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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.









Some of you have heard, no doubt, of the wise King Ulysses, and
how he went to the siege of Troy, and how, after that famous city
was taken and burned, he spent ten long years in trying to get back
again to his own little kingdom of Ithaca. At one time in the
course of this weary voyage, he arrived at an island that looked
very green and pleasant, but the name of which was unknown to him.
For, only a little while before he came thither, he had met with a
terrible hurricane, or rather a great many hurricanes at once,
which drove his fleet of vessels into a strange part of the sea,
where neither himself nor any of his mariners had ever sailed. This
misfortune was entirely owing to the foolish curiosity of his
shipmates, who, while Ulysses lay asleep, had untied some very
bulky leathern bags, in which they supposed a valuable treasure to
be concealed. But in each of these stout bags, King Aeolus, the
ruler of the winds, had tied up a tempest, and had given it to
Ulysses to keep in order that he might be sure of a favorable
passage homeward to Ithaca; and when the strings were loosened,
forth rushed the whistling blasts, like air out of a blown bladder,
whitening the sea with foam, and scattering the vessels nobody
could tell whither.

Immediately after escaping from this peril, a still greater one
had befallen him. Scudding before the hurricane, he reached a
place, which, as he afterwards found, was called Laestrygonia,
where some monstrous giants had eaten up many of his companions,
and had sunk every one of his vessels, except that in which he
himself sailed, by flinging great masses of rock at them, from the
cliffs along the shore. After going through such troubles as these,
you cannot wonder that King Ulysses was glad to moor his
tempest-beaten bark in a quiet cove of the green island, which I
began with telling you about. But he had encountered so many
dangers from giants, and one-eyed Cyclops, and monsters of the sea
and land, that he could not help dreading some mischief, even in
this pleasant and seemingly solitary spot. For two days, therefore,
the poor weather-worn voyagers kept quiet, and either staid on
board of their vessel, or merely crept along under the cliffs that
bordered the shore; and to keep themselves alive, they dug
shellfish out of the sand, and sought for any little rill of fresh
water that might be running towards the sea.

Before the two days were spent, they grew very weary of this
kind of life; for the followers of King Ulysses, as you will find
it important to remember, were terrible gormandizers, and pretty
sure to grumble if they missed their regulars meals, and their
irregular ones besides. Their stock of provisions was quite
exhausted, and even the shellfish began to get scarce, so that they
had now to choose between starving to death or venturing into the
interior of the island, where perhaps some huge three-headed
dragon, or other horrible monster, had his den. Such misshapen
creatures were very numerous in those days; and nobody ever
expected to make a voyage, or take a journey, without running more
or less risk of being devoured by them.

But King Ulysses was a bold man as well as a prudent one; and on
the third morning he determined to discover what sort of a place
the island was, and whether it were possible to obtain a supply of
food for the hungry mouths of his companions. So, taking a spear in
his hand, he clambered to the summit of a cliff, and gazed round
about him. At a distance, towards the center of the island, he
beheld the stately towers of what seemed to be a palace, built of
snow-white marble, and rising in the midst of a grove of lofty
trees. The thick branches of these trees stretched across the front
of the edifice, and more than half concealed it, although, from the
portion which he saw, Ulysses judged it to be spacious and
exceedingly beautiful, and probably the residence of some great
nobleman or prince. A blue smoke went curling up from the chimney,
and was almost the pleasantest part of the spectacle to Ulysses.
For, from the abundance of this smoke, it was reasonable to
conclude that there was a good fire in the kitchen, and that, at
dinner-time, a plentiful banquet would be served up to the
inhabitants of the palace, and to whatever guests might happen to
drop in.

With so agreeable a prospect before him, Ulysses fancied that he
could not do better than go straight to the palace gate, and tell
the master of it that there was a crew of poor shipwrecked
mariners, not far off, who had eaten nothing for a day or two, save
a few clams and oysters, and would therefore be thankful for a
little food. And the prince or nobleman must be a very stingy
curmudgeon, to be sure, if, at least, when his own dinner was over,
he would not bid them welcome to the broken victuals from the
table.

Pleasing himself with this idea, King Ulysses had made a few
steps in the direction of the palace, when there was a great
twittering and chirping from the branch of a neighboring tree. A
moment afterwards, a bird came flying towards him, and hovered in
the air, so as almost to brush his face with its wings. It was a
very pretty little bird, with purple wings and body, and yellow
legs, and a circle of golden feathers round its neck, and on its
head a golden tuft, which looked like a king's crown in miniature.
Ulysses tried to catch the bird. But it fluttered nimbly out of his
reach, still chirping in a piteous tone, as if it could have told a
lamentable story, had it only been gifted with human language. And
when he attempted to drive it away, the bird flew no farther than
the bough of the next tree, and again came fluttering about his
head, with its doleful chirp, as soon as he showed a purpose of
going forward.

"Have you anything to tell me, little bird?" asked Ulysses.

And he was ready to listen attentively to whatever the bird
might communicate; for, at the siege of Troy, and elsewhere, he had
known such odd things to happen, that he would not have considered
it much out of the common run had this little feathered creature
talked as plainly as himself.

"Peep!" said the bird, "peep, peep, pe—weep!" And nothing else
would it say, but only, "Peep, peep, pe—weep!" in a melancholy
cadence, and over and over and over again. As often as Ulysses
moved forward, however, the bird showed the greatest alarm, and did
its best to drive him back, with the anxious flutter of its purple
wings. Its unaccountable behavior made him conclude, at last, that
the bird knew of some danger that awaited him, and which must needs
be very terrible, beyond all question, since it moved even a little
fowl to feel compassion for a human being. So he resolved, for the
present, to return to the vessel, and tell his companions what he
had seen.

This appeared to satisfy the bird. As soon as Ulysses turned
back, it ran up the trunk of a tree, and
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