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A BOY on going to college sixty or
L\ seventy years ago went under con-
ditions so different from those of to-day
that to appreciate the situation one must
revert to the old stage-coach as, in the
early morning, it passed from house to
house, the driver blowing his horn to
summon the passengers, and the family
coming out to give their farewells, and
such cautions as would overwhelm with
mortification a young fellow of the pre-
sent day. In such a case, if a pretty sis-
ter made one of the family group, it would
add materially to the interest felt in the
new-comer. There may be as much sus-
ceptibility in the collegian of the present
time, but we had a rather more naive
way of showing it. The stage-coach gave
better opportunities for travellers to be-
come acquainted with each other than
are afforded by the modern railway car.
Some old men will recollect the mail-
stage formerly plying between Boston
and Brunswick (Maine), drawn by four
strong, spirited horses, and bowling along
at the average speed of ten miles an hour.
The exhilarating pace, the smooth roads,
and the juxtaposition of the insiders tend-
ed, in a high degree, fo the promotion of
enjoyment and good - fellowship which
might ripen into lasting friendship.

Among the passengers in one of these
coaches in the summer of 1821 were
Franklin Pierce, Jonathan Cilley, Alfred
Mason, and Nathaniel Hawthorne—the
last-named from Salem, the others from
New Hampshire. Pierce had already
spent his Freshman year at Bowdoin Col-
lege, which instifution his companions
were on their way to enter.

This chance association was the begin-
ning of a life-long friendship between
Pierce, Cilley, and Hawthorne; and it
led to Mason and Hawthorne becoming
chums. There was no great congeniality
between the two roommates, owing part-
ly to their joining rival societies, but
more to the dissimilarity in their tastes
and habits. Both, however, were well-
bred and amiable, and they lived together
harmoniously for two years.

A slight acjuaintance with Mason led
me to call at their rooms, and there I

first met Hawthorne. He interested me
greatly at once, and a friendship then be-
gan which for the forty-three years of
his subsequent life was never for a mo-
ment chilled by indifference nor clouded
by doubt.

Hawthorne was a slender lad, having
a massive head, with dark, brilliant, and
most expressive eyes, heavy eyebrows,
and a profusion of dark hair. For his
appearance at that time the inquirer must
rely wholly upon the testimony of friends,
for, I think, no portrait of him as a lad
is extant. On one occasion, in our Senior
year, the class wished fo have their pro-
files cut in silhouette by a wandering
artist of the scissors, and interchanged by
all the thirty-eight. Hawthorne disap-
proved the proposed plan, and steadily
refused to go into the Class Golgotha,
as he styled the dismal colleetion, I
joined him in this freak, and so our
places were left vacant. 1 now regret
the whim, since even a moderately cor-
rect outline of his features as a lad would
at this day be interesting,

Hawthorne’s figure was somewhat sin-
gular, owing to his carrying his head a
little on one side; but his walk was square
and firm, and his manner self-respecting
and reserved. A fashionable boy of the
present day might have seen something
to amuse him in the new student’s ap-
pearance; but had he indicated this, he
would have rued it, for Hawthorne’s clear
appreciation of the social proprieties and
his great physical courage would have
made it as unsafe to treat him with dis-
courtesy then as at any later time.

Though guiet and most amiable, he had
great pluck and defermination. Iremem-
ber that in one of our convivial meetings
we had the langh upon him for some
cause, an oceurrence so rare that the ban-
tering was carried too far. After bearing
it awhile, Hawthorne singled out the one
among us who had the reputation of being
the best pugilist, and in a few words qui-
etly told him that he would not permit
the rallying to go farther. His bearing
was so resolute, and there was so much of
danger in his eye, that no one afterwards
alluded to the offensive subject in his pre-
sence. . This charaeteristic was notably
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displayed several years later, when a lady
incited him to quarrel with one of his
best friends on account of a groundless
pique of hers, He went to Washington
for the purpose of challenging the gen-
tleman, and though ample explanations
were made, showing that his friend had
behaved with entire honor, it was with
difficulty that Pierce and Cilley, who
were his advisers, could persnade him to
be satisfied without a fight. The lady
had appealed to him to redress her fancied
wrongs, and he was too chivalrous to de-
cline the service.

Hawthorne, with rare strength of char-
acter, had yet a gentleness and unselfish-
ness which endeared him greatly to his
friends. He was a gentleman in the best
sense of the word, and he was always
manly, cool, self-poised, and brave. He
was neither morose nor sentimental; and
though taciturn, was invariably cheerful
with his chosen friends; and there was
much more of fun and frolic in his dispo-
sition than his published writings indi-
cate,

He dedieated but two of his books to
friends — Our Old Home to President
Pierce, in 1863; and The Snow Image to
myself, in 1850.

In the preface to the last he gives some
pleasant glimpses of his college life, which
present a better picture of his lighter oe-
cupations than can be found elsewhere;
and it may be interesting to the admirers
of his writings to have some of the state-
ments in the following extract from that
preface amplified and explained by one
who was familiar with the scenes and in-
cidents to which he refers.

In that dedication he says:

“Be all that as it may, there can be no
question of the propriety of my inseribing this
volume of earlier and later stories to youn, and
pausing here a few moments to speak of them
as friend speaks to friend, still being cau-
tious, however, that the pnblic and the critics
shall overhear nofhing which we care about
concealing. On you, if on no other person, I
am entitled to rely to sustain the posifion of
my Dedicatee. If anybody is responsible for
my being at this day an anthor, it is yourself.
I know not whence your faith came, but while
we were lads together at a country college,
gathering blueberries in study hours under
those tall academic pines, or watehing fhe
great logs as they tumbled along the enrrent
of the Androscoggin, or shooting pigeons or
gray squirrels in the woods, or bat-fowling in
the smmmer twilight, or catching trout in that
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shadowy little stream which, I suppose, is
still wandering through the forest, thongh you
and I will never cast a line in it again—itwo
idle lads, in short (as we need not fear to ac-
knowledge now), doing a hundred things that
the Faculty never heard of, or else il would
have been the worse for us—still it was your
prognostic of your friend’s destiny that he
was to be a writer of fiction. And a fietion-
monger he became in due season. But was
there ever such a weary delay in obtaining
the slightest recoguition from the public as in
my case? I sat down by the way-side of life,
like a man under enchantment, and a shrub-
bery sprang up around me, and the bushes
grew to be saplings, and the saplings became
trees, until no exit appeared possible throngh
the entangling depths of my obseurity. And
there, perhaps, I should be sitting at this
moment, with the moss on the imprisoning
tree trunks, and the yellow leaves of more
than a score of antmmns piled above me, if it
had not been for you. For it was through
your inferposition—and that, moreover, un-
known to himself—that your early friend was
brought before the public somewhat more
prominently than theretofore in the first vol-
ume of Twice-lold Tules. Not a publisher in
Ameriea, I presume, would have thought well
enongh of my forgotten or never-noticed sto-
ries to risk the expense of print and paper;
nor do I say this with any purpose of casting
odium on the respectable fraternity of book-
sellers for their blindness to my wonderful
merif.  To confess the fruth, I doubted of the
public recognition quife as much as they
could do. So mueh the more generons was
your confidence; and knowing as I do that it
was founded on old {riendship rather than
cold criticism, I value it only the more for
that.

* 8o now, when 1 turn back upon my paih,
lighted by a transitory gleam of publie favor,
to pick up a few articles which were left out
of my former collections, I take pleasure in
making them the memorial of onr very long
and unbroken connection.”

IL.

In our time the college grounds and
the land adjoining included a great area
of pine forest, with blueberry bushes and
other shrubs for its undergrowth, and
with foot-paths running deviously for
miles under the shady trees, where, in
their season, squirrels and wild-pigeons
might be found in sufficient numbers to
afford good sport. The woodland gave a
charmingly secluded retreat, and impart-
ed a classic aspect to the otherwise tame
scenery of the Brunswick Plains. TUn-
happily, in later years a public road was
made between the campus’and the quiet
old graveyard, and a street was opened
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on another side, so that the grove has
been sadly circumseribed. I am sorry to
add that many of those ‘‘tall academic
pines” have been cut down, leaving only
their stumps to tell of their former exist-
ence and their destruction. The beauty
of these woods made such an impression
upon Longfellow’s poetical mind that,
fifty years later, in addressing the few
remaining members of our class, he thus
apostrophizes the woods he so well ve-
membered :
“Ye groves of pine,

That once were mine, but are no longer mine.”

In our day one could wander for miles
through this forest without meeting a
person (except a stray student or two), or
hearing a sound, other than the occa-
sional chatter of a squirrel, the song of a
bird, or the sighing of the wind through
the branches overhead.

By crossing the road leading to Bath,
a town six miles away, one came into
another division of the pine woods, where
the sandy soil was not so level, and
through which ran that ‘‘ shadowy little
stream,” which, after traversing the main
street of the village and skirting the
small elevation near Professor Cleve-
land’s house, made its way to the river a
mile or so below the falls of the Andros-
coggin.

In this brook we often fished for the
small trout that were fo be found there;
but the main charm of those outings was
in the indolent loitering along the low
banks of the little stream, listening to its
murmur or to the whispering of the over-
hanging pines.

There was one favorite spot in a little
ravine where a copious spring of clear
cold water gushed out from the sandy
bank, and joined the larger stream. This
was the Paradise Spring, which deserves
much more than its present celebrity
for the absolute purity of its waters.
Of late years the brook has been better
known as a favorite haunt of the great
romance-writer, and it is now often called
the Hawthorne Brook.

Another locality, above the bridge, af-
forded an ocecasional stroll through the
fields and by the river. There, in spring,
we used to linger for hours to watch the
giant pine logs (for there were giants in
those days) from the far-off forests, float-
ing by hundreds in the stream until they
came to the falls, then, balancing for a
moment on the brink, they plunged into

the foamy pool below. Those who have
seen such huge tree trunks, each possess-
ing a certain individuality, approach in
groups or singly, and disappear, will un-
derstand why it was so fascinating to
“watch the great logs as they tumbled
along the current.”

The Androscoggin River, one of the
largest in New England, bounds the vil-
lage on the north, while on the opposite
side, and two or three miles distant, lies
Maquoit Bay (an inlet of the beautiful
Casco Bay), which afforded a genuine
marine view, vulgarized though it was
by the dilapidated wharf and the two or
three melancholy sloops that plied be-
tween this point and Portland, laden with
Tumber and firewood. A trip in one of
these coasters is said to have inspired a
high officer of the college with the benefi-
cent idea of writing a bool of Songs for
Sailors. Though the little volume fell
still-born from the press, a few copies es-
caped, and gave occasion for great fun to
the irreverent youngsters, who parodied
it without mercy. I can only rescue for
a brief hour from oblivion the initial
stanza of the book, and here offer it as a
‘‘specimen brick”:

“All you who would be seamen

Must bear a valiant heart,

And when you come upon the sea
You must not think to start;

Nor once to be faint-hearted
In hail, rain, wind, or snow ;

Nor to think for to shrink
When the stormy winds do blow.”

In the process of time it was my for-
tune to ‘‘come upon the sea”; and al-
though on several occasions (notably in
the Portsmouth, beating round Cape
Horn, and, again,when the Sarafoga was
dismasted in a blinding snow-storm off
the coast of New Hampshire) I experi-
enced the full foree of *‘hail, rain, wind,
and snow,” I shounld take shame to my-
self for not recalling, then and there,
those appropriate and inspiriting lines.

To this little bay within a bay we oe-

- casionally resorted, but the tiresome wallk

over the sandy road deprived the excur-
sions of half their pleasure.

The bay and the rapid river gave to the
flat region adjacent to the college its only
picturesque features. Of these Longfel-
low wrote:

“Thou river, widening through the meadows
green

To the vast sea, so near, and yet unseen!”
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Another of our favorite strolls was in
a sparsely settled street by the river-side.
There, after tea, Hawthorne and I often
walked, silent or conversing, according
to the humor of the hour. These rambles
sometimes ended at the unpainted cottage
of an old fortune-teller, who from the
tea grounds in a cracked cup, or from a
soiled pack of cards, evoked our respec-
tive destinies. She always gave us brill-
iant futures, in which the most attractive
of the promised gifts were abundance of
gold and great wealth of wives. Lovely
beings these wives of destiny were sure to
be: some of whom the old crone proph-
esied would be *‘dark-complected” and
others ‘‘light-complected,” but all sur-
passingly beautiful. These blessings and
more she predicted for so small a silver
coin that, thongh we were her best pa-
trons, our modest stock of pocket-money
was not inconveniently diminished by
her fees.

We were fully repaid for the outlay by
the fun of the hour, but, to the discredit
of the prophetess, it must be said that the
gold never came to us, but to each a very
happy marriage, without the dangerous
procession of Dblondes and brunettes.
And it was an added tie between us that
each had the highest appreciation of the
many excellent qualities of his friend’s
wife.

A few years since I revisited the spot
where the sibyl once had lived, but, alas,
only to find that her house was gone, and
that a railway track had usurped its for-
mer site.

In our long evening walks, especially
when discussing the probable future of
each, Hawthorne was less reserved than
at other times. On such occasions I al-
ways foretold his success if he should
choose literature as a caveer. He lis-
tened without assenting, but, as he told
me in after-life, he was cheered and
strengthened in his subsequent caveer
by my enthusiastic faith in his literary
powers,

The professors and students all ac-
knowledged his superiority in Latin and
English composition, yet to me he insist-
ed that he could never bring himself into
accord with the general reading publie,
nor make himself sufficiently understood
by it to gain anything more than a beg-
garly support as an author. It was this
distrust of being rightfully appreciated
that for so many years prevented him
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from taking that rank among the fore-
most writers of America which scholars
and critics now accord to him.

11T,

One of Hawthorne's most intimate
friends was our classmate and my chum,
William Hale, of Dover, afterwards a
merchant of high standing and sterling
integrity.

Another classmate and friend was Ste-
phen Longfellow, a lad of great wit and
nafural genius, but lacking the studious
habits of his younger brother, Henry, he
gained no high rank in college, nor after-
wards in the legal profession.

For myself it may be permissible to
add that after practising law for a few
years I embarked in a “ great enterprise,”
as Americans would ecall it, to wit, the
building a mill-dam across the Kennebec
River, with the hope of seeing many
mills and factories thereon, and of gath-
ering in the gold predicted by the faith-
less old fortune-teller. The adventure
turned out disastrously, for, after com-
pleting the work at a cost three times as
great as the original estimate, a freshet—
higher, of course, ‘‘than was ever before
known "—swept away the dam and the
mills, ent a new channel for the river,
swallowed up our paternal mansion and
grounds mnear by, and ruined me finan-
cially. I entered the navy as paymaster,
and after sixteen years’ service was made
Paymaster-General of the mavy, which
office I held for fifteen years, including
the whole period of the civil war.

Franklin Pierce, in the class next
above ours, had many friends in our own,
including Hawthorne, Cilley, and myself.
These friends and others Pierce always
remembered, even when occupying the
highest place in the nation, and burdened
with its cares and responsibilities.

Indeed he seemed to have much satis-
faction in promoting the welfare and ad-
vancement of his college friends. To
Hawthorne he gave the most lucrative
foreign office in his gift, and I take plea-
sure in acknowledging that soon after his
inauguration he, unsolicited, directed my
recall from a foreign station, and appoint-
ed me to the highest place in my corps.
I have reason to know that he never re-
gretfed his friendly course in either case.

In person he was slender, of medium
height, with fair complexion and light
hair, erect, with a military bearing, ac-
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tive, and always bright and cheerful. In
character he was impulsive, noft rash;
generous, not lavish ; chivalrie, courteous,
manly, and warm-hearted; and he was
one of the most popular students in the
whole college. -

Pierce’s classmate Calvin . Stowe
was a man of mark in college, and was
universally esteemed and respected. He
was an untiring student and a deeply re-
ligious man, yet full of wit and quaint
humor, which he strove to subordinate to
his graver thoughts, that he might the
better qualify himself for the important
lifework in which he so eminently ex-
celled.

Stowe, though usunally calm and un-
ruffled, did on rare occasions show that
the old Adam in his nature could be pro-
voled to wrath. In my Freshman year,
prompted by the spirit of good-natured
mischief, T blackened my face one night,
and assuming the air of deference befit-
ting a colored messenger-boy, I entered
Stowe’s room holding out a letter. He
was deeply engaged with a book, buf he
rose to receive the lelter, remarking, **Oh,
it is from Mr. ——” at the same time
taking out a piece of money to pay me
for my trouble. This unexpected boon so
upset my gravity that I lJaughed outright.
Stowe was first surprised, then provoked,
by my impertinence, and he seized the
tongs and cried, ““You black rascal!”
‘Whereupon I beat a hasty retreat, elosing
the door behind me just in time to escape
the tongs which ecame clashing against
my guardian shield.

I think that Stowe did not suspeet me,
for we never spoke of the silly prank for
more than fifty years. But after that
long interval, having received a kind mes-
sage from him, asking me not fo pass
through Hartford without calling, I went
o see him, and we had a pleasant talk
about old times. Then T made my tardy
confession, to which Mrs. Stowe was an
amused listener, and she seemed to enjoy
hearing this proof of her husband’s ebul-
lition of temper in his early manhood,
which I thought it safe to divulge after
the lapse of so many years.

IV,

As to his social life in Brunswick, it
may be said that Hawthorne, coming as
he did from a family of exceptionally re-
cluse habits, gained there his first practi-
cal knowledge of the world. It was not
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strange, therefore, that in his personal re-
lations he formed few intimacies, and
rarely sought the friendship of others.
Reserve was a prominent trait in his
character, but it was the reserve of self-
respect, not of pride or timidity. He dis-
couraged advances in a negative way, and
gave his confidence only to a few.

College friendships then as now were
greatly influenced by association in the
different literary societies. There were
two of these at Bowdoin, the Peucinian
and its young rival the Athensman. Sev-
eral of the professors and most of the
conservative students belonged to the
first, while ** Young Bowdoin™ was more
strongly attracted to the other.

The poet Longfellow was a Peucinian,
and his elder brother an Athenman. For
that reason Hawthorne was better ac-
quainted with Stephen than with Henry,
but the college relations of the poet and
the romance-writer were always kindly,
and led to a strong friendship in later
life.

Hawthorne was not studious in the
general acceptation of the term, but he de-
voted much time to miscellaneous read-
ing. His facility for acquiring know-
ledge would with little labor have placed
him in the front rank of his class. As it
was, he took much greater interest in the
humanities than in the more abstruse
branches of the preseribed course. Mathe-
matics and metaphysics as studies he dis-
liked and neglected, to his frequent dis-
credit in the recitation-room; but the
languages were attractive and pleasant.
Especially did he like the Latin, which
he wrote with great ease and purity. In
the other studies of the curriculum he
stood hardly above medioerity, and in
declamation he was literally nowhere.
He never declaimed in the old chapel, as
the students were required to do on Wed-
nesdays. Fines and admonitions were
alike powerless. He would not declaim.
To this peculiarity is to be attributed his
failure to have a part assigned him in the
Commencement exercises on graduation,
though his rank, No. 18 in a class of
thirty-eight, would otherwise have en-
titled him to one.

