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Hawthorne m/wl His Mosses

By A VIRGINIAN SPENDING JULY IN VERMONT

i -house—a mile

RED CHAMBER in a fine Qld farm mile

;)Q)Pnli any other dwelling, and dipped to the caves 1n djfo
liage—surrounded by mountains, old vs_foods,, and Indian
o%lds —this, surely, is the place to write of Hawthorne.
Igomt:' ’charm’is in this northern air, for love and duty seem
both impelling to the task. A man of a deep and noble nature
has scized me in this seclusion. His wild, w1tc}l11 vo1.c;e l;utfz

; or, in softer cadences, I- seem to hear I
g(;;(;;g(l)lf Itnhtzt hill-side birds, that sing in the larch trees at my
Wls\(}:uvfa that all excellent books were foundﬂrzlgs,lwiitfl}lrotlkl;ccfral-
ther, that so it might be, we could glor ,
SVhiiiu())litn;r?cluding their ostcnsibk? autlhors. l\fl‘oiu Woklllcl:d V:EZ:
take exception to this;—Ileast o , b
tvi?iiesn-l—a—n“thn the Iz)Xrtist rises high cnough to ach1€3ve the
Beauti,ﬁll the symbol by which he makes it pcrccptl‘.tile };EO
mortal senses becomes of little value in his eyes, ZVhl ¢ his
spirit possesses itself in the enjoyment of the reahéy. e ot
But more than this. I know not what would be the thgl; ¢
ame to put on the title-page of an excellent b.o.ok, but ;
?ecl that the names of all fine authors are ﬁqtmous ones, dar
more so than that of ]unius,—-'si.mply standing, ashj tt;lcybioz
for the mystical, ever-eluding Spirit of all Beauty, which ubiq
i es men O i

?;;?:;Sgagoiggsesar, it nevertheless seems to receive some war
ranty from the

me up to '
S;O\fvll:?cshc‘(l)zrrcgodicspare composed, how can it fitly expres

the nobler intelligences among us? With rezerencc tl;lc it r;l;z
i ¢ of one deemed more than mar

ken, that not even in the case of one ¢ re than ma
i i did his visible frame beto \

not even in our Saviour, e f

thing of the augustness of the nature within. Else, hlow goul
those Jewish eyewitnesses fail to see heaven 1n his glanc -
It is curious, how a man may travel along a com;)try Yo
and yet miss the grandest, or sweetest of prospects, by reaso

1154

f genius. Purely imaginative as this

fact, that on a personal interview no great au-.
’ the idea of his reader. But that dust.
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of an intervening hedge, so like all other hedges, as in no way
to hint of the wide landscape beyond. So has it been with me
concerning the enchanting landscape in the soul of this Haw-
thorne, this most excellent Man of Mosses. His “Old Manse”
has been written now four years, but I never read it till a day
or two since. I had seen it in the book-stores—heard of it
often—even had it recommended to me by a tasteful friend,
as a rare, quiet book, perhaps too deserving of popularity to
be popular. But there are so many books called “excellent”,
and so much unpopular merit, that amid the thick stir of
other things, the hint of my tasteful friend was disregarded;
and for four years the Mosses on the old Manse never re-
freshed me with their perennial green. It may be, however,
that all this while, the book, like wine, was only improving in
flavor and body. At any rate, it so chanced that this long pro-

crastination eventuated in a happy result. At breakfast the

other day, a mountain girl, a cousin of mine, who for the last
two weeks has every morning helped me to strawberries and

raspberries,—which, like the roses and pearls.in the fairy-tale,

seemed to fall into the saucer from those strawberry-beds her

cheeks,—this delightful creature, this charming Cherry says

to me—* see you spend your mornings in the hay-mow; and

yesterday I found there ‘Dwight’s Travels in New England’.

Now I have something far better than that, —something

more congenial to our summer on these hills. Take these rasp-

berries, and then I will give you some moss.”—“Moss!” said
L.—“Yes, and you must take it to the barn with you, and

good-bye to ‘Dwight’ .

With that she left me, and soon returned with a volume,
verdantly bound, and garnished with a curious frontispiece in
green,—nothing less, than a fragment of real moss cunningly
ressed to a fly-leaf. —“Why this,” said I spilling my raspber-
es, “this is the ‘Mosses from an Old Manse.’” “Yes” said
cousin Cherry “yes, it is that flowery Hawthorne.”— “Haw-
thorne and Mosses” said I “no more: it is morning: it is July
in the country: and I am off for the barn®.

Stretched on that new mown clover, the hill-side breeze
blowing over me through the wide barn door, and soothed
by the hum of the bees in the meadows around, how magi-
ally stole over me this Mossy Man! and how amply, how
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‘bountifully, did he redeem that delicious promise to his
ests in the Old Manse, of whom if is Writtcn——“chers
could give them pleasure, or amusement, or instruction—
these could be picked up anywhere—but it was for me to
give them rest. Rest, in a life of trouble! What better could
be done for weary and world-worn spirits? what better could
be done for anybody, who came within our magic circle, than
to throw the spell of a magic spirit over him?”—So all that
day, half-buried in the new clover, I watched this Ha}w-'
thorne’s “Assyrian dawn, and Paphian sunset and moonrise,
from the summit of our Eastern Hill.” .
The soft ravishments of the man spun me round about in a
web of dreams, and when the book was closed, when the spell

was over, this wizard “dismissed me with but misty reminis-

cences, as if I had been dreaming of him?™.

