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CHAPTER I

SHADOWS BEHIND DEEPENING SHADES

The French and Italian Notebooks of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne are an exception to his other works, in that 
they reveal not only his peculiar idiosyncrasies, but 
also characteristics which tend to humanize the man.
For over one hundred years Hawthorne has seemed more or 
less to the vast majority of his readers to bear a resem
blance to his ghostly characters, or, to use the words of 
his friend, James T. Fields, «to rest in the twilight of 
impersonality«,1 rather than to possess the flesh and 
blood which made up the man whom many critics now name 
America*8 greatest writer.

With this In mind, the writer introduces this 
rather prefatory chapter to give the reader some idea 
of how exceptional a writer Nathaniel Hawthorne was, to 
acquaint him with the factors which contributed to this 
distinction, to Indicate in some measure how much his 
works are a product of his unique personality, and to 
lay the groundwork of this thesis.

Hawthorne is thoroughly original, which fact alone 
makes him exceptional and places him in a field where there

1* Jamee Fields, Yesterdays with Authors. 97.
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is little competition. HEis works are extremely charac
teristic, extremely personal.#^

Bis style is his own, quite without the literary 
derivations which were literally copied by his contem
poraries.

Its simplicity is that of a map rather than 
of a picture.2 3 4

It has the great merit of ease, conjoined 
with exactness. One without the other is not 
uncommon, but the combination is rare.^

It is tinted by his own peculiar idiosyncrasies 
and is important mainly because it mirrors his personal 
traits —  tt...a nature without enthusiasm, a mind unen- 
riohed by acquisition and an imagination that is in gen
eral the prey of fancy rather than the servant of will«.5

Hawthorne was most exceptional in his theme —
I M  Romance of puritan Hew England. Before his time it 
had been an unheard of thing to connect romance and 
Puritanism, but he knew the Hew England of Early Puritans, 
had made their field of history his own and it was here, 
by symbolizing «the spirit of beauty, everlastingly hostile

2. William 0. Brownell, American Prose i asters. 51.
3. Ibid.. 107.
4. Ibid., 108.
5. Ibid.. 108
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or indifferent to the crabbed austerities and the soul
killing morbidity of Puritan ethics«6 that he found his 
greatest success. Here was the background, the material, 
the substance which inspired that unique masterpiece,
The Scarlet Letter. Row different he was from the other 
American writers of his group, who were busy perusing the 
old masters of Ingland and the Continent in search of in
spiration and who were travelling all Europe to «expose« 
themselves to the best the Old World had to offer in the 
hope that the germ might develop into what the world would 
call a masterpiece!

Hawthorne was exceptional in that his works pos
sess an ««airy and charming insubstantiality« their chief 
title to fame«.7 This quality is usually regarded as the
touch of the artist and America has had few artists.

»

Hawthorne himself realized his Inability to make his works 
realistic and criticised one of them thus:

They have the pale tint of flowers that 
blossom in too retired a shade. The book, if 
you would see anything in it, requires to be 
read in the clear, brown, twilight atmosphere 
in which it was written; if opened in the sun
shine, it is apt to look exceedingly like a 
volume of blank pages.8

6. John Macy, The Spirit of American Literature. 94.
7. William 0. Brownell, op,, cit., 53.
8. Nathaniel Hawthorne, (Preface) Twice fold Tales.
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However, he loved his twilight tints, and it is 
only in the interest of his readers that he laments them. 
Indeed, in hie The Boariet Letter a succession of beauti
ful buee are seen, one blending with the other —  the red 
letter on the gray homespun frock, the blackish purple of 
the torturing conscience of Dimmesdale, and the black back
ground against which he cunningly sketches Chillingsworth, 
his shadow of revenge. And as if to oarry his color scheme 
to still greater heights, he embroiders into his tapestry 
the figure of little Pearl —  a gem in the darkness, the 
color of which one may Judge from the following:

What little bird of scarlet plumage may 
this be? Methinks I have seen Just such fig
ures when the sun has been shining through a 
richly painted window and tracing out the gol
den and crimson images across the floor.

MI am mothers child." answered the scar
let vision, Mand ray name is PearlH •

"Pearl? —  Ruby rather! or Coral! —  or 
Red Rose, at the very least Judging from thy 
hue!« responded the old miniitei..7.9

Perhaps, as in Maeterlinck*s beautiful works, it 
Is this color that Hawthorne adds which lends to the en
chantment .

Hawthorne was himself a very definite, 
even a unique figure and one that harmonized 9

9. Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Scarlet Letter. 136.
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obviously —  or to employ the prevailing 
tone of Hawthorne criticism, exquisitely 
and beautifully, —  with their (his works) 
exceptional quality.10 11

He was distinctly different and lives in a field 
of his own, unmenaced by rivals of the modern sort who 
long to be «different», because his type of «individual
ism» was the result of several unusual influences which 
are worthy of discussion. It might be said that the three 
greatest of these factors were, his Puritan ancestry, his 
habits of solitude, and his Transcendentalism.

Oliver Wendell Holmes uniting his wit and his 
physician*s knowledge, once said that a child's education 
should begin one hundred years before his own birth. To 
apply this dictum to Hawthorne, we may say that a partial 
consciousness of cause for gratitude to the Past glimmers 
upon the pages of the famous introduction to The Scarlet 
Letter.

I seem to have a stronger claim to a resi
dence here (i. e. in Salem) on account o f  this 
grave, bearded, sable—cloaked and steeple crowned 
progenitor, - who came so early, with his Bible 
and his sword, and trode the unworn street with 
so stately a port. ...He was a soldier, legis
lator, judge; he was a ruler in the Church; he 
had all the Puritan*s traits, both good and evil.11

10. William C. Brownell, ojd. cit., 53.
11. Nathaniel Hawthorne, 0£. cit., 24.
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Then after touching on the cruelty shown toward 
the Quakers by this first ITathorne12 13 of Salem, he goes on:

Eis son, too, Inherited the persecuting 
spirit, and made himself so consploious in the 
martyrdom of the witches, that their blood may 
fairly be said to have left a stain upon him.
So deep a stain, indeed, that his old dry bones, 
in the Charter Street burial ground, must still 
retain it, if they have not crumbled utterly to 
dust!13

Nathaniel Hawthorne belonged to the sixth gener
ation of American Hawthornes. He was exceptional, even 
in his birth, in that unlike the majority of the New 
England authors, his ancestors were not of the clergy, 
but, as he has himself pointed out, «stem and black- 
browed Puritans,«14 whose strong, gloomy figures in the 
forms of soldiers, legislators, judges, lay-preachers 
and seamen cast oppressive shadows over his life. For 
were their hands not stained with the blood of Quakers 
and witches? And worse than that, was not a curse laid 
upon the whole line of Hawthornes by the husband of one 
of the victims who it is said, exclaimed that God would 
avage his wife's sufferings?

12. «The spelling of the name was changed by 
Hawthorne himself at the end of his college career.« 
Newton Arvin, Hawthorne, 6.

13. Nathaniel Hawthorne, ojd. cit.. 24-25.
14. Ibid., 25.
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On the other hand, they were men of Iron, men of 
whom Hew England had been proud, because they did things, 

served the State and were honest and upright. Their 
speeches, their fights with the Indians, their brave deeds 
at sea, were all oarefully recorded in New England*s an
nals J and Nathaniel*s brave grandfather, Captain Daniel 
lathorns, had been forever enshrined in a sea ballad as 
‘’Bold Daniel”.

What a coincidence that from this line should 
spring the writer of sweet romance*

Hawthorne seems entirely in earnest when in the 
introduction to The Scarlet Letter, he saysJ

At all events, I, the present writer, as 
their representative, hereby take shame upon 
myself for their sakes, and pray that any curse 
incurred by them —  as I have heard, and as the 
dreary and upprosperous condition of the race 
for many a long year back, would argue to exist 
—  may be now and henceforth removed.15

Although it argues pleasantly for Hawthorne to 
find him apparently smiling at the traditional doom, yet 
his words suggest that in 1849 when they were written, 
he had not forgotten the curse and may have' given some 
credit to the superstition. Add to that the fact that 
during the same period he wrote The House of the Seven 
cables, that romantic family monument which combines

!5. Ibid.. 25.
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the legendary curse on the Hathoraes with the mysterious 
disappearance of the titles of Fathom®** maternal rela
tives to the land on which the town of Raymond, Maine, 
now stands, and the fact la quite clear that Hawthorne 
was affected by his peculiar ancestry.

Hawthorne*s father, Captain Nathaniel Hawthorne, 
was Ha silent, reserved, severe man of an athletic and 
rather slender build and habitually of a rather melan
choly oast of thought”,^® who carried books to sea. He 
had commanded a vessel in the Guiana trade and died of 
yellow fever at Surinam, when Nathaniel was four years 
old. It was from his father that Nathaniel Inherited 
his silence, his melancholy, his love of reading and 
his handsome personal appearance; there is little in 
his makeup that suggests the military and the nautical, 
or "the judge of whose seventy-seven years no good ac
tion has been able to survive under the deep shadow of 
his fanatical fame".̂

At Captain Hathorne»s death his young widow went 
Into a more than monastic seclusion which lasted until 
her death forty years later. Her children played out-of- 16 17

16. Newton Arvin, 0£. olt«. 8.
17. Monoure D. Conway, Life of Nathaniel Hawthorne.
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doors, but they saw no society at borne. Indeed, they 
rarely even saw their mother, who did not even take her 
meals with them, and it was necessary for them —  ener
getic, wide awake youngsters as they were to find other 
interests. And so at the age of six, Nathaniel is found 
repeating lines from Shakespeare and declaiming a favor
ite line from Richard III, MMy Lord, stand back and let 
the coffin p a s s 18

Is it significant that this particular line should 
sink into the mind of this six-year old youngster?

Later he enjoyed Pilgrim1a Progress, the Faerie
Queene, which he bought with the first money he ever
earned, and The Castle of Indolence. When at the age of
nine his foot was hurt in a ball game to the extent that
he had to stay at home from school for two years, he read*
with delight Rousseau and the stories of Captain John 
Eathorne.

For any child to mix stories of unreality with 
blindman's buff, marbles, and snow-balling, might be dan
gerous. But to young Hawthorne, because he lived so much 
in solitude, its effect was much intensified. Fairy-land 
and idealism seemed so much nearer than the streets of 
Old Salem.

18. Newton Arvin, oj>. cit.. 10.



10

When Hawthorne waB very young his mother moved 
to his grandfather»8 large estate at Raymond, Maine, on 
the wild shores of Lake Sebago, and there the boy spent 
most of his childhood days. Here, his outdoor life of 
fishing, skating, hunting, and roaming through the woods 
made him strong, athletic —  a veritable Hiawatha. Here 
too, his imagination was kindled, and he acquired that 
part of his habit of solitude which was not inborn. How
ever, this love of solitude was not the depressing qual
ity found in so many writers. This was the happiest 
period of his life. f,I lived in Maine, like a bird of 
the air, so perfect was the freedom I enjoyed. But it 
was there I first got my cursed habits of solitude.«19
ted the description of his Maine home reveals one of the 
lonliest places A n  the world.

