut a fishing-pole this morning and did it well; besides, he is a Quaker, and they never cheat."


  "This morning the bucket got off the chain, and dropped back into the well. I wanted to go down on the stones and get it. Mother would not consent, for fear the well might cave in, but hired Samuel Shaw to go down. In the goodness of her heart, she thought the son of old Mrs. Shaw not quite so good as the son of the Widow Hathorne."


  Of a trout that he saw caught by some men:—"This trout had a droll-looking hooked nose, and they tried to make me believe that, if the line had been in my hands, I should have been obliged to let go, or have been pulled out of the boat. They are men, and have a right to say so. I am a boy, and have a right to think differently."


  "We could see the White Hills to the northwest, though Mr. Little said they were eighty miles away; and grand old Rattlesnake to the northeast, in its immense jacket of green oak, looked more inviting than I had ever seen it; while Frye's Island, with its close growth of great trees growing to the very edge of the water, looked like a monstrous green raft, floating to the southeastward. Whichever way the eye turned, something charming appeared."


  The mental clearness, the sharpness of vision, and the competence of the language in this early note-book are remarkable, considering the youth and inexperience of the writer; and there is one sketch of "a solemn-faced old horse" at the grist-mill, which exhibits a delightful boyish humor with a dash of pathos in it, and at the same time is the first instance on record of a mild approach by Hawthorne to the writing of fiction:—


  "He had brought for his owner some bags of corn to be ground, who, after carrying them into the mill, walked up to Uncle Richard's store, leaving his half-starved animal in the cold wind with nothing to eat, while the corn was being turned into meal. I felt sorry, and, nobody being near, thought it best to have a talk with the old nag, and said, 'Good morning, Mr. Horse, how are you to-day?' 'Good morning, youngster,' said he, just as plain as a horse can speak; and then said, 'I am almost dead, and I wish I was quite. I am hungry, have had no breakfast, and must stand here tied by the head while they are grinding the corn, and until master drinks two or three glasses of rum at the store, then drag the meal and him up the Ben Ham Hill home, and am now so weak that I can hardly stand. Oh dear, I am in a bad way;' and the old creature cried. I almost cried myself. Just then the miller went down-stairs to the meal-trough; I heard his feet on the steps, and not thinking much what I was doing, ran into the mill, and, taking the four-quart toll-dish nearly full of corn out of the hopper, carried it out, and poured it into the trough before the horse, and placed the dish back before the miller came up from below. When I got out, the horse was laughing, but he had to eat slowly, because the bits were in his mouth. I told him that I was sorry, but did not know how to take them out, and should not dare to if I did.... At last the horse winked and stuck out his lip ever so far, and then said, 'The last kernel is gone;' then he laughed a little, then shook one ear, then the other; then he shut his eyes. I jumped up and said: 'How do you feel, old fellow; any better?' He opened his eyes, and looking at me kindly answered, 'Very much,' and then blew his nose exceedingly loud, but he did not wipe it. Perhaps he had no wiper. I then asked him if his master whipped him much. He answered, 'Not much lately. He used to till my hide got hardened, but now he has a white-oak goad-stick with an iron brad in its end, with which he jabs my hind-quarters and hurts me awfully.'... The goad with the iron brad was in the wagon, and snatching it out I struck the end against a stone, and the stabber flew into the mill-pond. 'There,' says I, 'old colt,' as I threw the goad back into the wagon, 'he won't harpoon you again with that iron.' The poor old brute understood well enough what I said, for I looked him in the eye and spoke horse language."


