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    Wonderful Tales for Children (Illustrated Edition) gathers Nathaniel Hawthorne’s principal writings for young readers into a single volume designed for family reading and classroom use. Its scope spans mythic retellings, historical sketches, brief biographies, and short stories, presenting a representative corpus of Hawthorne’s juvenile work from the mid-nineteenth century. Included are The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair, A Wonder Book for Girls and Boys with its Introductory Note and six tales, Tanglewood Tales with its framing piece The Wayside, Biographical Stories for Children, and selected shorter pieces such as Little Annie’s Ramble, The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle, and Little Daffydowndilly. Together they showcase the range and continuity of Hawthorne’s art.

This collection presents complete books alongside stand-alone tales in order to reveal Hawthorne’s method across genres. As a storyteller for the young, he blends entertainment with moral reflection, using frames in which an older narrator or a youthful raconteur speaks to a circle of listeners. The result is a hybrid of folk tale, fable, chronicle, and domestic sketch. Readers will find classical mythology recast for American firesides, episodes from New England and European history shaped into accessible narratives, and imaginative short stories that locate wonder within everyday life. The illustrations accompany, rather than explain, the text, encouraging attentive reading and open-ended conversation.

The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair offers a lively course in memory and civic imagination. A venerable chair, said to have stood in many homes, becomes the pretext for linked tales about people and events that formed colonial and early American life. Children gather to hear how the chair passed from one owner to another, and how each owner’s moment connects to broader history. The book does not aim at exhaustive chronology; instead, it invites young readers to glimpse character, principle, and consequence through anecdote. In Hawthorne’s hands, furniture turns witness, and household conversation becomes a gentle initiation into shared heritage.

A Wonder Book for Girls and Boys introduces a playful frame in which a spirited student, surrounded by children at a country house called Tanglewood, retells stories from classical antiquity. The prefatory Introductory Note orients readers to the storyteller’s audience and tone, emphasizing delight as a companion to instruction. Within this frame, six narratives unfold: The Gorgon’s Head, The Golden Touch, The Paradise of Children, The Three Golden Apples, The Miraculous Pitcher, and The Chimaera. Each tale keeps the outline of a well-known myth while softening its harsher edges, inviting curiosity, sympathy, and moral inquiry suited to youthful listeners.

In these wonder tales, adventure meets conscience. A bold youth confronts a creature whose gaze turns all to stone; a king learns the cost of wishing for boundless wealth; two children in a bright garden face the temptation of a sealed vessel; a tireless traveler pursues radiant fruit to complete an arduous quest; humble villagers welcome strangers and discover the quiet rewards of hospitality; and a resolute rider encounters a fire-breathing monster that tests ingenuity as much as courage. Hawthorne’s versions favor conversation, humor, and clear description, so that young readers may ask questions, weigh motives, and imagine consequences.

Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys continues the experiment, while The Wayside serves as an introductory sketch that establishes a fresh gathering place for the circle of listeners. The second mythic sequence offers The Minotaur, The Pygmies, The Dragon’s Teeth, Circe’s Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, and The Golden Fleece. The premises are inviting rather than forbidding: a labyrinth and a thread, a giant among a diminutive nation, a peril entwined with a serpent, an island of enchantment, a mother and daughter parted, and a voyage after a storied prize. Hawthorne highlights resourcefulness, friendship, and restraint without insisting on a single lesson.

Biographical Stories for Children introduces formative moments from notable lives, not as exhaustive histories but as moral portraits. The sketches of Benjamin West, Sir Isaac Newton, Samuel Johnson, Oliver Cromwell, Benjamin Franklin, and Queen Christina emphasize habits of mind and heart: curiosity, perseverance, self-discipline, and the challenges that attend public action. Hawthorne selects episodes that a young reader can grasp and discuss, presenting the subjects at human scale. The narratives suggest that character develops through choices made in ordinary circumstances as well as in celebrated crises, encouraging admiration that is reflective rather than idolatrous and inviting comparison with the reader’s own growth.

