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				For Connie,

				my companion on the highway of letters,

				non clamor sed amor
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			Author’s Note

			Quotations from Henry W. Longfellow’s journals are drawn from my examination of the manuscript copies in the Longfellow Papers (MS Am 1340) at Houghton Library, Harvard University, which I photographed during multiple research visits, in tandem with an unpublished partial transcription of the journals prepared in the 1990s by the late Stanley Paterson for the National Park Service, custodian of Longfellow House–Washington’s Headquarters National Historic Site. Longfellow’s manuscript journals are contained in numerous volumes, each with its own call number. Quotations from letters Longfellow wrote to others are taken, for the most part, from Andrew Hilen’s indispensable six-volume edition, The Letters of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (Cambridge, MA: Belknap, 1966–1982). Letters to Longfellow are quoted from unpublished correspondence in Houghton Library (bMS Am 1340.2), which I also photographed and transcribed, and identify in the notes with their individual folder numbers.

			Quotations from the journals and correspondence of Frances Elizabeth Appleton Longfellow (FEAL) are drawn from my examination of digitally photographed copies of the unpublished documents, in tandem with verbatim transcriptions recently compiled by professional archivists at Longfellow House. In the interest of readability, and in conformance with the Chicago Manual of Style, Fanny Appleton’s lifelong use of the ampersand (&) for “and” has been replaced uniformly by me with “and.” All quotations, word usages, and spellings distinctive to the nineteenth century are as they appear in the original documents. Quotations from Longfellow’s poetry and prose writings are drawn, for the most part, from the earliest published editions, as available electronically through Google Books in full-text facsimile copies. Otherwise I have relied on The Complete Writings of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, eleven volumes (Boston: Houghton, Mifflin, 1904), known as the “Craigie Edition.”

		

	
		
			
			
				
				Introduction

				
					O ye familiar scenes,—ye groves of pine,

					That once were mine and are no longer mine,—

					Thou river, widening through the meadows green

					To the vast sea, so near and yet unseen,—

					Ye halls, in whose seclusion and repose

					Phantoms of fame, like exhalations, rose

					And vanished,—we who are about to die,

					Salute you; earth and air and sea and sky,

					And the Imperial Sun that scatters down

					His sovereign splendors upon grove and town.

					—from “Morituri Salutamus,” poem for the fiftieth anniversary of the class of 1825 in Bowdoin College

				

				Beloved by millions of readers worldwide through much of the nineteenth century, the poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow was in every respect a man for all seasons, discreet, loyal, and principled to a fault. Total strangers wrote him letters by the hundreds, an estimated twenty thousand during his lifetime, and he answered as many as he could, always gracious, always thoughtful. When admirers arrived unannounced at his home in Cambridge, Massachusetts, which they did by the droves, he was the person who opened the front door, occasionally inviting them inside, readily dispensing autographed cards kept nearby for just that purpose. And he was a soft touch, too; when asked for financial help, as he frequently was, he freely gave, even sent money on several occasions to Maria Poe “Muddy” Clemm, the destitute aunt and mother-in-law of his most abusive antagonist, Edgar Allan Poe.

				
				One activity the Bard of Brattle Street routinely shunned, however, was speaking in public. Longfellow had the deepest admiration for those able to captivate multitudes with the spoken word—the Britons Charles Dickens and Fanny Kemble being two in particular, the French tragic actress Rachel Félix another—but the written word was how he preferred to communicate with the world at large, and there was no ambiguity on the point. On the day in 1854 that he gave his final lecture as a professor of European languages and belles lettres at Harvard College, he vowed that it would be “the last I shall ever deliver here or anywhere else.” He was forty-seven years old at the time, and had been teaching for twenty-five of them—eighteen at Harvard, and seven before that at his alma mater, Bowdoin College, in Brunswick, Maine. He already enjoyed an international reputation, and had more than sufficient means to live in comfort and provide for his family. It was time, he had decided, to become a full-time writer.

				For his final lecture, Longfellow spoke, with intended irony, on Dante’s Inferno, and for the next twenty-one years he gave no public readings, and composed no “occasional poems” to commemorate specific milestones or events. When his dear friend and college classmate Nathaniel Hawthorne died in 1864 at the age of fifty-nine, he wrote a poignant elegy to mourn his loss and served as a pallbearer at the funeral, but did not speak formally at the services. When deeply depressed after suffering a grievous personal loss, he declined an invitation to visit the Bowdoin campus for a few undemanding days of rest and relaxation. “Too many ghosts there,” he explained simply, and stayed at home.

				Why, then, after vacillating for weeks, he agreed to address his classmates on the occasion of their fiftieth reunion in 1875, he never said, but from the moment he accepted, he threw everything he had into composing a lengthy poem he would deliver before eleven hundred people in First Parish Congregational Church. As a title for the 285-line ode, he echoed a cry shouted centuries earlier by Roman gladiators as they were about to engage in mortal combat: “Morituri salutamus”—We who are about to die salute you. Press accounts of the greatly anticipated oration—including full texts of the poem—appeared everywhere his work was read. The triumphant day, everyone who attended agreed, had belonged entirely to him.

				

				—

				
				FROM THE TIME he was a boy growing up in Portland, Maine, Henry Longfellow’s driving ambition had been to fashion a form of literary expression distinctive to his time and place, one that celebrated America not only for Americans, but for readers around the world; and it was these twin attractions—accessibility and inclusion—that would earn him recognition as a “poet of the people” and a “fireside poet” whose verses were appreciated, understood, loved, and memorized by young and old alike, and from all demographics and social classes, a point often lost on those who would dismiss his work as being out of touch with a rapidly changing world.

				Along with fame and celebrity came criticism, most of it into the 1900s positive, though there certainly were detractors, the troubled Poe by far the most hostile example, a more restrained Margaret Fuller another, though both expressed their generally dismissive views well before Henry wrote his most accomplished works. Poe died in 1849 from a variety of physical and emotional ailments, Fuller drowned the following year in a shipwreck—both at the age of forty—precluding what over time could have been more balanced evaluations.

				That said, fashion and renown are slippery slopes in the best of times, and all writers have their ups and downs. Longfellow stands apart in that he did not meet his critical demise as the result of natural causes. Put another way, his fall from favor did not come about through general apathy or the purported transience of what he wrote, as the continued use in daily discourse of phrases and images he introduced makes abundantly clear. Instead, he was the victim of an orchestrated dismissal that may well be unique in American literary history—widely revered in one century, methodically excommunicated from the ranks of the worthy in the next. “In the repudiation of much of the old culture, Longfellow, not surprisingly, was targeted by a new generation of rebels and iconoclasts as the embodiment of the genteel spirit, the poet of purity, cleanliness, ideality, respectability, and conservatism, and as the relic of a defunct transition,” the late Daniel Aaron, founding president of the Library of America and a distinguished professor of English and American literature at Harvard for many years, wrote in a trenchant examination of the poet’s problematic legacy.