What a mild moonlight of contemplative humor -bathes
that Old Manse! —the rich and rare distilment of a spicy and
slowly-oozing heart. No rollicking rudeness, no gross fun fed

on fat dinners, and bred in the lees of wine,~—but a humor

so spiritually gentle, so high, so deep, and yet so richly relish-
able, that it were hardly inappropriate in an angel. It is the
very religion of mirth; for nothing so human but it may be
advanced to that. The orchard of the Old Manse seems the
visible type of the fine mind that has described it. Those
twisted, and contorted old trees, “that stretch out their crook-
- ed branches, and take such hold of the imagination, that we
remember them as humorists, and odd-fellows.” And.then,
as surrounded by these grotesque forms, and hushed in the
noon-day repose of this Hawthorne’s spell, how aptly might
the still fall of his ruddy thoughts into your soul be sym-
bolized by “the thump of a great apple, in the stillest after-
noon, falling without a breath of wind, from the mere neces-
sity of perfect ripeness”! For no less ripe than ruddy are the
apples of the thoughts and fancies in this sweet Man of Mosses.

“Buds and Bird-voices”—What a delicious thing is that!—
«Will the world ever be so decayed, that Spring may not re-
new its greenness?”—And the “Fire-Worship”. Was ever the
hearth so glorified into an altar before? The mere title of that
piece is better than any common work in fifty folio volumes.
How exquisite is this:—“Nor did it lessen the charm of his
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soft, familiar courtesy and helpfulness, that the mighty spirit,
were opportunity offered him, would run riot through the
peaceful house, wrap its inmates in his terrible embrace, and
leave nothing of them save their whitened bones. This possi-
bility of mad destruction only made his domestic kindness the
more beautiful and touching. It was so sweet of him, being
endowed with such power, to dwell, day after day, and one
long, lonesome night after another, on the dusky hearth, only
now and then betraying his wild nature, by thrusting his red
tongue out of the chimney-top! True, he had done much mis-
chief in the world, and was pretty certain to do more, but his
warm heart atoned for all. He was kindly to the race of man.”

But he has still other apples, not quite so ruddy, though
full as ripe;—apples, that have been left to wither on the tree,
after the pleasant autumn gathering is past. The sketch of
“The Old Apple Dealer” is conceived in the subtlest spirit of
sadness; he whose “subdued and nerveless boyhood pre-
figured his abortive prime, which, likewise, contained within
itself the prophecy and image of his lean and torpid age”.
Such touches as are in this piece can not proceed from any
common heart. They argue such a depth of tenderness, such
a boundless sympathy with all forms of being, such an omni-
present love, that we must needs say, that this Hawthorne is
here almost alone in his generation,—at least, in the artistic
manifestation of these things. Still more. Such touches as
these,—and many, very many similar ones, all through his
chapters—furnish clews, whereby we enter a little way into
the intricate, profound heart where they originated. And we
see, that suffering, some time or other and in some shape or
other,—this only can enable any man to depict it in others.
All over him, Hawthorne’s melancholy rests like an Indian
Summer, which though bathing a whole country in one soft-
ness, still reveals the distinctive hue of every towering hill,
and each far-winding vale.

But it is the least part of genius that attracts admiration.
Where Hawthorne is known, he seems to be deemed a pleas-
ant writer, with a pleasant style,—a sequestered, harmless
man, from whom any deep and weighty thing would hardly
be anticipated:—a man who means no meanings. But there
is no man, in whom humor and love, like mountain peaks,
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soar to such a rapt height, as to receive the irradiations of the
upper skies;—there is no man in whom humor and love are
developed in that high form called genius; no such man can
exist without also possessing, as the indispensable comple-
ment of these, a great, deep intellect, which drops down into
the universe like a plummet. Or, love and humor are only the
eyes, through which such an intellect views this .world. The
great beauty in such a mind is but the product of its strength.
‘What, to all readers, can be more charming than the piece
entitled “Monsieur du Miroir”; and to a reader at all capable
of fully fathoming it, what, at the same time, can possess
more mystical depth of meaning?—Yes, there he sits, and

looks at me,—this “shape of mystery”, this “identical Mon-

sieur du Miroir”.—“Methinks I should trerpblc now, were
his wizard power of gliding through all lIandljl"nCntS in
search of me, to place him suddenly before my eyes”.

How profound, nay appalling, is the moral evolved by the

“Earth’s Holocaust”; where—beginning with the hollow fol-

lies and affectations of the world,—all vanities and empty
theories and forms, are, one after another, and by an'admlra-
bly graduated, growing comprehensiveness, thrown into the
allegorical fire, till, at length, nothing is lcfc but the all-engen-
dering heart of man; which remaining still unconsumed, the
great conflagration is nought. . §

Of a piece with this, is the “Intelhgf:nce Qfﬁce 2 a won-
drous symbolizing of the secret workings in men’s souls.
There are other sketches, still more charged with ponderous
import. _ )

“The Christmas Banquet” and “The Bosom Serpent
would be fine subjects for a curious and elaborate analysis,
touching the conjectural parts of the mind tha}t produced
them. For spite of all the Indian-summer sunlight on the
hither side of Hawthorne’s soul, the other side=like the dark
half of the physical sphere—is shrouded in a blackness, ten
times black. But this darkness but gives more effect to the
ever-moving dawn, that forever advances through it, and cir-
cumnavigates his world. Whether Hawthorne has simply
availed himself of this mystical blackness as a means to the
wondrous effects he makes it to produce in his lights and
shades; or whether there really lurks in him, perhaps un-
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known to himself, a touch of Puritanic gloom,—this, I can-
not altogether tell. Certain it is, however, that this great
power of blackness in him derives its force from its appeals to
that Calvinistic sense of Innate Depravity and Original Sin,
from whose visitations, in some shape or other, no deeply
thinking mind is always and wholly free. For, in certain
moods, no man can weigh this world, without throwing in
something, somehow like Original Sin, to strike the uneven
balance. At all events, perhaps no writer has ever wielded this
terrific thought with greater terror than this same harmless
Hawthorne. Still more: this black conceit pervades him,
through and through. You may be witched by his sunlight,—
transported by the bright gildings in the skies he builds over
you;—but there is the blackness of darkness beyond; and
even his bright gildings but fringe, and play upon the edges
of thunder-clouds.—In one word, the world 1s mistaken in
this Nathaniel Hawthorne. He himself must often have
smiled at its absurd misconception of him. He is immeasur-
ably deeper than the plummet of the mere critic. For it is not
the brain that can test such a man; it is only the heart. You
cannot come to know greatness by inspecting it; there is no
glimpse to be caught of it, except by intuition; you need not
ring it, you but touch it, and you find it is gold.