Little Annie’s Ramble, originally included among the Twice-Told Tales, exemplifies Hawthorne’s ability to discover enchantment in simple excursions. A child and her companion wander through streets and shops, noticing sights, sounds, and faces until the world seems both familiar and newly made. The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle, from a later collection, imagines two siblings who shape a figure from winter’s bounty and cherish its delicate presence. In both pieces, the narrative attention falls on perception itself—how children look, name, and care—rather than on elaborate incident. The result is literature that respects youthful sensibility without sentimentality.

Little Daffydowndilly is a brief moral tale about a schoolboy who longs to escape stern instruction for an easier life. His errand of avoidance leads him through encounters that gradually reveal the limits of idleness and the satisfactions of steady effort. Without preaching, the story arranges its scenes so that the reader can trace a change of heart. Its language is plain, its humor quiet, and its wisdom practical. Set near to home and written for the hearth, it embodies Hawthorne’s conviction that imagination and character are allied—playful fancy casting light upon the duties that help children mature.

Across these books and tales runs a unified purpose: to cultivate wonder that awakens judgment. Whether in myth, history, biography, or domestic sketch, Hawthorne asks how courage, humility, hospitality, and curiosity guide young people through a world of beauty and danger. He favors transformations—metal into bread, beasts into companions, a chair into a storyteller—to dramatize the moment when desire meets responsibility. His settings, from New England parlors to imagined Mediterranean shores, are stages for the voice of conscience, which speaks softly rather than declares. The child listener is never coerced; instead, the tales invite participation, comparison, and the slow growth of wisdom.

Stylistically, Hawthorne writes in limpid sentences shaped for the ear, with a narrator who converses, questions, and occasionally teases. The framed gatherings—Grandfather with his chair, a youthful raconteur at Tanglewood, a preface at The Wayside—create a communal setting in which stories can be heard and discussed. Classical materials are translated into domestic idiom without losing dignity, and historical episodes are pared to their telling incidents. Irony is gentle, sentiment restrained, and imagery vivid but never lurid. The prose invites reading aloud, allowing illustration to amplify, not replace, the images already present in language. It is art that trusts attention.

The lasting significance of these works lies in their balance of pleasure and formation. They open doors to classical antiquity, early American memory, and exemplary lives, yet they remain intimate, genial, and clear. For modern readers, they model a humane pedagogy: narrate first, moralize lightly, and let reflection arise in company. By gathering complete mythic sequences, historical and biographical sketches, and selected tales, this illustrated edition makes visible the breadth of Hawthorne’s achievement for children and the coherence of his aims. It offers a companionable treasury for households and schools, inviting repeated visits as experience deepens and imagination matures.
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    Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804–1864) was a central figure of the American Renaissance, renowned for psychologically rich fiction that probes conscience, history, and myth. His career encompassed novels, short tales, sketches, and books for the young. Alongside canonical works such as The Scarlet Letter and The House of the Seven Gables, he produced children’s histories and classical retellings collected here: The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair, Biographical Stories for Children, A Wonder-Book for Girls and Boys, Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys, and related pieces like Little Annie’s Ramble, The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle, and Little Daffydowndilly. These writings show his range—from moral allegory to playful, humane instruction.

Born in Salem, Massachusetts, Hawthorne grew up amid the enduring memory of New England Puritanism, an inheritance that would shape his themes of sin, guilt, and communal judgment. He studied at Bowdoin College, graduating in the 1820s, where classmates included Henry Wadsworth Longfellow and future president Franklin Pierce. After college he pursued a literary life, reading widely in British and European romance and history while exploring American materials close at hand—colonial chronicles, local folklore, and the moral atmosphere of Salem. This blend of sources, together with a disciplined prose style, prepared him to craft short romances that balanced imagination with historical consciousness.

In the 1830s and 1840s Hawthorne refined his art in magazines and collected volumes. Twice-Told Tales introduced many of his short pieces, including Little Annie’s Ramble, an early example of his gentle, observational mode. He also wrote for younger readers, notably The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair, a sequence that turns New England artifacts into springs of narrative about the colonial past. Customhouse posts in Boston and later Salem provided income but also sharpened his sense of civic institutions and personal conscience. The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle and Little Daffydowndilly show his interest in moral fable, yet they remain playful, sympathetic, and alert to childhood perception.