The spot must ever have had the utter 
loneliness of the pine forests upon the bor- 
ders of our northern lakes. The deep silence 
and dark shadows of the old woods must have 
filled the imagination of a youth possessing 
Hawthorne * s sensibility with images which 
later years could not dispel»20

One thing, however, is noteworthy. It was here 
that, encouraged by his uncle, Robert Manning, he formed 
the habit of jotting down his observations on everything

19. James T. Fields, o£. cit., 113.
20. IkicL,
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that interested him. Here it was that the foundation 
for his Notebooks was laid.

When Hawthorne was seventeen, he entered Bowdoin 
College in the same class with Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
and Franklin Pierce. It appears that intercourse between 
students and Brunswick was very limited and the sensitive 
Hawthorne did not associate much with the sturdy Maine 
students» thus his habits of solitude rather Increased, 
and he found his happiest college hours spent in the pine 
woods of Maine. Because of his shyness» his personal at
tractiveness and his love of the fantastic» he earned 
from his college friends the name, «Oberon*, which fitted 
him more and more as time passed* He was becoming more 
reflective and was living in a world of fancy, not know
ing that a cultiyated imagination was what he needed.

In 1825 when he was graduated, he went again into 
an intellectual solitude in Salem* He was trying his pen 
and indulging in long twilight walks* He had little com
munication even with the members of his own family* Study 
in the morning, composition in the afternoon, and reading 
in the evening made up the hours of his day* Re had re
turned to the study of literature in earnest*

, a „x^haniel Hawthorne, at sixteen, knew that he could turn his experiences into good verse 
and even into good, strong prose when he put
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his mind to It, and come what might, he was 
going to follow in other footsteps than those 
of the Hathornes and the Mannings.21

Three years after his graduation he published 
HFanshawew in which we are told of the hero:

Fanshawe had hitherto deemed himself un
connected with the world, unconcerned in its 
feelings and uninfluenced by it in any of his 
pursuits. In this respect, he probably de
ceived himself. If his Inmost heart had been 
laid open, there would have been discovered 
that dream of undying fame, which, dream as 
it is, is more powerful than a thousand real
ities. But at any rate, he had seemed to 
others aid to himself, a solitary being, upon 
whom the hopes and fears of ordinary men were 
inef fectual.*2

The words of Fanshawe no doubt are autobiog
raphical to the discerning reader, but Hawthorne saw 
his path leading on through solitude, solitude, soli
tude. At the end of the twelve years, in writing to 
his classmate, Longfellow, whom he addressed as w8irn, 
he says,

Since we last met, which you remember 
was in Sarotell*s room, where you read a 
farewell poem to the relics of class —  
ever since that time I have secluded my
self from sooiety; and yet I never meant 
any such thing, nor dreamed what sort of 
life I was going to lead.23 21 22

21. Newton Arvin, 0£. cit., 18.
22. Ibid«, 28.
23. Ibid., 30.
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What a tragedy that the future writer should 
spend In seclusion all these years that might have 
brought him into associations with real men and women, 
in whom after all he possessed a lively interest! And 
yet they were not without their good effect. MIn these 
years, his perfect, literary style was created."24 Be 
read and studied much and prepared himself for his later 
work. “In this dismal chamber“ he wrote in his note
books , long afterward, “fame was won*«25

The years that follow show Hawthorne shrinking 
from society, clinging always to solitude; and it may 
be inferred with reasonable assurance that the excep
tional element which pervades all his works was due far 
more to his habits of solitude than to his Puritan ances-

• ► y  ,  . . . .

try. After all,, hundreds of Hew Englanders, among them 
Emerson, were descended from Puritans, and one would 
never dream of associating them with fantasy and gloom.

The third factor which made Hawthorne “different“ 
was Transcendentalism.

Although not in sympathy with his time, he was a
i 0

product of his age, and it was an age of Transcenden

24. William Cranston Lawton, The Mew England
Poets, 55." ■' ----

25. Ibid., 57.
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talism. It was In the very air he breathed.; and try as 
he might to remain aloof, he was not immune from its 
sweep. In fact his isolation and satirization of the 
doctrine and its votaries led to self-concentration; his 
very aloofness increased his introspection and his belief 
in the enevitable genius which he believed he possessed. 
And here it was that Transcendentalism had Its obscuring 
effect on Hawthorne by leading him to believe In a genius 
rather than in a talent which needed cultivation. What 
heights might he have reached, had this fact been clear 
to him and had he trained his imagination rather than his 
fancy*

For the real misfortune of Hawthorne —  
and ours —  was the misconception of his tal
ent resulting in this cultivation of his fancy 
to the neglect of his Imagination. Issuing 
from the curious by-paths of literature into 
which this led him —  a seclusion that quite 
matched the seclusion of his life —  and en
gaging in the general literary competition 
on the immemorial terms for the exercise of 
the imagination, it is not to be doubted that 
he would have produced works far otherwise 
important than those which in the main he 
wrote. «The Scarlet better* is there to 
prove it.

To understand the effects of these shadows which 
darkened the life of Hawthorne Into ever deepening shades, 
one has but to read his works. In them, as on a canvas, 
are the «twilight tints« which are definitely «Hawthornish«, 26

26. William 0. Brownell, op. clt.. 68.
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and the like of which are found no where else in 
American literature*

Looking closely, The Gentle Boy is seen as a 
silent testimony to the fact that Hawthorne brooded 
over the wrongs perpetrated by his Puritan ancestors 
and others. In The House of the Seven Gables, the 
family history is told, softly intermingled with the 
dark shades of the Hathorne curse.

The dark connection between guilt and secrecy, 
a certain fatalism, the idea that "all human personality 
is tainted and corrupt because all men have unuttered 
and unacted impulse to crime”̂  pervade his works, tell
ing the story of the effects of his seclusion. Young 
Goodman Brown. The Birthmark. Peter Ck?ldwaite«s Treasure, 
in fact it would be difficult to find one of his works 
that has not lurking in the background —  Solitude.

Only one of his works, as has been seen, The 
Scarlet Letter escaped the blight of Transcendentalism.

And now with a better understanding of our au
thor we pass on to another phase of his life —  that 
period when he came out of the dusk. 27

27. Newton Arvin, o£. cit.. 61,



CHAPTER II

OUT OP THE DUSK

Hawthorne's youth and young manhood, It has been 
observed, were spent behind the ever-deepening shades of 
Solitude, which had gradually driven the fanciful young 
writer into a world of his own. However, he was aware of 
an outer world, and during his last year at Bowdoin he 
offered to it Seven Tales of M£ Native Land. A year later 
he followed it with the romance, Fanshawe. The fate of 
both the Tales and Fanshawe was most disheartening. The 
Tales could find no publisher, and he published Fanshawe 
anonymously at his own expense, only to find after six 
months that not more than a half-dozen copies had been 
sold. In desperation he recalled the edition and de
stroyed it, leaving to the unappreciative world only the 
half-dozen copies.

Four years of fruitless work had passed, his ardor 
was ehilled, and he began to ponder on what wild folly had 
even set his feet on the rocky path of literature. Per
haps there never would be a market for his stories; It 
did not occur to him that pure literature is rarely pop
ular with the majority, and especially when it takes new 
forms. Nor did it dawn upon him that he himself was partly 
to blame, because he was "the obscurest man of letters In
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America»,1 because he had withheld his name from his
readers, who were actually enjoying some of the shorter 
stories that were appearing in periodicals under such 
names as »Ashley A. itoyce», «Oberon», and »The Author of 
'The Gentle Boy*».2 3

What might have happened at this juncture, 
but for the providential agency of Goodrich 
and Bridge, it is not pleasant to speculate. 
Probably American literature came closer than 
any one has ever realized to the loss of one 
of its cardinal figures. Probably another 
year of the same loneliness, the same sense of 
unrecognition, would have made it impossible 
for Hawthorne to fend off any longer the strain 
of pure morbidity in what he wrote, or perhaps 
to go on writing at all; three tales that be
long to 1835 —  »The Minister's Black Veil», 
»The Prophetic Pictures», and »Fancy's Show 
Box» —  showed, as we shall see, in what direc
tion the wind was blowing.3

Goodrich obtained for him just at this time the 
editorship of a small, youthful magazine, and early in 
1836, Hawthorne moved to Boston. This move had little 
value except that it »broke the ioe» for him and gave 
him that contact with ordinary people in common everyday 
life which he so badly needed.

l is luck had indeed changed, for shortly after 
this Elizabeth Peabody set out to discover the author of

1. Carl Clinton Van Boren, The Amerioan Hovel, 84.
2. Newton Arvin, Hawthorne. 47.
3. Ibid« * 51-52.
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the sketches that she had enjoyed so muoh in the Hew 
England Magazine and she was amazed to find the author 
to be her almost forgotten playmate, Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
Renewed acquaintance, an introduction to her invalid sis
ter, Sophia, a young woman of many gifts, artist, lin
guist, authoress and sympathetic critic, brought love at 
first sight to the deserving Hawthorne.

It was now Bridge’s turn to play his part. He 
was aware that there were others besides Elizabeth Peabody 
who wished to know the true identity of »Oberon*»; and he 
prevailed upon Hawthorne in the early part of 1837 to re
veal himself. Bridge himself assumed the financial res
ponsibility and Twice Told Tales was given to the world.
The genial Longfellow praised them in the North American 
in June, and Hawthorne could now regard himself as one of 
the men of letters of America.

But his position was not yet established. The 
years that followed, in spite of his very happy marriage 
in 1842, were years of poverty. His works, more and more, 
reflected the morbidity which was again seizing him. Posi
tions were gained and lost until in 1849 under most exas
perating conditions he began The Scarlet Letter. The fol
lowing year it was published, and despite the author’s 
belief that it was too dolorous a narrative to be well re
ceived, it was B...an immediate and decisive success. This
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was the book of which a first edition of two thousand 
copies was exhausted in ten days* ami which gave Haw
thorne, almost over nl̂ tit, an international reputation*

Mo longer did Hawthorne feel that he was writing 
for a world that would not listen. Within the next four 
years he wrote nearly as much as he had written in all 
the earlier part of his life —  The House of the Seven 
fables, The Snow Image, k  louder Book. The Bllthedale Rom» 

Ihe Life o£ Franklin Pierce, and The Tanglewood
Tales.

Franklin Pierce, Hawthorne*s classmate at Bowdoin, 
was a candidate for the Presidency in the election of 1852. 
Hawthorne was requested to write a biography of him to aid 
in his election. He wrote a Mbrief but sufficient book*.® 
not very willingly, not because he did not wish to help 
i is friend, but because he did not wish to mingle in poli
tics or to write anything which would not be perfectly 
honest. Reared in his Hew England environment he was not 
given to eulogies and believed "a man's a man for a* that".

~ i°rce waa elected and Hawthorne m s  offered his
best gift —  the office of United States Consul to Liver-■>
pool, He felt that people would believe this was his pay 4 *

4. Ibid.. 159. ,

Pieroej i44Nath&niel Haw*horae, Biography of Franklin
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for writing the biography and wished to refuse it; but 
his friend, James Fields, prevailed upon him to accept 
it for his family*s sake; he did so in 1853.