				
				In ancient Rome, a condemned person’s identity and accomplishments were subjected to damnatio memoriae— literally “damnation of memory”—a systematic banishment to oblivion carried out through the shattering of statues and the erasure of stone inscriptions. For Longfellow’s sin of failing to satisfy the implacable demands of modernism and New Criticism, the punishment was expulsion from the literary canon, his work no longer deemed worthy of being read in classrooms or studied seriously in scholarly journals, regardless of how many people in the wider population might have felt otherwise. “Anthologists create the canon,” is the way Joel Myerson, professor emeritus of American literature at the University of South Carolina and an authority on nineteenth-century American literature, explained the dynamic to me. “A writer who is not in the anthologies will not be read in the classrooms. It’s as simple as that. How can you possibly be in the canon if you aren’t being read? You can’t.”

				Once the assault started, it rattled along like rolling thunder on a stormy summer night. “Longfellow is to poetry what the barrel-organ is to music,” Van Wyck Brooks infamously proclaimed in 1915. Seventeen years later, Henry’s standing was such that the now-obscure but then prominent critic Ludwig Lewisohn could propose, with undisguised contempt: “Who, except wretched school children, now reads Longfellow?” For young scholars with dreams of securing tenure and respectability among their peers, the message was clear: serious study of Longfellow would be done at their professional peril.

				A rejoinder to the sort of scorn that became so prevalent at this time came in 1902 from Theodore Roosevelt during his first year as president of the United States. With forty-five published books to his credit on a wide variety of subjects by the time he died, and to this day America’s most prolific author-president, TR was moved to write a fan letter to Martha Baker Dunn, author of an article that had just appeared in The Atlantic Monthly on the merits of the English poet Robert Browning. “Just one word about Longfellow,” he added in seeming afterthought. “Don’t look down on him because he is so utterly different from Browning; so different that he might belong to another world. For all his gentleness he strikes the true ring of courage, the ballad-like ring of courage, in many pieces.” He cited in particular “The Saga of King Olaf”—“only a translation, to be sure,” but “like Julia Ward Howe’s battle hymn” containing within it an almost ineffable quality “to which an appeal for brave action can be made. When Olaf strikes his sails and with his doom upon him makes ready to fight until the certain death overwhelms him, I think you can hear the clang of the weapons and the crash and splinter of the oars.”

				
				But the tides of dismissal could not be stemmed, the wishes of an erudite sitting president notwithstanding. On the occasion of Longfellow’s centennial year in 1907, the eminent critic, writer, and educator Bliss Perry took sober note of the situation. “He is already thought negligible by some clever young men of over-educated mind and under-educated heart, who borrow their ethics from the cavemen, their philosophy from the raft-men, and who, in the presence of the same material from which Longfellow wrought delightful poetry,—the same landscape, the same rich past and ardent present and all the ‘long thoughts’ of youth,—are themselves impotent to write a single line.”

				Seventy-five years after that, another sympathetic scholar, Professor Steven Allaback of the University of California, Santa Barbara, reported dolefully at a professional symposium that “in the eyes of most critics” Longfellow was “very dead,” with “no resurgence in sight.” While other nineteenth-century poets were then being studied in college classrooms, Allaback lamented that “Longfellow gets laughed at,” and he minced no words as to the root cause: “For years readers have been taught to regard Longfellow as an enemy of true poetry and authentic emotion, innocent of life’s mysteries and complications.”

				Yet for all the slings and arrows directed his way, Longfellow is still the only American writer to have a bust of his likeness displayed in Poets’ Corner at Westminster Abbey, and the monumental statue erected near Dupont Circle in Washington, DC in 1909 remains securely—almost defiantly—in place. And while he may well have been “very dead” “in the eyes of most critics” for much of the twentieth century, there were an important few who felt otherwise. Robert Frost drew the title of his first book, A Boy’s Will (1913), from a key line in the Longfellow poem “My Lost Youth.” During a reading at Bryn Mawr College in 1926, Frost delivered some selections of “new poetry” he said he had recently come across, three in all, each one enthusiastically received by his young audience. When the applause died down, Frost revealed—to the groans and gasps of everyone in attendance—the identity of his “discovery” to have been none other than Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

				
				The poet Howard Nemerov—winner of every literary prize of consequence America has to offer—edited a slim selection of Longfellow’s poetry for a Dell paperback edition in 1959, explaining in an unapologetic introduction that “gentle” as Longfellow may appear on the surface, “beneath his gentleness” lies “a fair share of that unyielding perception of reality which belongs to good poetry wherever and whenever written.” Lawrence Buell, professor emeritus of American literature at Harvard and renowned authority on the antebellum period, offered a similar justification for having edited a selection for a Penguin edition in 1988, calling the treatment of Longfellow then in vogue an egregious example of “critical overkill.” In an interview with me, Buell said he felt a kind of obligation to do something at that time. “I never was ill disposed towards Longfellow. There were parts of his canon that always drew me. And Longfellow meant a great deal to my late father, which mattered a great deal to me—especially his love for Tales of a Wayside Inn. When I was deciding back in the 1980s what to include in my selection, I conferred with him on what he thought I should choose.”

				In his 1987 essay, Daniel Aaron counseled that “American literature isn’t all that rich and various that we can afford to discredit or forget so good a poet,” a caveat sufficiently prescient that three decades later, Harold Bloom, whose dozens of influential works over seven decades included The Western Canon (1994), could say, in an interview with me, that “all that silliness is over now—finished—done.” Long regarded as the dean of American literary critics, and a lifelong champion of Longfellow, Bloom died on October 14, 2019, at the age of eighty-nine, having taught his final class as Sterling Professor of the Humanities at Yale just four days earlier.

				The renaissance in Longfellow studies can be said to have begun in 1993 with the publication in The Columbia History of American Poetry of “Longfellow in the Aftermath of Modernism,” a lengthy essay by the California poet and educator Dana Gioia, who would later serve as director of the National Endowment for the Arts. Gioia’s spirited testimonial amounted to a clarion call for reconsideration; among prominent scholars to take the lead in the effort was Christoph Irmscher, today the provost professor of English at Indiana University and director of the Wells Scholars Program, and author of an exhaustive monograph, Longfellow Redux, that appeared in 2006. A well-attended exhibition he curated at Harvard University to commemorate the bicentennial of Longfellow’s birth the following year occasioned publication of another important work, Public Poet, Private Man. These early efforts also included Longfellow: A Rediscovered Life (2004), a general biography by an independent scholar then based in Maine, Charles C. Calhoun, that is notably strong in tracing the arc of the poet’s literary career.

				
				A representative selection of Longfellow’s writings edited by J. D. McClatchy and issued in 2001 by the Library of America, meanwhile, remains in print after close to twenty years as of this writing, and does respectably well in annual sales, according to figures provided to me by the publisher. In January 2020, the National Park Service, custodian of Longfellow House–Washington’s Headquarters National Historic Site in Cambridge, reported having welcomed more than sixty thousand visitors in 2019 for the second consecutive year, record numbers for the property. Further validation of his comeback is to be found in recently issued anthologies of American poetry, and in college syllabi and curricula, where his name appears with increasing frequency.

