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About Hawthorne:

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











This small volume and others of a similar character, from the
same hand, have not been composed without a deep sense of
responsibility. The author regards children as sacred, and would
not, for the world, cast anything into the fountain of a young
heart that might imbitter and pollute its waters. And, even in
point of the reputation to be aimed at, juvenile literature is as
well worth cultivating as any other. The writer, if he succeed in
pleasing his little readers, may hope to be remembered by them till
their own old age,—a far longer period of literary existence than
is generally attained by those who seek immortality from the
judgments of full-grown men.








Chapter 1

 


When Edward Temple was about eight or nine years old he was
afflicted with a disorder of the eyes. It was so severe, and his
sight was naturally so delicate, that the surgeon felt some
apprehensions lest the boy should become totally blind. He
therefore gave strict directions to keep him in a darkened chamber,
with a bandage over his eyes. Not a ray of the blessed light of
heaven could be suffered to visit the poor lad.

This was a sad thing for Edward. It was just the same as if
there were to be no more sunshine, nor moonlight, nor glow of the
cheerful fire, nor light of lamps. A night had begun which was to
continue perhaps for months,—a longer and drearier night than that
which voyagers are compelled to endure when their ship is icebound,
throughout the winter, in the Arctic Ocean. His dear father and
mother, his brother George, and the sweet face of little Emily
Robinson must all vanish and leave him in utter darkness and
solitude. Their voices and footsteps, it is true, would be heard
around him; he would feel his mother's embrace and the kind
pressure of all their hands; but still it would seem as if they
were a thousand miles away.

And then his studies,—they were to be entirely given up. This
was another grievous trial; for Edward's memory hardly went back to
the period when he had not known how to read. Many and many a
holiday had he spent at his hook, poring over its pages until the
deepening twilight confused the print and made all the letters run
into long words. Then, would he press his hands across his eyes and
wonder why they pained him so; and when the candles were lighted,
what was the reason that they burned so dimly, like the moon in a
foggy night? Poor little fellow! So far as his eyes were concerned
he was already an old man, and needed a pair of spectacles almost
as much as his own grandfather did.

And now, alas! the time was come when even grandfather's
spectacles could not have assisted Edward to read. After a few
bitter tears, which only pained his eyes the more, the poor boy
submitted to the surgeon's orders. His eyes were bandaged, and,
with his mother on one side and his little friend Emily on the
other, he was led into a darkened chamber.

"Mother, I shall be very miserable!" said Edward, sobbing.

"O no, my dear child!" replied his mother, elicerfully. "Your
eyesight was a precious gift of Heaven, it is true; but you would
do wrong to be miserable for its loss, even if there were no hope
of regaining it. There are other enjoyments besides what come to us
through our eyes."

"None that are worth having," said Edward.

"Ah, but you will not think so long," rejoined Mrs. Temple, with
tenderness. "All of us—your father, and myself, and George, and our
sweet Emily—will try to find occupation and amusement for you. We
will use all our eyes to make you happy. Will they not be better
than a single pair?"

"I will sit, by you all day long," said Emily, in her low, sweet
voice, putting her hand into that of Edward.

"And so will I, Ned," said George, his elder brother, "school
time and all, if my father will permit me."

Edward's brother George was three or four years older than
himself,—a fine, hardy lad, of a bold and ardent temper. He was the
leader of his comrades in all their enterprises and amusements. As
to his proficiency at study there was not much to be said. He had
sense and ability enough to have made himself a scholar, but found
so many pleasanter things to do that he seldom took hold of a book
with his whole heart. So fond was George of boisterous sports and
exercises that it was really a great token of affection and
sympathy when he offered to sit all day long in a dark chamber with
his poor brother Edward.

As for little Emily Robinson, she was the daughter of one of Mr.
Temple's dearest friends. Ever since her mother went to heaven
(which was soon after Emily's birth) the little girl had dwelt in
the household where we now find her. Mr. and Mrs. Temple seemed to
love her as well as their own children; for they had no daughter
except Emily; nor would the boys have known the blessing of a
sister had not this gentle stranger come to teach them what it was.
If I could show you Emily's face, with her dark hair smoothed away
from her forehead, you would be pleased with her look of simplicity
and loving kindness, but might think that she was somewhat too
grave for a child of seven years old. But you would not love her
the less for that.

So brother George and this loving little girl were to be
Edward's companions and playmates while he should be kept prisoner
in the dark chamber. When the first bitterness of his grief was
over he began to feel that, there might be some comforts and
enjoyments in life even for a boy whose eyes were covered with a
bandage.

"I thank you, dear mother," said he, with only a few sobs; "and
you, Emily; and you too, George. You will all be very kind to me, I
know. And my father,—will not he come and see me every day?"

"Yes, my dear boy," said Mr. Temple; for, though invisible to
Edward, he was standing close beside him. "I will spend some hours
of every day with you. And as I have often amused you by relating
stories and adventures while you had the use of your eves, I can do
the same now that you are unable to read. Will this please you,
Edward?"

"O, very much," replied Edward.

"Well, then," said his father, "this evening we will begin the
series of Biographical Stories which I promised you some time
ago."
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