«This outlet to Europe was for both Hawthorne 
and his wife the looked?-for realization of the dreams of 
a lifetime.»'6 July 1853 found the Hawthornes in England 
where they were to remain until 1857. Since The French 
and Italian notebooks are the chosen province of this 
thesis, rather than The English notebooks, only two ob
servations will be mads concerning these years, the first 
being that outside of his confidential English notebooks 
he added nothing to his literary works; the second, an 
extract taken from a letter written in England to his 
friend William Ticknor will speak for itself.

After all the slanders against Americans, 
he wrote to Ticknor, there is no people worthy 
even to take the second place behind us, for 
liberality of idea said practice. The more I 
see of the rest of the world, the better I 
think of my own country (not that I like it 
very enthusiastically, either).7

6. Julian Hawthorne, Hawthorne and His Wife. 3.
7. Mewton Arvin, op. cit., 237.



CHAPTER III 

RAINBGS HUES>/-’4 - y , : "/ * y r <* • ' ' ' - _ -tf . ' * •*■ . *

It will be recalled that as a little boy in the 
remotness of Raymond, Maine, Nathaniel Hawthorne had be
gun to keep notebooks in which he recorded his observa
tions and reflections; sometimes he spoke in them of 
himself, his plans, and his prospects; always he wrote 
in them as though he were speaking in “confidential 
closeness“1 to a trusted friend —  “as if each reader 
was admitted into the privacy of the author's mind“.2

He continued this practice through life; after 
his death, Sophia Peabody Hawthorne, his wife, published 
these notebooks with the idea that they might aid in dis
pelling the prevalent notion of Hawthorne's utter morbid
ity* They were published in six volumes under the titles: 
Pagsagea from the American Notebooks of Nathaniel Hawthorne, 

i £ S B  Shs. m z l M k  Notebooks of Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
and Passages from Jhe French an£ Italian Notebooks of 
Nathaniel Hawthorne.

The American and English Notebooks were written dur
ing his years of solitude, discouragement, and worry, and

1. Masterpieces of American Literature. 87.
2. Ibid.. 87.
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as he habitually put down here even minute feelings artA 
observations, they contain some of the “twilight tints“ 
of his tales and romances.

When Hawthorne left England for France in early 
1858 he was a free man. Ho longer did the worries of 
the consulship distress him. During his four years In 
England he had saved for just such an occasion and when 
he resigned on August XL, 1857, his mind was at ease with 
regard to the future for himself and his family.

His gratitude for this late won indepen
dence, humble as it was, must have been deeply 
felt, as is apparent from his letters at the 
time; a great weight had been lifted from his 
spirit, and his happiness was such as only a 
man with his ideas of personal independence could realize.3

Besides that, the Hawthornes were wonderfully pre
pared for such a. trip. They had both indulged in liter
ature and art all their lives.

Few Americans ever journeyed thither bet
ter equipped than they IHawthorne and his wife) 
for appreciating and enjoying what lay before 
them....What can be more agreeable to be 
b o m  with tastes which cannot be fully grati
fied in the land of your birth and then, when 
the bustle and struggle of life are over, and 
your faculties and judgement are ripened, to 
find yourself all at once in actual contact 
with the things, the scenes and the people 
that have so long constituted the substance 
of your meditations?4 3

3. George E. Woodberry, Hathaniel Hawthorne. 261.
3 4* Julian Hawthorne, Hathaniel Hawthorne and His



33

Hawthorns arrived in France on January 3, 1858, 
and his observations made almost daily for the ten days 
that he spent there revealed him expressing much the 
same impressions that any other American traveller might 
express. Ho flights of fancy were required to make his
very mundane reflections as to weather, food, accommo
dations and the staple effects that most of the environ
ment had upon him. »either were his entries any more 
melancholy than any average person»s might have been.

One of his first very human observations was with 
reference to the rather disappointing weather:

We had time only to take this little walk, 
when it began to grow dusk; and, being so piti
lessly cola, we hurroed back to our hotel. Thus 
far, I think, what I have seen of Paris is wholly 
unlike what X expected; but very like an imagi
nary picture which I had conceived of St. Peters
burg, —  new*, bright, magnificent, and desperat
ely cold.5 6

The weather had grown colder than ever, since
®u2?Sr Z?ance* the night,was now setting in, wickedly black and dreary.§

The first note of joy in The French Notebook is 
sounded when he sees a sunset that reminds him of America. 
"At sunset, there was just that clear, cold, wintry sky 
which I remember so well in America, but have never seen

5. Hathanlel Hawthorne, 
and Italian Notebooks, 19. Passages from the French

6. Ibid.. 11.
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in England'*7 —  an observation that any American two 
thousand miles from his native land might make.

Like any other American tourist, eating-places
' H ■ ■ v .  i." ' • 'Xy lu

and food meant much to him, and almost every day an en
try about them appears in the notebooks.

A subtle humor plays through the lines of The 
French Notebook. He doesn1t appear to laugh out loud, 
but he is enjoying himself just the same. "However, 
no doubt Mr. —  had a fair claim to my five francs; but 
really, it is not half so pleasant to pay a consular fee 
as it used to be to receive it.1*8

There is no affectation in his descriptions of 
the sights of Paris and Marseilles. He looks upon every-

* ‘ ‘ 1 - '  *4 . . .  *

thing with a simplicity usually found only in the young; 
but was he not still young in experience? "I never knew 
what a palace was till 1 had a glimpse of the Louvre and 
the fullcries; never had my idea of a city been grati
fied till I trod those stately streets."9

...in the center of it now stands a column 
surmounted by a golden figure of Mercury 
(I think) which seems to be just on the point 
of casting itself from a gilt ball into the air.10

7. Ibid.. 16.
3. Ibid., 36.
9. Ibid.. 18.

IQ. Ibid.. 38.
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liben Hawthorne was tired of the pictures and 
other sights» he was honest enough to admit it, plac
ing the blame not on the antiquities, but on himself 
for not having a greater capacity to enjoy them. How
ever each day his eagerness was renewed, and he would 
set forth once more to saturate himself with the best 
France had to offer. Always a romancer, he delighted 
in all that appealed to the imagination —  the relics 
of the French kings or famous streets marked with the 
footsteps of saints. How his interest did not follow 
the morbid vein, but waxed almost humorous.

Thence we turned into the Hue St. Denis, 
which is one of the oldest streets in Paris 
and it is said to have been first marked out 
by the track of the saints footsteps, where, 
after his martyrdom he walked along it, with 
his head under his arm, in quest of a burial 
place. This, legend may account for any crook
edness of the street; for it could not possi
bly be asked of a headless man that he should 
walk straight.11

He describes admirably the Cathedral of Amiens, 
the Church of the Madeleine and Hotre Dame, adding frag
ments of information, recollections and incidental judg
ments.

It is an advantage of these vast edi
fices, rising over us and spreading about 
us in such a fimsamental way, that we can
not spoil them by any pettiness of our own, 
but that they receive (or absorb) our petti-

11. Ibid., 32-33
8 8 2 ?  i
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nes» Into their own immensity. Every lit
tle fantasy finds its place and propriety 
in them like a flower on the earth's broad bosom,13

Perhaps this quiet blending which he mentions was 
having its share of responsibility in revealing a happier, 
more human Hawthorne in France than had ever been seen in 
America.

His characteriaation of the French people shows his
inability to appreciate them, due partly to those early ln- 
iluences already discussed, but no doubt as much, in this 
case, to the cold weather, poor accomodations, poor food 
and his lack of knowledge of the French language.

Truly, I have no sympathies toward the 
French people; their eyes do not win me, nor 

§?lancee »elt and mingle with mine.
But they do grand and beautiful things in the 
architectural way; apd I am grateful for it/*3

The visual magnificence of Napoleon ill's 
Paris was by no means lost upon Hawthorne; 
but a week was enough to weary him of a city 
in which he felt himself so unambiguously a 
s t ranger. 1"**

But Hawthorne's destination was Italy, not France, 
and since he had not oared for France, it was a happy 
January 17, when he boarded the Neapolitan steamer, 
Calabrese, bound for Italy. 13 14

13. Xbld.. 35.
13. Ibid.. 19.
14. Newton Arvin, Hawthorne. 246.
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The voyage across the beautiful sea was cold; 
♦»...the temperature was more that of the North Sea than 
of the Mediterranean«,15 16 After reaching Genoa and find
ing it too cold for much sightseeing, the Hawthornes took 
a carriage on to Olvlta Veochia.

The road was reported to be infested by 
brigands; and as the journey had to be per
formed after dark, it acquired something of 
the character of an adventure... .Hawthorne 
had with him a large sum In napoleons; and 
soon after starting he proceeded to bestow 
these in various Improbable hiding places,
—  X remember the inside of an old umbrella 
was made the repository of a good deal of 
it. Hawthorne laughed and joked while mak
ing these arrangements.16

They remained for a few hours in Clvlta Vecohia 
and then arrived «half frozen« in Rome and Hawthorne re
cords, «and this is sunny Italy and genial Rome«.17

he did not know then that before the spring months 
had passed, Italy would become very agreeable to him and 
that in his preface to The Marble Faun he would refer to 
it as «a fairy precinct«. Speaking in the third person 
in the preface he says:

Italy as the site of his Romance, was 
chiefly valuable to him as affording a sort 
of poetic or fairy precinct, where actual
ities would not be so terribly insisted upon

15. Julian Hawthorne, op. pit.. 175.
16. Ibid.
17. Nathaniel Hawthorne, oj>. cit., 56.
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aa they are, and rauet needs be, in America.18 19
On their arrival in Rome the Hawthornes were ba

se iged by
...cab-drivers, hotel-runners, and commis- 
saires, who assaulted us with a volley of 
French, Italian, and broken Egnlish, which 
beat pitilessly about our ears; for really 
it seemed as if all the dictionaries in the 
world had been torn to pieces and blown 
around us by a hurricane.

When Hawthorne was settled and the weather grew 
warmer, his spirit also warmed and he discovered himself 
finding Italy more and more agreeable. Each day with his 
old eagerness he would visit some cathedral, monastery or 
gallery. As the days grew still more pleasant, it became 
his habit to start out immediately after breakfast, and 
sc engrossed did he become in the sights that he would 
usually not return until evening; "...and as our dinner 
hour is five, —  we at last came away without hearing the 
vesper hymn«.20

Those scenes of which he had dreamed and which 
had fired his imagination even as a little boy in Salem 
and Maine were now realities, and he longed to see as 
many of them as possible. Certainly this was a natural 
American reaction!

18. Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Marble Faun, 15.
19. Nathaniel Hawthorne, op. pit.. 50-51.
30. Ibid., 97.
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Guido Rent's "profoundly wrought picture"21 22 of 
Beatrioe Cenci, the artifioial cavern in which she was 
confined, the prison cell of Benvenuto Cellini, the tomb 
of Cecelia Metella, and a hundred other points of interest 
which had hitherto been but visions of an imaginary world 
now became realities, and Hawthorne emerged with them into 
the world of reality. The city of Rome, with its ruins, 
its gardens, its fountains, its sky and air appealed to 
him, and it seemed that new senses were awakened and de
veloped. One thing is certain —  his imaginative powers 
were led away from their old channels into far healthier 
ones.