Now it is that blackness in Hawthorne, of which I have
spoken, that so fixes and fascinates me. It may be, neverthe-
less, that it is too largely developed in him. Perhaps he does
not give us a ray of his light for every shade of his dark. But
however this may be, this blackness it is that furnishes the
infinite obscure of his back-ground, —that back-ground,
against which Shakespeare plays his grandest conceits, the
things that have made for Shakespeare his loftiest, but most
circumscribed renown, as the profoundest of thinkers. For by
philosophers Shakespeare is not adored as the great man of
tragedy and comedy.—“Off with his head! so much for
Buckingham!” this sort of rant, interlined by another hand,
brings down the house,—those mistaken souls, who dream
of Shakespeare as a mere man of Richard-the-Third humps,
and Macbeth daggers. But it is those deep far-away things in
him; those occasional flashings-forth of the intuitive Truth in
him; those short, quick probings at the very axis of reality;—
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these are the things that make Shakespeare, Shakespeart?.
Through the mouths of the dark characters Qf Hz}nll.ct, Ti-
mon, Lear, and Tago, he craftily says, or sometimes insinuates
the things, which we feel to be so terrifically true, that it were
all but madness for any good man, in his own proper char-
acter, to utter, or even hint of them. Tormented into desper-
ation, Lear the frantic King tears off the mask, and speaks the
sane madness of vital truth. But, as I before said, it is the least

art of genius that attracts admiration. And so, much of the
blind, unbridled admiration that has been heaped upon
Shakespeare, has been lavished upon the least part of him.
And few of his endless commentators and critics seem to have
remembered, or even perceived, that the immediate products
of a great mind are not so great, as that undeveloped, (and
sometimes undevelopable) yet dimly-discernable greatness, to
which these immediate products are but the infallible indices.
In Shakespeare’s tomb lies infinitely more than Shakspeare
ever wrote. And if I magnify Shakespeare, it is not so much
for what he did do, as for what he did not do, or refrained
from doing. For in this world of lies, Truth is forced to fly
like a scared white doe in the woodlands; and only by cun-
ning glimpses will she reveal herself, as in Shakespeare and
other masters of the great Art of Telling the Truth,—even
though it be covertly, and by snatches.

But if this view of the all-popular Shakespeare be seldom
taken by his readers, and if very few who extol him, have ever
read him deeply, or, perhaps, only have seen him on the
tricky stage, (which alone made, and is still making him his
mere mob renown)—if few men have time, or patience, or
palate, for the spiritual truth as it is in that great genius;—it
1s, then, no matter of surprise that in a contemporaneous age,
Nathaniel Hawthorne is a man, as yet, almost utterly mis-
taken among men. Here and there, in some quiet arm_-chaJr
in the noisy town, or some deep nook among the noiseless
mountains, he may be appreciated for something of what he
is. But unlike Shakespeare, who was forced to th§ contrary
course by circumstances, Hawthorne (either from simple dis-
inclination, or else from inaptitude) refrains from all the
popularizing noise and show of broad farce, and blood-
besmeared tragedy; content with the still, rich utterances of a
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great-intellect in repose, and which sends few thoughts into
circulation, except they be arterialized at his large warm
lungs, and expanded in his honest heart.

Nor need you fix upon that blackness in him, if it suit you
not. Nor, indeed, will all readers discern it, for it is, mostly,
insinuated to those who may best understand it, and account
for it; it is not obtruded upon every one alike.

Some may start to read of Shakespeare and Hawthorne on
the same page. They may say, that if an illustration were
needed, a lesser light might have sufficed to elucidate this
Hawthorne, this small man of yesterday. But I am not, will-
ingly, one of those, who, as touching Shakespeare at least,
exemplify the maxim of Rochefoucault, that “we exalt the
reputation of some, in order to depress that of others”;—
who, to teach all noble-souled aspirants that there is no hope:
for them, pronounce Shakespeare absolutely unapproachable.
But Shakespeare has been approached. There are minds that
have gone as far as Shakespeare into the universe. And hardly
a mortal man, who, at some time or other, has not felt as
great thoughts in him as any you will find in Hamlet. We
must not inferentially malign mankind for the sake of any one
man, whoever he may be. This is too cheap a purchase of
contentment for conscious mediocrity to make. Besides, this
absolute and unconditional adoration of Shakespeare has
grown to be a part of our Anglo Saxon superstitions. The
Thirty Nine articles are now Forty. Intolerance has come to
exist in this matter. You must believe in Shakespeare’s unap-
proachability, or quit the country. But what sort of a belief is
this for an American, a man who is bound to carry republican
progressiveness into Literature, as well as into Life? Believe
me, my friends, that Shakespeares are this day being born on
the banks of the Ohio. And the day will come, when you shall
say who reads a book by an Englishman that is a modern?