				In 2014, Fairleigh Dickinson University Press and Rowman & Littlefield jointly published in the United States and the United Kingdom Reconsidering Longfellow, a collection of ten scholarly essays based on fresh research that a dozen years earlier would have been inconceivable, let alone green-lighted by a reputable publishing house. “He is back in the anthologies; dissertations are being written about him,” Irmscher wrote in the introduction. “Younger scholars especially have embraced” the poet’s “documented love of foreign languages, his lifelong interest in translation, and the work he did to establish what we now call comparative literature in the universities.” In another essay, for Oxford Bibliographies Online, Irmscher declared flatly that “Longfellow is back roaming the halls of academe,” and that the once-stereotypical image of a white-bearded Fireside Poet had been replaced by “a multiculturalist, a speaker and a reader of many languages, a bold experimenter with poetic form, and an innovative translator”—all fueling study of his vast and various body of work.
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						Ambrotype portraits of Henry and Fanny Longfellow, 1860, taken in the Boston studio of C. T. Sylvester, acquired by Bowdoin College in 2017 and previously unrecorded

					
				
				In 2019, a group of academics and independent scholars calling themselves the Henry Wadsworth Longfellow Society gathered in Boston at the annual convention of the American Literature Association. The panel—“Fleshing Out Longfellow: New Directions in Longfellow Studies”—was organized by Professor Andrew C. Higgins, chairman of the English department at the State University of New York (SUNY) at New Paltz, and one of the “younger scholars” singled out by Irmscher who has made the study and teaching of Longfellow a top priority.

				Higgins shared with me his thoughts on what he believes has contributed to the renewal of interest among his colleagues. “The United States today is undergoing a period of reflection on what it means to be an American. Longfellow played a major role in shaping middle-class American culture in the 1800s. One side of him often overlooked in the late 1800s and early 1900s is that he had a cosmopolitan vision, and was skeptical of extreme forms of nationalism. He was seen by many as just the author of ‘Paul Revere’s Ride’ and The Song of Hiawatha. But he was also the translator and champion of Dante, and the editor of the thirty-one-volume anthology Poems of Places, which covered the whole world. So as we rediscover Longfellow—the whole of Longfellow—we have a chance to learn a lot more about America in the 1800s, while at the same time reflect on America in the 2000s.”

				
				All of this, it bears emphasizing, reflects the public side of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, which by itself justifies a fresh look at where he stands in the grand continuum. Just as compelling, in my view, is the personal side, much of which has gone unexamined, and is possible now by a wealth of untapped archival and artifactual materials, many of them domestic objects that add flesh and substance to the account.

				Long overdue, too, is a full consideration of Frances Elizabeth Appleton Longfellow, whose marriage to Henry during the momentous years leading up to the Civil War is at the core of the dual narrative that follows. For Henry, the union was transformative, giving him a second chance at a happiness he feared had been lost forever with the untimely death of his first wife eight years earlier, and it was a relationship that thrived on intellect as much as romance. Rigorously educated by private tutors from an early age, Fanny was multilingual, remarkably well read, highly skilled as an artist, diarist, correspondent, and conversationalist, and as the charming wife of an international celebrity, the perfect complement for all occasions.

				My interpretation of their relationship was enriched by the availability of Fanny Longfellow’s complete body of surviving correspondence—some 812 extraordinary letters—and her equally remarkable diaries, notebooks, and journals, all freshly transcribed by the National Park Service in anticipation of her own bicentennial, which was observed on October 7, 2017. What emerges is a love story of uncommon power, poignance, and significance, one that Longfellow celebrated in fourteen lines of poetry set down on a single sheet of paper toward the end of his life and tucked away among his private papers. At the bottom he had written the date, July 10, 1879; at the top, the title, “The Cross of Snow.”
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			The Wind’s Will

			
				March 29: At night, as I lie in bed, a poem comes into my mind,—a memory of Portland,—my native town, the city by the sea.

				March 30: Wrote the poem; and am rather pleased with it, and with the bringing in of the two lines of the old Lapland song,

				A boy’s will is the wind’s will,

				And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.

				—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s journal, March 1855

			

			Henry Wadsworth Longfellow gloried in the knowledge that he was a son of New England, born of solid Colonial stock with roots that traced back to the first permanent settlement at Plymouth in the seventeenth century. His maternal grandfather, General Peleg Wadsworth, was a direct descendant of Mayflower passengers John Alden and Priscilla Mullins, both of whom figure prominently in The Courtship of Miles Standish, and fought with honor in the American Revolution. He later served as a seven-term Massachusetts congressman representing the District of Maine, living a full eighty-one years, much of it in the foothills of the White Mountains on a seventy-five-hundred-acre estate granted to him in recognition of his distinguished service. “His grandchildren looked with a kind of awe upon his upright form, in the cocked hat and buckled shoes which he continued to wear,” Henry’s younger brother and first biographer, Samuel Longfellow, recalled of the old patriarch. “As they sat in the spacious and breezy hall, they never tired of hearing him tell the thrilling story of his capture by British soldiers, his imprisonment in Fort George at Castine, and his adventurous escape.”

			
			Peleg was born in 1748 in Duxbury, a coastal community thirty-five miles south of Boston that had been founded by his Pilgrim ancestors. After graduating from Harvard College at the age of eighteen, he taught school in Plymouth for three years, and married a local woman, Elizabeth Bartlett, said by a family historian to have been “a lady of eminent piety and uncommon intellectual qualities.” Active in the growing movement toward independence, Peleg formed a regiment of minutemen in 1774 and was given the rank of captain. His participation in a succession of actions earned him command of a six-hundred-man detachment charged with protecting the entire coast of Maine, where he would take up permanent residence at the conclusion of hostilities. Active for many years afterwards in regional politics, he was a leading advocate of statehood, which would be granted in 1820 as part of the Missouri Compromise.

			In 1785, Peleg began building a house near the waterfront of the seaport community known then as Falmouth and, befitting a man of his stature, had several tons of brick shipped up from Philadelphia expressly for the purpose. The town later took the name Portland, and the avenue where the sturdy dwelling still stands was designated Congress Street in 1823. One of Peleg’s eleven children, Navy Lieutenant Henry Wadsworth, served heroically on the USS Intrepid in the Battle of Tripoli during the Barbary Wars, the republic’s first foreign conflict after gaining independence from Britain, and prosecuted under the motto “Millions for defense, but not one cent for tribute.”

			A marble cenotaph erected in Portland’s Eastern Cemetery records how the nineteen-year-old junior officer “fell before the walls of Tripoli” on September 4, 1804, “by the explosion of a fire-ship, which he and others gallantly conducted against the enemy,” the sailors choosing “death and the destruction” of their foe “to captivity and torturing slavery.” The last entry in the lad’s shipboard journal—written a few days before their “torpedo attack” on the pirate fleet went disastrously awry—was upbeat: “We are in daily expectation of the Commodore’s arrival from Syracuse, with the gun-boats and bomb-vessels, and then, Tripoli, be on thy guard.” Washed ashore and dragged through the streets of Tripoli, the thirteen dead Americans were tossed in a pit outside the city, the precise location of their burial site not reliably determined until 1949, when memorial markers were installed by a contingent of naval officers from the USS Spokane.

