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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.









The man of fancy made an entertainment at one of his castles in
the air, and invited a select number of distinguished personages to
favor him with their presence. The mansion, though less splendid
than many that have been situated in the same region, was
nevertheless of a magnificence such as is seldom witnessed by those
acquainted only with terrestrial architecture. Its strong
foundations and massive walls were quarried out of a ledge of heavy
and sombre clouds which had hung brooding over the earth,
apparently as dense and ponderous as its own granite, throughout a
whole autumnal day. Perceiving that the general effect was
gloomy,—so that the airy castle looked like a feudal fortress, or a
monastery of the Middle Ages, or a state prison of our own times,
rather than the home of pleasure and repose which he intended it to
be,—the owner, regardless of expense, resolved to gild the exterior
from top to bottom. Fortunately, there was just then a flood of
evening sunshine in the air. This being gathered up and poured
abundantly upon the roof and walls, imbued them with a kind of
solemn cheerfulness; while the cupolas and pinnacles were made to
glitter with the purest gold, and all the hundred windows gleamed
with a glad light, as if the edifice itself were rejoicing in its
heart.

And now, if the people of the lower world chanced to be looking
upward out of the turmoil of their petty perplexities, they
probably mistook the castle in the air for a heap of sunset clouds,
to which the magic of light and shade had imparted the aspect of a
fantastically constructed mansion. To such beholders it was unreal,
because they lacked the imaginative faith. Had they been worthy to
pass within its portal, they would have recognized the truth, that
the dominions which the spirit conquers for itself among
unrealities become a thousand times more real than the earth
whereon they stamp their feet, saying, "This is solid and
substantial; this may be called a fact."

At the appointed hour, the host stood in his great saloon to
receive the company. It was a vast and noble room, the vaulted
ceiling of which was supported by double rows of gigantic pillars
that had been hewn entire out of masses of variegated clouds. So
brilliantly were they polished, and so exquisitely wrought by the
sculptor's skill, as to resemble the finest specimens of emerald,
porphyry, opal, and chrysolite, thus producing a delicate richness
of effect which their immense size rendered not incompatible with
grandeur. To each of these pillars a meteor was suspended.
Thousands of these ethereal lustres are continually wandering about
the firmament, burning out to waste, yet capable of imparting a
useful radiance to any person who has the art of converting them to
domestic purposes. As managed in the saloon, they are far more
economical than ordinary lamplight. Such, however, was the
intensity of their blaze that it had been found expedient to cover
each meteor with a globe of evening mist, thereby muffling the too
potent glow and soothing it into a mild and comfortable splendor.
It was like the brilliancy of a powerful yet chastened
imagination,—a light which seemed to hide whatever was unworthy to
be noticed and give effect to every beautiful and noble attribute.
The guests, therefore, as they advanced up the centre of the
saloon, appeared to better advantage than ever before in their
lives.

The first that entered, with old-fashioned punctuality, was a
venerable figure in the costume of bygone days, with his white hair
flowing down over his shoulders and a reverend beard upon his
breast. He leaned upon a staff, the tremulous stroke of which, as
he set it carefully upon the floor, re-echoed through the saloon at
every footstep. Recognizing at once this celebrated personage, whom
it had cost him a vast deal of trouble and research to discover,
the host advanced nearly three fourths of the distance down between
the pillars to meet and welcome him.

"Venerable sir," said the Man of Fancy, bending to the floor,
"the honor of this visit would never be forgotten were my term of
existence to be as happily prolonged as your own."

The old gentleman received the compliment with gracious
condescension. He then thrust up his spectacles over his forehead
and appeared to take a critical survey of the saloon.

"Never within my recollection," observed he, "have I entered a
more spacious and noble hall. But are you sure that it is built of
solid materials and that the structure will be permanent?"

"O, never fear, my venerable friend," replied the host. "In
reference to a lifetime like your own, it is true my castle may
well be called a temporary edifice. But it will endure long enough
to answer all the purposes for which it was erected."

But we forget that the reader has not yet been made acquainted
with the guest. It was no other than that universally accredited
character so constantly referred to in all seasons of intense cold
or heat; he that, remembers the hot Sunday and the cold Friday; the
witness of a past age whose negative reminiscences find their way
into every newspaper, yet whose antiquated and dusky abode is so
overshadowed by accumulated years and crowded back by modern
edifices that none but the Man of Fancy could have discovered it;
it was, in short, that twin brother of Time, and great-grandsire of
mankind, and hand-and-glove associate of all forgotten men and
things,—the Oldest Inhabitant. The host would willingly have drawn
him into conversation, but succeeded only in eliciting a few
remarks as to the oppressive atmosphere of this present summer
evening compared with one which the guest had experienced about
fourscore years ago. The old gentleman, in fact, was a good deal
overcome by his journey among the clouds, which, to a frame so
earth-incrusted by long continuance in a lower region, was
unavoidably more fatiguing than to younger spirits. He was
therefore conducted to an easy-chair, well cushioned and stuffed
with vaporous softness, and left to take a little repose.

The Man of Fancy now discerned another guest, who stood so
quietly in the shadow of one of the pillars that he might easily
have been overlooked.

"My dear sir," exclaimed the host, grasping him warmly by the
hand, "allow me to greet you as the hero of the evening. Pray do
not take it as an empty compliment; for, if there were not another
guest in my castle, it would be entirely pervaded with your
presence."

"I thank you," answered the unpretending stranger; "but, though
you happened to overlook me, I have not just arrived. I came very
early; and, with your permission, shall remain after the rest of
the company have retired."

And who does the reader imagine was this unobtrusive guest? It
was the famous performer of acknowledged impossibilities,—a
character of superhuman capacity and virtue, and, if his enemies
are to be credited, of no less remarkable weaknesses and defects.
With a generosity with which he alone sets us an example, we will
glance merely at his nobler attributes. He it is, then, who prefers
the interests of others to his own and a humble station to an
exalted one. Careless of fashion, custom, the opinions of men, and
the influence of the press, he assimilates his life to the standard
of ideal rectitude, and thus proves himself the one
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