While Hawthorne’s reputation rests heavily on major romances—The Scarlet Letter, The House of the Seven Gables, and The Blithedale Romance—he simultaneously developed a distinctive program of mythic storytelling for the young. A Wonder-Book for Girls and Boys revisits classical myths in tales such as The Gorgon’s Head, The Golden Touch, The Paradise of Children, The Three Golden Apples, The Miraculous Pitcher, and The Chimaera. Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys extends the project with The Minotaur, The Pygmies, The Dragon’s Teeth, Circe’s Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, and The Golden Fleece. He recast inherited narratives in clear, graceful prose, tempering awe and terror with humor and moral reflection.

Biographical Stories for Children presents portraits of noteworthy figures—Benjamin West, Sir Isaac Newton, Samuel Johnson, Oliver Cromwell, Benjamin Franklin, and Queen Christina—arranged to inspire curiosity rather than mere veneration. The selection reflects Hawthorne’s belief that character forms through trial and reflection, a conviction equally visible in his myth retellings and domestic sketches. Works like Little Daffydowndilly and The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle balance instruction with wonder, inviting young readers to weigh choice and consequence. His voice in these pieces is intimate but unsentimental, attentive to the textures of daily life while keeping larger ethical questions—duty, imagination, self-knowledge—within reach.

Hawthorne’s public career broadened when President Franklin Pierce appointed him United States consul at Liverpool in the 1850s. Years abroad, including extended travel in Italy, culminated in The Marble Faun, a romance shaped by art and old-world settings. Returning to Concord, he made his home at The Wayside, where he revised earlier work and reflected on a lifetime of storytelling. Across his prefaces and introductory notes, he often explained his method: to draw from history and fable while insisting on the moral independence of the imagination. The classical and historical materials in this collection show that method at work, lucidly adapted for younger readers.

In his final years Hawthorne’s health declined, and he died in New Hampshire in 1864. His legacy endures in American literature and culture: a searching intelligence focused on the burdens and possibilities of conscience, and a prose style both ceremonious and flexible. The children’s histories and mythbooks gathered here complement the darker romances by revealing his pedagogical tact and delight in narrative form. They continue to introduce readers to the classical world and to the American past, modeling how stories can instruct without coercion. Hawthorne remains a touchstone for discussions of moral complexity, historical memory, and the imaginative transformation of tradition.
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    Nathaniel Hawthorne’s children’s writings emerged within the American Renaissance, roughly the 1830s to the 1850s, when U.S. authors sought national literary forms while engaging European traditions. Born in 1804 in Salem and steeped in New England’s Puritan legacy, Hawthorne wrote amid rapid industrialization, urban growth, and reform movements in schooling, temperance, and moral uplift. This collection gathers pieces spanning that context—from early sketches and historical tales to mid-century myth retellings—so that it reflects multiple eras at once: colonial memory as reframed in the 1840s, the reform-minded antebellum decades, and a widening transatlantic conversation about education, childhood, and the uses of imagination.

The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair (1841) belongs to a surge in juvenile historical writing that paralleled the common-school movement led by figures like Horace Mann in Massachusetts. Hawthorne animates New England’s past—Puritan settlement, colonial conflicts, and Revolutionary ferment—through the conceit of an old chair witnessing generations. This device reflects antebellum antiquarian interests and a desire to craft civic memory suited for young readers. In an era building historical societies and school textbooks, Hawthorne’s tales promote republican virtues, continuity between past and present, and a domesticated way of learning history, with the family parlor serving as both classroom and archive.

Little Annie’s Ramble, first collected in Twice-Told Tales (1837), registers the urban and commercial textures of early nineteenth-century Boston through a child’s promenade. The piece aligns with the gift-book and magazine culture that supplied short prose to middle-class readers, often mixing moral sentiment with picturesque observation. As American cities expanded and storefronts, signage, and crowds intensified, writers adapted the figure of the stroller to new conditions. Hawthorne’s child flâneur transforms the street into a didactic yet playful text, illustrating how antebellum readers used literature to mediate between burgeoning visual spectacle and the interior cultivation of taste and sympathy.

A Wonder-Book for Girls and Boys (1851) and Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys (1853) recast Greek myths for an American juvenile audience just as classical antiquity remained central to school curricula. Hawthorne domesticated ancient narratives—softening violence, infusing parlor humor, and adding explicit moral reflection—so they would harmonize with Protestant New England sensibilities. Published between The Scarlet Letter and his departure for diplomatic service, these volumes bridge high literature and pedagogy. They appeared at a moment when affordable, illustrated books reached wider family markets, and they anticipated other nineteenth-century mediations of myth for general readers, notably Thomas Bulfinch’s The Age of Fable (1855).