He told me that when twelve or thir-
teen years old, on some occasion in play
hours, he went upon a stage in the school-
room to declaim. Some larger boys ridi-
culed him and pulled him down, which
so mortified and enraged him that he was
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inspired with a lasting aversion to any
future effort in that dirvection. Nor did
he attempt to speak in public until many
years afterwards, when, as United States
Consul at Liverpool, he made a speech at
a civie dinner, of which he wrote me an
amusing account. He was more exultant
at his success on that occasion than he
ever seemed to be for the authorship of
the Scarlet Letter.

In the literary aspirations of his col-
legiate life poetry had apparently no
place. Yet some small poems of his—
written before entering college, and still
resting in my memory—showed, as I
thought, considerable merit. Since, how-
ever, he refrained from writing verses af-
terwards, one can only conjecture what
his success would have been had he made
poetry instead of prose the vehicle for his
fancies. Apropos to this subject, I re-
member that on a moonlight evening
Hawthorne and I were leaning over the
railing of the bridge just below the falls,
listening to the falling water and enjoy-
ing the beaunties of the scene, when I re-
cited some passages from the colloquy be-
tween Lorenzo and Jessica in the Mer-
chant of Venice. Then Hawthorne, in
his deep musical tones, responded with
the following verses, which he said he
had writfen before coming to college:

“We are beneath the dark blue sky,
And the moon is shining bright.
Oh, what can lift the soul so high
As the glow of a summer night,
When all the gay are hushed to sleep,
And they who mourn forget to weep
Beneath that gentle light ?

“Is there no holier, happier land
Among those distant spheres
Where we may meet that shadow band,
The dead of other years,
Where all the day the moonbeams rvest,
And where at length the souls are blest
Of those who dwell in tears?

“ Oh, if the happy ever leave
The bowers of bliss on high
To cheer the hearts of those who grieve,
And wipe the tear-drop dry,
It is when moonlight sheds itz ray,
More pure and beautiful than day,
And earth is like the sky."”

I preserved the lines, and a few years
since gave a copy to Mr. Lathrop, who
published them in his able and interest-
ing Study of Hawthorne.

I remember also another little poem of
Hawthorne's, which I wrote down soon
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after hearing it, but the manuscript was
lost. It ran thus:
“The ocean hath its silent caves,
Dark, quiet, and alone;

Though there be fury on the waves,
Beneath them there iz none.

“The awful spirits of the deep
Hold their communion there,
And there are those for whom we weep—
The young, the brave, the fair.
“The earth hath guilt, the earth hath care,
Unquiet are its graves,
* * * * *
% Calmly the wearied seamen rest
Beneath their own blue sea;
The ocean’s solitudes are blest,
For there is purity.”

This is all I ean recollect of the little
poem, if, indeed, there was any more, ex-
cept the forgotten lines of the third verse.

At one time Hawthorne recited to me
the following, supposed to have been
found written over the entrance to a her-
mit's cave. He did not acknowledge the
authorship, but the lines are so charac-
teristic that I have always thought he
wrote them:

“He saw mankind with vice encrusted;

He saw that honor's sword was rusted,
That they were still deceived who trusted
In love or friend,

And hither came, with man disgusted,
His life to end.”

V.

Hawthorne, previous to entering col-
lege, lived in great seclusion with his
mother and two sisters at their home in
galem. In two or three flying wvisits,
made him by invitation after onr gradu-
ation, I saw no evidence of narrow cir-
cumstances in their environment. I was
charmed with the quiet and refined man-
ners of Mrs. Hawthorne, and with the
pleasant and ladylike bearing of her
younger daughter. The elder daughter,
who Hawthorne often said had more
genius than himself, I never saw until
after his death.

The family occupied fthe old home of
Mrs. Hawthorne's father, their moderate
income being sufficient for their comfort-
able support, but not for the son's college
expenses. These had been defrayed by
his maternal uncle, Robert Manning, who
supplied him with means to spend as lib-
erally as any of his companions.

In a corner of the present campus stood
“Ward's Tavern” when I first went to
Brunswick. Ifs owner had recently died,
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and he was succeeded by his daughter, a
maiden of perhaps thirty years, affable,
good-looking, and always ready to give
moderate eredit for the liftle suppers and
other comforts that students might desire.
Her house was the scene of many social
gatherings; but at some later period it
disappeared, and the grass of the college
grounds now conceals the site of that
once most convenient inn. There, often-
er than elsewhere, Hawthorne indulged
in fthe usual convivialities of the period;
but his sedate aspect and quiet manners
prevented the appearance of any excess,
even within the limited ecirele of his inti-
mate associates. The customary pastimes
ineluded card-playing and wine-drinking,
in which he joined his friends through
good fellowship; but he rarely exceeded
the bounds of moderation—never losing
more money than he could readily pay,
and never imbibing enough to expose
himself to remark. He could drink a
great deal of wine without being appar-
ently affected by it. Neither in his col-
lege days nor afterwards did T ever know
him to be perceptibly under the influence
of stimulants, though we were associated
in many convivial scenes. I will add
that from the first moment of our ac-
gunaintance I never knew him to utter an
unmanly sentiment or to do a mean or
unkind act.

In our last term, after the parts for the
Commencement exercises had been as-
signed, it appeared that fourfeen of the
thirty-eight graduates of the year were
not to have the privilege of **speaking in
public on the stage,” though their degree
of A.B. was nevertheless to be conferved.
This rear-guard rallied, and formed * The
Navy Club,” so called for some occult
reason. It comprised among its members
a future Congressman, another who in the
course of time became a Reverend D.D.,
Hawthorne, and, of course, the writer.

Of the officers elected, the D.D. was
made Commodore, Hawthorne was Com-
mander, myself Boatswain, and the most
fun-loving of the party was designated
Chaplain. Every one had a title from
Captain to Cook.

The weekly suppers at Miss Ward's
were very jolly; and some of the class
who, by reason of superior standing as
scholars, were not entitled to membership
would fain have joined in the merry ses-
sions of the club, but they were not ad-
mitied.
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The nightly meefings of Commence-
ment week ended this drama, as well as
many others of more grave import.

The river near by gave its name to a
loo club of five members. One died
early, but not until he had achieved po-
litical fame of a high order; another was
afterwards a wealthy and respected mer-
chant; a third became a physician and
settled in the West, where he was held in
high regard until he died, thirty years
ago. Hawthorne and the writer were
the other members of the Androscoggin
Club, which existed about two years.
The stakes played for were, of eourse,
small, but the golden hours then lost
were not included in the account.

The eost of living was very moderate,
and one fared satisfactorily for a sum
that would now seem inadequate and
even mean. Two dollars a week was
the highest charge for table board, and
most of the students paid but a dollar
and a half. Hawthorne and the writer
usually lived at the same boarding-house,
and were quite contented with the fare.
The incidental expenses of college were
small, but even such of the rooms as were
uncarpeted and uncurtained were not
cheerless, for wood was abundant at a
dollar a cord. The one comparatively
larger item of expense (excepting books
and stationery) was that of the *““mid-
night oil,” which was brought from a
village ‘‘store,” and burned in brass or
japanned lamps. Afier so long an inter-
val—especially as gas and electric light
have come into use—mno harm can come
from divulging the secret that certain
students had extra lamp-fillers that had
never known oil.  And these were carried
in broad daylight across the campus, full
of some other liquid more quickly and
pleasantly consumed.

Maine had not then enacted the laws
which have given her such ereditable
prominence as the pioneer in the cause
of temperance. At that time, too, it was
the universal custom for country stores
to sell “*wines and liquors” as well as
‘dry-goods and groceries.”

Hawthorne engaged in the usual col-
lege sports, but with no great zest. DBase-
ball and foot-ball interested him little,
though he oceasionally joined in the
rongh-and-tumble games. He did not
like running or jumping, but walking
was his favorite exercise; in that he was
untiring. Sometimes he went out shoot-
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ing, though he did not claim to be a
erack shot. I never saw him on horse-
back, but frequently of a Saturday we
drove in the ‘‘chaise,” or in the wagon
of that day, he never wishing to hold the
reins.

VI.

Although Hawthorne while a collegian
rarvely sought or accepted the acquaint-
ance of the young ladies of the village,
he had a high appreciation of the sex.
An early marriage, however, did not en-
ter into his plans of life. The evidence
of this fact is among my papers, and runs
thus:

Bownpory Conrece, November 1440, 1824,
If Nathaniel Hathorne is neither a married
man nor a widower on the fourteenth day of
November, One Thousand Eight Hundred and
Thirty-six, I bind myself npon my honor to
pay the said Hathorne .a barrel of the best
old Madeira wine.
Witness my hand and seal.
JouNATHAN CILLEY.
[J.C.]

Bownoix CoLLEGE, Nov. 14, 1824,
If I am a married man or a widower on the
fourteenth day of November, One Thousand
Eight Hundred and Thirty-six, Ibind myself
upon my honor to pay Johnathan Cilley a
barrel of the best old Madeira wine.
Witness my hand and seal.
NATHANIEL HATHORNE.
[N.H.]

This instrument shall be delivered fo Hora-
tio Bridge, and if Hathorne is married within
the time specified, he shall transmit the in-
telligence to him immediately, and the bet—
whoever shall lose it—shall be paid within a
month after the expiration of the time.

JOHUNATHAN CILLEY.
NATHANIEL HATHORNE.

This very formal agreement was en-
closed in a closely sealed package, en-
dorsed in Hawthorne's writing, thus:

“Mr. Horatio Bridge is requesied to
take charge of this paper, and not to
open it until the fifteenth day of Novem-
ber, 1836, unless by the joint request of
Cilley and Hathorne.”

On the designated day I broke the seals,
and notified Cilley that he had lost the
wager. He admitted the loss, and, after
the delay of a year or more, was making
arrangements for its payment and a meet-
ing to taste the wine, when his tragic
death in the duel with Graves settled
the account.

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

Many years ago Hawthorne requested
me to burn the letters he had written me
in his youth and early manhood. On
reading them over I found them full of
passages of beauty, and of details of his
own plans and purposes, hopes and dis-
appointments. They were, however, too
free in their expressions about persons
and things to be safely trusted to the
chances of life, and all his early letters
were destroyed. Many of these were
signed ** Oberon,” and others the familiar
“Hathorne™ or *‘ Hath.”

While in college, and for some years
afterwards, he spelled his name without
the w. On first seeing the improved
signature, I wrote him that it was sug-
gestive of a fat legacy, to which he re-
plied that he had been blessed with no
such luck, though he would gladly take
every letter in the alphabet for a thou-
sand dollars each. He added that in
tracing the genealogy of his family he
had found that some of his ancestors
used the =, and he had merely resumed
it

Later, he sometimes fook the signature
of ““I/Aubépine,” which name he adopt-
ed temporarily, in accordance with the
whim of a queer Frenchman who spent
a month with us in my bachelor home
in Maine, as described in the American
Note-Books, vol. i., page 49. There Haw-
thorne says: ¢ He has Frenchified all our
names, calling B , Monsieur Du Pont;
myself, M. de I’Aubépine; and himself,
M. de Berger; and all Knights of the
Round Table.”

There was a musical society at Bow-
doin, though not many of the students
were instrumental performers. Long-
fellow played the flute, but Hawthorne
was notably deficient in musical talent.
Like Charles Lamb, he might have said,
“The gods have made me most unmu-
sical.”

Of the college faculty only Professor
Packard survived at the time of our class
semicentennial, and he died in 1884.

Thirteen of the thirty-eight graduates
of the class at the time of that reunion
were living, eleven of whom were pre-
sent.

But three of the thirteen graduates
survive at the present writing, in 1891,

Before separating we all agreed to in-
terchange our photographs. In making
the exchange, Longfellow wrote to me
thus:
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Camn., Dec'r 12, 1875,
My pEAR BrmGr,—I have just had the

pleasure of receiving your photograph. Itis
so good, it could hardly be Dbetter. I wish

the one I send you in return were as good,
But that is wishing that I were a handsome
man, six feet high, and we all know the vanity
of human wishes.

I was very glad that yon and Mrs. Bridge
were not disappointed in Songo River and its
neighborhood. If “ Long Poud?” were called
Loch Long, it would be a beautiful lake.
This and Sebago are country cousins to the
Westmoreland lakes in England, quife as
lovely, but wanting a little more culture and
good society.

I often think with great pleasure of our
meeting at Brunswick. There was less sad-
ness about it than I had thought there wounld
be. The present always contrives to crowd
ounf the past and the future.

With kindest remembrances to Mrs, Bridge,

Always yours,
Henry W. LONGFELLOW.

The whole letter is copied beecause,
while speaking of the elass reunion, the
poet incidentally gives his estimate of
Sebago Lake, on the borders of which
Hawthorne spent a year of his lonely
boyhood, and to which locality he refers
when he says, ‘It was there I first got
my cursed habit of solitude.”

Hawthorne visited Brunswick but once
to meet his old associates. It wasin 1852,
fifty years after the founding of the col-
lege. In that year, while cruising in
the Pacifie, I received a letter from him,
in which he says:

“I meant to have told yon all abouf my
visit to Brunswick af the recent semicenten-
nial celebration, but the letter has already
grown to too great length. It was rather a
dreary affair. Only eight of our clagsmates
were present, and they were a sef of dismal
old fellows, whose heads looked as if they
had been ont in a pretty copions shower of
suow. The whole intermediate guarter of a
century vanished, and it seemed to me as if
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they had undergone a miserable transforma-
tion in the course of a single night, especially
as I myself felt just about as young as when
I graduated. They flattered me with the
assurance that time had touched me tenderly,
but, alas, they were each a mirror in which 1
beheld the reflection of my own age. I did
not arrive there until the public exercises
were nearly over, and very luckily too, for my
praises had been sounded by orator and poet,
and of course my blushes would have heen
quifte oppressive.”

In a desultory and inartistic way I
have thus endeavored to throw some
additional light upon Hawthorne’s col-
lege life and his surroundings at that
period. At the risk of repetition, I will
add that his most marked characteristics
were independence of thought and action,
absolute fruthfulness, loyalty to friends,
abhorrence of debt, great physical as well
as moral courage, and a high and delicate
sense of honor,

He shrank habitually from the exhibi-
tion of his own secret opinions, and was
careful to avoid infringement upon the
rights of others, while thoroughly con-
scious of his own.

On closing our college association we
mutnally pledged our friendship and ex-
changed parting gifts. Hawthorne’s to
me was a wateh seal of his father’s, gold
with a carnelian stone, of the shape and
fashion of ninety years ago. I have
treasured it carvefully, and have provided
that it shall go to his son at my de-
cease,

Of my own intimacy with Hawthorne
I have hitherto said little, having been
content with the mention made of it by
my friend in his published writings; and
I trust it will not be thought presumpt-
uous that I have jotted down here some
reminiseences that ineidentally show our
strong friendship, while rounding out
the story of his college life.

A FOURTH-CLASS APPOINTMENT.
BY MARGARET DELAND,
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FMYHE post-office at Penniville was at

the foot of the long hill, up which
Main Street climbed a little way and then
stopped, as though to take breath and look
back upon itself. After that the street
melted into a eountry road, which wan-
dered between the fields and down the

other side of the hill to a half-dozen
houses, which were occupied only a few
months of the year, when the summer
visitors invaded the Penniville quiet.
The houses along Main Street stood close
together in a friendly way, and ignored
as muech as possible those scattered on
the other side of the hill.
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leaned eagerly from the pillion, and she
smiled and kissed her hand.

“Why do you thus, Ann?’ her hus-
band asked, looking about at her.

‘“See you not the little maid in the
door?” she whispered low, for fear of the
goodly company. “I trow she looks
better than she did. The roses are in her
cheeks, and they have combed her yellow
bair, and put a clean white gown on her.
She holds a little doll, too.”
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“1 see nobody,” said Joseph Bayley,
wonderingly.

**Nay, but she stands there. I never
saw aught shine like her hair and her
white gown ; the sunlight lies full in the
door. See! see! she is smiling! I trow
all her griefs be well over.”

The cavalcade passed the Proctor house,
but Goodwife Ann Bayley’s sweet face
was turned backward until it was out of
sight, towards the little maid in the door.
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BY HORATIO BRIDGE.

Second

VIL

F Hawthorne’s life after graduation
I shall not attempt to write fully,
though I had ample knowledge of his per-
sonal, political, and literary career. The
facts essential to a biography have al-
ready been given in his own Nofe-Books,
edited by Mrs. Hawthorne; and in the
full and interesting Biography of Na-
thaniel Hawthorne and his Wife,by their
son; to say nothing of the sketches of the
romance-writer by Lathrop, Curtis,James,
Fields, Stoddard, Loring, and others. But,
however much may have been written
upon this subjeet, there remain unrecord-
ed many incidents, the recital of some of
which may be acceptable to those readers
who prize every fresh fact coneerning
this author of superlative power and
fame.

If at any time I should repeat what
has already been published by others, ex-
cept for the purpose of giving some addi-
tional facts pertinent thereto, the repeti-
tion will be unintentional.

I am not a eritie, and therefore shall
not venture upon an analysis of Haw-
thorne’s writings —a task which many
pens abler than mine have already es-
sayed, and which ecrities yet nunborn will
doubfless contribute to the literature of
the future. Nor shall I attempt to write
a biography of the romance-writer—a
work already fully accomplished in the
publications just mentioned. These were
admirable, each in its way; and recently
they have been supplemented by the Life
of Nathaniel Hawthorne, by Moncure D.

Paper.

Conway, a volume I have read with much
interest, though he seems to me to have
been quite too severe and unjust in his
criticism of Hawthorne for having writ-
ten the Life of Franklin Pierce, and for
his own opinions on the subject of sla-
very. Had Mr. Conway known the charm
of Pierce’s warm-heartedness, and his de-
voted friendship for Hawthorne, he could
have better understood that it would have
been hard for the latter to withhold the
use of his voice and pen in promoting the
interests of his early friend.

If Mr. Conway had regarded the prob-
lem of disunion as did all parties execept
the pronounced abolitionists previous to
the civil war, he might have been more
charitable in his judgment of both Pierce
and Hawthorne.

In the first decade after Hawthorne
left college he formed several plans of
life, one of which was that of entering his
uncle Manning's counting-house. In one
of his letters to me he spoke of this as a
settled purpose, but his repugnance to
commercial life was such that the plan
was ultimately abandoned, and he re-
lapsed into the state of partial inaction
which so often resulis from unsettled
plans.