There is a wonderful charm in the natu
ralness of all this; and one might fancy a 
swarm of cherubs coming down through the 
opening and sporting in the broad ray, to 
gladden the faith of worshippers on the 
pavement beneath, or angels bearing prayers 
upward, or bringing down responses to them, 
visible with dim brightness as they pass 
through the pathway of heaven's radiance, 
even the many hues of their wings discern
ible by a trusting eye; though, as they pass 
into the shadow, they vanish like the motes.
So the sunbeam would represent those rays of 
divine intelligence which enable us to see 
wonders and to know that they are naturalthings.22

Hawthorne of all men could not fall to be affected

21. Ibid., 89
22. Ibid., 187.
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in the presence of so much holiness and so many reminders 
of antiquity. His many visits to St. Peter*s, his reflec
tions at the Coliseum, hie appreciation of the Forum, and 
his glowing descriptions of the pictures from which he 
gleaned most, revealed a strain of piety over and over 
again in the Italian Notebook.

St. Peter*# offers itself as a place 
of worship and religious comfort for the 
whole human race; and in one of the tran
septs, I found a range of confessionals, 
where the penitent might tell his sins in 
the tongue of his own country, whether 
French, German, Polish, English or what 
not. If I had had a murder on my conscience 
or any other great sin, X think I should have 
been inclined to kneel down here and pour it 
into the safe secrecy of the confessional.
What an institution that is! man needs it so, 
that It seems as if God must have ordained 
it. The popish religion certainly does apply 
itself most closely and comfortably to human 
occasions, and X cannot but think that a 
great many people find their spiritual advan
tage in it, who would find none at all in our 
formless mode of worship. You cannot think 
it all a farce when you see peasant, citizen 
and soldier coming into the Church, each on 
his own hock, and kneeling for moments or 
for hours, directing his silent devotions to 
some particular shrine; too humble to approach 
his God directly, and therefore seeking the 
mediation of some saint who stands beside the 
Infinite Presence.33

Hawthorne had also found inspiration for the novel 
he was planning in The Faun of Praxiteles, so in a liter
ary way he was happy too. Not only did he find material 23

■ 1 1 ! 1 1 U l "  1 1 ................................. . ioiMii ii« ...... mi

23. Julian Hawthorne, op. clt.. 178-179.
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for bis present purpose, but be also filled his notebook 
with a treasury of imaginative gems and suggested plots 
which might still be of value to a writer in search of 
inspiration.

Hawthorne came no closer to being friendly with 
the Italians than he had with the French, but he found 
at once some congenial society, among them, Mr, 0. G. 
Thompson, the artist, who had painted Hawthorne*s por
trait in America, M r . Hopes, another American artist, 
and his wife, met the Hawthornes in Europe and they also 
became fast friends. But most of all did Hawthorne en
joy the company of William Story, the artist from Salem. 
Story took Hawthorne about and introduced him to his 
friends. Before Hawthorne knew it, he was part of a 
very happy circle. Miss Hosmex, Miss Lander, also art-

' 7
ists, Miss Bremer, Mrs. Jameson, Bryant, Motley and his 
family, were likewise part of the intellectual group of 
Americans that Hawthorne had to go to Rome to really know. 
«He appears for the first time in his life really to live 
with other people, not as an occasional visitant, coming 
out of his hermitage, but as one of themselves.«24

These first four months spent in Home, indeed, 
reveal rainbow hues. Scarcely an entry evinces anything 34

34. George 1. Woodberry, op. pit.. 261.
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but satisfaction, good-humor and happiness. Hawthorne 
was establishing his family and himself in a new life
that was daily beooming more fascinating.

In faot, these spring months of his 
first stay in Home wears richer in new im
pressiona, and livelier in imaginative 
stimuli, than any previous period of the 
same length in Hawthorne’s life; and at 
the end he had almost forgotten his in
itial disappointment.25

Hawthorne and his daughter, Una, were lonesome 
on leaving Rome, as his entry of May 23, shows:

This evening, U —  and I took a fate- 
well walk in the Pincian Gardens to see the 
sunset; ...When the sun went down, we descen
ded into the Piazza del Popolo, and thence in
to the Via Ripetta, and emerged through a gate 
to the shore of the Tiber, along which there 
is a pleasant walk beneath a grove of trees.
We traversed it once and back again, looking 
at the rapid river, whioh still kept its mud- 
puddly aspect even in the clear twilight, and 
beneath the brightening moon. The great bell 
of St. Peter’s tolled with a deep boom, a 
grand and solemn sound; the moon gleamed through 
the branches of the trees above us; u —  
spoke with somewhat alarming fervor of her love 
for Rome, and regret at leaving it. We shall 
have done the child no good office, in bringing 
her here, if the rest of her life is to be a 
dream of this «oity of the soul,* and an unsat
isfied yearning to come back to it. On the 
other hand, nothing elevating and refining can 
be really injurious, and so I hope she will 
always be the better for Rome, even if her 
life should be spent where there are no pic
tures, no statues, nothing but the dryness and 
meagreness of a Hew England village”26 25 26

25. Newton Arvin, op. clt., 248.
26. Nathaniel Hawthorne, op. pit.. 218-219.
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The Hawthorne« left Rome the following day, and 
he observed:

On the whole, I was not sorry to see 
the Oauls still pouring into Roms; but yet 
I begin to find that I have a strange af
fection for it, and so did we all. —  the 
rest of the family in a greater degree 
than myself even. It is very singular, 
trie sad embrace with which Rose takes pos
session of the soul. Though we intend to 
return in a few months, and for a longer 
residence than this has been, yet we felt 
the city pulling at our heartstrings far 
more than London did, where we shall prob
ably never spend much time again. It may 
be because the intellect finds a home there 
more than in any other spot in the world, 
and wins the heart to stay with it.37

But new paths lay before them, this time in the 
direction of Florence, and it was a happy party that set 
out on the long journey. Sven the doleful whines of the 
multitudes of beggars could not dim their happiness or 
disturb their good spirits. Instead, Hawthorne, who was 
far from being a wealthy man, found an alms for those he 
considered most worthy.

■ J --- ; V . ,
He was kind to a little one-legged boy who fol

lowed them all over Fbligno.

„ lef-fc Foligno this morning, and, all 
ready for us at the door of the hotel, as 
we got into the carriage, were our friends, 
the beggar-man and the one-legged boy: the 
latter holding out hie ragged hat, and srail- 37

37. Ibid.. 221.
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log with as confident an air as if he had 
done us some very particular service, and 
were certain of being paid for it, as from 
contract. It was so very funny, so impu
dent, so utterly absurd, that I oould not 
help giving him a trifle; but the man got 
nothing, —  a fact that gives me a twinge 
or two, for he looked sickly and miserable.28

Hawthorne*s love for Nature is revealed over and 
over again as the notebooks are read. It was delightfully 
childish and at the same time mature*

On their way from Home to Terai they stopped for
lunch by the wayside and Julian found a nest of little
birds* Hawthorne assures us that he (Julian) put it back
"into the bush whence he took it".29 30 After attempting to
describe Perugia, he gives up saying,

No language nor any art of the pencil can 
give an idea of the scene. When God ex
pressed himself in the landscape to man
kind, He did not intend that it should be 
translated into any tongue save his own 
immediate one.30

He oannot say enough for the beauties of Nature, 
seeming mush aors appreciative of the Creator*s art than 
of that painted by any human hand.

Hawthorns*s subtle humor is always present on 
this trip* He must have been a delightful companion.

28. Ibid., 240.
29. Ibid.. 222.
30. Ibid*. 346.
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«After they were gone we took a ramble through the city, 
but were almost swept away by the violence of the wind» 
which struggled with me for ay hat."31 32

There were times as he passed through these lit
tle cities —  all of them monuments to the past —  that 
he wondered if ever he would be famous. This seems to 
have been hie secret passion. It was & perfectly human 
thought when it is recalled that at this time he had 
written some excellent novels that were being well re
ceived. i

and wondered whether my townspeople would 
ever point it out to strangers, and whether 
the stranger would gaze at it with any de
gree of such interest as I felt in Boccaccio’s well.

But immediately, as though he had expressed some-
' j  • «*• * i * » f , 1 . - i . * *• g,:

thing on paper which was not meant for other eyes, he 
adda, «Oh, certainly not; but yet I made that humble town- 
pump the most celebrated structure in the good town».33

His serious nature was annoyed by giddiness and 
excessive talking in others. 8 peaking of the inhabitants

0

of Incisa, he says:

31. Ibid., 343.
32. Ibid.. 260-361.
33. Ibid., 261.
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...all the within-doors of the Tillage emp
ties Itself there, and keeps up a babblement 
that seems quite disproportioned ©Ten to the 
multitude of tongues that make it. So many 
words are not spoken in a Hew England Til
lage in a whole year as here in this single 
day. People talk about nothing as if they 
were terribly in earnest, and laugh at noth
ing as if it were an excellent joke.34

Everything considered, the trip to FLorenoe was 
Tery pleasant; Gaetano, the betturino, according to Haw
thorne «s entries, was Tery efficient; the fare was always 
ample and good. Whenever there was a Tery steep hill to 
climb, Hawthorne and Julian would alight and walk. At 
the end of the journey Hawthorne records in his journal:

At present, I shall only say further, that 
this journey from Rome has been one of the 
brightest and most uncareful interludes of 
my life; we hare all enjoyed it exceedingly, 
and I am happy that our children have it to 
look back upon. 35

T h e hues of the rainbow were as bright as they 
had ewer been as the Hawthornes settled down in the 
lovely Gasa del Bello at Florence. The Casa del Bello 
deserved its title, being beautifully bright and grace
ful; the room assigned to Hawthorne was* .4 ' ‘ ’ ' " 1

• ‘ if  it 1 >  '* » -fc. . 1  V *  » » ' - i  V. * J . K

...the pleasantest room for my study; 
when I like l can overflow into the summer
house or an arbor, and sit there dreaming of 
a story. The weather is delightful, too warm 34 35

34. Ibid.. 267-268.
35. Ibid.. 273.

>'■ .  C.
i- *
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to walk, but perfectly fit to do nothing in, 
in the coolness of these great rooms. Every 
day I shall write a little, perhaps, —  and 
probably take a brief nap somewhere between 
breakfast and tea, —  but go to see pictures 
and statues occasionally, and so assuage and 
mollify myself a little after that uncongen
ial life of the consulate, and before going 
back to my own hard and dusty New England.36

But being human, Hawthorne did not write very 
much. The lasy, Italian atmosphere was upon him; the 
weather was far too beautiful for him to stay indoors; 
the galleries and churches of Florence beckoned to him 
by day; and the evenings found him enjoying the company 
of his friends. *1 hardly think there can be a plaoe 
in «be world where life is more delicious for its own 
simple sake than here.*36 37

Hawthorne began once more hie study of pictures 
and statues, but now they had grown on him, and his en
joyment and appreciation of them was much greater than 
it had been in Home.