The cycle’s framing device—Eustace Bright telling stories to a circle of children at a country retreat—draws on domestic ideology and the culture of reading aloud. Hawthorne wrote A Wonder-Book while living in the Berkshire Hills, and he locates its frame at “Tanglewood,” echoing the social world of summer estates and rural leisure popular among New England elites. The setting models an idealized pedagogy: learning as conversation, nature as backdrop, and play as a path to knowledge. This was consonant with contemporary child-rearing manuals that advocated gentler methods, and with the middle-class parlor’s function as a stage for moral and aesthetic training.

Individual myths speak to mid-century concerns without becoming topical allegories. The Golden Touch, retold in 1851, inevitably resonated with national debates about wealth in the wake of the 1848–49 California Gold Rush. Hawthorne frames the story as a caution about possessiveness rather than a celebration of abundance, echoing older Puritan distrust of avarice while acknowledging modern commerce. The Three Golden Apples, a tale of pursuit and endurance, engages exploration and enterprise within safe, child-friendly boundaries. In The Miraculous Pitcher, classical hospitality becomes a lesson in charity, fitting the era’s philanthropic energies and the burgeoning network of benevolent societies.

The retellings of The Gorgon’s Head, The Dragon’s Teeth, and The Minotaur present ancient encounters with danger, deception, and civic order in simplified form suitable for youth. By domesticating monstrous violence and emphasizing prudence, courage, and cooperation, Hawthorne uses classical materials to articulate widely endorsed antebellum virtues. The story of Cadmus and the sowing of dragon’s teeth—an origin of armed men—offers a mythic account of social foundations, which nineteenth-century readers could contemplate as Americans expanded westward and debated the meanings of law, settlement, and citizenship. Throughout, he curbs sensational elements to keep myth compatible with polite, didactic reading.

Circe’s Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, and The Paradise of Children adapt episodes traditionally associated with temptation, curiosity, and the boundaries of knowledge. Antebellum educators disagreed about fairy tales and pagan lore; some feared they encouraged superstition, others defended their moral potential. Hawthorne’s versions align with the latter view, reframing dangers as teachable moments. Persephone’s story becomes an account of loss and seasonal rhythm intelligible to family audiences, while the Pandora narrative turns ancient curiosity into a gentle reflection on hope’s persistence. These pieces reveal how Protestant New England negotiated the classical inheritance, preserving enchantment while insisting on transparent ethical commentary.

The Chimaera highlights ingenuity in the face of peril, favoring practical cleverness over brute force. Its emphasis on resourcefulness coexisted with the period’s fascination with scientific progress and mechanical invention, visible in exhibitions and technical institutes multiplying across the Northeast. The Miraculous Pitcher, again, reinforces hospitality as social glue, resonating with the era’s voluntary associations and reform clubs that sought to knit communities amid urbanization. By allotting to each myth a discrete moral center and tempering extremity, Hawthorne aligns ancient wonder with nineteenth-century civic pedagogy, making classical episodes safe for parlor recitation and Sunday reading without evacuating their imaginative appeal.

The Wayside, an introductory sketch to Tanglewood Tales, situates Hawthorne’s children’s writing within Concord’s literary milieu. He purchased The Wayside in 1852, neighbors to the Emersons and the Alcotts, and wrote against the backdrop of Transcendentalist discussions about nature, the self, and education. Although never a doctrinaire Transcendentalist, Hawthorne shared an investment in childhood as a privileged vantage on truth. The brief piece converts a specific house and landscape into a pedagogical theater, marking the domestic sphere as a launchpad for mythic voyage. Shortly thereafter, in 1853, he left for Liverpool as U.S. consul, closing an intensely productive domestic phase.