It is well known that soon after grad-
uating he prepared for the press a little
volume of tales, entitled Seven Tales of
my Native Land. The publisher who
engaged to bring out the book was so dil-
atory that at last Hawthorne, becoming
impatient and dissatisfied with the ex-
cuses given, peremptorily demanded the
return of the manuscript. The publisher,
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aroused to a sense of his duty, and
ashamed of his broken promises, apolo-
gized, and offered to proceed with the
work at once; but Hawthorne was inex-
orable; and though, as he wrote me af
the time, he was conscious of having
been too harsh in his censures, he would
not recede, and he burnt the manuseript
in a mood half savage, half despairing.
As T expressed to him perhaps foo strong-
Iy my regret for this proceeding, he did
not, when Fanshawe was published, con-
fide to me the fact. Hearing, though, of
the publication, I procured a copy, and
subsequently mentioned it to Hawthorne.
He had meantime become dissatisfied
with the book, and he called in and de-
stroyed all the copies he could reach. At
his request, I burnt my copy, and we
never alluded to Fanshawe afterwards,
It was at this time, T think, that he be-
came utterly disheartened, and though
conscious of possessing more than ordi-
nary literary talent, he almost aban-
doned all expectation of success as an
author.

In one of his letters to me, after rela-
ting some of his disappointments, he com-
pared himself to one drifting helplessly
toward a cataract, and closed with these
despairing words: “I'm a doomed man,
and over I must go.”

Happily the despondent mood was not
permanent, and he continued to write,
though subjected to frequent disappoint-
ments. He was a contributor for a little
while to a magazine published, I believe,
in New York. The compensation was
small, and even that the publisher pro-
fessed his inabilify fo pay; so Haw-
thorne stopped his contributions and
withdrew.

At the parting a characteristic incident
occurred. The editor begged for a mass
of manuseript in his possession, as yet
unpublished, and it was scornfully be-
stowed.  ‘‘Thus,” wrote Hawthorne,
* has this man, who would be considered
a Meecenas, taken from a penniless writer
material incomparably better than any
his own brain can supply.” And he
closed with a bitter malediction upon the
grasping editor.

He had the experience of being more
than once deceived by those who pro-
fessed to have the power and wish to be-
friend him. A young man, with some
means and greafer aspirations, com-
menced the publication of a literary
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newspaper in Boston, and offered Hasw-
thorne the position of co-editor. Another
person, backed by a rich father, supplant-
ed Hawthorne, who was civilly bowed
out, and the newspaper, after a brief and
sickly life, expired.

In the Hawthorne Biography there ap-
peared several old and carelessly written
letters of my own, answers fo some of
Hawthorne’s that were long since de-
stroyed, at his request.

These letters I should hardly have re-
produced except for the purpose of show-
ing that Hawthorne was at fimes quite
despairing, and in need of all the enconr-
agement his friends could give.

The following extracts from my an-
swers just mentioned will indicate suffi-
ciently the tenor of his letters therein re-
ferred to.

Avausta, Ocf. 16, 1836,

DeAr HaTH,—I have a thousand things to
say to you, but can't say more than a hun-
dredth part of them.... :

You have the blues again. Don’t give up
to them, for God’s sake, and your own, and
mine, and everybody’s. Brighter days will
come, and that within six months....

See what 1 have written for the Boston
Post, and tell me is if best fo send it?

“It is a singular fact that of the few Amer-
ican writers by profession, one of the very
best is a gentleman whose name has never
yet been made public, thongh his writings are
extensively and favorably known.

“We refer to Nathaniel Hawthorne, Esq,,
of Salem, the author of the Genlle Boy, the
Gray Champion, ete., ete., all productions of
high merit, which have appeared in the an-
nnals and magazines of the last three or four
years.

“Liberally educated, but bred to no profes-
sion, he has devoted himself exclusively to
literary pursuits, with an ardor and success
which will, erelong, give him a high place
among the scholars of this country.

“ His style is classical and pure ; his imagi-
nation exceedingly delicate and faneiful, and
through all his writings there runs a vein of
sweefest poetry.

“Perhaps we have no writer so deeply im-
bued with the early literature of America, or
who can so well portray the fimes and man-
ners of the Puritans.

“ Hitherto Mr. Hawthorne has published no
work of magnitnde; but it is to be hoped that
one who has shown such nnequivocal evidence
of talent will soon give to the world some pro-
duction which shall place him in a higher rank
than ean be obtained by one whose efforts are
confined to the sphere of magazines and an-
nuals.”

This is not satisfactory by any means, and
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yef if may answer the purpose of attracting
attention to your book when it comes out.
Tt is not what I wish it were, nor can I make
it s0. Yours ever, H. Bribge.*

AvausTa, Oct. 22, 1836,

DuAr HATH,—I have just received your
last, and do not like its tone at all. There is
a kind of desperate coolness about it that
seems dangerous. I fear that you are too
good a subject for suicide, and that some day
you will end your mortal woes on your own
responsibility.

However, I wish you fo vefrain till next
Thursday, when I shall be in Boeston, Deo
wolente.

I am not in a very good mood myself just
now, and am certainly unfit to write or
think.

Be sure to come and meet me in Bosfon.

Yours truly, H. BRIDGE.

AUGusTA, Dec. 25, 1830.

DEAR HAWTHORNE, —On this Christmas
day T am writing up my lefters. Yours
comes first.

I am sorry thaf you did not get the maga-
zine, beeause you wanted it. Not that I think
it very important to you. You will have
more fime for your book....

Whether your book will sell extensively
may be doubtful ; but that is of small impor-
tance in the first one yon publish. At all
events, keep up your spirits till the result is
ascertained ; and, my word for it, there is more
honor and emolument in store for yon from
your writings than you imagine. The bane of
your life has been self-distrusf. This has kept
you back for many years, which, if you had
improved by publishing, would long ago have
given you what you must now wait a short
time for. It may be for the best, but I
doubt it.

I have been trying fo think what you are
so miserable for. Although you have not
much property, yon have good health and
powers of writing which have made and can
still make you independent.

Suppose you get “but $300 per annum”
for your writings. You can, with economy,
live upon that, though it would be a tight
squeeze.  Yon have no family dependent on
you, and why should you *borrow frou-
ble” ?

This is taking the worst view of your case
that it ean possibly bear. It seems to me
that you never look af the bright side with
any hope or confidence. It is not the philos-
ophy to malke one happy.

* This letter was written at the fime when I
had just intervened to procure the publication of
Twice-told Tales, without Hawthorne’s knowledge
of my agency in the matter.

Within the six month# limit the book came out,
and brighter days did come; but I could not then
tell him the grounds of my confident prediction,
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I expect next summer fo be full of money,
a part of which shall be heartily at your ser-
vice if it comes. ...

And so Frank Pierce is elected Senator.
There is an instance of what a man can do
for himself by trying. With no very remark-
able talents, he, at the age of thirfy-four, fills
one of the highest stations in the nation. He
is a good fellow, and I rejoice at his success.
He ean do somcthing for you perhaps. The
inelination he certainly has. Have you heard
from him lately ? Yours ever,

H. BrIDGE.

Aveusta, February 1, 1837,

Drar HawrTHoRNE,—So your book is in
press, and will soon be out. Thank God, the
plunge will be made at last. I am sure it
will be for good....

I coincide perfectly with you touching the
disparity Dbetween a writer's profits and a
publisher’s. If 4s hard that you shounld do so
much and receive so little from The Tolen.
You say an ediforship would save vou. I tell
you that within six months you may have an
editorship in any magazine in the country if
you desire it. I wish to God that I eould im-
part to you a little of my own brass. You
would then dash info the contest of literary
men, and do honor to yourself and to your
country in a short time. Buf you never will
have confidence enough in yourself, though
you will have fame....

Yours traly, HoRracCE.

AvausTa, May 24, 1837.

Drar HawTHORNB,—I am rejoiced that
your last gives me reason to expect that youn
will pay me a visif soon. When you come,
malke your arrangements so that yon can stay
two or three months here. I have a great
house to myself, and you shall have the run
of if.

I received a letter two days ago from Pierce,
dated May 2d, requesting me to ascerfain ex-
actly how matters were relating to the Ex-
ploring Expedition. I have written Pierce,
advising him to inquire of the Secrefary of
the Navy if there is any vacancy, and recom-
mending you for it.

It might be well to put your papers on file
in his office, in case yon should be a candi-
date for one of the editorships of the maga-
zine.

It is of no use for you to feel blue. T tell
you that you will be in a good situation next
winter instead of “under a sod.” Pierce is
interested for you, and can make some ar-
rangement, I know. An editorship or a
clerkship at Washington he can and will
obtain. So courage, and aw diable with your
“gods”!

I have something to say to you upon mar-
riage and abouf Goodrich, and a thousand
other things. I shall be inclined to quarrel
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with you if you do not come, and that will be

a serious bnsiness for you, for my wrath is

dreadful. Good-by till I see you here.
Yours_traly, H. BRIDGE.

These letters in some measure indicate
the despondency to which Hawthorne
was subject at this the turning-point in
his literary career. In his secluded life
he neither had nor sought new friends
who could have aided and encouraged
him, and his life wore away with little
apparent promise. Still he continued to
write for the small sums he received in
cash or promises, as well as for the plea-
surable excitement of composition, and
with the growing hope of future success.

VIIL

Besides writing tales for different re-
views and magazines, Hawthorne con-
tributed many articles to The Token, an
annual published by Mr. 5. G. Goodrich.
A few years later he was employed by
that publisher to write some of the ‘' Pe-
ter Parley” books. He received but
small compensation for any of this lit-
erary work, for he lacked the knowledge
of business and the self-assertion neces-
sary to obtain even the moderate remu-
neration vouchsafed to writers fifty years
ago. If would be amusing, if it were
not exasperating, fo observe the patroniz-
ing tone of Mr. Goodrich when, as late
as September, 1836, he wrote to Haw-
thorne: “ Your letter and the two folios
of Universal History were received some
days ago. I like the history pretty well.
I shall make it do.” See Biography of
Hawthorne, vol. i., page 138. The book
certainly did, for its sale went above a
million long ago, though it is my impres-
sion that the author received only $100
for the work.

A letter of 8. G. Goodrich to Haw-
thorne, dated January 19, 1830—see Haw-
thorne Biography, vol. i., page 131—
shows that Mr. Goodrich had then in his
hands the manuseript of a proposed book
of Hawthorne’s. He says in relation to
it, *‘ On my refurn to Boston in April, T
will use my influence to induce a pub-
lisher to fake hold of the work, who will
give it a fair chance of success.”

In a lefter of Hawthorne's to Good-
rich, dated May 6, 1830, given in Derby's
Fifty Years among Authors and Pub-
lishers, page 113, the former speaks of the
‘ Provincial Tales,” adding, *‘ Such being
the title I propose to give to my volume.”
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Whatever may have been the causes
for delay, the fact remains that the vol-
ume, under the altered title of Twice-
told Tales, did not appear until 1837,
seven years after the manuseript—in part
at least—was first in Mr. Goodrich’s pos-
session,

From time to time I heard of this in-
tended publication, and constantly en-
couraged Hawthorne to bring out the
volume, But I hesitated to intervene
without his sanection; and that would
not have heen given to any course in-
volving possible loss to me. At last,
however, having become convineced that
my friend was being deluded by false
hopes, I wrote to Mr. Goodrich, and
asked if there was any pecuniary obsta-
cle in the way of the publication, add-
ing, if that were the cause of the delay,
I would obviate it by guaranteeing the
publisher against loss. As I was a stran-
ger to him, I proffered Boston references.
The following was his answer:

Bosrtox, Oct, 20, 1836.

Dear Sir,—I received your letter in regard
to our friend Hawthorne., It will cost about
$450 to print 1000 volumes in good style. I
have seen a publisher, and he agrees to pub-
lish it if he can be gnaranteed $250, as an ulti-
mate resort against loss. If you will find that
guaranty, the thing shall he put immediately
in hand.

I am not now a publisher, but I shall take
great interest in this work; and I do mnot
think there is any probability that you will
ever be called upon for a farthing. The gen-
erous spirit of your letter is a reference. I
only wish to know if you will take the above
risk. The publication will be solely for the
benefit of Hawthorne, he receiving ten per
cent, on the retail price—the usnal terms.

I am, yours respectfully,
5. G. GOODRICH.

HoraTio Bripag, Esq., Augusta, Me.

I gave the required guaranty at once,
stipulating only that the affair should
be concealed from Hawthorne, for I was
sure he would object to the publica-
tion if he were informed of my action in
the premises. Mr. Goodrich assented to
this stipulation, and in due time the book
came out.

There is reason to suppose that he mag-
nified his own part in the matter, for
while the volume was going through the
press, Hawthorne told me that he intend-
ed to dedicate it to Mv. Goodrich, in rec-
ognition of his services in that regard.

Knowing that this would bring the
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parties into a false attitude toward each
other, I cautioned Hawthorne against
this proposed dedication, as appears in a
forgotten letter of mine, published in the
Hawthorne Biography, vol. i., page 143.
Having learned from DMr. Goodrich,
some months affer Twice-fold Tales ap-
peared, that its sales had satisfied the
guaranty, I told Hawthorne of my unau-
thorized intervention, as it was clearly
right that he should know the extent of
his obligation to the publisher.

The letter of Mr, Goodrich just quoted
will interest some readers, as showing
the cost of printing books, and the com-
parative avails to author and publisher,
in 1836. The vetail price of Thwice-fold
Tales was, I believe, one dollar. From
the 1000 first obtained, after deducting
the cost of printing—§450—and the au-
thor’s share—&100—there would remain
to the publisher and the retail book-
seller #450. For any copies printed in
excess of the first thousand, the cost to
the publisher would be much less, while
the author’s percentage would remain
the same. This in a case where the pub-
lisher was assured against loss. How
different would have been Hawthorne's
* encouragement had he commenced his
literary worlk in this decade!

The success of Twice-told Tales was
not pecuniarily great at firsf, but in this
country, and still more in England,
where Hawthorne was promptly and
highly appreciated, the book established
his right to a place among living authors
of recognized power.

The cloud had lifted at last, and he
never afterwards wholly despaired of
achieving success as a writer. There
were times, however, when he felt une-
qual to the effort of writing even a let-
ter, saying that he ** detested a pen.”

Fortunately his habits were inexpen-
sive, and his abhorrence of debt nerved
him fo retain his independence in the
darkest seasons.

Several lefters of my own (hereinbefore
given, and quite forgotten until they ap-
peared in the Hawthorne Biography)
show that T was constantly advising him
to cease publishing in magazines and an-
nuals, and to bring out his writings in
the form of volumes only. By this meth-
od he could free himself from the neces-
sity of offering his productions piecemeal
to editors, a process repulsive to his sen-
sitive spirit.
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Early in 1837 General Pierce, believing
that Hawthorne would be benefited by
an entire change of his surroundings,
suggested to him the plan of joining the
contemplated Exploring Expedition to the
South Sea as its historian. The project
pleased him, and for three or four months
an active correspondence on the subject
was maintained by Hawthorne, Pierce,
and the present writer. Several letters
of General Pierce and myself, addressed
to Hawthorne, and republished in the
Hawthorne Biography, pp. 152 to 162, re-
fer to the efforts made to bring about the
desired arrangement.

This expedition was primarily organ-
ized under the plan of J. N. Reynolds,
Hisq., a man of some scientific reputation
and great energy of character, who was
to be the ruling spirit of the enterprise.

A squadron under the command of
Commodore Ap Catesby Jones, composed
of the frigate Macedonian, three brigs,
and a store-ship, was put in commission
for this exploring duty; and a large sei-
entific corps, with Reynolds at its head,
was provided for,

At that time I was spending the winter
in Washington, and I did what I could
to secure for Hawthorne the office he de-
sired. My friend and townsman, Hon.
R. Williams, was chairman of the Senate
Naval Committee, and, of course, was in-
fluential at the Navy Department. He
cordially co-operated with Pierce and Cil-
ley, backed by the rest of the Maine and
New Hampshire delegations, in the effort
to secure Hawthorne’s appointment.
‘With the influences at work, there was a
good prospect of suceess, when naval and
scientific jealousy interrupted the pro-
gramme.

The ery of economy was raised, the
vessels were ordered to other duty, and
Reynolds’s ambitious project suddenly
collapsed, so far as he was concerned.

The expedition was reorganized the
next year, and Lieutenant — afterwards
Rear-Admiral—Wilkes was ordered to its
command. Meantime Hawthorne's pros-
pects had brightened with the success of
Twice-told Tales, and he ceased to care
for duty in the expedition.

Had his aspirations in that direction
been successful, the current of his life
would have been strangely disturbed, and
his later writings would, I think, have
taken on an entirely different coloring.
Whether for the better, who shall say?
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In 1839 Hawthorne was appointed
weigher and gauger in the Boston Cus-
tom-house, which office he held until 1841.

In that year, having previously become
engaged to Miss Sophia A. Peabody, he
joined the colony at Brook Farm, where
he lived for several months as co-laborer,
and especially as an interested inquirer
into the social experiment then and there
in progress.

I drove out from Boston two or three
times to see Hawthorne at Brook Farm,
He had a small room, simply furnished,
and with very few books visible. He
was apparently enjoying himself, curi-
ously observing the odd phase of life
around him, and while having little
faith in the success of the social experi-
ment, doing his full share to secure if,
At the same time he was disposed to get
such amusement as he might from his
surroundings. I remember that he boast-
ed of having driven into Boston with the
farmer in the farm wagon, carrying a
calf fo market.

I remember also his glee in telling of
his strietly enforcing the rules for early
rising by blowing the horn long and
loud at five o’clock in the morning, much
to the discomfort of the drowsy members
of the family. But enough of Brook
Farm it has been fully portrayed in many
publications.

IX.

Immediately after his marriage, in 1842,
Hawthorne went to reside in the ** Old
Manse” at Concord, where his life for
three years was restful and happy. Full
of enjoyment in his home and family, he
was only troubled by mnarrow means,
which were all the more annoying be-
cause those who owed him money enough
to make life comfortable would not (doubt-
less some of them could not) pay their
debts. In this quiet retreat he occupied
himself in writing tales, with gardening,
boating, and occasionally in receiving
friends.

Several times Mr. and Mrs, Hawthorne
kindly urged me to visit them at the ““Old
Manse,” and I was always received with
the most cordial hospitality. Their life
at Concord has been so fully and so beau-
tifully described by Mr. Julian Hawthorne
in the biography of his father and mo-
ther, not only in his own narration, but
in their charming letters therein given,
that it is perhaps needless for me to add
anything to that recital. Let me say,
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however, that I was early impressed with
the conviction that their marriage was a
congenial and most happy one. By the
delicate health of Mrs. Hawthorne she
was all the more endeared to her manly
husband, and in return she gave him a
wealth of confidence, admiration, and
love. The union was most fortunate for
both, and the only drawback to their
happiness came in the sharp economy
requisite for living within their income.

The small and uncertain receipts from
his literary work, as well as his “‘disap-
pointments in money expected from three
or four sources,” made Hawthorne *‘sigh
for the regular monthly payments at the
Custom-house,” and led him to wish for
the Salem Post-office, his appointment to
which his friends in that town and else-
where zealously, though in vain, sought
to procure for him.

In 1845 Hawthorne, besides preparing
for the press the second sevies of Twice-
told Tales, edited the Journal of an Af-
rican Cruiser.