			
			In a death notice published in Portland on January 11, 1805, the recently married Zilpah Longfellow lamented how in “one moment, in the twinkling of an eye,” the beloved brother called Harry by his siblings had “passed from time to eternity, from earth to heaven,” his remains buried in a common grave thousands of miles from home. “Never! O never more, shall my eyes behold him! Never again shall my ears hear the sound of his voice. Oh! My Brother! Thou art laid low. No funeral rites for thee! No afflicted mourners consign thee to the grave. But thou, alone, unheeded, unprepared, was in one moment, slain, and buried. Thou fell the fairest flower that e’er has bloomed: so soon, so suddenly cut down.” Later that year, Zilpah gave birth to her first child, a boy she named Stephen for his father; her second son, born on February 27, 1807, was named Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, in honor of his heroic uncle.

			Another uncle, Commodore Alexander Scammell Wadsworth, Peleg’s firstborn child, made numerous overseas deployments in a distinguished naval career of his own. As a gunnery officer aboard the USS Constitution during the War of 1812, he directed fire in a fierce broadside battle in the North Atlantic with the British frigate HMS Guerriere. Hewn by its Boston shipwrights with the sturdy, seemingly impenetrable timbers of live oak trees, the American warship rendered its much larger foe dead in the water, earning for itself the nickname “Old Ironsides.” In recognition of his valor under fire, Alexander was presented with an engraved silver sword.

			When Peleg moved forty miles west of Portland to an isolated village on the Saco River, the dwelling on Congress Street was taken over by Zilpah and her husband, Stephen, an up-and-coming lawyer from nearby Gorham. Henry would occupy a corner room upstairs overlooking the bustling waterfront to the southeast, “the beautiful town that is seated by the sea” that he celebrated years later in his poem “My Lost Youth.” The vibrant community of Henry’s childhood—the “shadowy lines of its trees,” the “black wharves and the slips,” the “bulwarks by the shore,” the “breezy dome of groves”—is evocatively recalled, with a steady stream of “Spanish sailors with bearded lips” strolling the waterfront, firing his imagination of exotic places.

			
			A moment of historical import that took place when the poet was a boy of six, the deafening face-off on September 5, 1813, in Casco Bay of the brig USS Enterprise and HMS Boxer, remained with him for decades. The two opposing skippers, Commander Samuel Blyth of the Royal Navy and American Lieutenant William Burrows, perished during the forty-five-minute encounter off Monhegan Island, which ended with the crippled British hulk being towed into Portland as a prize of war. In an extraordinary gesture of mutual respect among active combatants, the fallen commanders of both ships were buried side by side with full military honors in Eastern Cemetery at the base of Munjoy Hill. American and British seamen marched together near the Longfellow home in “one of the most imposing and impressive scenes ever witnessed in Portland,” according to one account, summoning this reflection in “My Lost Youth”:

			
				I remember the sea-fight far away,

				How it thundered o’er the tide!

				And the dead captains, as they lay

				In their graves, o’erlooking the tranquil bay,

				Where they in battle died.

			

			Wedged between a cluster of commercial buildings in an otherwise modern quarter of the state’s largest city, the Wadsworth-Longfellow House became a museum in 1901 following the death of Henry’s sister Anne Longfellow Pierce, a widow from the age of twenty-three and a resident there for the remainder of her life. It is the oldest standing structure on the Portland peninsula. On the third floor—added seven years after Zilpah and Stephen moved in—faint traces of nineteenth-century graffiti can still be read on the walls and fixtures. One frame bears the inscriptions “How dear is the home of my childhood” and “Friday eve’g July 14th 1837—a magnificent sunset of golden clouds.”

			Among the dozens of original furnishings and artifacts on display inside are images of family members executed by professional artists and sculptors in the years before photography became the dominant medium of portraiture. Silhouettes of Peleg and Elizabeth Wadsworth, Stephen and Zilpah Longfellow, formal oils painted on canvas of Henry and his father as young men, a lovely portrait of Anne Longfellow Pierce, and a marble bust of Henry are among the likenesses that decorate every room. Not on display, but included in the Maine Historical Society’s off-site collections, is a miniature painting depicting an adolescent boy with an assured smile and a mane of wavy hair. Painted in 1845 by the noted miniaturist Ann Hall, and based on a sketch from life rendered when Henry was twenty-two, it parallels precisely a physical description of the budding poet as a young man. “Henry is remembered,” Sam Longfellow wrote, “with brown or chestnut hair, blue eyes, a delicate complexion, and rosy cheeks; sensitive, impressionable; active, eager, impetuous, often impatient; quick-tempered, but as quickly appeased; kind-hearted and affectionate,—the sun-light of the house.”
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			—

			THERE WERE EIGHT CHILDREN in the Longfellow household, four sons and four daughters, with Henry the most motivated to succeed on a grand scale, and the one most empowered by his parents to achieve his ambitious goals. In the numerous letters exchanged with his second-born son, Stephen Longfellow—the fourth of six Longfellows in as many generations to have that first name—emerges as an upright and caring man, practical and clear-headed in the way he comported his life, and in the moral precepts he impressed upon his family. Though firmly rooted in Maine, he had the wisdom to accept Henry’s eagerness to spread his wings and take flight. After graduating from Harvard in 1798, Stephen practiced law and dabbled in local politics, representing the District of Maine in the General Court of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts; and after statehood was realized, he served single terms in the United States Congress and the Maine State Legislature. In 1825, he formally welcomed the Marquis de Lafayette to Portland during the general’s two-year tour of the United States to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of American independence.

			
			On the cultural front, Stephen Longfellow was a founding member of the Maine Historical Society and an enthusiastic supporter of the Portland Athenaeum. “In the home, there were books and music,” Sam Longfellow tells us, noting that while their father’s library was not large, it “was well selected for the time,” and that Henry had full access to “Shakespeare, Milton, Pope, Dryden, Thomson, Goldsmith; the Spectator, the Rambler, the Lives of the Poets, Rasselas, Plutarch’s Lives; Hume’s, Gibbon’s, Gillies’s and Robertson’s Histories, and the like,” a reading list rich in literature, history, the humanities—all of the liberal arts. Their grandfather Peleg Wadsworth’s home in Hiram, too, was well provisioned with books, and Henry drew eagerly from these springs of enlightenment during frequent summer stays. In 1813, when he was six, his schoolmaster wrote his parents that “Master Henry Longfellow is one of the best boys we have in school. He spells and reads very well. He also can add and multiply numbers. His conduct last quarter was very correct and amiable.” We also know that Henry enjoyed playing the flute, and carried the instrument with him to Europe on his first trip abroad.