  Mother and uncles could hardly have missed observing in him many tokens of a gifted intelligence and an uncommon individuality. The perception of these, added to Mrs. Hawthorne's dread of the sea, may have led to the decision which was taken to send him to college. In 1819 he went back to Salem, to continue his schooling; and one year later, March 7, 1820, wrote to his mother, who was still at Raymond: "I have left school, and have begun to fit for College, under Benjamin L. Oliver, Lawyer. So you are in great danger of having one learned man in your family.... Shall you want me to be a Minister, Doctor, or Lawyer? A minister I will not be." Miss E. P. Peabody remembers another letter of his, in which he touched the same problem, thus: "I do not want to be a doctor and live by men's diseases, nor a minister to live by their sins, nor a lawyer and live by their quarrels. So I don't see that there is anything left but for me to be an author. How would you like some day to see a whole shelf full of books written by your son, with 'Hathorne's Works' printed on the backs?" There appears to have been but little difficulty for him in settling the problem of his future occupation. During part of August and September he amused himself by writing three numbers of a miniature weekly paper called "The Spectator;" and in October we find that he had been composing poetry and sending it to his sister Elizabeth, who was also exercising herself in verse. At this time he was employed as a clerk, for a part of each day, in the office of another uncle, William Manning, proprietor of a great line of stages which then had extensive connections throughout New England; but he did not find the task congenial. "No man," he informed his sister, "can be a poet and a book-keeper at the same time;" from which one infers his distinct belief that literature was his natural vocation. The idea of remaining dependent for four years more on the bounty of his Uncle Robert, who had so generously taken the place of a father in giving him a support and education, oppressed him, and he even contemplated not going to college; but go he finally did, taking up his residence at Bowdoin with the class of 1821.


  The village of Brunswick, where Bowdoin College is situated, some thirty miles from Raymond, stands on high ground beside the Androscoggin River, which is there crossed by a bridge running zig-zag from bank to bank, resting on various rocky ledges and producing a picturesque effect. The village itself is ranged on two sides of a broad street, which meets the river at right angles, and has a mall in the centre that, in Hawthorne's time, was little more than a swamp. This street, then known as "sixteen-rod road," from its width, continues in a straight line to Casco Bay, only a few miles off; so that the new student was still near the sea and had a good course for his walks. If Harvard fifty and even twenty-five years ago had the look of a rural college, Bowdoin was by comparison an academy in a wilderness. "If this institution," says Hawthorne in "Fanshawe," where he describes it under the name of Harley College, "did not offer all the advantages of elder and prouder seminaries, its deficiencies were compensated to its students by the inculcation of regular habits, and of a deep and awful sense of religion, which seldom deserted them in their course through life. The mild and gentle rule ... was more destructive to vice than a sterner sway; and though youth is never without its follies, they have seldom been more harmless than they were here." The local resources for amusement or dissipation must have been very limited, and the demands of the curriculum not very severe. Details of Hawthorne's four years' stay at college are not forthcoming, otherwise than in small quantity. His comrades who survived him never have been able to give any very vivid picture of the life there, or to recall any anecdotes of Hawthorne: the whole episode has slipped away, like a dream from which fragmentary glimpses alone remain. By one of those unaccountable associations with trifles, which outlast more important memories, Professor Calvin Stowe (to whom the authoress of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" was afterwards married) remembers seeing Hawthorne, then a member of the class below him, crossing the college-yard one stormy day, attired in a brass-buttoned blue coat, with an umbrella over his head. The wind caught the umbrella and turned it inside out; and what stamped the incident on Professor Stowe's mind was the silent but terrible and consuming wrath with which Hawthorne regarded the implement in its utterly subverted and useless state, as he tried to rearrange it. Incidents of no greater moment and the general effect of his presence seem to have created the belief among his fellows that, beneath the bashful quietude of his exterior, was stored a capability of exerting tremendous force in some form or other. He was seventeen when he entered college,—tall, broad-chested, with clear, lustrous gray eyes,[3] a fresh complexion, and long hair: his classmates were so impressed with his masculine beauty, and perhaps with a sense of occult power in him, that they nicknamed him Oberon. Although unusually calm-tempered, however, he was quick to resent disrespectful treatment (as he had been with John Knights), and his vigorous, athletic frame made him a formidable adversary. In the same class with him were Henry W. Longfellow; George Barrell Cheever, since famous as a divine, and destined to make a great stir in Salem by a satire in verse called "Deacon Giles's Distillery," which cost him a thirty days' imprisonment, together with the loss of his pastorate; also John S. C. Abbott, the writer of popular histories; and Horatio Bridge, afterwards Lieutenant in the United States Navy, and now Commander. Bridge and Franklin Pierce, who studied in the class above him, were his most intimate friends. He boarded in a house which had a stairway on the outside, ascending to the second story; he took part, I suppose, in the "rope-pulls" and "hold-ins" between Freshmen and Sophomores, if those customs were practised then; he was fined for card-playing and for neglect of theme; entered the Athenæan Society, which had a library of eight hundred volumes; tried to read Hume's "History of England," but found it "abominably dull," and postponed the attempt; was fond of whittling, and destroyed some of his furniture in gratifying that taste. Such are the insignificant particulars to which we are confined in attempting to form an idea of the externals of his college-life. Pierce was chairman of the Athenæan Society, and also organized a military company, which Hawthorne joined. In the Preface to "The Snow-Image" we are given a glimpse of the simple amusements which occupied his leisure: "While we were lads together at a country college, gathering blueberries in study hours under those tall academic pines; or watching the great logs as they tumbled along the current of the Androscoggin; or shooting pigeons and gray squirrels in the woods; or bat-fowling in the summer-twilight; or catching trouts in that shadowy little stream which, I suppose, is still wandering riverward through the forest." He became proficient in Latin. Longfellow was wont to recall how he would rise at recitation, standing slightly sidewise—attitude indicative of his ingrained shyness—and read from the Roman classics translations which had a peculiar elegance and charm. In writing English, too, he won a reputation, and Professor Newman was often so struck with the beauty of his work in this kind that he would read them in the evening to his own family. Professor Packard says: "His themes were written in the sustained, finished style that gives to his mature productions an inimitable charm. The recollection is very distinct of Hawthorne's reluctant step and averted look, when he presented himself at the professor's study and submitted a composition which no man in his class could equal."