The origin of that little volume was
this: Early in 1843 I was attached to a
ship of war under orders to the west
coast of Africa. Hawthorne suggested
the plan of my taking such notes as -
would give me material for a few articles
in the Demoecratic Review. This plan
was afterwards, by his advice, changed to
that of publishing the notes in a book.
I assented to the change on the condition
that he should take the trouble of editing
and bringing out the volume, and with
the further condition that he should have
the copyright and the sole profit of the
publication.

The letters next following evinee the
great interest he took in this project,
more on my account than on his own.
They also set forth his views as to the
best mode for suceessful journalizing, and
they show conclusively that his life was
a very happy one in the * Old Manse.”

Coxcorp, March 23, 1843,
Deanr Bripgr,—I see by the mewspapers
that you have had the good fortnue to under-
go a tremendous storm.* Good fortune I call
it, for I should be very glad to go through the

* The storm here spoken of refers to a violent
gale and blinding snow-storm off the coast of New
Hampshire, in which the Sarafoga (on her way from
Portsmouth to New York, previous to the African
cruise) was in imminent peril, and only escaped total
shipwreck by our cutting away the masts and an-
choring on a rocky lee shore,
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same scene myself if I were sure of getting safe
to dry land at last. I did not know of your
having sailed, else I might have been under
great apprehensions on your account; but, as
it happened, I have only fo offer my congratu-
lations. I hope you were in a condition to
look at matters with a philosophic eye, not
seasick nor foo much frightened. A staff-offi-
cer, methinks, must be more uncomfortable in
a storm than the sea officers. Taking no part
in the struggle against the winds and the
waves, he feels himself more entirely at their
mercy. Perhaps a deseription of the tempest
may form a good introduction to your series of
articles in the Democratic.

I returned from my visit to Salem on Wed-
nesday last. My wife went with me as far as
Boston, I did not come to see you because I
was very short of cash, having been disap-
pointed in money that I expected from three
or four sources. My diffienlties of this sort
sometimes make me sigh for the regular month-
ly payments at the custom-house. The system
of slack payments in this country is most
abominable, and ought of itself to bring upon
us the destruction foretold by Father Miller.
It is impossible for any individual to be just
and honest and true to his engagements when
it is a settled principle of the community to be
always behindhand. T find no difference in
anybody in this respect, All do wrong alike.
is just as certain fo disappoint me in
money matters as any pitiful little scoundrel
among fthe booksellers. On my part, I am
compelled to disappoint those who put faith in
my engagements, and so it goes round. The
devil take such a system!

I suppose it will be some time before yon
geb to sea again, and perhaps you might find
leisure to pay us another visit, but I cannot
find it in my conscience to ask you to do so in
this dreary season of the year. Ifismore than
three months since we had a glimpse of the
earth, and two months more must intervene
before we can hope to see the reviving ver-
dure. I don’t see how a bachelor can survive
such a winter. ...We are very happy, and have
nothing to wish for except a better-filled purse
—and not improbably gold wounld bring trou-
ble with it, at least my wife says so, and there-
fore exhorts me to be content with little.

I have heard nothing about the office since
I saw you. They tell me in Salem that
will mot probably gain his election, but that,
after a few more trials, a coalition will be
formed between the moderate Whigs and the
candidate of a fraction of the Democratic
party. In that case will not get the
post-office, and possibly it will yet be the re-
ward of my patriotism and public services, but
of this there is little prospect.

The wine came safe, and my wife sends her
best acknowledgments for it. As in dufy
bound, however, she has made it over to me,
and I shall feel myself at liberty to uncork a
bottle on any occasion of suitable magnitude.
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Longfellow is coming to see me, and as he has
a cnltivated faste in wines, some of this article
shall be submitted to his judgment. If possi-
ble there shall be a bottle in reserve whenever
you favor us with another visit.

Do not forget your letters from Liberia.
What would you think of having them pub-
lished in a volume? But it will be time
enough for this after their appearance in the
magazine. I should like well to launch you
fairly on the sea of Literature.

I have a horrible cold, and am scarcely clear-
headed enough to write. God bless you,

Natn HAWTHORNE.

HoraTio Bripag, Esq., U.S.N.,

Portsmouth, N. H.
Coxcorn, May 3, 1843,

DEAR BrRipGE,—I am almost afraid that you
will have departed for Africa before this letter
reaches New York; but I have Dbeen so much
taken up with writing for a living, and like-
wise with physical labor out-of-doors, that I
have hitherto had no time to answer yours. It
was perhaps as well that you did not visit
Concord again, for, by comparison of dates, I
am led to believe that my wife and yourself
were in Boston at the same time. She had
gone thither to take leave of her sister Mary,
who is now married, and has sailed in the May
steamer for Europe,.

I formed quite a different opinion from that
which you express about your description of
the storm. It seemed to me very graphic and
effective, and my wife coincides in this judg-
ment. Her criticism on such a point is hefter
worth having than mine, for she knows all
about storms, having encountered a tremen-
dous one on a voyage to Cuba. You must
learn fo thinlk better of your powers. They
will inerease by exercise. I would advise you
not to stick too accurately to the bare fact,
either in your descriptions or your narrafive;
else your hand will be eramped, and the result
will be a wanf of freedom that will deprive
you of a higher trath than that which you
strive to attain. Allow your fancy pretty free
license, and omit no heightening touches be-
cause they did not chance to happen before
your eyes. If they did not happen, they at
least ought, which is all that concerns you.
This is the secret of all entertaining travellers.
If you meet with any distingunished characters,
give personal sketches of them, Begin to
write always before the impression of novelty
has worn off from your mind, else you will be
apt to think that the peculiarities which at
first attracted you are mot worth recording;
yet those slight peculiarities are the very
things that malke the most vivid impression
upon the reader. Think nothing too trifling
to write down, so it be in the smallest degree
characteristic. You will be surprised to find
on reperusing your journal what an impor-
tance and graphic power these little particu-
lars assume. After you have had due time
for observation, you may then give grave re-
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flections on national character, eustoms, mor-
als, religion, the influence of pecnliar modes of
government, ete., and I will take care to puf
them in their proper places, and make them
come in with due effect. I by no means de-
spair of putting you in the way to acquire a
very pretty amount of literary reputation,
should you ever think it worth your while to
assume the authorship of these proposed
sketches. All the merit will be your own, for
1 shall merely arrange them, correct the style,
and perform ofher little offices as to which
only a practised scribbler is au fait.

In relation to your complaint that life has
lost its charm, that your enthusiasm is dead,
and that there is nothing worth living for, my
wife bids me advise you to fall in love, It is
a woman’s presceription, but a man—uvidelicet,
myself—gives his sanction to its efficacy. You
would find all the fresh coloring restored io
the faded pictures of life; it would renew your
youth; you would be a boy again, with the
deeper feeling and purposes of a man. Try
it, try it, first, however, taking care fhat the
object is in every way unexceptionable, for
this will be your last chance in life. If you
fail, you will never make another attempt.

1 suppose you will see O'Sullivan in New
York. I know nothing about the prospects
of office, if any remain. It is rather singular
that I shonld need an office, for nobody's scrib-
blings seem to he more acceptable to the pub-
lie than mine; and yet I shall find it a tongh
seratch to gain a respectable support by my
pen. Perhaps matters may mend; at all
events I am not very eager to ensconce my-
self in an office, though a good one would cer-
tainly be desirable. By-the-bye, T received a
request the other day from a Philadelphia
magazine to send them a daguerreotype of my
phiz for the purpose of being engraved. O'Sul-
livan likewise besought my wife for a sketch
of my head, so you see that the world is likely
to be made acquainted with my personal bean-
ties. It will be very convenient for a refired
and bashful man to be able to send these pic-
torial representations abroad insfead of his
real person. I know not but O’Sullivan’s pro-
posal was meant to be a seeret from me, so say
nothing abount it to him.

It would gladden us much to have you here
for a week, now that the country is growing
beautiful, and the fishing season is coming on.
But this is not to be hoped for until your re-
turn. Take care of your health, and do not
forget the sketches. It is not the profit to
myself that I think about, but I hope that they
may contribute to give your life somewhat of
an adequate purpose, which at present it lacks.

God bless you, N. H.

Horatio Bripae, Esq., U.8. Ship Saratoga,

New York City.
Coxcorp, April 1, 1844,

DEAR BrIipGE,—Your letter to my wife was
received by her in a situation which I am sure
you will consider sufficient excuse for her not
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answering it at present, a daughter having
been born on the 3d of last month. So, you
see, I am at last the regular head of a family,
while you are blown about the world by every
wind. I commiserate you most heartily. If
you want a new feeling in this weary life, get
married. It renews the world from the sur-
face to the centre.

I am happy to tell you that our little girl is
remarkably healthy and vigorous, and prom-
ises, in the opinion of those better experienced
in babies than myself, to be very prefty. For
my own part, I perceive her beauty at present
rather throngh the medinm of faith than with
my actual eyesight. However, she is gradunally
getting into shape and comeliness, and by the
time when you shall have an opportunity to
see her, I flatter myself she will be the pretti-
est young lady in the world, I think I prefer
a daughter to a son.

We have read your letter with very great
interest. You have had great luck cerfainly
in having actunally fought through a whole
war;* but I hope that you will now be content
to rest on your laurels, The devil take those
copper slugs. As your station, I believe, does
not eall you to the front of the battle, do pray
be advised to stay on board ship the next time,
and think how muech preferable is a sluggish
life to such a slug-gish death as you might
chance to meet on shore, A civilized and edn-
cated man must feel somewhat like a fool, me-
thinks, when he has staked his own life against
that of a black savage and lost the game. In
the sight of God one life may be as valuable
as another, but in our view the stakes are very
unequal. Besides, I really do consider the
shooting of those negroes a matter of very
questionable propriety, and am glad, upon the
whole, that you bagged no game upon either
of those days.

In one point of view these warlike ocenr-
rences are very fortunate—that is, in supply-
ing matter for the Journal. I should not won-
der if that were your object in thrusting your-
self into these perils. Make the most of them.

If T mistake not, it will be our best plan,
both as regards your glory and my profit, to
publish the Jowrnal by itself, rather than in a
magazine, and thus make an independent au-
thor of you at once. A little of my profes-
sional experience will easily put it into shape,

# The “war” referred to in this letter hardly
rose to the dignity of a skirmish, consisting, as it
did, in the landing of a detachment of sailors and
marines, with their officers, from the ships of the
squadron, and the burning of five native villages,
This destruction was effected for the purpose of
punishing the natives for plundering and burning
an American vessel, and murdering the eaptain and
the crew.

King Krako, the leader of these five tribes, showed
fizht, his men firing upon us from the woods, but
doing no damage except the wounding of a marine
with a copper slug, presumably made of a spike
from the luckless Mary Carver.
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and I doubt not that the Harpers, or somebody
else, will be glad to publish it, either in the
book or pamphlet form, or perhaps in both, so
as to suit the different classes of readers. My
name shall appear as editor, in order to give
it what little vogue may be derived from
thence, and its own merits will do the rest.

You must have as mnch as possible to say
about the African trade, its nature, the mode
of carrying it on, the character of the persons
engaged in if, ete., in order to fit the book for
praetical men. TLook at things, at least some
things, in a matter-of-fact way, though with-
out prejudice to as much romantie incident
and adventure as you can conveniently lay
hold of. Oh, it will be an excellent book!

I have no news to tell you except the great
event with which I began my letter. I con-
tinue to seribble tales, with good success so
far as regards empty praise, some notes of
which, pleasant enough to my ears, have come
from across the Atlantie. But the pamphlef
and piratical system has so broken up all reg-
ular literature that I am forced to write hard
for small gains. If we have a Democratic
President next year, I shall probably get an
office. Otherwise, it is to be hoped, God will
provide for me and mine in some other way.

I have not written to you before, not from
coldness nor forgetfulness, but partly because
the sight of a pen makes me sick, and partly
because I never feel as if a letter wounld reach
you in your wanderings on the trackless ocean.
If you had any certain abiding-place it would
be different; but now it is like trying to shoof
a bird in the air. Take eare of yourself, and
keep clear of night dews and copper slogs.

Your friend, N. H.

HoraTio BrinGE, Esq., U.S. Shlp Saratoga,
African bquadlon

The three letters next following relate
prineipally to the Journal of an African
Cruiser, which was published in 1845.

Coxconr, 17¢% April, 1845

DEeARBRIDGE,—I am happy to announce that
your book is accepted, and will make its ap-
pearance as one of the volumes of Choice Read-
ing. TFew new anthors make their bows to
the public under such favorable auspices ; buf
you always were a lucky devil, except in the
speculation of the Kennebec mill-dam, which
likewise may turn out to have been good luclk
in the long-ran. I have christened the book
the Journal of an African Cruiser. 1 don’t know
when it is to come out—probably soon; al-
though I suppose they will wish the American
series to be led by some already popular names.
Your last letter arrived when the manuseript
was on the point of being sent off, but I con-
trived to squeeze in whatever was essential of
the new matter.

I have heard nothing, good or bad, as fo
the result of the P. O. application. Duyckinek,
in his letter about the book, mentions that
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O’Sullivan was in Washington, where doubt-
less he will do all that can be done in my be-
balf. Your interview with Baneroft gave me
befter anspices than I before had on the sub-
jeet.

Mrs. Hawthorne wishes me to tell you that
she will not be able to make you the talked-of
visit the approaching summer. Her sister,
Mrs. Mann, is coming to board in Coneord,
principally with a view to being near Sophia,
and even if I should obtain an office, I shall
leave her here at the Old Manse for the sum-
mer, and resume a bachelor life in Salem. It
shall go hard but I will drop in upon you at
least for a day or two, or for a dinner, if better
may not be.

Una confinues to flourish. Her mother Inlls
her to sleep every night by stories about your
visit, so that you were not only pleasant while
Lere, but are very profitable now that you have
departed. Your friend, °

Natn HAWTHORNE,
Honratio Bringe, Esq., Navy-Yard,
Portsmouth, N. H.
Coxcorp, May 2, 1845,

DrAr BripGe,—Duyckinclk writes me that
your book is stereotyped, and about to go to
press. The first edition will be of two thou-
sand copies, five hundred of which will be sent
to London, It seems they have putin my name
as editor, contrary to my purpose, and much to
my annoyance ; not that I am troubled with
any such reluctance about introducing you as
you felt about introduecing your friend to
fashionable socicty, but I wished you to have
all the creditof the work yourself. Well, you
shall still engross all the merit, and may charge
me with all the faults.

I have bespoken fifty copies for you, and
directed them to be sent to my address in Bos-
ton, whenee I will take care to have them for-
warded to you immediately, with the excep-
tion of perhaps half a dozen, which I shall re-
serve for distribution myself. You had better
send me the names of the persons whom you
wish to have copies in Boston and vieinity.
The fifty copies will be paid for out of my
avails for the book, for it would be rather too
severe a joke to make your work an actual ex-
pense to you.

1 have heard nothing from O'Sullivan, nor
from any other source, in reference to the post-
office.

Write forthwith, and tell me how the books
should be sent from Boston to Portsmouth.

Your friend,
Natin HAWTHORNE.,

HoraTio BrineE, Esq., Navy-Yard,
Portsmouth, N. H.

Coxcorp, May 7, 1845,
Dear BrIDGE,—I send ihe Jowrnals as re-
quested, and heartily wish that I could afford
to come myself. Have you told Charles Greene
of the forth-coming book ? If not, it will be
best to do so immediately, that he may be in
readiness to add his voice to the general accla-
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mation of praise. I requested Duyckinck to
send your copies to Dr. Peabody’s, directed to
me. They probably will not arrive so soon as
this, but it will do no harm for you to call
there before leaving Boston, and if youn find
them, you ean dispose of them according to
your pleasure, leaving out six, or, it you can
spare them, ten copies, which I will endeavor
to dispose of so as to promote the interests of
the book. If you find that you have not copies
enough, we can procure more from New York.
In a hurry, your friend,
NatH HAWTHORNE,

X.

In the autumn of 1845 the family left
Concord and returned to Salem, in refer-
ence to which Hawthorne wrote:

SALEM, Oct. 7, 1845,

DEAR BrinGe,—Here I am, again established
in the old chambers where I wasted so many
years of my life. I find it rather favorable to
my literary duties, for I have already begun
to sketch out the story for Wiley and Putnam,
I received a letter from Duyckinek to-day,
which I mean to enclose as giving authentic
intelligence of the welfare of your book.

Your check arrived seasonably, and did me
as much good as the same amount ever did
anybody.

Sophia has remained in Boston in order to
see her friends in and about the ecity before
withdrawing info my den. I shall bring her
home the lafter part of this weelk or the first
of next. Your friend,

NaTn HAWTHORNE.

Horario Bripee, Ezq., U.8, Nav "-Yard.
Portsmonth, N. H.

20 CrintoN PrAce, Oct. 2, 1845,

Dear Sir,—I hope you will not think me a
tronblesome fellow if I drop you another line
with the vociferons ery, MS.! MS.! Mr. Wi-
ley’s American Series is athirst for the volume
of Tales; and how stands the prospect for the
History of Witcheraft, I whilom spoke of ?

The Journal of the Cruiser has just goue to a
second edition of a thousand copies, the first,
I believe, having been two thousand. W. &
. project cheap series of these books for the
school distriet libraries, in the first of which
the Journal will be included.

The English notices are bounteous in praise.
No American book in a long time has been so
well noticed.

Pray, MS.or no M8, let me hear from you,
that you are well and your family.

Yours truly,
Evirt A, DUYCKINCK.

NATHAKIEL HHAWTHORNE, Esq.

Sanmar, Feb, 21, 1846,
Drar Bringr,—A day or two after receiv-
ing your lefter communicating the arrange-

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

ment about the Surveyorship and Naval Office,
I had one from O'Sullivan, who had been in
Washington, but had just retnrned to New
York. He appeared to know nothing about
the above arrangement, but said that the Pres-
ident had promised to give me either the Sur-
veyorship or Naval Office. It appears, there-
fore, that I may consider myself pretty certain
of getting one or the other, and I trust it will
be the Surveyorship, which is the most eligible,
both on account of the emolument and the po-
sition which it confers. Whichever it is, it is
to you I shall owe it among so many other
solid kindnesses., I have as true friends as
any man, but you have been the friend in
need and the friend indeed.

“In other respects, too, my affairs look
promising enough. Wiley and Putnam are go-
ing to publish two volumes of my ZTales in-
stead of one, and I shall send off the copy, I
hope, on Monday. My mind will now settla
itself after the long inquietude of expectation ;
and I mean to make this a profitable year in
the literary way.

I regret that you are so soon thinking of
going to sea again. You must not go without
giving me the chance of another visit, though
of the briefest duration.

I hope, moreover, that you will remain ashore
until I am again established in a home of my
own, when it will be easy for you to be my
guest often, at bed and board. We are neigh-
bors now. Your friend,

Natan HAWTHORNE,

I have found the following serap of a
letter which must have been written soon
after my return from the coast of Afriea
in 1845, since it refers to some furs known
as African lynx, which I had brought
home, and presented to Mrs. Hawthorne.