I n  a year*s time, with the advantage of 
access to ^hls magnificent gallery, I think 
X might come to have some little knowledge 
of pictures. It present X still know noth
ing; but am glad to find myself capable, at 
least, of leving one picture better than an
other. 38

36. Nathaniel Hawthorne, 0£. pit.. 275-376.
37. Ibid.. 277.
38. Ibid., 301.
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At tills time it seemed to him that «The most 
beautiful picture la the world, is Raphael *s 
della Seggiola«.39

The «Venice di Medio 1'» pleased him greatly and 
he saw in it as much as anyone not a sculptor could see 
in it, but he considered the Lorenzo di Medici »a mira
cle«, a block of marble, converted «wholly into thought».40 41
iLe Laocoon», which he saw in Home, was one of his favor

ite statues, and this choice seams quite characteristie 
of him.

The Laocoon on this visit impressed me not 
less than before; it is such a type of human

— ----«ith an inextricable trouble,entangled ii 
free themse!— I -- w »«»s from by their own efforts.

and out of which Heaven alone can help them.™
How

their plots!
of Hawthorne's works have this idea for

Hover in Hawthorne's orlticisms of pictures and 
statues is there the least suggestion of pretense. His 
sincerity and humility united to his originality, honesty, 
and fearlessness are apparent in every criticism.

He did not like Carlo Oolee's portrait of «The 
Eternal Father« and does not hesitate to ©all it «a mlxa-

39. Ibid.. 300.
40. Ibid.. 334.
41. Ibid.. 133.
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ele and. masterpiece of absurdity«,**3 and in his wrath 
he goes on to say,

Ho wonder that wrong gets the better of 
right, and that good and ill are confounded, 
if the Supreme Head were as here depicted; 
for I never saw, so perfect a representation 
of a person burdened with a task infinitely 
above his strength.43

Most bitter of all his criticisms is that which 
he directs at Titian's «Magdalen«. His criticism is 
from the moral rather than the artistic point of view. 
He ends It with the words, «Titian must have been a 
very good-for-nothing old man«.43 44

Ho doubt his Puritanic ideas and jjew 
training led him to such estimates, Just as they caused 
him to definitely take sides against nudity in statues. 
He held that the character can be better portrayed by 
having the subject wear the type of clothing he wore 
in life.

On the whole, Hawthorne saw but little in the 
realms of Art that he felt he could praise whole-heart
edly. His desire for perfection caused him to complain 
of grimy pictures, tarnished frames, and faded frescoes. 
A keen observer, he suffered from any failure in beauty,

43. Ibid.. 369.
43. Ibid.. 369.
44. Ibid.. 331.
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whether it m m  physical, moral or intellectual.
In Florence, as in Home, Hawthorne soon became 

part of a very congenial circle of friend«, among them 
Mr. Powers, the sculptor. Hawthorne did not agree with 
Powers, especially on hie ideas of nudity, but he felt 
that Powers did *'not put his life wholly into marble*,45 
and that there was much which he could learn from this 
artist. The Robert Brownings and their little Pennini 
also became close friends of the Hawthornes, and Haw
thorne was rapidly realising that human companionship 
can be very sweet and diverting.

But while Hawthorne was saturating himself in the
quiet beauty of the palaces, churches, and galleries of
Florence and basking in happy friendships he had made,
time was passing, and, aware of it as he was, he seemed
unable to arouse himself to literary heat.

X feel an Impulse to be at work, but am 
kept idle by the sense of being unsettled 
with removals to be gone through, over and 
over again, before I can shut myself into 
a quiet room of my own, and turn the key.
X need monotony, too, an eventless exterior 
life, before X can live in the world within.4®

More than a month later, he makes about the same
entry. * 48

45. Ibid.. 383.
48. Ibid.. 311.
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®®waday®> having already
b «iL  ̂ 2 ^  ^ + 0leiably T®11» * * &  «*• streets IP5SLJHI hot, and myself having been engaged 
in sketching out a romance, FThe Marble Faunl 
which, whether it will ever c &e F ’tmytB 1 
is a point yet to be decided* At any rate, 
it leaves me little heart for Journalizing 
and describing new things? and six months of 
uninterrupted monotony would be more valuable 
to me Just now, than the most brilliant succession of novelties.47

At this time, too, the white heat of the Florenr* 
tine sun was beating upon its narrow pavements with more 
intensity than Hawthorne liked; this and the fear of mala
ria prompted the family to take a suburban villa belong
ing to the Count of Montauto, and they moved there in 
August, 1858.

The seclusion of the villa of Montauto was most 
grateful to Hawthorne, because he was anxious to begin 
to write again. The o^stle, consisting of forty rooms, 
one of which was said to be haunted, and the grand view 
which it commanded made a fit environment for a writer.
Ti e only fault it had, according to Hawthorne, was that 
there was «no water in the landscape».47 48 Each night 
«the mighty and brilliant comet of Donati stretched it
self across the valley in a great fiery arch and remained 
in view tiU near morning«,49 and the Hawthorne family

47. Ibid,. 373.
48. Ibid., 379.
49. Julian Hawthorne, 0£. pit.. 198.
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wore accustomed to watching it mi til bedtime every night.
But his seolusion was not to become a solitude.

Visitors came to Montauto, among them Mr. Story and Mr.
Powers. Others, interested in spiritualism, also came
and spent much time arguing and demonstrating it; but
Hawthorne was not impressed.

My inner soul does not in the least admit 
them; there is a mistake somewhere. So 
idle and empty do i feel these stories to 
be, that Z hesitated long whether or no to 
give up a few pages of this not very impor
tant Journal to the record of them.50

A trace of superstition is seen in Hawthorne, 
when on meeting a monk in Florence, he puts both hands 
behind himself, “with the forefingers and little fingers 
stuck out“.50 51 This procedure was supposed to afford pro
tection against the “evil eye“ of the priest. One need 
not be surprised at this, in view of the number of Amer
icans who avoid black oats and the like; besides the Hew 
England of Hawthorne was also the Hew England of the 
witches.

During the first month at Montauto, Hawthorne was 
“engaged in planning and sketching out a romance“,52 which 
was to be known in Europe as Transformation and in America

50. Hathaniel Hawthorne, gj>. cit.» 394.
51. Ibid.. 384.
52. Ibid.. 391.
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as The Marble Faun.

The villa of Montauto is the prototype of the 
Monte Beni of the romance —  so much so that most read- 
ers call Montauto, Monte Beni. The only change Hawthorne 
made in the surroundings of Montauto was to add water to 
the landscape.

The Marble Faun is in one sense a mirror reflect
ing the Home which Hawthorne saw. The charm of Italy, the 
artistic and antique atmosphere of Home, its religious im
pressiveness, the power that Home’s antiquity and art had 
exercised over him, are all transferred from hie memory 
and the notebooks and embodied in this glamorous romance. 
The realism of the old Puritan town of Salem is equalled 
in the realistic setting of The Marble Faun, which in one 
sense is but *aa extremely pretty picture*.®® In another 
sense it is a study of the nature of evil, in which the 
author is attempting to prove the humanizing effect that 
sin had on Donatello. Since Hawthorne finished only his 
first sketch of the romance at Montauto and because fur
ther events were to have an effect on the took, it is not 
necessary to spend more time analyzing the story at this 
point.

In early September, he decided to spend the rest

53. Hewton A rvin, op. olt.. 258.



of his stay in Florence in order to revisit the galleries 
and see what he had not yet seen. The Uffizi Gallery, the 
Duomo, the museum of Natural History were all visited over 
and over again. Each time he located some new magnificence; 
nothing escaped him, however small; “hut in order to esti
mate the brilliancy of the diamond eyes of a little agate 
bust, for instance, you have to screw your mind down to 
them and nothing else*.5* His mind was becoming more and 
more capable of appreciating all that he came in contact 
with.-.-/- . v'.r . .■ ■'

His mind at this period was as fertile 
in imaginative conceptions as it had ever 
been in his life; and could he have spent 
four or five years in Montauto, instead of 
a couple of months, he might have written 
as many romances as now bear his name....
But he wished his daughters to grow up in 
their own country and his son to have an 
American education; nor could he free him
self from a restless longing to see again 
the land of his birth.

At the end of September, recording a last visit to
the Ufflsi Gallery, he wrote:

It is not a pleasant thought that we are so 
soon to give up this gallery, with little 
prospect (none or hardly any, on my part) 
of ever seeing it again....my memory will 
often tread there as long as I livs. What 
shall we do in America!56

54. Nathaniel Hawthorne, op. clt.. 404.
55. Julian Hawthorne, oj>. pit., 199-200.
56. Nathaniel Hawthorne, op. clt.. 423.
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Truly these had been happy days and Hawthorne 
little realized how much of both his past and his future 
life he symbolized in his beautiful entry of September 28,
just a few days before he turned his face from Florence 
forever.

The nights are wonderfully beautiful now. 
When the moon was at the full, a few nights 
ago, its light was an absolut4 glory.suohas 
I seem only to have dreamed of heretofore, »nd 
that only in my younger days. At its rising I 
have fancied that the orb of the moon has a 
hind of purple brightness, and that this tinge 
is communicated to its radiance until it has

a“4 ahedc a «-ood of white over hill and valley. How that the moon is
the*e 18 a gentler lustre, but ■tfjl bright; and it makes the Val-de*Arno 

with its surrounding hills, and its soft mist 
in the distance, as beautiful a scene as ex
ists anywhere out of heaven. And the morning

i? "S«1?*?*?** 111 ltB 0TO way- ^ 8mist, of which I have so often spoken, sets 
it iSSf? the^1 imits of actual sense and makes

M .Jf y°u dreaming about the valley, —  as if the valley itself were 
dreaming, and met you half-way in your own 
dream. If the mist were to be withdrawn, I
g o ^ t t h  tt%7ho1* beauty of the valley

His »moon« had been at its full in Rome and Flor
ence, Montauto was his "Vai de'Arno« with its waning moon 
the mist was soon to be withdrawn and the whole beauty of 
his life was to go with it.

5?. Ibid.. 425.
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GLIMMERING SHADOW

About the beginning of October, 1858, the 
Hawthornes set out on their return to Rome and stopped 
on their way for a time at Siena, William Story and 
his family were living there and made Hawthorne*s ten- 
day stop very pleasant. Siena seemed to Hawthorne, «far 
more picturesque than any other town in Italy«, but when 
he recalled Perugia he felt that his "observation is a 
mistake".1 He even believed that he might enjoy set
tling down in Siena. He was delighted with Sodoma‘8 
picture of Christ bound to a pillar, after having been 
scourged, saying, "In all these generations since it was 
painted it must have softened thousands of hearts, drawn 
down rivers of tears, been more effectual than a million 
of sermons. Really it le a thing to stand and weep at".2 3

Entries of this type became more and more fre
quent as Hawthorne nears the end of his Journey through 
Italy, and to the student of his French and Italian Note-
MpJSg. they reveal the transformation which had taken place 
in his heart.