The great mistake seems to be, that even with those Ameri-
cans who look forward to the coming of a great literary ge-
nius among us, they somechow fancy he will come in the
costume of Queen Elizabeth’s day,—be a writer of dramas
founded upon old English history, or the tales of Boccaccio.
Whereas, great geniuses are parts of the times; they them-
selves are the times; and possess a correspondent coloring. It
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isofa plece with the Jews, who while their Shiloh was meekly
walking in their strects, were still praying for his magnificent
coming; looking for him in a chariot, who was already among
them on an ass. Nor must we forget, that, in his own life-
time, Shakespeare was not Shakespeare, but only Master Wil-
liam Shakespeare of the shrewd, thriving, business firm of
Condell, Shakespeare & Co., proprietors of the Globe The-
atre in London, and by a courtly author, of the name of
Greene, was hooted at, as an “upstart crow” beautified “ with
other birds’ feathers.” For, mark it well, imitation is often the
first charge brought against real originality. Why this is so,
there is not space to set forth here. You must have plenty of
sea-room to tell the Truth in; especially, when it seems to
have an aspect of newness, as America did in 1492, though it
was then just as old, and perhaps older than Asia, only those
sagacious phﬂosophcrs the common sailors, had never seen it
before; swearing it was all water and moonshine there,

Now, I do not say that Nathaniel of Salem is a greater than
William of Avon, or as great. But the difference between the
two men is by no means immeasurable. Not a very great deal

- more, and Nathaniel were verily William.

This, too, I mean, that if Shakespeare has not been
equalled, he is sure to be surpassed, and surpassed by an
American born now or yet to be born. For it will never do
for us who in most other things out-do as well as out-brag
the world, it will not do for us to fold our hands and say, In
the highest department advance there is none. Nor will it at
all do to say, that the world is getting grey and grizzled now,
and has lost that fresh charm which she wore of old, and by
virtue of which the great poets of past times made themselves
what we esteem them to be. Not so. The world is as young
today, as when it was created; and this Vermont morning dew
is as wet to my feet, as Eden’s dew to Adam’s. Nor has Na-
ture been all over ransacked by our progenitors, so that no
new charms and mysteries remain for this latter generation to
find. Far from it. The trillionth part has not yet been said;
and all that has been said, but multiplies the avenues to what
remains to be said. It is not so much paucity, as superabun-
dance of material that seems to incapacitate modern authors.

Let America then prize and cherish her writers; yea, let her
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glorify them. They are not so many in number, as to exhaust
her good-will. And while she has good kith and kin of her
own, to take to her bosom, let her not lavish her embraces
upon the household of an alien. For believe it or not En-
gland, after all, is, in many things, an alien to us. China has
more bowels of real love for us than she. But even were there
no Hawthorne, no Emerson, no Whittier, no Irving, no
Bryant, no Dana, no Cooper, no Willis (not the author of the
“Dashes”, but the author of the “Belfry Pigeon”)—were there
none of these, and others of like calibre among us, neverthe-
less, let America first praise mediocrity, even in her own chil-
dren, before she praises (for everywhere, merit demands
acknowledgment from every one) the best excellence in the
children of any other land. Let her own authors, I say, have
the priority of appreciation. I was much pleased with a hot-
headed Carolina cousin of mine, who once said,—“If there
were no other American to stand by, in Literature,—why,
then, I would stand by Pop Emmons and his ‘Fredoniad,’
and till a better epic came along, swear it was not very far
behind the Iliad.” Take away the words, and in spirit he was
sound.

Not that American genius needs patronage in order to ex-
pand. For that exploswe sort of stuff will expand though
screwed up in a vice, and burst it, though it were triple steel.
It is for the nation’s sake, and not for her authors’ sake, that
I would have America be heedful of the increasing greatness
among her writers. For how great the shame, if other nations
should be before her, in crowning her heroes of the pen. But
this is almost the case now. American authors have received
more just and discriminating praise (however loftily and ridic-
ulously given, in certain cases) even from some Englishmen,
than from their own countrymen. There are hardly five critics
in America; and several of them are asleep. As for patronage,
it is the American author who now patronizes his country,
and not his country him. And if at times some among them
appeal to the people for more recognition, it is not always
with selfish motives, but patriotic ones.

It 1s true, that but few of them as yet have evinced that
decided originality which merits great praise. But that grace-
ful writer, who perhaps of all Americans has received the
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most plaudits from his own country for his productions,—
that very popular and amiable writer, however good, and self-
reliant in many things, perhaps owes his chief reputation to
the self-acknowledged imitation of a foreign model, and to
the studied avoidance of all topics but smooth ones. But it is
better to fail in originality, than to succeed in imitation. He
who has never failed somewhere, that man can not be great.
Failure is the true test of greatness. And if it be said, that
continual success is a proof that a man wisely knows his pow-
ers,—it is only to be added, that, in that case, he knows them
to be small. Let us believe it, then, once for all, that there 1s
no hope for us in these smooth pleasing writers that know
their powers. Without malice, but to speak the plain fact, they
but furnish an appendix to Goldsmith, and other English au-
thors. And we want no American Goldsmiths; nay, we want
no American Miltons. It were the vilest thing you could say
of a true American author, that he were an American Tomp-
kins. Call him an American, and have done; for you can not
say a nobler thing of him.—But it is not meant that all Amer-
ican writers should studiously cleave to nationality in their
writings; only this, no American writer should write like an
Englishman, or a Frenchman; let him write like a man, for
then he will be sure to write like an American. Let us away
with this Bostonian leaven of literary flunkeyism towards En-
gland. If either must play the flunkey in this thing, let
England do it, not us. And the time is not far off when
circumstances may force her to it. While we are rapidly pre-
paring for that political supremacy among the nations, which
prophetically awaits us at the close of the present century; in
a literary point of view, we are deplorably unprepared for it;
and we seem studious to remain so. Hitherto, reasons might
have existed why this should be; but no good reason exists
now. And all that is requisite to amendment in this matter, is
simply this: that, while freely acknowledging all excellence,
everywhere, we should refrain from unduly lauding foreign
writers and, at the same time, duly recognize the meritorious
writers that are our own;—those writers, who breathe that
unshackled, democratic spirit of Christianity in all things,
which now takes the practical lead in this world, though at
the same time led by ourselves—us Americans. Let us boldly
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contemn all imitation, though it comes to us graceful and fra-
grant as the morning; and foster all originality, though, at
first, it be crabbed and ugly as our own pine knots. And if
any of our authors fail, or seem to fail, then, in the words of
my enthusiastic Carolina cousin, let us clap him on the shoul-
der, and back him against all Europe for his second round.
The truth is, that in our point of view, this matter of a na-
tional literature has come to such a pass with us, that in some
sense we must turn bullies, else the day is lost, or superiority
so far beyond us, that we can hardly say it will ever be ours.