  Hawthorne always looked back with satisfaction to those simple and placid days. In 1852 he revisited the scene where they were passed, in order to be present at the semi-centennial anniversary of the founding of the college. A letter, from Concord (October 13, 1852), to Lieutenant Bridge, now for the first time published, contains the following reference to that event:—


  "I meant to have told you about my visit to Brunswick.... Only eight of our classmates were present, and they were a set of dismal old fellows, whose heads looked as if they had been out in a pretty copious shower of snow. The whole intermediate quarter of a century vanished, and it seemed to me as if they had undergone the miserable transformation in the course of a single night—especially as I myself felt just about as young as when I graduated. They flattered me with the assurance that time had touched me tenderly; but alas! they were each a mirror in which I beheld the reflection of my own age. I did not arrive till after the public exercises were nearly over—and very luckily, too, for my praises had been sounded by orator and poet, and of course my blushes would have been quite oppressive."


  Hawthorne's rank in his class entitled him to a "part" at Commencement, but the fact that he had not cultivated declamation debarred him from that honor; and so he passed quietly away from the life of Bowdoin and settled down to his career. "I have thought much upon the subject," he wrote to his sister, just before graduation, "and have come to the conclusion that I shall never make a distinguished figure in the world, and all I hope or wish is to plod along with the multitude." But declamation was not essential to his success, which was to be achieved in anything but a declamatory fashion.


  II.
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  In one sense it was all very simple, this childhood and youth and early training of Hawthorne. We can see that the conditions were not complicated and were quite homely. But the influence of good literature had been at work upon the excellent mental substance derived from a father who was fond of reading and a mother who had the plain elementary virtues on which so much depends, and great purity of soul. The composure and finish of style which he already had at command on going to college were ripened amid the homely conditions aforesaid: there must have been an atmosphere of culture in his home, unpretentious though the mode of life there was. His sister, as I have mentioned, showed much the same tone, the same commanding ease, in her writing. There existed a dignity, a reserve, an instinctive refinement in this old-fashioned household, which moved its members to appropriate the best means of expression as by natural right. They appear to have treated the most ordinary affairs of life with a quiet stateliness, as if human existence were really a thing to be considered with respect, and with a frank interest that might occasionally even admit of enthusiasm or strong feeling with regard to an experience, although thousands of beings might have passed through it before. Our new horizons, physically enlarged by rapid travel, our omnifarious culture, our passion for obtaining a glaze of cosmopolitanism to cover the common clay from which we are all moulded, do not often yield us anything essentially better than the narrow limits of the little world in which Hawthorne grew up. He was now to go back to Salem, which he once spoke of as being apparently for him "the inevitable centre of the universe;" and the conditions there were not radically altered from what they had been before. We can form an outline of him as he was then, or at most a water-color sketch presenting the fresh hues of youth, the strong manly frame of the young graduate, his fine deep-lighted eyes, and sensitively retiring ways. But we have now to imagine the change that took place in him from the recent college Senior to the maturing man; change that gradually transforms him from the visionary outline of that earlier period to a solid reality of flesh and blood, a virile and efficient person who still, while developing, did not lose the delicate sensibility of his young prime.