Biographical Stories for Children (1842) draws on an established tradition of edifying lives adapted for youth, akin to Plutarch for the nursery. In the early republic and antebellum decades, such collections reinforced republican and Enlightenment virtues—industry, reason, self-command—through exemplary figures. Hawthorne follows this model but with narrative grace that tempers sermonizing. The book enters a crowded field of school readers and Sunday-school biographies while benefiting from a maturing U.S. publishing industry capable of attractive, affordable juvenile volumes. Its selection balances science, letters, politics, and art, presenting history as a gallery of character rather than a dry chronology.

The specific subjects underscore transatlantic connections essential to early American self-fashioning. Benjamin West, an American-born painter who achieved prominence in London, exemplified artistic ambition across the Atlantic world. Sir Isaac Newton and Samuel Johnson anchor British achievements in science and letters, while Benjamin Franklin models Enlightenment practicality and civic invention bridging colonies and Europe. Oliver Cromwell introduces seventeenth-century debates about authority and liberty, handled cautiously for young readers. Queen Christina of Sweden offers an unusual royal portrait, known for erudition and abdication in the seventeenth century. Hawthorne’s vignettes compress complex lives into digestible moral scenes without courting controversy.

The Snow-Image: A Childish Miracle, published in 1851, engages contemporary debates over imagination and utilitarianism in child-rearing. Mid-century pedagogues argued about fantasy’s place in moral development, with some insisting on factual instruction and others defending wonder as ethically formative. Hawthorne’s winter tale sets domestic affection and childlike play against the hazards of literal-minded skepticism, embodying the period’s sentimental valuation of the family hearth. Its New England snowscape anchors the miraculous within familiar seasonal rhythms, while the narrative’s restraint reflects the author’s broader strategy in children’s pieces: invite enchantment but keep its lesson legible to adults supervising the reading.

Little Daffydowndilly, a mid-1840s children’s story later collected in the early 1850s, aligns with antebellum America’s ethic of self-improvement and disciplined labor. Popular manuals, lyceum lectures, and school readers promoted perseverance, punctuality, and the dignity of work. Hawthorne translates these values into a gently humorous allegory about industry without the harsher tones found in some tract literature. The tale reveals how authors balanced the demands of moral instruction with a Romantic esteem for the child’s sensibility, proposing habits of diligence that served emerging industrial routines while preserving a space for play and curiosity.

Illustration and book design were integral to the reception of these works. A Wonder-Book and Tanglewood Tales appeared with numerous wood-engraved images, many after designs by Hammat Billings, a prominent Boston illustrator and architect. Such visuals benefited from advances in stereotyping, steam-powered presses, and rail distribution that lowered costs and broadened reach. Boston publishers like Ticknor, Reed & Fields specialized in handsome family volumes, aligning Hawthorne’s texts with the gift-book market and holiday sales. The “Illustrated Edition” tradition underscores how pictures guided young readers through classical names and colonial scenes, mediating comprehension and enhancing the books’ status as parlor objects.

Political controversies of the 1840s and early 1850s—Jacksonian partisanship, territorial expansion, the Mexican–American War, and mounting sectional tensions—form the backdrop but rarely surface directly in these children’s pieces. Hawthorne, a Democrat and later appointee of President Franklin Pierce as consul at Liverpool, reserved explicit politics for other venues. Instead, he turned to classical antiquity and colonial memory as comparatively neutral grounds for discussing character and community. The strategy reflects a wider antebellum habit: when public life grew fractious, writers often sought in the domestic sphere and in the past the materials for consensus-building moral education.