And now, my countrymen, as an excellent author, of your
own flesh and blood,—an unimitating, and, perhaps, in his
way, an inimitable man—whom better can 1 commend to
you, in the first place, than Nathaniel Hawthorne. He is one
of the new, and far better generation of your writers. The
smell of your beeches and hemlocks is upon him; your own
broad praries are in his soul; and if you travel away inland
into his deep and noble nature, you will hear the far roar of
his Niagara. Give not over to future generations the glad duty
of acknowledging him for what he is. Take that joy to your
self, in your own generation; and so shall he feel those grate-
ful impulses in him, that may possibly prompt him to the full
flower of some still greater achievement in your eyes. And by
confessing him, you thereby confess others; you brace the
whole brotherhood. For genius, all over the world, stands
hand in hand, and one shock of recognition runs the whole
circle round.

In treating of Hawthorne, or rather of Hawthorne in his
writings (for I never saw the man; and in the chances of a
quict plantation life, remote from his haunts, perhaps never
shall) in treating of his works, I say, I have thus far omitted
all mention of his “Twice Told Tales”, and “Scarlet Letter™.
Both are excellent; but full of such manifold, strange and dif-
fusive beauties, that time would all but fail me, to point the
half of them out. But there are things in those two books,
which, had they been written in England a century ago, Na-
thaniel Hawthorne had utterly displaced many of the bright
names we now revere on authority. But I am content to leave
Hawthorne to himself, and to the infallible finding of poster-
ity; and however great may be the praise I have bestowed
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upon him, I feel, that in so doing, I have more served anpl
honored myself, than him. For, at bottom, great excellence is
praise enough to itself; but the feeling of a sincere and appre-
ciative love and admiration towards it, this is relieved by ut-
terance; and warm, honest praise ever leaves a pleasant flavor
in the mouth; and it is an honorable thing to confess to what
is honorable in others.

But I cannot leave my subject yet. No man can read a fine
author, and relish him to his very bones, while he. reads, with-
out subsequently fancying to himself some ideal image of the
man and his mind. And if you rightly look for it, you will
almost always find that the author himself has somewhere fur-
nished you with his own picture.—For poets (whether in

prose or verse), being painters of Nature, are like their breth- -

ren of the pencil, the true portrait-painters, who, 1n the mul_—
titude of likenesses to be sketched, do not mvarlably_ omit
their own; and in all high instances, they paint them without

any vanity, though, at times, with a lurking something, that

would take several pages to properly define. .
I submit it, then, to those best acquainted with the man

personally, whether the following is not Nathaniel Haw-
thorne;—and to himself, whether something mvolYed in it
does not express the temper of his mind,—that lasting tem-
per of all true, candid men—a seeker, not a finder yet:—

“A man now entered, in neglected attire, with the aspect
of a thinker, but somewhat too rough-hewn anq brawny
for a scholar. His face was full of sturdy vigor, with some
finer and keener attribute beneath; though harsh at first, it
was tempered with the glow of a large, warm heart, which
had force enough to heat his powerful intellect through
and through. He advanced to the Intelligencer, and looked
at him with a glance of such stern sincerity, that perhaps
few secrets were beyond its scope.

“ I seek for Truth’, said he.”

* * *
Twenty four hours have elapsed since writing the forego-

ing. I have just returned from the hay mow, charged more
and more with love and admiration of Hawthorne. For I have
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just been gleaning through the Mosses, picking up many
things here and there that had previously escaped me. And I
found that but to glean after this man, is better than to be in
at the harvest of others. To be frank (though, perhaps, rather
foolish) notwithstanding what I wrote yesterday of these
Mosses, I had not then culled them all; but had, nevertheless,
been sufficiently sensible of the subtle essence, in them, as to
write as I did. To what infinite height of loving wonder and
admiration I may yet be borne, when by repeatedly banquet-
ting on these Mosses, I shall have thoroughly incorporated
their whole stuff into my being,—that, I can not tell. But
already I feel that this Hawthorne has dropped germinous
seeds into my soul. He expands and deepens down, the more
I contemplate him; and further, and further, shoots his strong
New-England roots into the hot soil of my Southern soul.
:By careful reference to the “Table of Contents”, I now find,
that I have gone through all the sketches; but that when I
yesterday wrote, I had not at all read two particular pieces, to
which I now desire to call special attention,—“A Select
Party”, and “Young Goodman Brown”. Here, be it said to all
those whom this poor fugitive scrawl of mine may tempt to
the perusal of the “Mosses,” that they must on no account
suffer themselves to be trifled with, disappointed, or deceived
by the triviality of many of the titles to these Sketches. For in
more than one instance, the title utterly belies the piece. It is
as if rustic demijohns containing the very best and costliest of
Falernian and Tokay, were labelled “Cider”, “Perry,” and
“Elderberry wine”. The truth seems to be, that like many
other geniuses, this Man of Mosses takes great delight in
hoodwinking the world,—at least, with respect to himself.
Personally, I doubt not, that he rather prefers to be generally
esteemed but a so-so sort of author; being willing to reserve
the thorough and acute appreciation of what he is, to that
party most qualified to judge—that is, to himself. Besides, at
the bottom of their natures, men like Hawthorne, in many
things, deem the plaudits of the public such strong presump-
tive evidence of mediocrity in the object of them, that it
would in some degrec render them doubtful of their own
powers, did they hear much and vociferous braying concern-
ing them in the public pastures. True, I have been braying
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myself (if you please to be witty enough, to have it so) but
then I claim to be the first that has so brayed in this partlculgr
matter; and therefore, while pleading guilty to the charge still
claim all the merit due to originality. '
But with whatever motive, playful or profound, Nathaniel
Hawthorne has chosen to entitle his pieces in the manner he
has, it is certain, that some of them are directly cal_culated to
deceive—egregiously deceive, the superficial skimmer of
pages. To be downright and candid once more, let me cheer-
fully say, that two of these titles did dolefully dupe no less an
eagle-eyed reader than myself; and that, too, after I had begn
impressed with a sense of the great depth and breadth of this
American man. “Who in the name of thunder” (as the coun-
try-people say in this neighborhood) “who in the name of
thunder”, would anticipate any marvel in a piece entitled
“Young Goodman Brown™ You would of course suppose
that it was a simple little tale, intended as a supplement to
“Goody Two Shoes”. Whereas, it is deep as Dante; nor can
you finish it, without addressing the author in his own
words—*“It is yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep
mystery of sin”. And with Young Goodman, too, in allegori-
cal pursuit of his Puritan wife, you cry out in your anguish,—