			When it came time for college, Stephen and Zilpah chose nearby Bowdoin, chartered in 1794 and located twenty-five miles away in Brunswick. One of the school’s first overseers had been Henry’s grandfather Judge Stephen Longfellow, of the Court of Common Pleas in Gorham. Henry’s father also became an overseer, and later was a trustee as well, so legacy certainly figured into the decision. But the clincher seems to have been a desire to have their eldest sons together in the same class, and close by, the idea being that Henry—a model of probity and purpose—would keep a watchful eye on his older brother, a personable young man prone to careless behavior. For their freshman year, they did their studies with a private tutor at Portland Academy near their home. They took up residence in Brunswick as sophomores the following fall while their father was in Washington, leaving Zilpah to manage the household affairs; Henry was fifteen and Stephen, seventeen. Still at home with their mother were the six younger Longfellow siblings: Elizabeth (1808–1829); Anne (1810–1901); Alexander (1814–1901); Mary (1816–1901); Ellen (1818–1834); and Samuel (1819–1892), who would become a Unitarian pastor remembered best today as his brother Henry’s first biographer, and with his devoted friend and collaborator of many years, Samuel Johnson, the author and anthologist of many spiritual and devotional hymns.

			
			
				
					[image: Henry Wadsworth Longfellow's writing desk, a small wooden piece with turned legs, accompanied by a chair and two candlesticks, set against floral wallpaper. A shelf with decorative items and framed landscape paintings are visible in the room.]
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			—

			“IF YOU DESIRE the whole truth I must not conceal it,” Henry wrote in response to Zilpah’s demand for precisely that—“the truth and the whole truth”—made urgent by the number of fines Stephen was racking up for campus infractions. “He is absent from his room most of the time, and I do not know how much he studies, although he does not appear very well at recitation.” Henry then confessed discomfort at finding himself in the middle of the crossfire. “You see in what a very unpleasant situation you have placed me, by setting me as a spy upon him. If I do not tell you the truth of the matter, I shall not be doing my duty, and yet when I tell you the truth, I am afraid you will interpret things worse than they really are. Don’t write to papa about it for I am certain he will be more apt to do so than you are. I cannot say any more.” But Zilpah, of course, did broach the subject with her husband, whose own attempts at long-distance intervention were proving equally futile. She declared “indolence” to be their eldest son’s most “besotting sin,” and that “only being subjected to the strictest discipline” would “rouse him from it.” She acknowledged to her husband that they, as a couple, had “a severe trial” ahead of them to bear. “But we must not cast off our son, though his errors were greater than they are; we must endeavor to reclaim him, for who will be his friend if his parents are not.”

			
			Stephen’s behavior did not improve, and before the year was out Bowdoin administrators suspended him for conduct deemed “disturbing to the quietness and dishonorable to the character of a literary institution,” and in particular for “introducing spirituous liquors into the college.” He was a regular visitor at a place on the outskirts of campus called Ward’s Tavern, a favorite hangout of another Bowdoin classmate, Nathaniel Hawthorne, who would admit years later to having been better acquainted with Stephen during their student days than with Henry, both of them laid-back members of the Athenaean Society of undergraduates. Henry had joined a more academically focused group, the Peucinian Society, which included the most accomplished students. After a mandated stay of four months in the home of a Kennebunkport minister active in the temperance movement, the suspension—known as a “rustication”—was lifted, and Stephen resumed his studies, only to be sent home to Portland for further misbehavior. Allowed back in June, he took his examinations and graduated with Henry in the class of 1825.

			In the years ahead, Stephen worked without enthusiasm in his father’s law office, dabbled as a civil engineer, and spent a year abroad as secretary to Judge William Pitt Preble, a Portland neighbor whose daughter, Marianne, became his wife and the mother of his five children; she, too, became exasperated with his irresponsibility and filed for divorce a few months before he died in 1850 at the age of forty-five. “After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well,” Henry wrote in his journal upon learning the news, quoting a line from Macbeth. Henry had never wavered in his solidarity, or in the support he extended to his brother’s children, including a son, also named Stephen, who like his father was a lifelong alcoholic, embarked on a similar path of self-abuse that did not end well, either.

			
			An in-house history of Bowdoin College published in 1882 on the occasion of the institution’s eightieth anniversary gave Henry the superstar treatment, a generous discussion of his many accomplishments featured prominently along with a full-page engraved portrait. Stephen was gently described as having yearned for a naval career, but had “sacrificed his cherished inclinations, to the wishes of his honored father, who earnestly desired that his eldest son should share the burdens and transmit the honors of a profession to which he was himself devotedly attached and which he had highly adorned.” The root cause of young Stephen’s failure—demon rum—was never mentioned, the explanation given a classic exercise in Victorian circumlocution: “It cannot be disguised that Longfellow in the profession of his life was in a false position. He was unsuited by taste and temperament to the rude conflicts of the forum. He was amiable, exceedingly sensitive, diffident of his own powers, and of a fine literary taste. His mind was ‘quick and forgetive,’ his memory excellent, and he had a far greater ease in acquiring knowledge than in applying it or turning it to account. His fine disposition and gentlemanly manners endeared him to his ends in life. Had his lot been cast in a more favorable sphere, a different fate and a higher fame would have awaited him.”

			

			—

			“WHAT CAN HAVE MADE the difference between our two sons, educated as they were together and alike?” an exasperated Zilpah had asked her husband. “Your plan for the education of your sons was liberal and judicious, and as it respected one of them perfectly right. But our sons are different, very different. I think they are so naturally, and it cannot, I think be imputed as a fault that he is not like the other.”

			
			That Henry’s intellectual development had been “perfectly right” from the start was apparent to Zilpah on a number of levels. Well-read and astute in her own right, she maintained a lively dialogue with her gifted son that went well beyond the superficial, the first of many such intellectual relationships Henry would have with women throughout his life. One exchange began with a letter Henry wrote home from Brunswick, inspired, he told Zilpah, by a reading that very evening of “a few pages” of the eighteenth-century English poet Thomas Gray’s odes. “I am very much pleased with them,” he had determined, citing several as being notably “admirable,” though he found “many passages” to be “quite obscure to me” in that they “seem to partake in a great degree of the sublime. Obscurity is the greatest objection which many urge against Gray. They do not consider that it contributes to the highest degree of sublimity; and he certainly aimed at sublimity in these Odes.”

			Zilpah thought long and hard before crafting a response, one we can pleasantly imagine the sixteen-year-old took to heart when composing his own verses in the years to come. “I am not very conversant with the poetry of Gray, dear H., and therefore cannot tell whether I should be as much pleased with it in general as you are,” adding that she had read the poet’s “Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard,” his best-known work, “frequently, and always with pleasure,” while also admiring it for “its truth and simplicity”—qualities she greatly appreciated. “I presume you will not allow it any sublimity. Obscurity, you think, is favorable to the sublime. It may be so, but I am much better pleased with those pieces which touch the feelings and improve the heart than with those which excite the imagination only and raise perhaps an indistinct admiration,—that is, an admiration of we know not exactly what.”

