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PA R T I


The american Notebooks

[Thursday], June 18th, [1835].
a walk in north Salem in the decline of yesterday afternoon,—beautiful weather, bright, sunny, with a western or northwestern wind just cool
enough, and a slight superfluity of heat. The verdure, both of trees and grass,
is now in its prime, the leaves elastic, all life. The grass-fields are plenteously bestrewn with white-weed, large spaces looking as white as a sheet of
snow, at a distance, yet with an indescribably warmer tinge than snow,—living white, intermixed with living green. The hills and hollows beyond the
Cold Spring copiously shaded, principally with oaks of good growth, and
some walnut-trees, with the rich sun brightening in the midst of the open
spaces, and mellowing and fading into the shade,—and single trees, with
their cool spot of shade in the waste of sun: quite a picture of beauty, gently
picturesque. The surface of the land is so varied, with woodland mingled,
that the eye cannot reach far away, except now and then in vistas perhaps
across the river, showing houses, or a church and surrounding village, in
Upper beverly. in one of the sunny bits of pasture, walled irregularly in with
oak-shade, i saw a gray mare feeding, and, as i drew near, a colt sprang up
from amid the grass,—a very small colt. he looked me in the face, and i
tried to startle him, so as to make him gallop; but he stretched his long legs,
one after another, walked quietly to his mother, and began to suck,—just
wetting his lips, not being very hungry. Then he rubbed his head, alternately,
with each hind leg. he was a graceful little beast.
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i bathed in the cove, overhung with maples and walnuts, the water cool
and thrilling. at a distance it sparkled bright and blue in the breeze and
sun. There were jelly-fish swimming about, and several left to melt away on
the shore. On the shore, sprouting amongst the sand and gravel, i found
samphire, growing somewhat like asparagus. it is an excellent salad at this
season, salt, yet with an herb-like vivacity, and very tender. i strolled slowly
through the pastures, watching my long shadow making grave, fantastic
gestures in the sun. it is a pretty sight to see the sunshine brightening the
entrance of a road which shortly becomes deeply overshadowed by trees
on both sides. at the Cold Spring, three little girls, from six to nine, were
seated on the stones in which the fountain is set, and paddling in the water.
it was a pretty picture, and would have been prettier, if they had shown bare
little legs, instead of pantalets. very large trees overhung them, and the sun
was so nearly gone down that a pleasant gloom made the spot sombre, in
contrast with these light and laughing little figures. On perceiving me, they
rose up, tittering among themselves. it seemed that there was a sort of playful malice in those who first saw me; for they allowed the other to keep on
paddling, without warning her of my approach. i passed along, and heard
them come chattering behind.1

[Monday], September 7th, 1835.
a sketch to be given of a modern reformer,—a type of the extreme
doctrines on the subject of slaves, cold water, and other such topics. he goes
about the streets haranguing most eloquently, and is on the point of making
many converts, when his labors are suddenly interrupted by the appearance
of the keeper of a mad-house, whence he has escaped. much may be made
of this idea.2
The world is so sad and solemn, that things meant in jest are liable,
by an overpowering influence, to become dreadful earnest,—gayly dressed
fantasies turning to ghostly and black-clad images of themselves.
To represent the process by which sober truth gradually strips off all the
beautiful draperies with which imagination has enveloped a beloved object,
till from an angel she turns out to be a merely ordinary woman. This to be
done without caricature, perhaps with a quiet humor interfused, but the
prevailing impression to be a sad one. The story might consist of the various
alterations in the feelings of the absent lover, caused by successive events
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that display the true character of his mistress; and the catastrophe should
take place at their meeting, when he finds himself equally disappointed in
her person; or the whole spirit of the thing may here be reproduced.
last evening, from the opposite shore of the north river, a view of the
town mirrored in the water, which was as smooth as glass, with no perceptible tide or agitation, except a trifling swell and reflux on the sand, although
the shadow of the moon danced in it. The picture of the town perfect in the
water,—towers of churches, houses, with here and there a light gleaming
near the shore above, and more faintly glimmering under water,—all perfect,
but somewhat more hazy and indistinct than the reality. There were many
clouds flitting about the sky; and the picture of each could be traced in the
water,—the ghost of what was itself unsubstantial. The rattling of wheels
heard long and far through the town. voices of people talking on the other
side of the river, the tones being so distinguishable in all their variations that
it seemed as if what was there said might be understood; but it was not so.
The story of a man, cold and hard-hearted, and acknowledging no
brotherhood with mankind. at his death they might try to dig him a grave,
but, at a little space beneath the ground, strike upon a rock, as if the earth
refused to receive the unnatural son into her bosom. Then they would put
him into an old sepulchre, where the coffins and corpses were all turned to
dust, and so he would be alone. Then the body would petrify; and he having died in some characteristic act and expression, he would seem, through
endless ages of death, to repel society as in life, and no one would be buried
in that tomb forever. [“The man of adamant”]
in an old house, a mysterious knocking might be heard on the wall,
where had formerly been a doorway, now bricked up.