“ ‘Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony

and desperation; and the echoes of the forest mocked him,

- crying— ‘Faith! Faith!” as if bewildered wretches were seek-
ing her all through the wilderness.”

Now this same piece, entitled “Young Goodman Brown?,
is one of the two that I had not all read yesterday; and I
allude to it now, because it is, in itself, such a strong positive
illustration of that blackness in Hawthorne, which I ~ad as-
sumed from the mere occasional shadows of it, as revealed in
several of the other sketches. But had I previously perused

“Young Goodman Brown”, I should have been at no pains to-

draw the conclusion, which I came to, at a time, when I was
ignorant that the book contained one such direct and unqual-
ified manifestation of it. :

The other piece of the two referred to, is entitled “A Select
Party”, which, in my first simplicity upon originally takmg
hold of the book, I fancied must treat of some pumpkin-pie
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party in Old Salem, or some chowder party on Cape Cod.
Whereas, by all the gods of Peedee! it is the sweetest and
sublimest thing that has been written since Spencer wrote.
Nay, there is nothing in Spencer that surpasses it perhaps,
nothing that equals it. And the test is this: read any canto in
“The Faery Queen”, and then read “A Select Party”, and de-
cide which pleases you the most,—that s, if you are qualified
to judge. Do not be frightened at this; for when Spencer was
alive, he was thought of very much as Hawthorne is now,—
was generally accounted just such a “gentle” harmless man. It
may be, that to common eyes, the sublimity of Hawthorne
seems lost in his sweetness,—as perhaps in this same “Select
Party” of his; for whom, he has builded so august a dome of
sunset clouds, and served them on richer plate, than Belshaz-
zar’s when he banquetted his lords in Babylon.

But my chief business now, is to point out a particular page
in this piece, having reference to an honored guest, who un-
der the name of “The Master Genius” but in the guise of “a
young man of poor attire, with no insignia of rank or ac-
knowledged eminence”, is introduced to the Man of Fancy,
who is the giver of the feast. Now the page having reference
to this “Master Genius, so happily expresses much of what I
yesterday wrote, touching the coming of the literary Shiloh
of America, that I cannot but be charmed by the coincidence;
especially, when it shows such a parity of ideas, at least in this
one point, between a man like Hawthorne and a man like me.

And here, let me throw out another conceit of mine touch-
ing this American Shiloh, or “Master Genius”, as Hawthorne
calls him. May it not be, that this commanding mind has not
been, is not, and never will be, individually developed in any
one man? And would it, indeed, appear so unreasonable to
suppose, that this great fullness and overflowing may be, or
may be destined to be, shared by a plurality of men of genius?
Surely, to take the very greatest example on record, Shake-
speare cannot be regarded as in himself the concretion of all
the genius of his time; nor as so immeasurably beyond Mar-
low, Webster, Ford, Beaumont, Jonson, that those great men
can be said to share none of his power? For one, I conceive
that there were dramatists in Elizabeth’s day, between whom
and Shakespeare the distance was by no means great. Let any-
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one, hitherto little acquainted with those neglected old au-
thors, for the first time read them thoroughly, or even read
Charles Lamb’s Specimens of them, and he will be amazed at
the wondrous ability of those Anaks of men, and shocked at
this renewed example of the fact, that Fortune has more to
~do with fame than merit,—though, without merit, lasting
fame there can be none.

Nevertheless, it would argue too illy of my country were
this maxim to hold good concerning Nathaniel Hawthorne, a
man, who already, in some few minds, has shed “such a light,
as never illuminates the earth, save when a great heart burns
as the household fire of a grand intellect.”

The words' are his,—in the “Select Party”; and they are a
magnificent setting to a coincident sentiment of my own, but
ramblingly expressed yesterday, in reference to himself. Gain-
say it who will, as I now write, I am Posterity speaking by
proxy—and after times will make it more than good, when I
declare—that the American, who up to the present day, has
evinced, in Literature, the largest brain with the largest heart,
that man is Nathaniel Hawthorne. Moreover, that whatever
Nathaniel Hawthorne may hereafter write, “The Mosses from
an Old Manse” will be ultimately accounted his masterpiece.
For there is a sure, though a secret sign in some works which
prove the culmination of the powers (only the developable
ones, however) that produced them. But I am by no means
desirous of the glory of a prophet. I pray Heaven that Haw-
thorne may yet prove me an impostor in this prediction. Es-
pecially, as I somehow cling to the strange fancy, that, in all
men, hiddenly reside certain wondrous, occult properties—as
in some plants and minerals—which by some happy but very
rare accident (as bronze was discovered by the melting of the
iron and brass in the burning of Corinth) may chance to be
called forth here on earth; not entirely waiting for their better
discovery in the more congenial, blessed atmosphere of
heaven.