The deep satisfaction he expressed in
his wife and his then only child makes
this fragment worth preserving.

“The skins came safe yesterday morning,
and Sophia, I believe, contemplates having
them made into a mufl. She and Una are
very well, and Una continues to talk about
‘ Missis Bidge.” After all, having a wife who
thoronghly satisfies me, and a child whom I
wonld not exchange for a fortune, I am not
quite so unlucky a devil as you set me down
for. Your friend,

Nara HAWTHORNE.”

XI.

‘When Mr. Polk became President, the
plan of campaign for Hawthorne's ap-
pointment to the Salem Post-office was
pursued with vigor for a while; but there
were strong political obstacles in the way,
and consequently his efforts and those
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of his friends were furned towards the
Surveyorship of the Salem Custom-house,
an office of less labor and responsibility,
though of smaller emolument than the
post-office afforded.

Referring to a visit made me in the
summer of 1845, at the navy-yard near
Portsmouth, New Hampshire, it so hap-
pened that T was then stationed at that
yard. Living in spacious quarters as a
bachelor, and not unwilling to share my
summer comforts with my friends, it oe-
curred to me that Hawthorne's interests
could best be promoted by bringing him
and Mrs. Hawthorne into social relations
with some of my influential friends and
their wives.

To carry out this project, and for my
personal pleasure as well, I invited Sena-
tor and Mrs. Pierce and Senator and Mrs.
Atherton, of New Hampshire; and Senator
Fairfield, of Maine; together with Mr. and
Mrs. Hawthorne and little Una, to spend
two or three weeks with me. To make
the reunion less formal, two of my own
sisters and some Washington friends were
included. The indulgent party enjoyed
the novelty of a visit to a bachelor at a
navy-yard, and when any shortecomings
in his housekeeping oceurred, the guests
only grew the merrier therefor.

‘What with boating, fishing, and driv-
ing, and in the enfire absence of formal-
ity, the visit went off smoothly, and its
main object—that of interesting men of
influence in Hawthorne's behalf—was at-
tained.

Though Pierce was an old friend, Ath-
erton and Fairfield first made the ac-
quaintance of Hawthorne at that time,
and they became his strong advocates
and friends.

In June of the next year he was ap-
pointed Surveyor.

Hawthorne's life flowed tranquilly for
the next three years, at the end of which
period he was removed by the Whig ad-
ministration, under (in that case, at least)
the pernicious doctrine of rotation in
office.

With ofher friends, T strove zealously
to save him, because he wished to retain
the office. But when the dismissal came,
I wrote my congratulations, telling him
that he would now be obliged fo devoie
himself to his appropriate work in life.
Bight months after his official decapita-
tion he finished the Searlet Letter, and
inereased fame, as well as freedom from
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pressing anxiety about pecuniary mat-
ters, followed quickly upon the publica-
tion of the great romance.

SALEM, Feb. 4, 1850,

DrAr BRIDGE, —1I finished my book only
yesterday, one end being in press in Bosfon,
while the other was in my head here in Sa-
lem; so that, as you see, the story is at least
fonrteen miles long.

I should make you a thousand apologies for
being so negligent a correspondent if you did
not know me of old, and as you have tolerated
me so many years, I do not fear that you will
give me up now. The fact is, I have a natural
abhorrence of pen and ink, and nothing short
of absolute necessity ever drives me to them,

My boolk, the publisher tells me, will not be
out before April. He speaks of it in tremen-
dous terms of approbation. So does Mrs, Haw-
thorne, to whom I read the conclusion last
night. It broke her heart, and sent her to bed
with a grievous headache, which I look upon
as a trinmphant success.

Judging from its effect on her and fthe pub-
lisher, I may caleulate on what bowlers call a
ten-strike. Yet I do not make any such cal-
culation. Some portions of the book are pow-
erfully written; but my writings do not, nor
ever will, appeal to the broadest class of sym-
pathies, and therefore will not obtain a very
wide popularity. Some like them very much,
others care nothing for them, and see nothing
in them. There is an introduction to this book
giving a sketch of my custom-house life, with
an imaginative touch here and there, which
may, perhaps, be more widely attractive than
the main narrative. The latter lacks sunshine,
efic. To tell you the truth, it is (I hope Mrs.
Bridge is not present)—it is positively a h—I1-
f—d story, into which I found it almost impos-
sible to throw any cheering light.

This house on Goose Creek which you fell
me of looks really attractive; but I am afraid
there must be a flaw somewhere. I like the
rent amazingly. I wish you would look af it,
and form your own judgment, and report ac-
cordingly ; and, should you decide favorably,
I will come myself and sce it ; but if it appears
ineligible to you, I shall let the mafter rest
there, it being inconvenient for me to leave
home, partly because funds are to be husband-
ed at this juncture of my affairs, and partly
because I can ill spare the time, as winter is
the season when my brain-work is chiefly ac-
complished.

I should like to give up the house which I
now occupy at fthe beginning of April, and
musk soon make a decision as to where I shall
go. I long to get info the country, for my
health latterly is not quite what it has been
for many years past. I should not long stand
such a life of bodily inactivity and mental ex-
ertion as I have lived for the last few months.
An hour or two of daily labor in a garden, and
a daily ramble in country air or on the sea-
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shore, would keep all right. Here, I hardly go
out once a week. Do not allude to this mat-
ter in your letters to me, as my wife already
sermonizes me quite sufficiently on my habits;
and I never own up to not feeling perfectly
well. Neither do I feel anywise ill, but only
a lack of physical vigor and energy, which re-
acts npon the mind.

With our best regards to Mrs, Bridge, I re-
main, Truly your friend,

Narn HAWTHORNE.
HoraTtio Bringe, Esq., U.S. Navy-Yard,

Portsmouth, N. H.

Sarney, April 18, 1850,

Desr BripGE,—I am glad you like the
Searlet Letter. It would have been a sad
matter indeed if I had missed the favorable
award of my oldest and friendliest eritic. The
other day I met with your notice of Twice-
told Tuales for the Angnsta Age; and I really
think nothing better has been said about them
since. This book has been highly snecessful,
the first edition having been exhansted in ten
days, and the second (five thousand copies in
all), promising to go off rapidly.

As to the Salem people, I feel an infinite
contempt for them, and probably have ex-
pressed more of it than I intended, for my
preliminary chapter has cansed the greatest
uproar that has happened here since witeh
times. If I eseape from town without being
tarred and feathered, I shall consider it good
luck. I wish they would tar and feather me;
it would be such an entirely novel kind of dis-
tinction for a literary man. And from such
judges as my fellow - citizens, I should look
upon it as a higher honor than a laurel crown.

I have taken a cottage in Lenox, and mean
to take up my residence there about the 1st
of May. In the interim my wife and children
are going to stay in Boston ; and nothing could
be more agreeable to myself than to spend a
week or so with you; so that your invitation
comes exceedingly apropos. In fact, I was on
the point of writing to propose a visit. We
shall move our honsehold gods from this local-
ity to-morrow or next day. I will leave my
family at Dr. Peabody’s, and come to Ports-
mouth on Friday of this week, unless prevented
from coming at all. I shall take the train that
leaves Boston at eleven o’clock ; go, if yon hap-
pen to be in Portsmonth that afternoon, please
to look after me. I am glad of this opportu-
nity of seeing you, for I am assured you will
never find your way to Lenox. I thank Mrs.
Bridge for ber good wishes as respects my fu-
ture removal from office, but I should be sorry
to anticipate such bad fortune as being ever
again appointed fo one.

Truly your friend,
NATH HAWTHORNE.

After my return from a second African
cruise, finding myself languid and debili-
tated, I accepted Hawthorne's invitation
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to visit him and his family at Lenox, in
the Berkshire hills, a region famed for
the healthfulness of its climate, and as
the home of the Sedgwicks, Fanny Kem-
ble Butler, ete.

Fashion had mot then invaded those
lovely hills, and the comparatively small
society was noted for its simple mode of
living, for its intelligence and its culture.

The Hawthornes occupied an old-fash-
ioned cottage, paiuted deep red, and over-
looking a charming lake.

There were a great many deficiencies
in the arrangemenis of the quaint old
house and grounds, for which I had a
quick eye, and to the immediate remedy-
ing of which Hawthorne and I devoted
our efforts. Murs. Hawthorne looked on
with amused approval (even when our
performances were rather revolutionary),
as she saw us engaging, with great glee,
in improving matters generally. Boxes
were turned into closets and bookshelves,
and the cellar and hen-house were not
neglected. .

A letter from Lenox gives my own
impressions of the smwrroundings of the
Hawthornes, and of our occupations dur-
ing my very pleasant visit:

La Marsoxw Rouvee, July 18, 1850.

....J must explain the meaning of the cap-
tion. Be it krown, then, that Hawthorne oc-
cupies a hiouse painted red, like some old-fash-
joned farm-houses yon have seen. Tt is owned
by Mr, Tappan, who lived in it awhile; but he
is now at High Wood, the beautiful place of
Mr. Ward. The old farm-house is quite com-
fortable, having sufficient room, and being fur-
nished simply and in good taste. All the sur-
roundings give proof of the easy circumstances
of the present oceupants.

The view of the lake is lovely; I have sel-
dom seen one so beautiful.

Mr. and Mrs. Hawthorone are most friendly,
and my visit seems to give them much satis-
faction.

Nor am I quite useless. I have planned va-
rious improvements in the house and grounds,
ineluding some in the henuery, where the nests
and roosts are now arranged according to the
directions of the best anthors upon that useful
subject. To-morrow we are going to make
some closets and bookshelves of the boxes in
which the furniture came. As I am not so
strong as before my fever, Hawthorne does the
hard work, such as lifting, sawing, ete., while
I plan and hammer. Oh, we are a model pair
of working-men—the Man of Genius and the
Naval Officer !

The children behave very well, and certain-
Iy are charming youngsters. Una acts like a
little lady, and exhibits good temper and obe-
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dience; while Julian is a good-natured, langh-
ing young giant.

We intend fo visit High Wood at an early
day, and thence shall drive to the village, if
we can get Mr. Tappan’s vehicle.

19th. It has rained all the forenoon, Con-
sequently we have been af work in cellar, hen-
nery, and shed. In the reorganized hennery our
labor has already been justified, for no less
than three hens have shown fheir approval of
it by each laying an egg in a new and scien-
tific nest.

I have selected two boxes for the children’s
closets, besides a large one for a wardrobe, and
another for a general closet; and, having laid
out several days’ work for somebody in paper-
ing, ete., I am satisfied.

We have eleared up the wood-house and cel-
lar, mended some chairs, and have done a great
deal towards making the establishment * ship-
shape ” and comfortable.

You must not fhink that I am exerting my-
self too much. Hawthorne has taken fhe hard-
est part of the work, and I really feel all the
better for the exercise......

Hawthorne and his wife both send kindest
regards. Ever yours, H.

As the House of the Seven Gables was
at that time in course of preparation, it is
fair to presume that the fowls, Howers,
and vegetables of the Red House estab-
lishment were studies for the pictures of
Pheebe’s garden favorites.

Hawthorne's residence at Lenox was
marked not only by the production of the
House of the Seven Gables, but by that
of the Wonder Book for Girls and
Boys, a volume of three hundred pages,
which he wrote in seven weeks, his faeility
for labor inereasing with the public de-
mand for his writings, He also prepared
at that place a second volume of Twice-
told Tales, and began the Blithedale Ro-
mance.

A few days after leaving Lenox I re-
ceived the following letter, which has in
it an amusing fouch about the effect my
active reforms had produced upon the
children:

LrNox, Aug. 7, 1850,

. ... Duyekinek, of the Literary World, and
Herman Melville are in Berkshire, and I expect
them to call here this morning. I met Melville
the other day, and liked him so mueh that I
have asked him to spend a few days with me
before leaving these parts.

We all have very pleasant recollections of
your visit. Julian broke a china cup a few
days ago, and very coolly remarked that  Mr.
Bridge could mend it.”

We have gofi some maple paper, and shall
soon begin the transmutation of your boxes.

We are getting along very well. Una and
Julian grow apace, and so do our chickens, of
which we have two broods. There is one dif-
ficulty about these chickens, as well as about
the old fowls. We have become so intimately
acquainted with every individual of them that
it really seems like eannibalism to think of
eating them. What is to be done?

With our best regards to Mrs, Bridge,

Yours truly,
Natn HAWTHORNE.

Lexox, March 15, 1851.

Drar Bripar,—I am glad fo hear from youn
af last, although I am sorry you have sunk into
the depths of official idleness, and have effected
nothing towards the new edition of the Cruiser.

You know nof what fame you may be fling-
ing away. However, all that shall be made
up in a journal or history of your next voyage.
But I do most heartily wish that you would cub
the navy, and trust to God and your own exer-
tions for a good life at home. Even such a
poor house and poor fare as mine, for instance,
is better than sea-biscuit and a state-room,

The House of the Seven Gables, in my opinion,
is better than the Scarlet Letter ; but I should
not wonder if I had refined upon the principal
character a little too much for popular appre-
ciation ; nor if the romance of the book should
be found somewhat at odds with the humble
and familiar scenery in whieh I invest it. But
I feel that portions of it are as good as any-
thing I can hope to write, and the publisher
speaks encouragingly of its success.

How slowly I have made my way in life!
How much is sfill fo be done! How little
worth—ontwardly speaking—is all that I have
achieved! The bubble reputation is as much
a bubble in literature as in war, and I should
not be one whit the happier if mine were
world-wide and time-long than I was when
nobody but yourself had faith in me.

The only sensible ends of literature are: first,
the pleasurable toil of writing ; second, the gra-
tification of one’s family and friends; and last-
1y, the solid cash.

Remember me to Mrs, Bridge, and give her,
likewise, my wife's remembrances. Ishall take
advantage of a visit to Dr. Peabody in June
next to go to Boston, and hope to have a meet-
ing with you before my return.

The boxes, I must confess, are not all paper-
ed, but neither are they all unpapered; and
my wife was falking of doing the remainder
only the day before your letter arrived.

Your friend, N. H.

Lexox, July 22, 1851.

Drar BripGe, — What a long, long while
sinee I have heard from you! I don’t know
when it was, or which of us wrote last, though
I am, most probably, in your debt for a lefter;
but a weary seribbler like myself must be al-
lowed a great deal of license as regards debts
of that nature. Why did you not write and
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tell me how you liked, or how you did not like,
the House of the Seven Gables? Did you feel
shy of expressing an unfavorable opinion? It
wonld not have hurt me in the least, thongh I
am always glad fo please yon; but I rather
think I have reached that stage when I do not
care very essentially one way or the other for
anybody’s opinion on any oue production. On
this last romance, for instance, I have heard
and seen such diversity of judgment thaf I
should be altogether bewildered if I attempted
to strike a balance. So I take nobody’s esti-
mate unless it happens to agree with my own.
I think it a work more characteristic of my
mind, and more proper and natural for me to
write, than the Scarlet Letter ; but, for that very
reason, less likely to inferest the public. Nev-
ertheless it appears to have sold better than
the former, and, I think, is more sure of re-
taining the ground it acquires. Mrs. Kemble
writes that both works are popular in Eng-
land, and advises me to take ouft my copyright
there.

Sinee the 1st of June I have written a hook
of two or three hundred pages for children,
and I think it stands a chance of a wide ciren-
lation. The title, at all events, is an ad cap-
tandum one —the Wonder Book for Girls and
Boys. 1don’t know what I shall write next.
Should it be a romance, I mean to put an ex-
tra touch of the devil into i, for I doubt
whether the publie will stand two quiet books
in succession without my losing ground. As
long as people will buy, I shall keep at worlk,
and I find that my facility for labor increases
with the demand for it.

Mrs. Hawthorne published a little work two
mouths ago, which still lies in sheets, but I
assure you it makes some noise in the world,
both by day aud night. 1n plain English, we
have another litfle danghter; a very bright,
strong, and healthy miss; but at present with
no pretensions to beauty. Sophia intends, in
the conrse of two or three weeks, to take the
baby to Mr. Mann’s in West Newton, on a short
visit. Una will accompany her, and 1 shall
remain here with Julian. After her return I
shall come to Boston, and if you should be still
at Portsmouth, I will run down thither to see
you, if for no more than a day. It is now
above a year since I have been ten miles from
this place, and I begin to need a little change
of scene.

We intend to take Mrs. Kemble's house in
October, or the beginning of November. She
offered it last year for nothing, but I declined
the terms. She offers it now for the same rent
that I pay here; and thoungh this is inade-
quate, yet as she cannot let the house on any
other terms, or to any other person, I see no
impropriety in my accepting the offer. If she
could do better, I would not take it. We shall
lose a Dbeautiful prospect, and gain a much
more convenient and comfortable house than
our present one. If I continue to prosper in
my literary voeation, I mean to buy a house
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before a great while, but it shall not be in
Berkshire. I prefer the sea-coast, both as a
matter of taste, and because I think it suits
both Sophia’s constitution and my own better
than this hill country.

Do write and tell me of your welfare and
prospects. 1 am afraid you will not be able
to read this serawl, but I have contracted a bad
habit of careless penmanship,

With our best regards to Mrs. Bridge,

Your friend,
Narin HAWTHORNE.

After receiving this letter I wrote Haw-
thorne of the old family home of the
Sparhawks, at Kittery Point, which was
then for sale, and was not far from the
cottage near the sea which I had just
bought.

LEeNOX, Oct. 11, 1852.

Dear BripGe,—The Sparbawk house cer-
tainly offers some temptations, among which,
however, I do nof reckon that hideous story
of the howling dead man, but I shall resist
them. It is too much out of the way. I have
learned pretty well the desirableness of an
easy access to the world; and you will learn
it too, if you should ever actually ocenpy your
island purchase. Youn will never be able to
make that your permanent home, I am sure
of it. It will do well enongh to play Robin-
son Crusoe for a snmmer or so, but when a
man is making his settled dispositions for life,
he had better be on the mainland, and as near
a railroad station as possible.

My Wonder Book, I suppose, will be out soon,
I do not know your direction in Boston, so can-
not send youn one unless first advised thereof’;
but will fell the publishers to hand you one
when called for. I have also a new volume
of Twice-told Tales in press, and a new romance
in futurity.

We shall leave here, with much joy, on the
first day of December.

With our best regards to Mrs. Bridge, whom I
would not have missed seeing, only that it in-
volved the not seeing my wife the next day.

Truly yours,
Nara HAWTHORNE.

In the year of grace 1890 the historic
““Red House " was burnt, and now only
the blackened ruins near the lovely lake
remain to mark the spot where it had
stood so long. In that ‘‘little red shanty,”
as Mrs. Hawthorne ealled it, Hawthorne
wrote the House of the Seven Gables and
the Wonder Book for Girls and Boys,
and there he began the Blithedale Ro-
mance. In that house, too, Rose (now
Mrs. Lathrop) was born. To that little
low - studded yet cheerful dwelling, for
nearly forty years after the departure of
the man who made it famous, visitors in
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yearly increasing numbers resorted as to
a shrine of genius purely American. Mr.
Tappan, owner of the place, had the good
taste as well as the kindly remembrances
to keep the study in the same state that
Hawthorne left it in.