			In a follow-up letter, Zilpah asked Henry to bring a volume of Gray’s odes home next time he visited. “I have a strong inclination to read the poems, since you commend them so highly. I think I should be pleased with them, though Dr. Johnson was not. I do not think the Doctor possessed much sensibility to the charms of poetry, and he was sometimes most unmerciful in his criticisms.” Henry pointed out that Samuel Johnson’s severe criticism of Thomas Gray’s poetry “is condemned by all of candid minds,” and that the “cause of his severity is generally believed to be the difference of their religious and political opinions.” That said, he backpedaled a bit on his earlier position. “I know and acknowledge that I am not a competent judge in this matter, and I only advance such opinions as suggest themselves to my mind, that you may know, not embrace, them. I am in favor of letting each one think for himself, and I am very much pleased with Gray’s poems, Dr. Johnson to the contrary notwithstanding.”

			
			These wonderful exchanges, it bears repeating, came at a time when Henry was being required to report on his brother Stephen’s unsettling deportment at Bowdoin. Henry’s undergraduate years, by contrast, were both exemplary and stimulating, not only as a fully engaged student who would finish fourth in a class of notably high achievers, but in his literary endeavors outside the classroom. A knack for penning verse had first asserted itself in 1820 with publication in the Portland Gazette of “The Battle of Lovell’s Pond,” a piece of juvenilia inspired by stories Henry had heard from his grandfather, making him, at thirteen, a published poet well before he arrived on the Brunswick campus. A number of other poems he wrote at this time reached print in various outlets, and while these pieces are unremarkable—he would exclude most of them from his first collection of verse—he was testing his mettle in public forums, and enjoying the exposure enormously.

			Henry dared, even, to consider becoming a professional writer—a fairly preposterous aspiration for a young American with limited means to nurture in the early decades of the nineteenth century, but that did not stop him from dreaming. A week after bringing his mother up to date on his brother’s continuing misbehavior, he broached the subject of his future with his father, easing into it by mentioning how a series of “Chemical Lectures” he had recently attended convinced him that “Medical Science” would not be one of his driving aspirations.

			“I feel very glad that I am not to be a Physician, there are quite enough in the world without me,” he stated, and then moved directly to the point at hand. “And now, as somehow or other the subject has been introduced, I am curious to know what you do intend to make of me! Whether I am to study a profession or not? And if so, what profession? I hope your ideas upon this subject will agree with mine, for I have a particular and strong predilection for one course of life, to which I fear you will not agree. It will not be worthwhile for me to mention what this is, until I become more acquainted with your own wishes.” With that, a delicate dialogue got underway, Stephen responding that Henry should consider joining him in the practice of law. “In thinking to make a Lawyer of me, I fear you thought more partially than justly,” he wrote back. “I hardly think Nature designed me for the bar, or the pulpit, or the dissecting-room. I most eagerly aspire after future eminence in literature.”

			
			As 1824 drew to a close, and with nothing between them resolved, Henry began floating the idea of spending a year doing graduate study at Harvard. “I would attach myself to some literary periodical publication by which I could maintain myself and still enjoy the advantages of reading,” he reasoned, which then led to this stunning, oft-quoted declaration: “The fact is, I most eagerly aspire after future eminence in literature; my whole soul burns most ardently for it and every earthly thought centers in it.” But with commencement looming, Henry declared himself open to compromise. “Whatever I do study ought to be engaged in with all my soul,” he affirmed, “for I will be eminent in something.”

			Stephen Longfellow’s reply to this plea came a few weeks later, tinged with sarcasm. “A literary life, to one who has the means of support, must be very pleasant,” he began. “But there is not wealth enough in this country to afford encouragement and patronage to merely literary men. And as you have not had the fortune (I will not say whether good or ill) to be born rich you must adopt a profession which will afford you subsistence as well as reputation. I am happy to observe that my ambition has never been to accumulate wealth for my children, but to cultivate their minds in the best possible manner and to imbue them with correct moral, political and religious principles, believing that a person thus educated will, with proper diligence, be certain of attaining all the wealth which is necessary to happiness.”

			A bittersweet coda to this pragmatic stance of Stephen’s would be apparent twenty-four years later when Henry, by then a top-tier educator and affluent man of letters respected on both sides of the Atlantic, returned to Portland to be with his ailing father, who died early one morning in August 1849, “very quietly without pain,” after a lengthy illness, the cause never stated, but possibly in the aftermath of what would be diagnosed today as Alzheimer’s disease. “Went to my father’s law-office,” the grieving son would write in his journal a few days after the funeral, “the dusty, deserted, silent place. Here he toiled on day after day. The ledger showed his reward, in page after page of unpaid charges. Alas for a lawyer in a little town!”

			
			But that touching realization was still a quarter-century in the future; during this crucial time, when life-shaping decisions were being made, Stephen Longfellow’s counsel carried weight, and Henry took it seriously. He continued to write for various newspapers and journals, placing a number of items in The American Monthly Magazine, a Philadelphia-based periodical, and fourteen poems, signed only with his initials, in The United States Literary Gazette, leading the owner and editor, Theophilus Parsons Jr., to solicit him for more submissions. “Will you permit me to add,” Parsons wrote, “that your literary talents are of no ordinary character, and that they have not received their highest culture?”

			In August 1825, William Cullen Bryant, coeditor of The New-York Review and Atheneum Magazine, and at the time America’s leading poet, praised three of Henry’s poems in a general commentary he wrote of the Literary Gazette, which he was pleased to report was turning out some excellent material. Bryant wrote that “of all the numerous English periodical” magazines being published at the time, none was introducing “as much really beautiful poetry as may be found, and still continues to be found in the columns of this Gazette. We might cite in proof of what we advance, the ‘April Day,’ the ‘Hymn of the Moravian Nuns,’ and the ‘Sunrise on the Hills,’ by H.W.L. (we know not who he is).”

			With graduation rapidly approaching, Henry queried Theophilus Parsons about possibly coming aboard in some way as a paid employee of the Boston-based United States Literary Gazette. Parsons did not make ends meet by being the publisher of a shoestring publication, however; he was first and foremost a Harvard Law School professor, and an editor on the side. He wrote how “exceedingly difficult” it was for “any one to earn a living by literature.” An “aspiring author,” he maintained, “plays with his books, and thinks he is working when he is only playing hard.” His best advice: “Get through your present delusion as soon as you can,” and consider the practice of law. But Henry was determined, and a consensus finally was reached between father and son: a year of graduate work at Harvard would be coupled with a summer studying case law in his father’s Court Street office.

			
			Invited to give an honors oration, Henry decided at the last minute to change topics from “The Life and Writings of Chatterton,” already listed in the printed “Order of Exercises,” and advocate instead the nurturing of a homegrown, distinctively American literary movement. A copy of the program in the Bowdoin College archives shows the original title of his oration crossed out with a single stroke of the pen, replaced above by “Native Writers.” “But as yet,” Henry declared in his remarks, “we can boast of nothing farther than a first beginning of a national literature: a literature associated and linked in with the grand and beautiful scenery of our country,—with our institutions, our manners, our customs, in a word, with all that has helped to form whatever there is peculiar to us, and to the land in which we live.”