1, Nathaniel Hawthorne,
and Italian Notebooks, 435. Passages from the French

3. Ibid.. 446.
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Had this transformation from the irreverence of 
his earlier days been supplemented by the gift of Faith, 
how ©hanged would have been the remainder of his life!
Faith would have been his strength in weakness» his con
solation in suffering, his light in darkness. That crav
ing for perfection which is noted in all his works would 
have been satisfied, for his daughter, Hose, speaking of 
the shadow which hung over even his brightest moments, says,

There was a sadness about Italy, although 
it lay under «the smile of God», as my father 
oalls its sunshine. He and my mother often 
mention this shadow.... in their records. At 
times the cause peems to them to come from 
the »incubus» of the Catholic religion, al
though they both believed it capable of be- 
ing wholly perfect. Glorious scenes were 
constantly soothing this sense of 
sorrow, scenes such as cannot be found in 
regions outside the Church.3

But the Catholic religion is not a succession of 
«glorious scenes», and Hawthorne did not receive the gift 
of Faith, missed his golden opportunity, as is evidenced 
by The Marble Faun, which he wrote in Europe; his soul 
was still starved and uncertain, untouched by the real 
beauty of Christ's Church.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.
Omitted, all the voyage of their life
Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 3

389. 3. Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, Memories of Hawthorne.



48

Aa it was, "he was never converted and never 
joined any church”.4 Be had no more interest in pope, 
priest or ceremony, as he travelled Italy, than he had 
in the figures in a picture, and he criticised them 
quite as freely. The transformation which developed 
unconsciously in his heart was a religion as exceptional 
as he was} it was the religion in the pictures, the ca
thedrals and the monuments. It entered his inmost soul, 
soothed him and tended to satisfy the craving within him, 
but it gave him only a temporary peace. It could not be
come a part of him aid was to leave hie life emptier than 
it had been before.

From Siena, the Hawthornes pursued their way to 
home by vettura, a f ive day * s journey much the same in 
general as their former trip had been, Constantino Bacci, 
their vetturino, was highly satisfactory aid they added 
his name to that of Gaetano, the two together making a 
complete though rather short list of the Italians whom 
Hawthorne had considered really nice. Constantino in due 
time deposited them in Rome, and their last six months of 
residence there began. Hawthorne was happy to return and 
recorded in his notebook on arriving,

I had a quiet, gentle, comfortable pleasure.

4. Moncure Conway, Life of Nathaniel Hawthorne. 171.
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as if, after many wanderings, I was drawing 
near Rome, for, now that I have known it 
once, Rome certainly does draw into itself 
my heart, as I think even London, or even 
little Concord Itself, or old sleepy Salem, 
never did and never will.5

Truly it was like coming home, as much like it as 
one can hope for in a foreign land. Since the Hawthornes 
had been in Home before, they were better able to under
stand and enjoy the city on her own terms. They knew 
where to find the interesting places and what to expect 
of the people.

They arrived in the middle of October and, since
the evening air at that time of the year is not favorable
to health, every night found them within doors. Julian
Hawthorne, in describing these evenings, reveals many
characteristics of his father, which would tend to human-

*

ize him pleasantly enough for the modern American.
We played whist and euchre and old maid 

and had great fun. Hawthorne was an incom
parable companion at such times; he made the 
life and jollity of the amusement. Every
body wanted to be his partner, not because 
he always won, for he did not, but because 
either good or evil fortune was delightful 
in alliance with him. He was charming in 
victory; but X am not sure that he was not 
more charming in defeat. The true nature of 
a person is sure to discover itself in a long 
series of games of cards. He entered heartily 
and unreservedly into the spirit of the con- 
test. When he was beaten he defrauded his 5

5. Nathaniel Hawthorne, o¡5. clt.. 478.
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opponents of none of their legitimate tri- 
umph by affecting indifference; and when he 
captured the add trick he made no pretence 
of not oaring. It was a genuine struggle all
S S  IS7 tJrough  ̂ axid refreshing, however it turned out. Perhaps there are few men of 
fifty-four years who hare enough of boyish 
freshness left in them to sit down with their 

n*&ht after night, and laugh and ex
ult through an hour or two* a play, in which 
the only stakes were the honor of vietory. 
x* never occurred to me to think it remark
able thenj but now it seems different. He

Je®e2u0ld to ufl* &°we*e:r, even to 
J.There was a primitive freshness 
»aj always arching his eyebrow 

and twitching the comers of his mouth. 6
Hawthorne*s artist friends soon discovered his 

return, and there is much humor between the lines in
which he describes the artists* opinions of each other. 
"I repeat these things only as another instance how in
variably every sculptor uses his chisel and mallet to 
smash and deface the marble-work of every other*.^

But now the rainbow hues began to fade and 
slowly descended on Hawthorns*s last days abroad.

shadows

I is health began to fail; he wearied easily from 
his trips to the cathedrals and churches; the Roman atmos
phere induced a Roman languor and he lost his love for it 
all. 6 7

6. Julian Hawthorne, Hawthorne and His Wife. 205.
7. Nathaniel Hawthorne, op. pit.. 483.
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The Homan malaria was not supposed to be 
dangerous after October; but to be on the safe side, 
the Hawthornes always made it a rule to be inside by 
six o'clock. But one evening, Una, Hawthorne's eldest 
daughter, who was talented in sketching, became so en
grossed in finishing a drawing at the Palace of the 
Caesars, that she over-stayed her time. In a few days, 
she had the Homan fever with all its chills and other 
symptoms, and Hawthorne was enveloped in the darkest of 
shadows. For four months he did not make an entry in his 
notebooks. "

Julian Hawthorne, however, relates much of what 
occurred during those sad days and reveals his father's 
stoicism and love for his family. He tells that during 
the early days of. Una's illness, Hawthorne, although grave, 
played cards every evening just the same as before. The 
physician's report came to Hawthorne personally every day. 
It was communicated to the rest only in general terms.

The rest of us laughed and enjoyed our—
?^oh as before* and scarcely noticed how seldom Hawthorne contrived to 

smile. We thought that, so long as he could 
play cards, there was no danger of an evil 
issue of the fever. And this, of course, 
was precisely his object in continuing the 
praotioe. Until concealment was no longer 
of use, he resolved to keep us from suspect
ing any danger. At what cost to his own

he had persevered inthis daily infliction, one can imagine now 
but we had no suspicion of it thenf And so
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it went on, until Dr* Franco made the communi
cation above mentioned Cthat Una could not live!.
We did not expect to have a game that evening; -1 
but at seven o'clock Hawthorne produced the 
cards and we sat down. The game was whist, and 
certainly it was silent enough to satisfy the 
most exacting disciple. One hand was played; 
and then Hawthorne put down his cards. He 
gone to the limit of his possibility. "We won't 
play any more*», said he. And neither at that 
time nor any time was that rubber of whist de
cided.«

■' t  !°’’7  : * '  r* r ■ K

The long, gloomy days of the Roman winter dragged 
on, in all their depression; but finally, contrary to the 
physician's foreboding, Una began to improve. Her conva
lescence was very slow, however, and her recovery was 
never to be complete. Hawthorne, too, grew paler day by 
day until the family began to wonder which needed care most 
—  he or Una. Two months later in his notebooks, he speaks 
of Una's illness as something "that pierced into my very 
vitals'*.8 9 He really suffered, because he loved Una dearly. 
"Hawthorne always called the Old Manse at Concord his Eden 
and Una was the sweetest flower from it.»10

It was during Una's convalescence that Franklin 
Pierce came to Rome and went to see Hawthorne, only to find 
him enveloped in the darkness of this misfortune. Pierce

8. Julian Hawthorne, op., cit., 207.
9. Nathaniel Hawthorne, Q£. pit.. 503.

10. Moncure D. Conway, op., cit., 166.
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had himself suffer«! much, and although «he said very-
little, it «as impossible not to feel how much he oared.

I did not know what comfort there might be 
in the manly sympathy of a friend; but Pierce 
has undergone so great a sorrow of his own, 
and has so large and kindly a heart, and is 
so tender and so strong, that he really did 
me good, and I shall always love him the 
better for the recollection of his minis
trations in these dark days.12

«11

Hawthorne and Pierce spent several weeks visiting 
together points of interest in old Rome and talking over 
their adventures since their college daye. Finally Pierce 
had to leave Rome, and on his departure, Hawthorne says:

I have found in him, here in Rome, the 
whole °f my early friend, and even better

knoi t o  » t  love himone whit the less for having been President,
hi« the greatest good inhis power....If he had been merely a bene
factor, perhaps I might not have borne it 
so well; but each did hie best for the other as friend for friend.13

How many sterling qualities are revealed in the 
above exoerpt alone —  life-long friendship, independence 
and happiness at his friend«s success.

The carnival came again and, since Una was show
ing enough improvement to be about again, Hawthorne was 11 12 13

11. Julian Hawthorne, 0£. tit., 211.
12. Nathaniel Hawthorne, oj>. pit., 503.
13. Ibid.. 504.
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celebrating a private festival of his own and entered 
into all the festivities. He threw confetti as zealously 
as any one "and partly understood why the young people 
liked it [the festival] so much».14 «»While he was actu
ally engaged, he fell cordially enough into the humor of 
the sport; but as soon as he became merely a spectator,
he could perceive only the absurdity of it all.««15 What

; v
could be more human than that?

Hawthorne seemed to enjoy his last days in Rome. 
His spirits had rebounded after the winter*s misfortune.
The weather was warm; William Story and he visited the

* • • - « • ■ ■- . ,  *

farm on which the statue of Venus had been unearthed; he 
made farewell visits to all the places of interest which 
had given him so many happy hours; and he did not yet 
realise how much his health had been impaired during Una*s 
illness.

His feelings upon leaving Home were divided; he 
was glad and he was sorry. In his entry of March 23, 1859, 
he writes:

14. Ibid.. 487.
15. Julian Hawthorne, op. cit., 212.
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many yearnings to return hereafter 
many regret« that I did not make better 
use of the opportunities within my grasp.
... In the state of mind in whioh I now 
stand towards Borne, there is very little
longer3?? *° be gaine<l ^  staying here

However, in direct conflict with the above Quoted
entry were hie last emotions on Roman soil*

After breakfast I walked to the Pincian, 
and saw the garden and the city, and the 
Borghese grounds, and St* Peter*s in an 
earlier sunlight than ever before. Me- 
thought they never looked so beautiful, 
nor the sky so bright and blue. I saw 
Soracte on the horizon, and I looked at 
everything as if fox the last times nor 
do I wish ever to see any of these objects 
again, though no place ever took so strong 
a hold of my being as Rome, nor ever seemed 
so doss to ms and so strangely familiar.
I seem to know it better than my birthplace, 
and to have known it longer,...still Ioan- 
not say I hate it, perhaps might fairly own 
a love for it.1”

The Hawthornes left Rome on May 36, aid went by 
sea to Marseilles. The details of travelling fr»** always 
been unpleasant to Hawthorne and, as they had not been 
fortunate enough to secure a Geetana or a Constantino, 
all the negotiations had to be carried on through an 
interpreter, making the trip all the more difficult.

Entering Marseilles was like passing "from death 16 *

16. Nathaniel Hawthorne, op. clt.. 496.
1?. Ibid.. 506.
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into life*,1® record® Hawthorne* Somewhat later he 
observes that "Home takes the charm out of all inferior 
antiquity, as well as the life out of human beings*.18 19 20 21 
From this time on, a certain weariness overhangs the 
notebooks; it deepens as time passes, just as the even» 
ing slowly loses itself in the twilight. Hawthorne re
alized that it was upon him and attributed the feeling 
to “the lassitude of Rome*.20

A few days at Avignon, and on the family went to 
Qeneva. The scenery was beyond even Hawthorne »s power
of expression and he passes its beauty into the notebooks 
with the words, *—

» nonsense of attempt- 
icenery. There is no 
scenery could be ade- 
words, there would have 
making it a reality.21

Perhaps it would be well if more writers under
stood humility of this type, and knew their limitations.