Coxcorn, Mass., Oci. 18, 1852.
DeAr BripGE,—I received your letter some
time ago, and ought to have answered it long
since, but you know my habits of epistolary
delinquency, so I make no apology. Besides,
I bave been busy with literary labor of more
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kinds than one. Perhaps yon have seen Blithe-
dale before this time. I doubt whether you
will like it very well; but it has met with
good success, and has brought me, besides ifs
Ameriean ecireulation, a thousand dollars from
England ; whence, likewise, have come many
favorable notices. Just at this time I rather
think your friend stands foremost there as an
American fiction-monger.

In a day or two I intend fo begin a new
romance, which, if possible, I mean to make
more genial than the last....

Yours truly,
NaTH HAWTHORNE.

«A SKIN FOR A SKIN.”
BY JULIAN RALPH.

[THOSE who go to the newer parts of
Canada to-day will find that several
of those places which their school geog-
raphies displayed as Hudson Bay posts a
few years ago are now towns and cities.
In them they will find the trading sta-
tions of old now transformed into gener-
al stores. Alongside of the head offices
of the great corporation, where used to
stand the walls of Fort Garry, they will
see the principal store of the city of Win-
nipeg, an institution worthy of any city,
and more nearly to be likened to White-
ley’s Necessary Store in London than to
any shopping-place in New York. As
in Whiteley's you may buy a house, or
anything belonging in or around a house,
s0 you may in this great Manitoban estab-
lishment. The great retail emporium of
Victoria, the capital of British Columbia,
is the Hudson Bay store; and in Calgary,
the metropolis of Alberta and the Cana-
dian plains, the principal shopping-place
in a territory beside which Texas dwin-
dles to the proportions of a park is the
Hudson Bay store.
These and many other shops indicate
a new development of the business of the
last of England’s great chartered monop-
olies, but instead of marking the manner
in which civilization has forced it to aban-
don its original funetion, this merely
demonstrates that the proprietors have
taken advantage of new conditions while
still pursuing their original trade. It is
true that the huge corporation is becom-
ing a great retail shop-keeping company.
It is also true that by the surrender of
its monopolistic privileges it got a conso-
lation prize of money and of twenty mill-
ions of dollars’ worth of land, so that its

chief business may yet become that of de-
veloping and selling real estate. But to-
day it is still, as it was two centuries ago,
the greatest of fur-trading corporations,
and fur-trading is to-day a prineipal source
of its profits.

Reminders of their old associations as
forts still confront the visitor to the mod-
ern city shops of the company. The
great shop in Vietoria, for instance,
which, as a fort, was the hub around
which grew the wheel that is now the
capital of the province, has its fur trade
conduected in a sort of barn-like annex of
the bazar; but there it is, nevertheless,
and busy among the great heaps of furs
are men who can remember when the
Hydahs and the T’linkets and the other
neighboring tribes came down in their war
canoes to trade their winter's ecateh of skins
for guns and beads, vermilion, blankets,
and the rest. Now thisis the mere catch-
all for the furs got at posts farther up
the coast and in the interior. But up-
stairs, above the store, where the fashion-
able ladies are looking over laces and
purchasing perfumes, you will see a col-
lection of queer old guns of a pattern fa-
miliar to Daniel Boone. They are relics
of the fur company's stock of those fa-
mous “trade guns’ which disappeared
long before they had cleared the plains of
buffalo, and which the Indians used to
deck with brass nails and bright paint,
and value as no man to-day values a
watch. But close to the trade guns of
romantic memory is something yet more
highly suggestive of the company’s for-
mer posifion. This is a heap of unclaim-
ed trunks, ‘‘left,”” the employés will tell
you, by travellers, hunters, and explor-
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teaux and tramway rails. After a slow
progress of fifteen miles another steam-
boat is met, and thence they follow the
Athabasca, through Athabasea Lake, and
s0 on up'to a second rapids, on the Great
Slave River this time, where oxen and
carts ecarry them across a sixteen-mile
portage to a screw steamer, which finishes
the three-thousand-mile journey to the
North. Of course the shorter branch
routes, distributing the goods on either
side of the main track, are still traversed
by canoes and hardy fellows in the old
way, but with shabby accessories of cos-
tume and spirit. These boatmen, when
they come to a portage, produce their
tomplines, and *‘ pack” the goods to the
next waterway. By means of these
““TJines ” they carry great weights, resting
on their backs, but supported from their
skulls, over which the strong straps are
passed.

The winter mail-packet, starting from
Winnipeg in the depth of the season, goes
to all the posts by dog train. The letters
and papers are packed in great boxes and
strapped to the sleds, beside or behind
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which the drivers trot along, cracking
their lashes and pelting and cursing the
dogs. A more direct course than the old
Lake Winnipeg way has usually been
followed by this packet; but it is thought
that the route vid Edmonton and Ath-
abasca Landing will serve better yef, so
that another change may be made. This
is a small exhibition as compared with
the brigade that takes the supplies, or
those others that come plashing down
the streams and across the country with
the furs every year. But only faney
how eagerly this solitary semiannual mail
is waifed for! It is a little speck on the
snow-wrapped upper end of all North
America. It cuts a tiny trail, and here
and there lesser black dots move off from
it to cut still slenderer threads, zigzagging
to the side factories and lesser posts; but
we may be sure that if human eyes could
see so far, all those of the white men in
all that vast tangled system of trading
centres would be watching the little car-
avan, until at last each pair fell upon the
expected missives from the throbbing
world this side of the border.

PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE.
BY HORATIO BRIDGE.
Thive FPaper.
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MMEDIATELY after General Pierce's
election to the Presidency, in 1852, he
offered Hawthorne the Liverpool consul-
ate, an office then considered the most
lucrative of all the foreign appointments
in the Presidential gift, and soon after his
inauguration he gave him that place.

In July,1853, Hawthorne and his fami-
ly sailed for England.

A few of his letters are here given,
which speak of some of his annoyances
at the prospect of his official emoluments
being decreased by legislation, and of
some other matters of public and private
concern.

Liverpoon, March 80, 1854.

My pEAR BripDGE,—You are welcome home,
and I heartily wish I conld see Mrs. Bridge
and yourself and little Marian by our English
fireside.

I like my office well enough, but any official
duties and obligations are irksome to me be-
yond expression, Nevertheless, the emoln-
ments will be a sufficient inducement to keep

me here, though they are not above a quarter
part what some people suppose them.

It sickens me to look back to Ameriea. I
am sick to death of fhe continnal fuss and
tumult and excitement and bad blood which
we keep up about political topies. If it were
not for my children I should probably never
return, but—after quitting office—should go
to Italy, and live and die there. If Mrs. Bridge
and yon awvould go too, we might form a little
colony amongst onrselves, and see our children
grow up together. But it will never do to de-
prive them of their native land, which I hope
will be & more comfortable and happy residence
in their day than it has been in ours. In my
opinion, we are the most miserable people on
earth.

I wish you would send me fhe most minute
partienlars abont Pierce—how he looks and
behaves when you meet him, how his health
and spirits are—and above all whaf the public
really thinks of him—a point which I am ut-
terly nnable to get at through the newspapers.
Give him my best regards, and ask him wheth-
er he finds his post any more comfortable than
I prophesied it would be.

I have a great deal more to say, but defer
it to future letters. Mrs. Hawthorne sends her
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love to Mrs. Bridge. She is not very well,
being unfavorably affected by this wretched
climate. The children flourish, and will, I
think, be permanently bencfited by their resi-
dence here.

Write me often, for I have now learned fo
know how valuable a friend’s letters are in a
foreign land. Most fruly yours,

NaTH HAWTHORNE.

T. S. CONSULATE, LIvERPOOL, April 17, 54

DeAr BRIDGE,—I frust you received my let-
ter written a fortnight or thereabouts ago.

As you are now in Washington, and, of
eonrse, in frequent communication with Pierce,
I want you to have a talk with him on my af-
fairs. O’Sullivan, who arrived here a day or
two ago, tells me that a bill is fo be brought
forward in relation to Diplomatic and Consu-
lar offices, and that, by some of its provisions,
a salary is fo be given to certain of the Con-
snlates. I trnst in Heaven's mercy that no
change will be made as regards the emolu-
ments of the Liverpool Consulate—unless, in-
deed, a salary is to be given in addition to the
fees; in which case I should receive it very
thankfully. This, however, is not to be ex-
pected ; and if Liverpool is touched at all, it
will be to limit its emoluments by a fixed sal-
ary—which will render the office not worth
any man's holding. If is impossible (especial-
ly for a man with a family and keeping any
kind of an establishment) not to spend a vast
deal of money here. The office, unfortunately,
is regarded as one of great dignity, and puts
the holder on a level with the highest society,
and compels him to associafe on equal terms
with men who spend more than my whole in-
come on the mere entertainments and ofher
trimmings and embroidery of their lives. Then
I feel bound to exercise some hospitality tow-
ard my own countrymen. I keep out of so-
ciety as much as I decently can, and really
practise as stern an economy as ever I did in
my life ; but, nevertheless, I have spent many
thousands of dollars in the few months of my
residence here, and cannof reasonably hope to
spend less than six fhousand per annum, even
after all the expenditure of setting up an es-
tablishment is defrayed. All this is for the
mere indispensable part of my living, and un-
less I make a hermit of myself, and deprive my
wife and children of all the pleasures and ad-
vantages of onr English residence, I must in-
evitably exceed the sum named above, Every
article of living has nearly doubled in cost with-
in a year. It would be the easiest thing in the
world for me to run in debt, even taking my
income at $15,000 (out of which all the clerks,
ete., are to be paid), the largest sum that it
ever reached in Crittenden’s time. He had no
family but a wife, and lived constantly at a
boarding-house, and nevertheless went home,
as he assured me, with an aggregate of only
$25,000, derived from his official savings.

Now the American public can never be made
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to understand such a statement as the above,
and they would grnmble awfully if more than
six thousand per annum were allowed for a
Consul’s salary ; yet it would not be worth my
keeping at ten thousand dollars. I beg and
pray, therefore, that Pierce will look at the
reason and common-gense of this business, and
not let Mr. Dudley Mann shave oft so mneh as
a half-penny from my official emoluments.
Neither do I believe that we have a single Con-
sulship in any part of the world the net emol-
uments of which overpay the trouble and re-
sponsibility of the office. If these are lessened
the incumbent must be compelled to turn his
official position to account by engaging in com-
merce—i course which ought not to be per-
mitted, and which no Liverpool Consul has
ever adopted.

After all, it is very possible that no change
is contemplated as regards the large Consul-
ships. If s0, I beg Mr. Dudley Mant’s pardon.

Tell the President that I was a guest at a
public entertainment the other day where his
health was drunk standing immediately after
those of the Queen and the Royal family. When
the rest of the party sat down; I remained on
my legs and returned thauks in a very pretty
speech, which was received with more cheering
and applanse than any other during the dinner.
I think it was altogether the most suecessful
of my oratorieal efforts, of which I have made
several since arriving here,

I wish you would get some of your Congres-
sional friends fo send me whatever statistical
documents are published by Congress, and also
any others calculated to be of use. Iam daily
called upon for information respecting Amer-
ica, which I do not always possess the materials
to give in a reliable shape.

Your friend in haste,
Narin HAWTHORNE.

Aprii 18, 1854,
Drar BriDGE,—

Ta drop the subject of my official emolu-
ments and take up your own affairs, I must
say, after due thought, I feel somewhat de-
girous that you should remain at Washingfon,
nof on your own account, but on Pierce’s. I
feel a sorrowful sympathy for the poor fellow
(for God’s sake don’t show him this), and hate
to have him left without one frue friend, or
one man who will speak a single word of truth
to him. There is no truer man in the world
than yourself, and nnless yon have let him see
a coolness on your part he will feel the utmosi
satisfaction in having you near him. You will
soon find, if I mistake not, that you can ex-
ercise a pretty important influence over his
mind ; and such is my econfidence in your good
judgment, and perfect faith in your honesty,
that I doubt not your influence would he for
his good. Of course it requires a good deal
of tact to fill such an office as I suggest, but
upon my honor, so far as actnal power goes, 1
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would as lief have it as that of Seeretary of
State. At all events, if you did nothing else,
you might do his heart good.... Regards fo
Mrs. Bridge. Truly yours,

Narex HAWTHORNE,

U. 8. CoXsuLATE, LivERPOOL, Dec. 8, 1854,

I should really be ashamed to tell you how
muech my income is taxed by the assistance
which I find if absolutely necessary to render
to American citizens who come to me in diffi-
culty or distress. Kvery day there is some
new claimant for whom the Government makes
no provision, and whom the Consul must as-
sist, if at all, out of his own pocket.

It is impossible (or at any rate very disa-
greeable) to leave a eounfryman to starve in
the streets, or to hand him over to the chari-
ties of an English workhouse; so 1 do my
best for these poor devils. But I doubt wheth-
er they will meet with quite so good treatment
after the passage of the Consular bill. If the
Government chooses to starve the Consul, a
good many will starve with him.

Your friend, N. H.
U. 8. CoNsuLATE, Livenroor, Marel 23, 1855.

DeAr Bripgr,—I1 thank you for all your ef-
forts against this Bill, but Providence is wiser
than we are, and, doubfless, it will all turn
ouf for the best.

All through my life I have had oceasion to

observe that what seemed to be misfortfunes
have proved in the end to be the best things
that conld possibly have happened to me; and
so it will be with this—even thongh the mode
in which it benefits me should never be made
clear to my apprehension. It would seem to
be a desirable thing enough that I shonld have
had a sufiicient income to live comfortably
npon for the rest of my life, without the neces-
sity of labor; but, en the other hand, I might
have snnk prematurely info intellectual slug-
gishness—which now there will be no danger
of my doing; though, with a house and land
of my own, and a good little sum at interest
beside, I need not be nnder very great anxiety
for the future. When I contrast my present
situation with what it was five years ago, I see
a vast deal to be thaulk{ul for; and I still hope
to thrive by my legitimate instrument—the
pen.
; One consideration, which goes very far tow-
ard reconciling me to quitting the office, is
my wife’s health, with which the English cli-
mate does not agree, and which I hope will be
greatly benefited by a winter in Ifaly. In
short, we have wholly ceased to regret the
acfion of Congress (which, nevertheless, was
most unjust and absurd), and arve looking at
matters on the bright side.

I don’t see how the next Consul is to get
along here, unless he be either a rich man or
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a rogue, God knows he will find temptations
enough to be the latter.
Give our best regards to Mrs. Bridge. How
I wish you could spend the nexf fiwo years
with us in Italy.
Truly your friend,
NATH HAWTHORNE.

LiverrooL, April 18, 1855.

We are in good spirits—my wife and I—
about official emoluments. I shall have about
asmuch money as will be good for me. Enough
to edueate Julian, and portion off the girls in
a moderate way—that is, reckoning my pen as
good for something. And if I die, or am brain-
stricken, my family will not be beggars, the
dread of which has often troubled me in times
past.

I pray Heaven that your little girl is doing
well. We have been rather alarmed about her
ever since you wrote that she had a congestion
of the lungs—at least my wife has, and she
alarmed me. But we hope and pray for the
best.

With our kindest regards fo Mrs. Bridge,

Your friend, N. H.

LiverrooL, April 26, 1855,
My pEAR BrIDGE,—May God support you
and your wife in this great affliction. I hard-
ly feel as if so olicw« friend as myself conld
venture a word of consolation; but, some time
or other, I frust you will be able to feel that,
though it is good to have a child on earth, it
is likewise good to have one safe in heaven.
She will awaif you there, and it will seem like
home to you now. My wife joins with me in
the deepest sympathy for you and yours.
Most affectionately,
NATH HAWTHORNE.

The health of Mrs. Hawthorne, always
delicate, being unfavorably affected by
the English climate, the President, in
1855, considerately thought it might be
beneficial to her, as well as gratifying to
her husband, if he were transferred to a
post where the climate was milder, and
where Hawthorne himself would hold a
diplomatic instead of a consular position.

As T was then stationed in Washing-
ton, the President authorized me to offer,
in a private letter to Hawthorne, the ap-
pointment of Chargé d’Affaires at Lisbon.

The subjoined letters show the consid-
erafions that governed the decision ar-
rived af.

U. 8. CoxsuLATE, Livenroor, August 24, 1855,
My pear BrIpge,—I do not find it easy to
come fo any conelusion as respects the matter
broached in your last. Mauny objections ocenr
to me; for instance, my unacquaintance with
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diplomacy, and my dislike of the forms and
ceremonies amid which diplomatists spend
their fime; also that I do not understand the
Portuguese lingo, and have not any praetice in
Freuch as a spoken language. Furthermore,
it is a question whether Pierce can show me
any further favors without exciting the remark
that he is doing too much for a private friend.
It is also a question with me whether 1 can
afiord to take the office, it being still, accord-
ing to Cushing’s opinion, a mere chargéship
with only $4500 salary; and sueh it must re-
main for some months to come. 1 am in-
clined to think, therefore, that I had Detter
hold on for another year fo my Consulship,
and suffer the forfeiture of salary during my
absence on the Continent, since it cannot be
helped. I should nof wish to keep the Portu-
guese mission more than a year, and I think
it wonld not pay its expenses for that time.
But it was a most kind and generous thing in
the President to entertain the idea of trans-
ferring me thither, and you must express to him
my seuse of his kindness. My stay on the Con-
tinent will not probably be very long. I shall
merely establish Mrs, Hawthorne there, and re-
turn.

On the other hand, it will be so delightful
to carry her to a delicious climate; and to re-
main there with her, that I feel no small hes-
itation in absolutely deciding to refuse the
Portuguese place, should it be offered me. I
hope Pierce will not offer it, for I ecannot an-
swer for myself that I shall do what really

seems to me the wisest thing—that is, re-

fuse it.

You will observe that the higher rank and
position of a Minister, as compared with a Con-
sul, have no weight with me. This is not the
kind of honor of which I am ambitious.

With best regards to Mrs. Bridge,

Your friend,
Nata HAWTHORNE.

U. 8. ConsurAaTE, LivErroor, dug 31, 1855.

Drar Bripge,—I wrote you per last steam-
er in reference to what you suggested about the
Lisbon mission. My ideas have not changed as
respects the inexpediency of my taking that
post should it be offered me. I shall act more
wisely to remain here, where I have gained
some faeility in transacting the business; and
(unless Congress interferes unfavorably with
the present arrangement) I think this Consul-
ate will be as good as the Lisbon mission, in a
pecuniary way.