			Commencement week was filled with other triumphs, including an invitation to compose and deliver the class poem. But most far-reaching was a vote taken by the college’s board of trustees to establish a chair for the teaching of modern European languages, “particularly French and Spanish,” as provided for by a bequest from the widow of the college’s first great benefactor, James Bowdoin III. Only three other colleges in the United States had such a program at the time—Harvard, William and Mary, and the University of Virginia—and there was a dearth of people available who knew these languages, let alone had the qualifications to teach them.

			Henry’s name was put forth formally by Benjamin Orr, an oral-examinations supervisor on the board who recalled a Horatian ode the eighteen-year-old had translated and delivered with particular assurance during his sophomore year. Being the son and grandson of Bowdoin trustees must have weighed just as heavily in his favor. But there was a catch: Henry would be obliged to spend an unspecified period of time in Europe learning the very languages he was being asked to teach, and to do so at his own expense. The trustees also agreed that the appointment would be for a full professorship, and that it would pay a thousand dollars per annum. Board member Stephen Longfellow graciously offered to finance what turned out to be a three-year excursion abroad, with the understanding that the money being provided—precisely calculated afterwards to have totaled $2,604.24—was an advance on his son’s eventual inheritance.

			
			Though Henry was not by any means the first American scholar to study in Europe, he was among the vanguard. One of the pioneers, George Ticknor (1791–1871), was the Smith Professor of Modern Languages and Literatures at Harvard, and about to become an immensely influential figure in Henry’s life, with a personal narrative that parallels in many ways his own. Sixteen years his senior, Ticknor, too, had been advised as a young man to become an attorney, had even passed the Massachusetts bar after graduating from Dartmouth in 1807 and taken a position in a Boston office. Uninspired by the work, he began, at the age of twenty-three, a course of independent study under the tutelage of John Sylvester John Gardiner, the rector of Trinity Church on Summer Street, who imbued him with “a love for ancient learning which I have never lost,” he would say years later. A chance reading of the French historian Madame the Baroness de Staël-Holstein’s De l’Allemagne (Of Germany), persuaded Ticknor that the University of Göttingen, home at the time to a library of more than two hundred thousand volumes, was where he wanted to pursue his studies. He borrowed German grammars and dictionaries where he could find them, one from the library of John Quincy Adams, which had been on temporary deposit at the Boston Athenæum during a lengthy diplomatic mission to France. “There was no one in Boston who could teach me,” he explained of his method of inspired self-instruction.

			Before sailing for Europe in 1815, Ticknor decided to see a bit of his own country first, visiting cities in Connecticut, New York, Pennsylvania, the District of Columbia, and Virginia. In Charlottesville, he was received at Monticello by Thomas Jefferson, a letter of introduction from John Adams paving the way. Jefferson was in the early stages of planning the University of Virginia at the time, and a close relationship between the two humanists ensued; their erudite correspondence reveals a pair of kindred spirits, both of them unrepentant bibliophiles, with Ticknor happily buying books for the Sage of Monticello during his travels on the Continent.
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			In the fall of 1816, word came from America that a magnanimous businessman and Harvard alumnus, Abiel Smith of Boston, had bequeathed twenty thousand dollars to establish a chair for the teaching of the French and Spanish literatures, and the position was his if he wanted it. Ticknor accepted with the assurance he could complete his studies in Europe, and that he live in Boston, not Cambridge, as required then of other Harvard faculty. The annual salary of one thousand dollars was acceptable; not even an offer from Thomas Jefferson to become a professor in “Ideology, Ethics, Belles-Lettres and Fine Arts” at the University of Virginia—a post “you would splendidly fill”—with a salary of twenty-five hundred dollars a year and a fully provided house to live in, could dissuade him. Ticknor assumed the position in 1819.

			Six years later, when Henry began thinking about his own European agenda, he secured a letter of introduction from Charles S. Daveis of Portland, a lawyer and acquaintance of his father, and trusted confidant of the Harvard professor. Whatever Henry may have expected when he called on Ticknor, what he did not find was a low-energy academic living in modest faculty quarters on the fringe of a quiet campus. By the time Henry appeared at his front door, Ticknor was a force with international clout, and a very wealthy one at that, having married especially well four years earlier, and living quite comfortably in a beautifully appointed house near Boston Common, his private library teeming with handsomely bound books brought back from his European travels. Ticknor’s bride, Anna Eliot, was the daughter of Samuel Eliot, a banker and merchant from a distinguished Boston family whose numerous luminaries over the years would include the author and art critic Charles Eliot Norton, the historian Samuel Eliot Morison, and the poet T. S. Eliot. Another Eliot daughter, Catherine, married Professor Andrews Norton of Harvard; both of them would become important Longfellow intimates in the years to come.

			
			One of Ticknor’s most celebrated attainments was his having managed to become well connected, his friendship with Thomas Jefferson being “the first noteworthy instance of an extraordinary ability to make and keep friends among the most notable people of the day, old and young, American and foreign, noblemen and commoners, statesmen, scholars, men of science, poets, novelists, and artists,” according to the scholar and educator Henry Grattan Doyle in a biographical essay. When the Ticknors moved to 9 Park Street on the corner of Beacon Street, facing the golden-domed State House on one side, Boston Common on the other, they became legendary for their soirees, their houseguests over the years including Sir Walter Scott and the Marquis de Lafayette. “The fortune he inherited from his father—together with that of his wife—enabled him to live at ease, with unpretending elegance,” George Hillard wrote in an edition of Ticknor’s letters and journals. “His disposition and tastes found their full exercise and expression in his home, and that home was thenceforth, for many years, a brilliant and genial centre of the most cultivated society of Boston.”

			My sense is that Ticknor took to Henry instantly, his vibrant mind, his passionate ambition, the very cut of his jib—handsome, nicely dressed, respectful of his elders, articulate, courteous, excellent references. When Henry left Ticknor’s house on May 2, 1826, he had secured advice that helped define the rest of his life. “I dined to-day with Mr. Ticknor,” he informed his mother immediately thereafter, judging the professor “exceedingly kind and affable,” and strongly recommending a year in Germany. Ticknor also provided letters of introduction to Washington Irving, Robert Southey, and others “useless” for Henry “to enumerate,” what with him being in a rush to board a coach for Northampton to meet with George Bancroft and Joseph Cogswell, founders of the Round Hill School, who also would urge study at Göttingen. “Stage has come—good bye,” he scribbled in closing. “Love to all.”