Taken together, these works map the period’s educational reform and literary innovation. They harmonize Puritan legacies of moral scrutiny with Romantic celebrations of childhood, convert classical curricula into lively narratives, and tether history to household conversation. Their forms—sketch, frame tale, exemplary biography—mirror contemporary institutions: the parlor, the schoolroom, the lyceum. The recurring emphasis on kindness, restraint, and disciplined imagination suited civic republican ideals while answering anxieties about urbanization and market society. In this way, Hawthorne’s children’s writings served as cultural adhesives, offering shared stories through which communities could articulate values without invoking partisan rancor directly. The collection also registers the interplay of technological change and literary form. As illustration proliferated and print costs fell, books addressed families as cohesive reading units, shaping how myths and histories would be remembered. Hawthorne’s collaboration with illustrators, his recourse to familiar domestic frames, and his adaptation of European materials for American households display a canny understanding of new markets. The result is a corpus that, while modest in scope, exerted outsized influence on schoolrooms, parlors, and circulating libraries across the Northeast and beyond. Later readers have reinterpreted these texts through shifting academic lenses. Progressive-education advocates in the early twentieth century highlighted their child-centered storytelling, while classical-reception scholars have traced how Hawthorne reshaped myth for Protestant America. Children’s-literature criticism has noted the gendered scripts and the negotiation between imagination and moralism, themes that contemporary editions often gloss. Yet the works endure because they offer a palatable bridge between eras: colonial remembrance, Enlightenment exemplarity, Romantic wonder, and the illustrated Victorian gift-book. This collection gathers those currents, inviting renewed scrutiny of how stories educate across generations.
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    The Whole History of Grandfather’s Chair
A sequence of fireside narratives follows a venerable chair as it moves through many hands, linking episodes of communal and civic life. The chair becomes a lens for reflecting on memory, duty, and the moral texture of public events, all conveyed in a conversational, instructive tone. Hawthorne uses the familiar object to make history immediate for young listeners, emphasizing continuity between household scenes and larger social currents.
Little Annie's Ramble (Twice-Told Tales)
A caretaker and child wander through town, letting ordinary sights blossom into small adventures and reflections. The piece invites readers to see the everyday as marvelous, balancing playful observation with a gentle awareness of how perception shapes experience. It showcases Hawthorne’s lyrical, reflective style and his interest in childhood imagination as a serious way of knowing.
Wonder Book For Girls and Boys
Framed by an Introductory Note and lively conversations among children, this cycle retells six Greek myths—The Gorgon’s Head, The Golden Touch, The Paradise of Children, The Three Golden Apples, The Miraculous Pitcher, and The Chimaera. The tales temper awe and danger with humor and homely detail, highlighting questions of pride, curiosity, generosity, and courage without dwelling on harshness. The tone is bright and companionable, encouraging readers to test moral ideas within a safe circle of wonder.
Tanglewood Tales for Girls and Boys
Introduced at The Wayside, this companion volume continues the classical retellings with The Minotaur, The Pygmies, The Dragon’s Teeth, Circe’s Palace, The Pomegranate Seeds, and The Golden Fleece. The stories lean into sustained adventure and moral trial, exploring cunning, temptation, loss, and restitution while remaining accessible to young readers. Hawthorne blends enchantment with clear-eyed caution, underscoring themes of self-command, empathy, and the costs of heroism.
Biographical Stories for Children
Brief portraits of Benjamin West, Sir Isaac Newton, Samuel Johnson, Oliver Cromwell, Benjamin Franklin, and Queen Christina introduce notable lives as examples of curiosity, discipline, and character. Each sketch selects formative scenes and habits rather than exhaustive history, inviting readers to consider how choices shape a life. The tone is instructive yet humane, turning biography into a conversation about virtues and the uses of talent.
The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle
Two children fashion a figure from snow, and their play takes on an uncanny vitality that adults struggle to interpret. The story contrasts practical skepticism with the delicate logic of childhood, allowing mystery to remain suggestive rather than explained. It moves from whimsy toward gentle poignancy, probing how imagination can be both fragile and profound.
Little Daffydowndilly
A boy who longs to avoid drudgery sets out on a journey where work, idleness, and cheerfulness appear in unexpected forms. Through encounters that are more fable than sermon, he discovers a more balanced view of effort and happiness. The tale’s buoyant simplicity supports Hawthorne’s recurring interest in moral growth achieved through play, curiosity, and self-correction.
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  IN writing this ponderous tome, the author’s desire has been to describe the eminent characters and remarkable events of our annals in such a form and style that the YOUNG may make acquaintance with them of their own accord. For this purpose, while ostensibly relating the adventures of a chair, he has endeavored to keep a distinct and unbroken thread of authentic history. The chair is made to pass from one to another of those personages of whom he thought it most desirable for the young reader to have vivid and familiar ideas, and whose lives and actions would best enable him to give picturesque sketches of the times. On its sturdy oaken legs it trudges diligently from one scene to another, and seems always to thrust itself in the way, with most benign complacency, whenever an historical personage happens to be looking round for a seat.


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


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


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

  


  
    

  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Who was Mr. Johnson?” inquired Clara.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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