But, though I conclude not to go thither my-
self, I am going to send Mrs. Hawthorne fo Lis-
bon in my stead. The O’Sullivans have ear-
nestly invited her to come; and as they spent
a considerable time with us in England, she is
on the most affectionate terms with them, and
has consented to go. This relieves me of a very
great care and anxiety. It is not improbable
that I shall wish to pay her a short visit before
spring, but T might go and come in a fortnight
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or three weeks. Julian remains with me in
England, Mrs. Hawthorne and the other two
children will probably sail in the course of a
month. If O’Sullivan goes to Vienna he ecan
convoy my wife to Malta, or to any part of
Italy. Her health is better than it was, but I
think it best to be on the safe side by sending
her out of England.

I made a blunder in my last letter to you.
A new appointment to Lisbon would at once
enable me to receive the increased salary of
$7500, I don’t want it, however.

Truly yours,
NaTi HAWIHORNE.

LIVERPOOL, June 6, 1856.
DEAR BrIDGE,—

You will see by the newspapers that John
Bull is in a pretty high state of excitement in
relation to American affairs; but, in my opin-
ion, Frauk Pierce has faken the right course to
bring matters to an amicable setflement. The
recognition of Walker was a prudent measnre
as well as a decided one. It has angered the
British, and has mortified them to the heart’s
core; but it has satisfied them that we are in
earnest, and that their further action will be
in peril of a war, which they would be very
loth to encounter. They show unmistakable
tolkens of backing out. I should have been
glad if intelligence of Grafton’s dismissal had
accompanied that of the recognition, for if
seems impossible that our Government can
mean to retain him there, and any delay only
serves to keep the sore open.

I am expecting Mrs. Hawthorne back from
Madeira in about ten days. The last accounts
of her health have been encouraging, but I see
little reason to think that she will be able to
encounter another English winter. Unless she
proves to be perfectly cured of her cough, I
shall make arrangements to give up the Con-
sulate in the latter part of autumn, and we
will be off for Italy. I wish I were a little
richer, but when I compare my situation with
what it was before the publication of the Sear-
let Letter, I have reason to be satisfied with
my ron of luck. And, to say the truth, I had
rather not be too prosperous. It may be super-
stition, but it seems to me that the bitter is
very apt to come with the sweet, and bright
sunshine casts a dark shadow. So I coutent
myself with a moderate portion of sugar and
about as much sunshine as that of an Euglish
summer’s day. In this view of the matter I
am disposed to fhank God for the gloom and
chill of my early life, in the hope that my share
of adversity came then when I bore it alone,
and therefore it need not come now when the
clond would involve those whom I love.

I make my plans to return to Amerien in
about two years from this time. For my own
part, I should be willing to stay abroad much
longer, and perhaps even to settle permanently
in Italy; but the children must not be kept
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away so long as to lose their American char-
acteristics, otherwise they wonld be exiles and
outeasts through life.

Give my most sincere regards to Mrs, Bridge.
I shall have few pleasanter anficipations when
I return to America than that of seeing you
both. Your friend,

Natn HAWTHORNE.

Livenroor, June 20, 1856,

You pain me by your gloomy view of polit-
ical affairs, but I have great hope and faith
that all will turn ont well. As regards our re-
lations with Eugland, the course of our Gov-
ernment deserves all praise, and the result is
a trimmph that will be felt and recognized
long hereafter, Trank has brought us safely
and honorably through a great erisis, and Eng-
land begins now to understand her own posi-
tion and ours, and will never again assume the
tone which hitherto she has always held tow-
ard ns.

Mrs. Hawthorne arrived af Sonthampton
about a fortnight since, in much betier health
than I expected to see her, with liffle or no
cough or other disorder of any kind. She
thinks, with great certainty, that she can safe-
Iy spend another winter in England, and, if so,
I shall not resign until the next Administration
comes in. She is now staying at a country
house near Southampton, but I shall establish
her in the neighborhood of London in the be-
ginning of July.

T am sorry Frank has not the nomination if
he wished it. Otherwise I am glad he is out of
the scrape.

With best regards to Mrs. Bridge,

Your friend,
Natin HAWTHORNE.

Livenroor, Dee. 19, 1856.

Dear BRIDGE,—Your being located at Wash-
ington may, perhaps, enable you to assist me
in a matter which I wish to have snitably ar-
ranged. I donot wish to retain the Consnlate
for any long period under the next Administra-
tion; and I intend to leave England for the
Confinent early in the ensuing antaomn, unless
Mr. Buchanan shonld take it into his head to
remove me (whieh I do not see why he should,
as we are personally friends, and there are no
official grounds against me). I shall resign, to
tale effect on the thirty-first of Angust at fur-
thest, and I wish the fact to be communicated
to him at the proper time, as he will doubtless
be glad to have the office at his disposal. If
he wishes for it sooner than the time above
mentioned, he will have to make the vacancy ;
and in view of the possibility that he may
choose to do so, I do not like to do what, in
effect, wonld be asking for a few months of of-
ficial tenure; but I authorize you to let my
purpose be known in the proper quarter, and I
shall consider myself bound in honor to resign
at the time stated. God knows I am weary of
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the office, and wonld not have kept it a great
while longer under any circumstances.

Mrs. Hawthorne and the children are now
residing in Southport, a little watering-place
in this vieinity, and I am happy to say that
her health is essentially improved. A year or
two in Italy will, with God’s blessing, entirely
set her up.

Remember me kindly to Frank when you see
him. With my best regards to Mrs. Bridge,

Truly yours,
Natin HAWTHORNE,

Liverroor, Jan. 15, 1857,

Dear Bripai,—Yours of the 23d ult. is re-
ceived, and I have read it with much inferest.
I regret that you think so doubtfully (or, rath-
er, despairingly) of the prospects of the Union;
for T should like well enough to hold on to
the old thing. And yet I must confess that I
sympathize to a large extent with the North-
ern feeling, and think if is about time for ns
to make a stand. If compelled to choose, I go
for the North. At present we have no coun-
try—at least, none in the sense an Englishman
has a country. I mnever conceived, in reality,
what a true and warm love of country is till
I witnessed it in the breasts of Englishmen.
The States are too various and too extended to
form really one country. New England is
quite as large a lump of earth as my heart can
readily talce in.

Don’t let Frank Pierce see the above, or he
wonld turn me out of office, late in the day as
it is. However, I have no kindred with, nor
leaning toward, the Abolitionists.

To return to Frank Pierce, is it true that he
thinks of returning into the Senate? I see
nothing better to be done. He must have an
oceupation, and this would give him one, as
well as a dignified and useful position, And
it would afford him an opportunity to explain
himself to the country, and to win a better
fame than he now retires with. But could he
be elected 7

I wrote to you a short time since, communi-
cating my purpose to resign at an early date,
under Buchanan’s Administration, and author-
izing you to communicafe the purpose to the
President-elect. I think by next steamer (or
very soon, at any rate) I had better write a
formal letter of resignation, and send it to your
care, to be delivered as soon as the new Admin-
istration comes in. My successor could then
be nominated before the Senate adjourns, and,
on many accounts, I shounld like to know who
it will be. He will have a difficulf post, and
not a lucrative one, for my English clerks will
retire with me, and he cannot supply their
places with Americans at twice the expense.
The new Consul should be a hard-working
man of business, for the emoluments of the of-
fice will no longer admit of his devolving its
duties on subordinates. If is really a pity
that such a comfortable berth should have
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been spoiled, but it has served my turn pretty
well.

Mrs. Hawthorne is tolerably well, and the
children perfectly so. With kindest regards
to Mrs. Bridge,

Most truly yours,
Nara HAWTHORNE,

Liverroor, Feby. 13, 1857,

Dear BripGr, —I enclose a letter to the
President (viz., Buchanan, but I cannot ad-
dress him as such by name until after the
fourth of March) resigning my office, to take
cffect on and after the 31st of August next.
This I wish you io deliver as soon as you think
proper after the Inauguration. If he wants
the office sooner, he is welcome to remove me,
but I should suppose, as it conld nof be done
without some slight odium, that he would pre-
“fer my offered resignation.

Myrs. Hawthorne and the children arve all
pretiy well, and sfill continue at Southport.
Mrs. H. and myself intend to travel about Eng-
land and Scotland pretty extensively between
now and August, and we shall leave the chil-
dren at Southport under the care of the gov-
erness until we all go to the Continent to-
gather,

It will be a great relief to me to find myself
a private citizen again; and I think the old
literary instinets and habits will begin to re-
vive in due season. I doubt, however, wheth-
er I publish a book until after my return to
the United States, which probably will not be
in less than two years. I expect to live be-
yond my income while on the Continent, but
hiope to bring myself up again after my return
with my literary labor, and the economy of
living on my own homestead.

I wish you wounld see Pierce, and beg him,
from me, to say one word to Bnchanan in ref-
erence to O'Sullivan, He has spent more than
his income during all the time that he has heen
at Lisbon, until since the commencement of the
present year. If turned out now he is irre-
mediably rnined. He is (as Pierce well knows)
a most exeellent Minister; and I do entreat
him, by all the love I feel for him (Pierce, I
mean), to do O'Sullivan this kindness.

My best regards to Mrs. Bridge.

Your friend,
Narn HAWTHORNE,

Early in the third year of Hawthorne’s
residence at Liverpool he became weary
of his position, and contemplated resion-
ing it. He had realized enough to live
upon “with comfortable economy,” his
income from his literary work was consid-
erable and increasing, and he wished to
travel about England and Secotland, and
to spend some years upon the Continent
before returning to America. The con-
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sulate had become less profitable, and,
more than all, the climate of England
had proved injurious to Mrs. Haw-
thorne’s health. This last and weightiest
consideration was obviated for a time by
an invitation from Mr. and Mrs. O’Sulli-
van to spend  the winter with them in
Lisbon and Madeira. So great benefit to
Mrs. Hawthorne's health resulted from
the visit that the contemplated resigna-
tion was deferred until after the election
of President Buchanan. At length Haw-
thorne determined to resign, and he au-
thorized me fo inform the President of
his purpose, at the same time enclosing
to me his resignation, which was duly
delivered.

In the September next ensuing, a new
Consul was sent to relieve Hawthorne,
and he gladly returned to the condition
of a private citizen, He had at different
times held three offices under the United
States government, viz., those of Weigher
and Gauger in the Boston Custom-house,
of Surveyor in the Salem Custom-house,
and, finally, of Consul at Liverpool. Iu
all these places he for the time subordi-
nated his finer and higher faculties to
his matter-of-fact duties, and applied his
common-sense to the prosaic tasks that
those commenrcial offices imposed. In all
of them he performed his obligations
faithfully, and to the entire satisfaction
of the government and of those persons
with whom he had official intercourse. I
received the following letter from Haw-
thorne after his successor had been ap-
pointed.

LivErroorn, Sept. 17, 1857,

DEAR BrRIDGE,—I have received your letter
and the not unwelcome intelligence that there
is another Liverpool Consul now in exist-
ence. It is a pity yon did not tell me how
soon he will be here, for that is a point which
must have a good deal of influence on my own
movements. I am going to set out for Paris
in a day or two with my wife and children,
and shall leave them there while I return to
await my successor. Poor fellow ! being such
as you describe him, he will soon find the re-
sources of the Consulate too narrow for him.

I expect great pleasure and improvement
during my stay on the Confinent, and shall
come home at last somewhat relnctantly. Your
pledge in my behalf of a book shall be honored
in due time if God pleases; but I doubt much
whether T do anything more than observe and
journalize while T remain abroad. It would
be a crowning pleasure to Mrs. Hawthorne and
me il Mrs, Bridge and you could join us in
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Italy. It is within the bounds of possibility
that we may yet meet there.

Mrs. H. and the children are now a hundred
miiles off, at Leamington, in the centre of Eng-
land, or she would cordially join me in regards
and remembrances to yourself and wife.

Your friend,
NaTH HAWTHORNE.

XII1.

In the story of Hawthorne's life in
England, there is nothing more charac-
teristic, nothing more noble, than his care
for those Americans who came to him
for advice or aid. Besides numerous in-
stances of generosity never heard of by
the publie, there was a notable one in the
case of Miss Delia Bacon, casually men-
tioned in OQur Old Home, under the head
of ** Recollections of a Gifted Woman.”

Without assuming any credit for his
action in the case, or referring to his dis-
interested aid to one who had mo ofher
claim upon him than that she was a
lonely and friendless country-woman, he
deseribes her patient labor in pursuit of
what she devoutly believed to be the frue
secret of Shakespeare’s identity.

Whether her theories were wholly vi-
sionary or not, she had the courage of her
convictions, opposed as they were to the
seltled belief of the rest of the world, and
she lived and died a martyr to the truth
of history, as she regarded it.

When this singular woman had ex-
hausted all her financial means, when
her family and friends declined to assist
her unless she would give up her chimer-
ical pursuit and return to America, she,
almost despairingly, appealed to Haw-
thorne; and he responded in a way that
displayed the nobleness of his heart—
the way in which he aided the forlorn
enthusiast in her direst need. It gives
one a higher estimate of human nature
to hear of such unselfishness, such un-
wearied patience, and such rare delicacy
as were exhibited by Hawthorne in ex-
tending the moral and material aid which
she was too proud to solicit.

The interesting Life of Delia Bacon,
by Theodore Bacon, published in 1888,
contains some twenty letters of Haw-
thorne’s—therein for the first time made
public—which eharmingly display, in the
words of Mr. Bacon, ‘‘the noble generos-
ity, the unwearying patience, the exqui-
site considerateness with which for two
years he (Hawthorne) gave unstinted
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help, even of that material sort which
she would not ask for, to this lonely
country-woman.”

In a postseript to one of these letters
to Miss Bacon, Hawthorne writes, in al-
most apologetic terms: ** You say nothing
about the state of your funds. Pardon
me for alluding to the subject, but you
promised me to apply to me in case of
need. I am ready.” Could an offer of
assistance be more delicately expressed?

If there were no other proof of Haw-
thorne’s appreciative regard for the
friendless, it shines forth brightly in
these private letters.

In 1860 Hawthorne returned fo this
country, after a seven years’ absence, and
found the nation embroiled in an angry
contest between the two great political
parties of the day, and he viewed with
the utmost solicitude the premonitory
symptoms of civil war, apparent in the
press and in Congress.

Early in the year next following, the
war-cloud burst, and the struggle con-
tinued for four years of tremendous ef-
fort and sacrifice on the part of those
who strove to destroy the Union, as well
as of their opponents, who, happily, were
able to preserve it.

It is well known that Hawthorne was
a Democrat in principle. He was, how-
ever, neither extreme nor narrow in his
views, nor did he ever take an active part
in political controversies. His Life of
Pierce was written from personal friend-
ship and the true spirit of comradeship.
Political preference had little controlling
foree in the matter.

In regard to Hawthorne’s polities, let
me here revert to our college days and
to the Presidential election of 1824, which
was preceded by the usual political ex-
citements, into which boys, as well as
men, entered zealously. The students
showed their individual preferences as
strongly as, and much more disinterested-
ly than, the average voter at the outside
polls. At that time Pierce, Cilley, Haw-
thorne, and the writer were enthusiastic
supporters of General Jackson.

In later years, when the doetrine of
abolition was prominently brought for-
ward, Hawthorne, like conservative men
of all parties, was outspoken against if.
He held that the Constitution was valid
and binding upon all the States, and that
no one who did not recognize a higher
law could honestly interfere with the in-
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stitutions of the Southern States, as guar-
anteed to them by the Constitution.

But when the South declared for dis-
union, and fired on the old flag at Fort
Sumter, Hawthorne, as did most North-
ern Democrats, unhesitatingly took his
stand with the North, and strongly es-
poused the cause of the Union.

Like many other loyal men, he almost
despaired of success; but he wished to
fight to the death for the northern slave
States, and let the rest go. He had no
sympathy with the South during the re-
bellion, but he rejoiced in every Union
victory, and approved and applauded the
granting of liberal military supplies, and
the vigorous prosecution of the war. In
short, he was a Democrat before the re-
bellion, a War Democrat after it broke
out.

XIV.

My own duties as Paymaster-General
in charge of a naval bureau at Washing-
ton were foo arduous and engrossing to
allow much time to be given to private
matters either of interest or friendship,
yet I was glad to have a month’s visit
from Hawthorne in March and April of
1862.

He went occasionally to Congress, to
the White House, and to other places of
interest in Washington. He visited some
of the neighboring battle-fields in com-
pany with Mrs. Bridge and Dicey, the
English writer, and he made an excur-
sion to MecClellan’s headquarters, anoth-
er to Harper's Ferry, and a steamer trip
with me to Norfolk,

During his visit he met many distin-
guished men, and gained a much clearer
view of the war than he had before. His
clever article in the Atlantic Monthly in
1862, entitled ‘‘ Chiefly about War Mat-
ters,” embodied the rvesults of his obser-
vations.

The letter next following speaks of the
Wayside, which was just finished, and
gives some of Hawthorne'’s views in rela-
tion to the wav, as do the two lefters im-
mediately following it.

Coxconp, May 26, 1861.

I am about making the final disbursements
on acconnf of my house, which, of course, has
cost me three times the sum caleulated upon,
I suppose every man, in summing up the cost
of a house, feels considerably like a fool ; but
it is the first time, and will be the last, that I
make a fool of myself in this particular way.
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At any rate, the result is a preity and conven-
ient house enough, no larger than was neces-
sary for my family and an ocecasional friend,
and no finer than a modest position in life de-
mands. The worst of it is, I must give up all
thoughts of drifting abount the world any more,
and try to make myself at home in one dull
apot.

It is rather odd, with all my tendency to
stick in one place, I yet find great delight in
frequent change; so thaf, in this point of view,
I had better not have burdened myself with
taking a house upon my back. Such change
of quarters as makes up the life of you Naval
men might have suited me.

The war, strange to say, has had a beneficial
effect upon my spirits, which were flagging
wofully before it broke out. But it was de-
lightful to share in the heroic sentiment of the
time, and to feel that I had a country, a con-
sciousness which seemed to make me young
again. One thing, as regards fhis matter, I
regret, and one I am glad of. The regrettable
thing is that I am too old to shoulder a musket
myself, and the joyful thing is that Julian is
too young. He drills constantly with a com-
pany of lads, and he means to enlist as soon
as he reaches the minimum age; but I trust
that we shall either be victorious or vanquished
before that time. Meantime (though I approve
of the war as much as any man) I don’t quite
understand what we are fichting for, or what
definite result can be expected. If we pummel
the South ever so hard they will love us none
the better for it; and even if we subjugate
them, our next step should be to cut fthem
adrift. If we are fighting for the annihilation
of slavery, to be sure it may be a wise object,
and offers a tangible result, and the only one
which is consistent with a future reunion be-
tween North and South. A continuance of the
war wounld soon make this plain to us, and we
shonld see the expediency of preparing our
black brethren for future citizenship by allow-
ing them to fight for their own liberties and
educating them through heroic influences.

Whatever happens next, I must say that I
rejoice that the old Union is smashed. We
never were one people, and never really had a
country since the Constitution was formed.

1 trust yon mean to come and bring Mrs.
Bridge to see us this.summer. I shall like my
house twice as well when you have looked at
it. We are all well. Write again.