The Prison of Chillon stimulated Hawthorne to 
write, and he devotes several pages of the notebooks to 
a description of the old prison which Byron has immor

18. Ibid., 512.
19. I M A ». 514.
20. fold.. 515.

21. Julian Hawthorne, 0£. clt., 218.

1 have come to see tb 
ing to describe fine i 
such possibility. If 
quately reproduced in 
been no need of Ood*s
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talized in his Prisoner of Çhlllon. Hawthorne's de
scription is so vivid that it affords a real treat to 
lovers of Byron*s posa.

However, Hawthorne insisted that he had not 
spirit to write as of yore. "I flag terribly; scenes 
things make but dim reflections on my Inward mirror; 
if ever I have a thought, words do not come aptly to 
clothe it.h22 These reflections would be for the average 
human being perfectly human reactions, but in Hawthorne 
they indicated that hie health was failing —  the dark 
shadows were closing in upon him.

But he was not ready to lay down his pen. The' 
M s m ®  still but a sketch, and he longed to
finish it. A short time sufficed for him to make the
trip from Geneva to Paris, thence to London, and he de-

p

elded to remain in England for a year, despite the fact
that thoughts of his own country assailed him more and 
more.

He appreciated England more because he had spent 
eighteen months on the Continent. He had enjoyed those 
months and had learned much from the art and the archaeol
ogy that he had come upon; but being thoroughly human, he 
judged art by comparing it with humanity and nature, and 
when the art failed under such a test, he was disappointed. 22

22. Julian Hawthorne, 0£. cit., 219.
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This disappointment led Him to a hunger for human beings 
of his own kind. He needed to know that he was in a so
ciety where he was essentially at one with those about 
him. Of course this society could exist for him only in 
Hew England, but there was so much more similarity between 
him and the residents of England than there had been be
tween him and the people on the Continent that he actually 
began to feel at home again. Before going into the se
clusion of Redcar, he spent several weeks in London and 
surprised himself by enjoying meeting again the friends
he had made during the consulate there.

Redcar was an ideal place in which to write a novel 
like l&g. Marble Faun.

• s.broad brown sands stretched for miles, 
with the sonare German ooean breaking over 
them, and inland there were long wastes of 
lonely country with small, remote villLes 
here aitò there. The place was little known 
then; and certainly it offered the strong- 
est possible contrast to the scenes amidst 
whioh the romance was laid and therefore 
gave these the stronger relief in the writer*s memory aitò imagination.23 r s

Hawthorne realised that be mist have quiet and 
seclusion if he were to do his best work. For the four
aonths that he spent in Redcar he wrote no Journal, but 
worked only on The Marble Faun. This romance is in no 
way a record of what occurred during Hawthorne's Redcar

33. Ibid., 226.
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day«, except that it reveals toy it« very text that hi« 
mind was hack in old Rome and that he was combining 
memory and hi« French and Italian Notebooks to make the 
background of hi« story. He had been inspired toy Home, 
and this novel was the outlet for that inspiration.

NIt would be an exagge rat ion, tout one in the 
spirit of the truth, to say that The Marble Faun is lit
tle more than an extremely pretty picture.»24 Truly, it 
is pictorial in every sense —  first because of its back
ground of Homan antiquities, Italian countrysides, Carni
val scenes, and the Villa Montauto; and again because of 
its moral drama, engaging Kenyon, the unfortunate Dona
tello, the shadowy Miriam and the innocent Hilda, all of 
whom remain rather unreal. The romance is charmingly 
artistic, tout it does not solve the problems it sets out 
to solve and ends in futility. It is a Puritan romance, 
which seems to toe masquerading in Italian dress.

...two of the models —  Hilda and Kenyon —  
are Bostonian; Miriam, though portrayed from 
a Jewess met in London is naturalized into 
American independence, and the only professed 
Italian, Donatello, is more like Henry Thoreau 
of Concord, than any historical personal 
Thoreau used to amuse us toy gently rais' 
fish out of the water; to those who did not 
know that the fish was the bream, —  which 
is bold enough to try and protect its spawn 
—  which Thorneau*« hand threatened —  the

24. Hewton Arvin, 0£. Sit.. 258.
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feat was sufficiently marvellous to suggest 
Donatello's intimacy with the wild creaturei around Monte Beni.25

However, Hawthorne did not improve his chosen 
theme by placing it in an Italian setting, and while The

without doubt a thing of loveliness, it 
does not reach the heights of T&e Scarlet better.

J M  was finished at Leamington early
in the spring of 1860 and once more Hawthorne turned to 
liis notebooks. It is startling to see how human associ
ations have replaced his former interest in subjects 
which appealed to the imagination. "Home and Florence 
had greatly humanised him*»,25 26 27 28 and when The Marble Faun 
had gone into the publisher's hands he passed four very 
pleasant months in London and Bath.

In May he was the gpest of the Motley's for 
some days -- a most happy visit. He had left 
his family in Leamington and daily posted to 
them letters written for him by Una before he 
left. Be was in his merriest mood.27

On May 17, he writes in his Notebook,
You would be stricken dumb to see how quietly 
I aceept a whole string of Invitations and 
what is more perform my engagements without a 
murmur...The stir of this LoSdon life, some
how or other has done me a wonderful deal of 
good and I feel better than for months past.28

25. Moncure D. Conway, op. pit., 165.
26. Ibid.. 194.
27. Ibid.
28. Nathaniel Hawthorne, op. pit., 561,
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»He also amazed, his friends by the ease and wit 
of his after dinner speeches. *29

As the time for returning to America drew near, 
thoughts of his own country filled Hawthorne«s mind more 
and more. However, these thoughts gave him little peace, 
because he could not settle them in his mind. He had 
never relished the thoughts of being an expatriate end.
pitied those who spent their lives in exile, adding that 
"we Pexpatriatee^j ...make ourselves a part of one or the 
other country only by laying our bones in its soil".®®
Yet he was not sure that ha would be happy in America again.

...in the autumn of 1859, he wrote to Tlcknor:
I must oonfess that I have outlived all feel

ing of homesickness; but still there are some 
friends whom I shall be rejoiced to see again.
...I doubt whether I shall ever again he con
tented to live long in one place, after the 
constant changes of* residence for nearly seven

However, uncertainty of the type Just described 
is a perfectly natural reaction, and it has been the ex
perience of all those who have had the Joy of an extended 
holiday abroad. In the hour of departure, the "land of 
dreams come true" unfolds its fairest Hewers and brings 
forth its greatest allurements, and one is not a less

39. Moncure D. Conway, ££. eit., 195.
30. Nathaniel Hawthorne, o¡>, eit., 432.
31. Newton A rvin, oj±. d t .. 256.
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patriotic American for looking fondly back. So it was 
with Hawthorne. Like the good Mohammedan who carries 
with hisa the little strip of carpet on which he kneels
down to face toward Mecca, Hawthorne had carried with
him the American viewpoint and had measured all things 
European according to it. It does not require a discern
ing eye to see that a thread of intense Americanism, col
ored slightly with homesickness, runs through the French
M É  Italian Notebooks, It is well expressed in a letter
he wrote from Leamington to his friend Henry Bright, just 
^ e r  Ili£ Marble Faun was published.

4^ I^Segl\i°.be reB*lesB (and so do we all) with the anticipation of our approaching de
parture....! long to be at home. Nothing more 
can be done or enjoyed till we have breathed 
our native air again....Our roots are pulled 
up, and we cannot really live till we stick 
them into the ground again. 33

It was with such mixed emotions that in June, 1860, 
Hawthorne turned his back upon Europe, realizing perhaps 
more or less that the «seven years of the happiest oppor
tunities«32 33 he was to know had passed. «His European reei- 
denoe tod been brightest at the last, he had broken almost 
completely with those habits of extreme seclusion.«34

32. Ibid.. 254-255.
33. Henry James, op. oit., 165.
34. Ibid.



63

On Hawthorne*b arrival in America, he took up his 
abode in the house he had bought in Concord before going 
to Europe.

In England and Italy, Hawthorne had 
developed a sociability which, though it 
was certainly not excessive, was for him 
phenomenal; and it might have been pre
dicted that on hie return to America, this 
sociability would grow upon him. To Lowell, 
in fact, that first eurmer, he seemed weasier 
in society than formerly"; and it is cer
tainly notable that he w&spersuaded to be
long to the Saturday Club.35

But the shadows which had for the most part 
glimmered upon the horizon before, descended now upon 
Hawthorne’s life and enveloped it in a darkness that he 
had not known for over seven years. They came in many 
forms: his own ill health is revealed in the notebooks 
for the previous year and more; he was growing old; he 
bad returned home to find himself the stranger that had
left America; he was haunted by the sense of being an 
outsider, and after hie associations in Europe it was 
unbearable; the impending Civil war cast its shadow upon 
him; Una had relapsed into another serious illness; un»
pleasantness was caused by his dedicating the book to 
Pierce; there was financial stress; he was unable to 
write anything worth while; these facts —  and be it re-

35. Newton Arvin, 0£. cit., 266-267.
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membered they are not the whole story —  plunged him In
to such a gloom that his death in 1864 must have been a 
happy deliverance.



CHAPTER V

m t m m s m

"We are born twice“, said Rousseau, "first as 
individuals, and seoond as members of sooiety.1,1 The 
important factors which bear in a psychological way on 
the first birth of Nathaniel Hawthorne hare been dis
cussed and their values weighed. His strange childhood 
and adolescence and their exceptional results as shown 
through his early manhood and his earlier works have 
also been pointed out. It will be readily agreed that 
such a childhood and adolescence could not and did not 
contribute to the formation of a wholesome personality, 
the development of which is necessary for the "second"
birth referred to by Rousseau. What has been said of

»

Ralph Hodgson may also be said of Hawthorne —  "His 
imagination was his monastery and he was its monk".1 2 
But one cannot live in a "chamber under the eaves"3 as 
Hawthorne did for twelve of his best years, and be alive 
to the comings and goings of everyday society. It will 
be remembered that in The French and Italian Notebooks 
we first see Hawthorne as a member of society; hence it

1. William H. Burnham, The Wholesome Peruana!i ty
2. Elizabeth Drew, Discovering Poetry.
3. George Woodberry, Nathaniel Hawthorne. 27.
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was in Europe that hie "second.* birth occurred.
Ifrench and Italian Notebooks reveal the new 

Hawthorne; here the shadowey figure that stands behind 
3ft® Minister «s yell and The Birthmark is gone and in its 
place stands a warm, vital human being who laughs and 
cries, exults and regrets. One might believe that the 
Salem Hawthorne is a distant "black-browed" ancestor of 
the smiling Hawthorne of France and Italy.

Infatuated with Hawthorne *s charm, the reader 
travels Europe with him. The bleakness of France, the 
language of Rome, the poor accomodations vex him as they 
vex Hawthorne, and he wishes that Hawthorne could have 
enjoyed modern conveniences and he believes that could 
that have been possible, his famous companion’s trip 
would have been entirely enjoyable.