  His family having reëstablished themselves in Salem, at the old Herbert Street house, he settled himself with them, and stayed there until December, 1828, meanwhile publishing "Fanshawe" anonymously. They then moved to a smaller house on Dearborn Street, North Salem; but after four years they again took up their abode in the Herbert Street homestead. Hawthorne wrote industriously; first the "Seven Tales of my Native Land," which he burned, and subsequently the sketches and stories which, after appearing in current periodicals, were collected as "Twice-Told Tales." In 1830 he took a carriage trip through parts of Connecticut. "I meet with many marvellous adventures," was a part of his news on this occasion, but they were in reality adventures of a very tame description. He visited New York and New Hampshire and Nantucket, thus extending slightly his knowledge of men and places. A great deal of discursive reading was also accomplished. In 1836 he went to Boston to edit for Mr. S. G. Goodrich "The American Magazine of Useful and Entertaining Knowledge." It did not turn out to be either useful or entertaining for the editor, who was to be paid but $500 a year for his drudgery, and in fact received only a small part of that sum. Through Goodrich, he became a copious contributor to "The Token," in the pages of which his tales first came to be generally known; but he gave up the magazine after a four months' misery of editorship, and sought refuge once more in his native town.


  Salem was an isolated place, was not even joined to the outer world by its present link of railroad with Boston, and afforded no very generous diet for a young, vigorous, hungry intellect like that of Hawthorne. Surroundings, however, cannot make a mind, though they may color its processes. He proceeded to extract what he could from the material at hand. "His mode of life at this period was fitted to nurture his imagination, but must have put the endurance of his nerves to the severest test. The statement that for several years 'he never saw the sun' is entirely an error. In summer he was up shortly after sunrise, and would go down to bathe in the sea; but it is true that he seldom chose to walk in the town except at night, and it is said that he was extremely fond of going to fires if they occurred after dark. The morning was chiefly given to study, the afternoon to writing, and in the evening he would take long walks, exploring the coast from Gloucester to Marblehead and Lynn—a range of many miles.... Sometimes he took the day for his rambles, wandering perhaps over Endicott's ancient Orchard Farm and among the antique houses and grassy cellars of old Salem Village, the witchcraft ground; or losing himself among the pines of Montserrat and in the silence of the Great Pastures, or strolling along the beaches to talk with old sailors and fishermen." "He had little communication with even the members of his family. Frequently his meals were brought and left at his locked door, and it was not often that the four inmates of the old Herbert Street mansion met in family circle. He never read his stories aloud to his mother and sisters, as might be imagined from the picture which Mr. Fields draws of the young author reciting his new productions to his listening family; though, when they met, he sometimes read older literature to them. It was the custom in this household for the members to remain very much by themselves: the three ladies were perhaps nearly as rigorous recluses as himself; and, speaking of the isolation which reigned among them, Hawthorne once said, 'We do not even live at our house!' But still the presence of this near and gentle element is not to be underrated, as forming a very great compensation in the cold and difficult morning of his life." Of self-reliant mind, accustomed to solitude and fond of reading, it was not strange that they should have fallen into these habits, which, however peculiarly they may strike others, did not necessarily spring from a morbid disposition, and never prevented the Hawthornes from according a kindly reception to their friends.


  Nathaniel Hawthorne's own associates were not numerous. There was a good society in the town, for Salem was not, strictly speaking, provincial, but—aided in a degree by the separateness of its situation—retained very much its old independence as a commercial capital. There were people of wealth and cultivation, of good lineage in our simple domestic kind, who made considerable display in their entertainments and were addicted to impressive absences in Paris and London. Among these Hawthorne did not show himself at all. His preference was for individuals who had no pretensions whatever in the social way. Among his friends was one William B. Pike, a carpenter's son, who, after acquiring an ordinary public-school education without passing through the higher grades, adopted his father's trade, became a Methodist class-leader, secondly a
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