Once more—for it is hard to be finite upon an infinite sub-
ject, and all subjects are infinite. By some people, this entire
scrawl of mine may be esteemed altogether unnecessary, in-
asmuch, “as years ago” (they may say) “ we found out the rich
and rare stuff in this Hawthorne, whom you now parade
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fqrth, as if only yourself were the discoverer of this Portuguese
dlarpond in our Literature.”—But even granting all this; and
adding to it, the assumption that the books of Hawtf;orne
have sold by the five-thousand, —what does that signify? —
They should be sold by the hundred-thousand; and read by
the million; and admired by every one who is capable of
admiration.
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succession. For awhile T kept her in view, but in attempting to load my gun,
lost sight of her also in the confusion. Believing her to be mortally wounded,
and unable to keep up with the herd, I checked my horse. The crowd rushed
onward. The dust and tumult passed away, and on the prairie, far behind the
rest, I saw a solitary buffalo galloping heavily. In a moment I and my victim
were running side by side. My fircarms were all empty, and I had in my
pouch nothing but rifle bullets, too large for the pistols and too small for the
gun. I loaded the latter, however, but as often as I levelled it to fire, the little
bullets would roll out of the muzzle and the gun returned only a faint report
like a squib, as the powder harmlessly exploded. I galloped in front of the
buffalo and attempted to turn her back; but her eyes glared, her mane bris-
tled, and lowering her head, she rushed at me with astonishing fierceness and
activity. Again and again I rode before her, and again and again she repeated
her furious charge. But little Pauline was in her element. She dodged her
enemy at every rush, until at length the buffalo stood still, exhausted with
her own efforts; she panted, and her tongue hung lolling from her jaws.

Riding to a little distance, I alighted, thinking to gather a handful of dry
grass to serve the purpose of wadding, and load the gun at my leisure. No
sooner were my feet on the ground than the buffalo came bounding in such
a rage towards me that I jumped back again into the saddle with all possible
dispatch. After waiting a few minutes more, I made an attempt to ride up
and stab her with my knife; but the experiment proved such as no wise man
would repeat. At length, bethinking me of the fringes at the scams of my
buckskin pantaloons, I jerked off a few of them, and reloading the gun,
forced them down the barrel to keep the bullet in its place; then approaching,
I shot the wounded buffalo through the heart. Sinking on her knees, she
rolled over lifeless on the prairie. To my astonishment, I found that instead
of a fat cow I had been slaughtering a stout yearling bull. No longer won-
dering at the fierceness he had shown, I opened his throat, and cutting out
his tongue, tied it at the back of my saddle. My mistake was one which a
more experienced eye than mine might easily make in the dust and confusion
of such a chase.

Then for the first time I had leisure to look at the scene around me. The
prairie in front was darkened with the retreating multitude, and on the other
hand the buffalo came filing up in endless unbroken columns from the low
plains upon the river. The Arkansas was three or four miles distant. T turned
and moved slowly towards it. A long time passed before, far down in the
distance, I distinguished the white covering of the cart and the little black
specks of horsemen before and behind it. Drawing near, I recognised Shaw’s
elegant tunic, the red flannel shirt conspicuous far off. I overtook the party,
and asked him what success he had met with. He had assailed a fat cow, shot
her with two bullets, and mortally wounded her. But neither of us were
prepared for the chase that afternoon, and Shaw, like myself, had no spare
bullets in his pouch; so he abandoned the disabled animal to Henry Chatil-
lon, who followed, dispatched her with his rifle, and loaded his horse with

her meat.
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We encamped Flosc to the river, The night was dark, and as we lay down,
we could hca‘r mingled with the howlings of wolves the hoarse bellowing of
the buffalo, like the ocean beating upon a distant coast.

1150.17—18 “thrilling . . . ice®™] From Measure for Measure, 111, i
with “rock-ribbed” for “thick-ribbed.” T

st father] Actually, Deacon Pratt is Mary’s uncle, not her father.

11517 Stir'nson] Besides other small errors, Melville’s manuscript has sev-
cral car-spellings (corrected in the Literary World printing and by the North-
western-Newberry editors): “Stimpson,” “Antartic” (usc.16), “grandure”

(1150.19) and “nuptuals” (1150.35).

1152.36 lord of Verulam.] Francis Bacon.

1154-1 Hawthorne and His Mosses] Some of the following notes call atten-
tion to textual matters from the manuscript, which survives, not in original
dr.aft but in Melville’s wife’s fair copy for the editor of The Litevary World,
Wlth many revisions in Melville’s own hand. Some of these revisions are rej
jected by the Northwestern-Newberry editors because they seem so clearly to
be changes that the editor, Evert Duyckinck, persuaded Melville to make to
tone down his more extreme views as he had originally expressed them.

us4.2 By A‘V¥R'GINIAN] This fictional ascription and several later refer-
ences to the Virginian were added by Melville to his wife’s fair-copy manu-
script of the essay. Also fictional was the declaration (1165.29) that its writer
had never met Hawthorne.

1154..17—20 “When . . . reality.”] The last sentence of Hawthorne’
r > ' liy”] ne’s

The Artist of the Beautiful” (with “artist” capitalized and the verbs changed
from past to present tense).