			
			The four-week passage across the Atlantic was long and tedious; but once he arrived in “this great Babylon of modern times”—Paris—Henry wasted little time getting himself acclimated. “I have not yet forgotten what I came to France for,” he assured his parents, but he was not about to deny himself the opportunity of a lifetime, either. “I have settled down in something half-way between a Frenchman and a New Englander,” he crowed to his brother Stephen, having “decorated my outward man with a long-waisted thin coat—claret-colored—and a pair of linen pantaloons:—and on Sundays and other fête days—I appear in all the glory of a little hard French hat—glossy—and brushed—and rolled up at the sides—it makes my head ache to think of it. In this garb I jostle amongst the crowds of the Luxembourg, which is the favorite promenade in St. Germain.” His brother wasted no time sharing this with the family, as an unamused reproach from their father makes stingingly clear. “You will allow me to doubt the expediency of conforming your dress to the fashion of the country in which you may reside for a short time,” the elder Stephen retorted. “You should remember that you are an American, and as you are a visitor for a short time only in a place, you should retain your only National Costume.”
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			Henry was staying at this time in the boardinghouse of a Madame Potel, who made him feel “perfectly at home,” “happy as possible,” and altogether “delighted with Paris,” a city, he assured his father, “where a person if he pleases can keep out of vice as well as elsewhere, tho’ temptations are multiplied a thousand fold if he is willing to enter into them.” A month and a half into his stay, he went off exploring on his own and visited Limoges, Orléans, Rouen, Anteuil, and Bordeaux, finding new quarters when he returned to the capital. The lengthy letter he wrote his mother describing these adventures was signed “Henri.”

			Another letter, written to his father on the same day—and signed simply “H.”—pushed for a change in strategy, and what he now thought should come next. “The question then will be which is the most important for me as a scholar: the German language or the Italian? All those who have spoken to me upon the subject in America told me by all means to become a German scholar—and that no student ever regretted a years residence at Göttingen. Mr. Ticknor said, ‘give up the Italian for the German’—and moreover urged me very strenuously to go first to Germany—tho’ for my own part I am well satisfied with learning the French first.” Should he, then, forgo Spanish entirely and focus on German and Italian, or should he spend more time nailing down French? “I had rather give up the Spanish and the Italian for the present,” he proposed, “than leave the French half-acquired and miss a glorious opportunity of acquiring it.” Arguing against Spain were reports that the country was unsafe to foreigners in the aftermath of a French invasion in 1823 to support the embattled monarchy, leading him to ask “which is the most important for me as a scholar, the German language or the Italian?”

			Stephen Longfellow was not at all pleased with this waffling, and insisted that his son be mindful of the big picture. “If the state of Spain is such that it is not safe to visit it, you will undoubtedly find instructors in France or Germany. If you neglect either of these languages you may be sure of not obtaining the station which you have in view. And I should never have consented to your visiting Europe had it not been to secure that station.” A serendipitous meeting with Pierre Irving, the nephew of Washington Irving and recently arrived in Paris, persuaded him that conditions in Spain were not nearly as dangerous after all. “I shall leave Paris for Spain on Wednesday,” he thereupon announced, and he was feeling pretty good about the past eight months, too. “Setting all boasting aside, I must say that I am well satisfied with the knowledge I have acquired of the French language.”
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			Awakening

			
				A restless spirit prompted me to visit foreign countries. I said with the Cosmopolite, “The world is a kind of book, in which he, who has seen his own country only, has read but one page.” Guided by this feeling I became a traveler. I have traversed France on foot; smoked my pipe in a Flemish inn; floated through Holland in a Trekschuit; trimmed the midnight lamp in a German University; wandered and mused amid the classic scenes of Italy; and danced to the gay guitar and merry Castanet on the borders of the blue Guadalquivir.

				—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, “The Schoolmaster,” The New-England Magazine, July 1831

				Tell me, ye who have sojourned in foreign lands, and know in what bubbles a traveler’s happiness consists,—is it not a blessing to have your window overlook a scene like this?

				—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, Outre-Mer: A Pilgrimage Beyond the Sea, 1835

			

			Fundamental to everything young Henry Longfellow ultimately became in life was the unaccompanied trip he made abroad as a teenager fresh out of college, with an eagerness to experience and to learn that at times can be inspiring. The people he met, the relationships he made, the remarkable landmarks brimming with historical and cultural nuances he so hungrily absorbed, enriched a keen and inquisitive mind. Identifying himself at such an early age as a “cosmopolite”—a person, in essence, who strives to be a citizen of the world—anticipates by decades the concept of “multiculturalism,” a word that does not even enter the English language until the 1930s.

			
			Writing from Italy, Henry asked his sisters if they were studying French or Spanish. “If not, you should lose no time in commencing, for I assure you that, by every language you learn, a new world is opened before you. It is like being born again; and new ideas break upon the mind with all the freshness and delight with which we may suppose the first dawn of intellect to be accompanied.” He would stress the same point some years later in one of his Harvard lectures: “As many languages as a man knows, so many times he is a man.”

			If any single word best describes the image the young scholar had of himself during these fruitful months in Europe, it is that of a “traveler” in the literary mold of Johann von Goethe (1748–1832), Lord Byron (1788–1824), and Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832). Writing his mother from Rome on Thanksgiving Day in 1828, he quoted a line from the Oliver Goldsmith poem “The Traveler” (1764) to describe his state of mind while on the Continent. “Like all other people, the traveler has his cares and sorrows:—sometimes he is gay—at others sad:—sometimes he feels like a bird engaged:—and then again he seems to ‘drag at each remove a lengthened chain.’ ”

			Another writer Henry looked up to as a model at this time was Washington Irving (1783–1859), a fellow American he got to know personally in Spain, who passed on advice that stayed with him for the rest

			
			
			
				
				
			

			
			
			
				
					[image: Illustration of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow riding a horse on the road. It includes handwritten text referencing Byron: 'To horse—to horse—he quits, forever quits / A scene of peace though soothing to his soul.']
				

				
					
				
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
					[image: Two pages from Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s Spanish journal, featuring handwritten text in Spanish and a small sketch of two figures riding donkeys, wearing wide-brimmed hats.]
				

				
					
				
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
					[image: A sketch from Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s first trip to Europe, circa 1828, depicting a seated figure in a robe holding a container, with a lantern and framed artwork visible on the wall behind.]
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					[image: Pencil sketch titled 'Enrico' from Henry Wadsworth Longfellow's Italy sketchbook, depicting a man in profile wearing a wide-brimmed hat, a vest, and a collared shirt. Additional details include a small lamp drawing and handwritten notes in the margin.]
				

				
					
				
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
					[image: Two illustrated pages from Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s Italian journal, featuring handwritten text in French and sketches of architectural details, including the Bridge of Sighs in Venice.]
				

				
					
				
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
					[image: Pen-and-ink drawing titled “My Book and Friend” showing Henry Wadsworth Longfellow in profile at a round table at the University of Göttingen in 1829, wearing a cap and smoking a long pipe while reading, with an oil lamp between him and his friend Edward Preble, several books and papers labeled “Old Dominion” spread on the tabletop, and wisps of smoke curling around them.]
				

				
					
				
			
			
			
				
					[image: Illustration of the masthead for 'The Old Dominion,' a satirical newspaper, dated March 6, 1829. The design includes a self-portrait of Longfellow and handwritten text in English and German.]
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