Your friend,
NATH HAWTHORNE.

Coxcorp, Oel. 12, 1861.
DEAR BRIDGE,—

I am glad you take such a hopeful view of
our national prospects so far as regards the
war; but my own opinion is that no nation
ever eame safe and sound throngh such a con-
founded diffienlty as this of ours. For my
part I dow’t hope, nor indeed wish, to see the
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Union restored as it was. Amputation seems
to me much the better plan, and all we ought
to fight for is the liberty of selecting the point
where our diseased members shall be lopt off.
I would fight to the death for the northern
slave States, and let the rest go.

I fully expected that you would pay me at
least a flying visit while at the North this sum-
mer, but I suppose your time was brief and
filled up with more essenfial maftters.

I have not found it possible to occupy my
mind with its usual trash and nonsense during
these anxious times, but, as the autumn ad-
vances, I find myself sitting down to my desk
and blotting successive sheets of paper, as of
yore. Very likely I may have something ready
for the public long before the public is ready
to receive it.

We are all very well, and, in spite of public
troubles, have spent a quiet and happy sum-
mer. 1 am glad Mrs, Bridge has had a little
respite from Washington life, and hearfily wish
you had been with her. Buat honest men are
of too much value and too rare to be spared
from their posts in these fimes.

Do write again, and enlighten me so far as
you may as to what is going on.

Your friend,
Nara HAWTHORNE.

Coxcorp, Feb, 14, 1862,

DEAR BRIDGE, — Your proposiftion that I
shonld pay a visit to Washington is very tempt-
ing, and I shounld aceept it if it were not for
several “ ifs "—neither of them, perhaps, a sufii-
cient obstacle in itself, but, united, pretty diffi-
cult to overcome. Ior instance, I am not very
well, being mentally and physically languid;
but I suppose there is about an even chance
that the trip and change of scene might supply
the energy which I lack. Also, T am pretend-
ing to write a book; and though I am nowise
diligent about it, still, each week finds me a
little more advanced, and I am now af a point
where I do not like to leave it entirely. More-
over, I onght not to spend money needlessly in
these hard times, for it is my opinion that the
book trade, and everybody connected with it,
is bound to fall to zero before the war and the
subsequent embarrassments come to an end.

I might go on multiplying “ifs,” but the
above are enough. Nevertheless, as I said, I
am greatly tempted by your invitation, and it
is not impossible that, in the course of a few
weeks, I may write to ask you if it still holds
good. Meanwhile I gend you enclosed a re-
spectable old gentleman, who my friends say
is very like me, and may serve as my represent-
ative. If you will send me a similar one of
yourself, I shall be truly obliged.

Frank Pierce came here and spent a night, a
week or two since, and we mingled our tears
and condolences for the state of the Country.
Pierce is truly patriotic, and thinks there is
nothing left for us but to fight it out, but I
should be sorry to take his opinion implicitly
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as regards our chances in the future. He is
bigoted to the Union, and sees nothing but
ruin withount it; whereas I (if we can only put
the boundary far enough sonth) should not
much regret an ultimate separation. A few
weeks will decide how this is to be, for, unless
apowerful Union feeling shall be developed by
the military successes that seem to be setting
in, we ought to turn our attention to the best
mode of resolving ourselves into two nations.
It would be too great an absurdity to spend all
our Northern strength for the next generation
in holding on to a people who insist on being
let loose. If we do hold them, I shonld think
Sumner’s Territorial plan the best way.

I trust your health has not suffered by the
immense oceupation which the war must have
brought upon you. The country was fortunate
in having a man like yourself in so responsible
a situation—* faithful found among the faith-
less.”

My wife and family are quite well, and send
their kindest regards to Mrs. Bridge and your-
self. Your friend,

Nata HAWTHORNE.

P.8.—1 ought to thank youn for a shaded
map of negrodom,® which you sent me a little
while ago. What a terrible amount of tronble
and expense in washing that sheet white, and
after all I am afraid we shall only variegate it
with blood and dirt.

After his month’s visit to the capital,
Hawthorne returned home, much im-
proved in health and spirits. The change
of climate and scene, the relief from liter-
ary work, and the excitement of the war
spirit effervescing all around him, seem-
ed to have a beneficial effect upon him,
and he went back to Concord with ap-
parently renewed strength.

Coxconrp, April 13, 1862,

DEAR BripGE,—Yours enclosing two photo-
graphs of Prof. Henry is received.

I reached home safe and sound on Thursday
after a very disagreeable journey.

It was a pity I did not wait one day longer,
g0 as to have shared in the joyful excitement
about the Pittsburg victory and the taking of
Island No. 10.

I found the family in good health, except
that Una has a cold, and Rosebud is blossom-
ing out with the mumps, which the other two
children will probably take in due course.

They all think me greatly improved by the
journey and absence, and are grateful to Mrs.
Bridge and yourself for yonr kind attentions.

Your friend ever,
Nara HAWTHORNE.

# This refers to a map showing the proportion
of negroes to whites in the different slave States, as
indicated by darker or lighter shades.
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The letters just given show that though
Hawfthorne came to Washington “‘feeling
not very well,” he returned greatly im-
proved by the journey and the social life

at the capital.

* In that year and the one next follow-
ing he published Our Old Home, and
did some other literary work, but the
springs of life were running low, and the
great brain was growing tired.

His lassitude increased, and he failed
gradually, till, on that last journey with
Pierce towards the White Mountains, the
volume of his life was closed.

The sad news reached me in Washing-
ton at a time when I was confined fo my
room by an accident, and I could not
have the melancholy privilege of look-
ing once more on that loved face. Nor
could I join the little band of devoted
friends who mournfully bore his body to
its resting-place—upon the hill-top and
under his favorite pines.

XV.

Pierce’s friendship for Hawthorne was
warm and tender to the last. The health
of the latter had been gradually failing
for two or three years, until, in May, 1864,
Pierce persuaded him to take a trip with
him to the White Mountains. The trav-
ellers had only reached Plymouth, New
Hampshire, where they rested at the vil-
lage hotel to refresh Hawthorne from the
fatigue resulting from the journey,

On retiving that last sad night they oc-
cupied connecting rooms, with the door
open between them.

Hawthorne slept quietly at first, and
Pierce went in once or twice during the
night to see to the invalid's comfort. A
little after midnight he found him lying
in what seemed a quiet sleep; but it was
the *‘sleep that knows no waking.”

Hawthorne had died apparently with-
out a struggle.

Five years afterwards Pierce himself
died.

XVIL

Ungquestionably Nathaniel Hawthorne
owed much of the success in his career to
the cheerful aid and encouragement of
his wife. She held up his hands when
he was listless or despairing, she made
his home a happy one, and she brought
out the sunshine of his nature even when
the clouds of life were darkest.

It goes without saying that Mrs. Haw-
thorne was a woman of highly intellect-
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ual gifts. Capable of thoroughly appre-
ciating her husband’s rare qualities, and
always ready and earnest to cheer and
brighten his path, their union was most
fortunate, and the world owes much fo
the wife's felicitous influence over her
gifted hushand for the results of his liter-
ary labors.

I have thought that, as a corollary
to the foregoing sketches of Hawfhorne,
some of his wife's letters to me might fit-
tingly be contributed as suitable accesso-
ries in showing his manliness and loving
devotion to his wife and family, as well
as in displaying more fully some of his
finer characteristics.

CloxconD, July 4, 1845.

My pear SirR,—I wrote you a long leifer
some days since, which, not meeting entire ap-
proval from my lord, I laid aside. It was only
a freak of fancy that was condemned, however,
and so I will write the same letter over again,
with that omission, for in all matters of taste
and fitness he is absolutely correct. I must
say to youn again that I like your book very
much for various reasons. Ifs truth and sin-
cerity and unprejundiced observation malke it
valuable, independent of its excellent sense.
It has the grace of simplicity and ease,and is,
at the same time, sufficiently strong. 1t is also
very enterfaining. I am extremely fastidions
in books, and am seldom held fast by one, but
this I could not bear to lay down whenever I
had a moment to read it. For your sake I am
glad your cruise ended so soon; yet, for the
sake of the publie, I eould wish it had been
longer, that we might have had two volumes
instead of one. There cannot be too munch of
such true and living history of countries and
peoples.

How impossible to find the limit fo the con-
sequences of a good action! Throngh your
magnanimous desire to benefit my husband
you have given the public a pleasant glimpse
of Africa. Now my husband has returned your
favor of the past with regard to his Zwice-told
Tales. You first procured his appearance in a
book, and now he introduces you in a fair vol-
ume to the present age.

With regard to our visit to you, I fear you
know not what you undertake. Unless I have
a servant with me I cannot go, and a servant
would make our party too large. I know that
your hospitality is as magnificent as that of fhe
Grecian hero who slew an bundred beeves to
entertain his guests; but this is no reason why
it should be abused. There wonld still be an ad-
vantage in my taking my woman, because she
would take the whole care of ns, and we should
be no additional trouble to your domestics. Buf
are not four of us too many? I wish, too, you
would tell me abont the military arrangements
of your citadel. Is there a great deal of mar-
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tial music and parade, so that Una's sleep would
be murthered every noon? Her liftle life is
rounded with a sleep every day, and if these
naps are prevented I will not answer for her se-
renity and agreeableness of behavior; and you
might wish her in Jericho instead of in your
house, I musi be perfectly frank with you,
dear sir, in another regard. The length of our
visit to you will make a great difference about
our houseliold arrangements here, and there-
fore I wish yon would not think me wholly
wanting in etiquette and propriety if I request
you to tell me whether you desire us to stay
one, two, or three weeks. I sincerely wish to
know which, Ibelieve you appointed the 25th
of July for the appearance of our constellation
in your heavens. Is it not so? We certainly
could not appear before that time. Your beau-
tiful engraving of the Transfiguration shines
down npon ns superbly all day long. I, too,
should like to eommand gold, so as to perform
such splendid acts for my friends. I have
often thought it would be enchanting to be an
Aladdin’s Lamp, and astonish people with un-
expected pearls and diamond houses.

Una says she wishes very much to see Mr.
Bridge, and to go to Portsmouth and breathe
sea-air. When I question her npon the sub-
ject, the enthusiasm of her assent far surpasses
our insignificant yes. Inhereloquent speeches
shie always points with the forefinger of her
right hand, which proves the legitimacy of that
gesture in oratory. Herlanguage continues in
that unintelligible, divine idiom to which we
have no grammar nor lexicon.

My huosband is spending this great day upon
the river. He has not yet said he shall go to
Portsmouth. He thinks he is too poor, I be-
lieve; but I shall persuade him to the con-
trary, I suspect. Una wishes to be remember-
ed to you, with the gracious permission to kiss
her lily-white hand. I am very sorry I have
had to write with a spoiled steel pen, but per-
haps you can make out my name, With cordial
congratulations upon your new dignities, I am
yours with much regard.

8. A, HAWTIHORNE.

SALEM, Dec, 20, 1846,

DeArR Mg, BrRIDGE,— My husband enjoins
upon me to answer your very welcome letters
of Aungust 20th and October 20th, which he
received yesterday. As he has a high regard
for you and an utter detestation of pen, ink,
and paper, I am glad to relieve him of assur-
ing you, by means of these appliances, how
cordially we remember you, and how rejoiced
we always are to hear of your safety and well-
being. I find my husband ealls you “ the tru-
est and warmest friend he has in the world.”
From him such an assurance is, in my opinion,
equal toa crown of glory. Besides most kindly
thinking of you from an inward impulse as a
friend in need and deed, we are perpetually re-
minded by the African idol upon the mantel-
piece of Mr. Horatio Bridge.
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Una often inquires after you, and now un-
derstands perfectly that you are upon the great
sea in a great ship. BShe is still a charming
little person, though, like the moon, she holds
her course sometimes behind clouds and slen-
der storms, but they can only for a short time
conceal her shining smiles and graeions coun-
tenance, I have never discovered any ugliness
in her heart and behavior, for wrong has hardly
power to cast a shadow upon her before she
breaks forth all contrition and sweetness. She
is in perfect health and bloom, and just now
enchanted with the snow, which, for the first
time, she is big enough to play with.

Her little brother is an entire contrast to her
ladyship. His father called him the Black
Prince during the first weeks of his life, be-
cause he was so dark in comparison with her.
He is decidedly, I think, a brun ; but his com-
plexion is brilliant and his eyes dark gray,
with long black lashes, like Mr. Hawthorne’s.
We thought he looked very mueh like you at
first, but he does not now. He is a Titan in
strength and size, and though but six months
old, is as large as some children of two years.
His father declares he does nof carve anything
about him because he is a boy, and so I am
obliged fo love him twice as much as I other-
wise shonld. He is as pleasant and smiling as
a summer’s day, and his temperament is very
sturdy and comfortable, quite unlike Una's, in
not being at all sensitive; nor is he as deli-
cately organized. She enjoys him very much,
and he admires her beyond all things.

We are residing in the most stately street in
Salem, but our house is much too small for our
necessities. My husband has no study, and
his life is actually wasted this winter for want
of one. He has not touched his desk since we
came fo Salem, nor will nof, until we can re-
move to a more convenient dwelling, T fear.

I am very glad to have such good news of
your book, The old and new world seem to
agree in its favor, If cerfainly has had a won-
derful success, and I am quite content that
you are writing more. I believe that you will
write better than ever, now that you are a
husband and a happy man, for marriage, with
true sentiment and comprehension, is, I think,
a great apocalypse, and opens a new world, I
rejoice that you have ceased to be a stray
comet, and have come into a regular orbit, for
I shounld imagine you to be a person who might
particularly enjoy a harmonious domestic life.

I only saw Mrs, Bridge once, and then in
the street in Boston, after your departure, for
I found it impossible to call upon her before
the birth of my litfle boy. She was with her
mother, and I greeted her and shook hands
with her wvery cordially. She looked very
lovely in blue, but pale. I hope I shall know
her some day, for her face and manuner promise
a noble and lovely woman. If seems to me
that human beings are wretched Arabs until
they find central points in other human beings
around which all their brightest and richest
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sentiments shall revolve. Iivery true and
happy family is a solar system that outshines
all the solar systems in space and time.

April b, 1864, CoNCORD.

My pEAR MR, BrRipGE,—Mr. Hawthorne has
goue upon a journey, and I opened your letter
this morning. When you write avything I
must not see you must put private at the top
of the page, and then I will reverently fold up
the letter and put it aside.

Alas! it was no “author’s exeuse” which was
published in the Atiantic, buf a most sad and
gerious truth. Mr, Hawthorne has really been
very ill all winter, and not well, by any means,
for a much longer time ; not ill in bed, but mis-
erable on a lounge or sofa, and quite unable to
write a word, even a letter, and lately quite
unable to read. I have felt the wildest anx-
iety about him, because he is a person who has
been immaculately well all his life, and this
illness has seemed to me an awful dream which
could not be frue. But he has wasted away
very much, and the suns in his eyes are col-
lapsed, and he has had no spirits, no appetite,
and very little sleep. Richard was not him-
self, and his absolute repugnance to see a phy-
sician, or to have any scientific investigation
of his indisposition, has weighed me down like
a millstone. I have felt such a terrible op-
pression in thinking that all was not doing for
his relief that might be done that sometimes I
have scarcely been able to endure it—at mo-
ments hardly able to feteh my breath in appre-
hension of the possible danger. Bui, thank
Heaven, Mr. Ticknor has taken him out of this
groove of existence, and infends fo keep him
away until he is better. He has been in New
York at the Astor House since last Tuesday
night, a week from to-day. Ihave had six let-
ters, five from Mr. Ticknor, and one at last from
my husband, written with a very tremuolous
hand, but with a cheerful spirit.

My dear Mr. Bridge, you, with your deep,
warm, tender hearf, can easily imagine how I
have suffered in all this. My faith has been
tried in its central life. I bless God it has not
failed me; buf yet I cannot conceive of myself
as surviving any peril to my husband. Though
I would not complain, because I know that God
must do right, and that He is also love itself.

I should not be surprised if you should see
Mr. Hawthorne in Washington. I wish he
conld be persuaded to stay southward until
these piercing east winds of spring abate here.
But he infends to go alitle later to the Isles of
Shoals, to stay until the advent of visitors in
the fashionable season. I see that Concord is
not the place for him. He needs the damp
sea-air for health, comforf, and enjoyment. 1
wish, with all my heart, that our dear little
Wayside domain could be sold advantageously
for his sake, and that he could wander on sea-
beaches all the rest of his days.

The state of our conntry has, doubtless, ex-
cessively depressed him. His busy imagina-
tion has woven all sorts of sad tissues. You
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know his indomitable, untamable spirit of in-
dependence and self-help. This makes the con-
dition of an invalid peculiarly irksome to him.
He is not a very manageable baby, becanse he
has so long been a self-reliant man ; but his in-
nate sweetness serves him here,as in all things,
and he is very patient and good. ...

With my kindest regards to Mrs. Bridge, I
am Very truly yours,

S. A, HAWTHORNE.

Concorp, Mass,., The Wayside, Nov. 7, 1865,

My pEArR Mi. BRIDGE, — Can you send me
any memories or incidents of Mr. Hawthorne’s
college life, when you were with him so
much #

I am now very much oceupied in copying his
journals, or portions of them, for papers for the
Atlantie; and something is demanded of his life,
and these records in his own words are the
best of all autobiography —I mean are the
best biography, being aufo. They are very rich
as studies of natnre and man, and now and
then a glimpse of his personal character gleams
throngh in a radiant way, though he puts him-
self aside as much as possible, as always. The
Aungusta Journal is all copied, in which I have
ventured to put Mr. B. for your name. You
figure there in a commanding way, being lord
of the Manor in position and character.

The reason I wish to have you write down
your reminiscences is because by-and-by these
papers will all be collected into a volume, and
these connecting links will be wanted. The
earliest remaining journal begins in 1835,

I have requested his sister to write her recol-
lections of his childhood and early youth, for
she alone can now do that.

It is a vast pleasure to pore over his books
in this way. I seem to be with him in all his
walks and observations. Suech faithful,loving
notes of all he saw never were put on paper
before. Nothing human is considered by him
too mean to ponder over. No bird, nor leaf,
nor tint of earth or sky is left unnoticed, He
is a erystal medinm of all the sonnds and shows
of things, and he reverently lets everything be
as it is, and never intermeddles, nor embellish-
es, nor detracts. It is truth itself, and has all
the immortal charm of fruth, even in the small:
est details. TFor do we not like to see even a
common object of still-life truthfully repre-
sented by the great masters of Dutchland? It
is only the great masters in any art who trust
to truth.

I hoped to see you again, summer before the
last, with Muvs. Bridge. My constant expecta-
tion of seeing her prevented me from replying
to her very kind letter. Will you tell her so
with my love? Perhaps she will come this
next summer, if she can bear to come now my
king has gone, and so the cottage is no longer
a palace.

I shall be glad of any occasion to hear from
you, dear Mr. Bridge.

Very sincerely yours,
SorHia A, HAWTHORNE,.
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