Hawthorne1s easy conversation (through the medium 
of the Notebooks) fairly scintillates as one gallery or 
cathedral after another is visited, and one feels the 
antiquity and catches its musty odor. His family and 
friends become the reader1s friends and they all laugh 
and talk together. His quiet and dignified humor keeps 
the party in good spirits. How little of the beautiful 
scenery would have been appreciated had not Hawthorne in

. 5* *  .

his leisurely way drawn attention to it and related some 
interesting fact concerning itS As the tour progresses,
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Hawthorne beoomee more and more appreciated if not bet
ter known, for he was a man who “inevitably produced an 
impression upon the observer but whom it was very diffi
cult to know“.4 5 He is at all times the refined, cul
tured American gentleman on a holiday. He is amused by 
the carnival, certain of the beggars, and the conver
sations of his friends Just as any other normal human 
being might have been. Una»s illness plunges him into 
the same grief that many another fond father has experi
enced during the serious sickness of his first born.
Like other people he found much solace in the quiet 
sympathy of a friend.

Hawthorne»s notebooks, unlike the philosophical 
Journals of Etaerson, reveal him to be interested in other 
human beings.

Men and women no less than inanimate nature 
...dramatic conceptions, the fruit of imag
inative revery, or observations of the ex
ternal world,... these are the central sub
stance of Hawthorne*s Journals.5
No individuals were sufficiently humble to 
merit his indifference or sufficiently common
place to escape his analysis. If he had a ' 
predilection here, it was for men and women 
on the edge of things, outcasts, “wrecks“,

Wife.
4. Julian Hawthorne, Nathaniel Hawthorne and His 

374-375.

ix. 5. Newton Arvin, Hie Heart of Hawthorne1s Journals,
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people who had somehow failed to swing into 
the general march of life, or had somehow 
fallen out of it....observe what happened 
to the beautiful Jewess at the lord Mayor's 
dinner in London, when she turned up as 
Miriam in "The Marble Faun«.6

Surely a man is most human when he shows his 
Interest in other human beings. But Hawthorne's «large, 
vigorous and in many respects unprecedented«6 7 nature 
cannot be fully portrayed from external effects alone, 
thoee «reflections and partial reproductions of himself«8 
and his family, reveal the man in his inner life, and 
the effect is more humanizing than that produced in any 
other way. What might otherwise seem vogue and obscure 
becomes a revelation in the light of his relations with 
Mrs. Hawthorne, Una, Julian and Hose. Their voluntary 
and endless praise of him after his death serves to 
he1^3ten and give glowing color to what The French and 
Italian notebooks unwittingly revealed.

Much of Hawthorne'e philosophy of life Is dis
closed in the two following extracts from letters, the 
first to Sophia Peabody before their marriage, the second 
written by Mrs. Hawthorne to —  after eight years of mar
ried life.

6. Ibid.. xi-xii.
7. Julian Hawthorne, op. oit., 374-375.
8. Loo« olt♦
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only life enough to know that X was not 
alive, for X had no wife then to keep my 
heart warm. But at length you were re
vealed to me in the shadow of seclusion 
as deep as ay own. QMrs. Hawthorne had 
heen an invalid^ I drew nearer and nearer 
to you, and opened my heart to you, and you 
Game to me, and will remain forever, keep
ing my heart warm, and renewing m y  life 
with your own. You only have taught me 
that X have a heart; you only have thrown 
a light deep downward and upward into my 
soul* You only have revealed me to my
self, for without your aid my best knowl
edge of myself would have been merely to 
know my own shadow —  to watch the flicker
ing on the wall, and mistake its fantasies 
for my own real actions.9

And here is what Mrs. Hawthorne felt moved to 
write of her husband:

He has a perfect dominion over himself in 
every respect, so that to do the highest, wis
est, loveliest thing is not the least effort 
to him, any more than it is fox a baby to be 
innooent. Xt is his spontaneous act, and a 
baby is not more unconscious of its innocence.
I never knew such loftiness so simply borne.
X have never known him to stoop from it in the 
moat trivial household matter any more than in 
the larger or more public ones. Happy, happiest 
is the wife who can bear such and so sincere 
testimony to her husband after eight years1 in
timate union. Such a person can never lose the 
prestige which commands and fascinates. I can
not possibly oonoeive of my happiness, but in 
a kind of blissful confusion live on. If X can 
only be so great, so high, so sweet as he in 
any phase of my being, I shall be glad.10-

Life." 9. 0. H. Ibershoff, "Hawthorne*s Philosophy of 
M e  Outlook, CXXVI (1920), 124.
10. Loo, oit.
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A most effective means of revelation is through 
comparison, and it Is most interesting to contrast Haw
thorne 'e attitude toward Rome and the Catholic Church 
with that of Ralph Waldo Emerson. t s

Emerson, at the age of twenty-nine, wrote with 
perfect complacence in his journal that he was thoroughly 
disillusioned with Rome. To the cultured his reactions 
seem prejudiced, provincial, puritanical and somewhat 
lacking in aesthetio sensibility.

Hawthorns vindicates the American reputation for 
good taste by his glowing appreciations all through the 
Italian Notebooks and his glorification of the Eternal 
City in The Marble Faun. He was saved from the philosoph
ical self-satisfaction of Emerson by his sensitive, artis
tic nature and hi« love for the beautiful.

Bserson, saturated with Transcendentalism, ex
pressed his life-long attitude toward everything tradi
tional in religion in the passage which he wrote in his 
journal, April 14, 1833, after a visit to the English 
Chapel in Home;

Attended Divine Service at the English 
SSff1, TJ° Pleach well you must preaSh the 
Truth. It is vain to say what has been said 
every Sunday for a hundred years if it is not true.H

1 1 , Bliss Perry (Editor), Heart of Emerson*s Jour-
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He believed that the Catholic Church was for the 
ages and the masses —  that it ignored the individual.

Hawthorne m s  enthralled by the beauty and sin
cerity of Catholic worship« and was much impressed by 
St. Peter’s, which he called «the world’s greatest Cathe
dral«.12 The ministrations of the confessional especially 
appealed to him, and in The Marble Faun he has the Puritan 
girl, Hilda, seek its consolation* One of Hawthorne’s 
biographers has said that he was always «an unconscious 
Catholic«, and one is inclined to believe that there is 
some truth in the statement. Certainly his attraction for 
Rome was more than a surface interest in the aesthetic.

Hawthorne himself never became a Catholic, but his 
two daughters showed the friendliness that the family felt 
for the Church. Una died an Anglo-Catholic n»« ^ lit
tle convent at Clerver, England. Rose and her husband, 
George Parsons Lathrop, were received into the Catholic 
Church in 1891. After the death of her husband, Rose Haw
thorne became Mother Alphonse of the Order of St. Dominie 
and gave the remainder of her long life to the fight 
against cancer. The work she began is still carried on by 
the religious community she founded at Hawthorne on the 
Hudson River.

, A 2* G* Gavigan. "Hawthorne and Rome”. Catholic World, CXXXV (Aug. 1932), 557. -
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Another point which has been the subject of com
paratively recent discussion may help in humanising Haw
thorne through The French and Italian Notebooks. Pro
fessor Randall Stewart of Yale announces in the New York 

that Mrs. Hawthorne made so many changes in the 
notebooks before she gave them to the publisher that 
Hawthorne«s character and literary genius are seriously 
misrepresent ed.

If he wrote ”a devil of a brunette” 
his watchful lady changed it to a ”mis- 
chief of a brunette,” and if he said of 
another that she was «quick-tempered as 
the devil,* the phrase became merely 
“very quick-tempered”.

Doubtless even his harmless "devils” 
gave him that pleasure to Which every man 
has a right —  the pleasure of feeling 
that he is a devil of a fellow.*3

However, Newton Arvin, a scholarly student of 
Hawthorne, has the following first-hand knowledge on the 
subject.

As an editor Mrs. Hawthorne was far 
less liberal with the scissors than a 
twentieth century reader might be ex
cused for expecting. Many passages in 
the foreign journals, later incorporated 
with few changes or none in ”Our Old Home” 
and «The Marble Faun”, she wisely omitted; 
and many of her suppressions of trifling 
diaristic detail are grounds for the grati-

604. 13. «Henpecked Immortals.” Nation. <Dec. 21, 1933),
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tude of every reader. More than enough 
was retained to give an adequate picture, 
deepened by a just perspective and with 
the light and shade duly distributed, of 
Hawthorne * a personality. A later gener
ation, none the Is m , can hardly be re
proached for regarding a few suppressions 
here and there as no longer inevitable; and 
indeed, in the life of his father published 
in 1885, Mr. Julian Hawthorne included some 
of these —  sueh as the full description of 
Tennyson at the Manchester Arts Exhibition 
and the passage on Margaret Fuller in the 
Italian journal which even at that time 
might well have been generally accessible.
An examination of the manuscript journals 
now in the possession of the Morgan Library 
brings to light a few further passages that 
seem no less interesting than many that Mrs.
Hawthorne used, and particularly a large 
number of phrases and sentences which, in 
the passages she did use, Mrs. Hawthorne 
omitted or even altered. As many of these 
as are of real Importance have been restored, 
and the present editor has therefore to re
cord his gratitude to the trustees of the 
Morgan Library for permission to make use 
of them.14

In the liĝ it of this information, backed up by 
aotu&l comparisons with the manuscript there seems little 
need to consider further the validity of the notebooks.

And now the man, Nathaniel Hawthorne, has been 
revealed through the natural diaristic spontaneity of 
The French and Italian Notebooks. But those who know him 
beet will agree that the true revelation of his character 
will be made not through his works or life alone, but 
through a kindred understanding found only in those who

14. Newton Arvin, op. clt.. v-vl
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themselves possess something of the same mystery as was 
his.

John Erskine*s criticism Is especially valuable 
in this study because he comments on the humanizing ef
fects of the notebooks.

. . . . . . . .  9 *

In his special field, Hawthorne has no 
rivals, nor even competitors; it Is there
fore hard to indicate his place in American 
literature. He is concerned chiefly with 
the inner life of the soul, and at his best 
he ranks high among all masters of spiri
tual tragedy. In so far as his preoccupa
tion with spiritual things distinguishes 
him, he represents American Puritanism; he 
does not, however, represent it completely.
He falls to portray its energy in action 
and its cheerfulness, —  ...That Hawthorne 
did not himself lack these human qualities 
is proved by his journals and home records, 
which show him to have been a true man, 
courageous and lovable, and lighted with 
the divine fixe.15

The writer has found great pleasure in studying 
the life and works of Hathaniel Hawthorne, written in 
their unique and inimitable style, his works require 
leisure time for their full enjoyment. Read under that 
condition, they approach conversation and one is for the 
time transported into the learned and dignified presence 
of the great author. To dwell upon Hawthorne*a morbid
ity and gloom, indicates that the speaker is not well

’• . . : . % hi

versed in popular American literature. The romancers

15. John Erskine, Leading American novelists. 273.
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today are so busy with abnormality, subnormality, disease 
and death that it is like returning to nature to return 
to Hawthorne.

Hawthorne did not expect to be read by a wide 
public and perhaps never will be, but there will always 
be a few who will find beauty, serenity and benediction 
in the "moonlit woodlands# of Nathaniel Hawthorne.
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