1155.23 ‘Dwight’s . . . England’.] Four-volume work (1822) by Ti
Dwight, president of Yale. 8a2) by Timothy

1.156.2-8 “Others . . . him?”] Adapted from “The Old Manse,” omit-
ting about one hundred words between “spirits? what.”

nse.ao—1r  “Assyrian . . . Hill”] Adapted from “The Old Manse,”
where Hawthorne paraphrased it from Emerson’s Nature.

1156.14—1I§ “dismissed . . . him”.] Adapted (with
from “The Old Manse.” ] F (i pronouns changed)

1156.16 ~ mild] Earlier editions all give the misreading “ wild.”

1156.25—27 “that . . . odd-fellows.”] From “The Old M » i
“that” for “they™). e (ot
1156.31—33 “the . . . ripeness”!] From “The Old Manse” with altered

word order; Hawthorne’s sentence begins, “In the stillest afternoon, if I
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listened, the thump of a great apple was audible, falling . . .” and continues
'to the end as Melville quotes it.

1156.36—37 “Will . . . greenness?”] From “Buds and Bird-Voices.”

1159.34—35 “Off . . . Buckingham!”] Colley Cibber supplied the quoted
line in his adaptation of Richard III (1700), following IV, iii, 57.

m60.8  sane madness] Printed as “same madness” in The Literary World,
Melville complained to Mrs. Hawthorne about this “provoking mistake.”

1I61.13-14 “we . . . others”;] Melville’s source for this wording is un-
located. In the 1706 London edition of Moral Reflections and Maxims, No. 198
reads, “We raise the reputation of some, to pull down that of others. . . .”

u61.26  Thirty Nine articles] The articles of the faith of the Church of
England (1551, 1563).

163t that . . . born] Melville’s revision to “that men not very much
- inferior to Shakespeare are this day being born” is rejected by the North-
western-Newberry editors as an instance of toning down done under the
influence of the editor, Evert Duyckinck.

1162.23—27 equalled . . . none.] Melville had toned down this passage
severely in a revision not accepted by the Northwestern-Newberry editors:
«, . . if Shakespeare has not been equalled, give the world time, & he is sure
to be surpassed, in one hemisphere or the other.” :

116379 Do . . . Pigeon”] Melville originally wrote “no Hawthornes
Emersons Whittiers Danas Coopers”; he revised it to the reading adopted by
the Northwestern-Newberry editors; the Literary World editor, Duyckinck,
revised it further on the manuscript in heavy ink, tactfully lining out the
individual names and rewording the passage in more general terms. Melville’s
reference to Nathaniel Parker Willis shows he thought more of him as a poet
than as a prose writer.

163.1—21  praise . . . sound.] Melville heavily revised the original fair-
copy version of these lines, to bring in the “hot-headed Carolina cousin” as
the speaker of the lines about Pop Emmons, which had first been the essay

writer’s own.

1163.18 ‘Fredoniad,”] The Fredoniad; or Independence Preserved. An Epick
Poewn on the Late War of 1812, by Richard Emmons, M.D., 4 vols., Boston,

1827.

1164.24  Bostonian] The Northwestern-Newberry editors restore this ad-
jective, canceled by Melville on the fair copy, evidently to satisfy Duyckinck.

1164.26-27 And . . .it.] This sentence, canceled by Melville on the fair
copy, is also restored by the Northwestern-Newberry editors. :

1166.25—34 “A. . .he”] From “The Intelligence Office.”
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163.20-21  “It . . . sin”] Adapted from “Young Goodman Brown.”
The passage following is quoted exactly.

1169.14  sunsct clouds,] From the first paragraph of “A Select Party,” as
is the ensuing feast figure. ’

170.3 Specimens] ' Specimens of English Dvamatic Poets, Who Lived about
the Time of Shakespeare. Melville owned the 1845 New York edition.

1175.22—31 “When . . . combined.”] Thomas Campbell, “The Pleasures
of Hope,” 11, 73-82.

1176.3 “my . . . Horatio,”] Hamlet, 1, ii, 18s.

1176.19—23 mistress . . . Templar,] The references are to Cleopatra and

to Sir Brian de Bois-Guilbert in Sir Walter Scott’s Ivanboe.

u77.22-23  “dark-glancing daughters.”] Byron, Childe Harold’s Pilgrim-
age, 1, lix, 7.

1178.2 Minotti] Though he performs sword feats in B s The Si
Corinth, he has no such sword. yron's The Siege of

n7813  “Lap. . .airs”!] Milton, “L’Allegro,” line 136.

1.178.26—1179.2 “Maid . . . sweet "1 Coleridge, “Genevieve,” omit-
ting her name from the first and last lines.

1r79.7—8 “counterfeit presentments,”] Hamiet, 111, iv; ss.

180.9 “The . . . over!”] Paraphrased from Reflections on the Revolution
in France: “But the age of chivalry is gone.”

1186.12—14- “See . . . cheek!”] Shakespeare, Romeo and Juli i
: . ! uliet, 11, 1, 232
with “kiss” for “touch.” ’ Julet I 23725

1188.13 gates of Gaza] See Judges 16:3.

1190.16  Roman emperor.] Trajan.

II91.20 Zaccheus] Luke 19:4.

1197.30—32 Athenian ‘. . .said?] From Plutarch’s Lifé of Phocion.

1199.10 Cassius] In Shakespeare, Julins Caesar, 1, ii, 193, he has “a lean
and hungry look.”

1207.18-21  “Of . . . madness.”] Parody of Wordsworth’s “Resolution
and Independence,” stanza 7, lines 6—7: “We Poets in our youth begin in
gladness;/But thereof come in the end despondency and madness,”

1226.6—7 —“Oh. .. victory?”] I Corinthians 15:5;.
1237.4 Five Points.] Notorious slum district of New York City.

1238.20 Dives . . . Lazarus.] Luke 16:19—31.