[Saturday], October 17th, [1835].
To make one’s own reflection in a mirror the subject of a story. [“monsieur du miroir”]
Some common quality or circumstance that should bring together people the most unlike in all other respects, and make a brotherhood and sisterhood of them,—the rich and the proud finding themselves in the same
category with the mean and the despised.

• 29 •

PA r t i : t h e A m e r i c A n n o t e b o o k s

[Sunday], October 25th, 1835.
Sentiments in a foreign language, which merely convey the sentiment,
without retaining to the reader any graces of style or harmony of sound,
have somewhat of the charm of thoughts in one’s own mind that have not
yet been put into words. no possible words that we might adapt to them
could realize the unshaped beauty that they appear to possess. This is the
reason that translations are never satisfactory,—and less so, i should think,
to one who cannot than to one who can pronounce the language.
a person to be writing a tale, and to find that it shapes itself against his
intentions; that the characters act otherwise than he thought; that unforeseen events occur; and a catastrophe comes which he strives in vain to avert.
it might shadow forth his own fate,—he having made himself one of the
personages.

[Tuesday], October 25th, 1836.
in this dismal and squalid chamber Fame was won. (Salem, Union
Street.)3
a Thanksgiving dinner. all the miserable on earth are to be invited,—
as the drunkard, the bereaved parent, the ruined merchant, the brokenhearted lover, the poor widow, the old man and woman who have outlived
their generation, the disappointed author, the wounded, sick, and broken
soldier, the diseased person, the infidel, the man with an evil conscience,
little orphan children, or children of neglectful parents, shall be admitted
to the table, and many others. The giver of the feast goes out to deliver his
invitations. Some of the guests he meets in the streets, some he knocks for
at the doors of their houses. The description must be rapid. but who must
be the giver of the feast, and what his claims to preside? a man who has
never found out what he is fit for, who has unsettled aims or objects in life,
and whose mind gnaws him, making him the sufferer of many kinds of
misery. he should meet some pious, old, sorrowful person, with more outward calamities than any other, and invite him with a reflection that piety
would make all that miserable company truly thankful. [“The Christmas
banquet”]
We sometimes congratulate ourselves at the moment of waking from a
troubled dream: it may be so the moment after death.
• 0 •
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The race of mankind to be swept away, leaving all their cities and works.
Then another human pair to be placed in the world, with native intelligence
like adam and eve, but knowing nothing of their predecessors or of their
own nature and destiny. They, perhaps, to be described as working out this
knowledge by their sympathy with what they saw, and by their own feelings.
[“The new adam and eve”]
a snake, taken into a man’s stomach and nourished there from fifteen
years to thirty-five, tormenting him most horribly. a type of envy or some
other evil passion. [“egotism; or The bosom Serpent”]
a lament for life’s wasted sunshine.
a new classification of society to be instituted. instead of rich and poor,
high and low, they are to be classed,—First, by their sorrows: for instance,
whenever there are any, whether in fair mansion or hovel, who are mourning the loss of relations and friends, and who wear black, whether the cloth
be coarse or superfine, they are to make one class. Secondly, all who have
the same maladies, whether they lie under damask canopies or on straw pallets or in the wards of hospitals, they are to form one class. Thirdly, all who
are guilty of the same sins, whether the world knows them or not; whether
they languish in prison, looking forward to the gallows, or walk honored
among men, they also form a class. Then proceed to generalize and classify
the whole world together, as none can claim utter exemption from either
sorrow, sin, or disease; and if they could, yet Death, like a great parent,
comes and sweeps them all through one darksome portal,—all his children.
[“The Processions of life”]
The dying exclamation of the emperor augustus, “has it not been well
acted?” an essay on the misery of being always under a mask. a veil may be
needful, but never a mask. instances of people who wear masks in all classes
of society, and never take them off even in the most familiar moments,
though sometimes they may chance to slip aside.
a recluse, like myself, or a prisoner, to measure time by the progress of
sunshine through his chamber.
To show the effect of gratified revenge. as an instance, merely, suppose
a woman sues her lover for breach of promise, and gets the money by instal•  •
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ments, through a long series of years. at last, when the miserable victim
were utterly trodden down, the triumpher would have become a very devil
of evil passions,—they having overgrown his whole nature; so that a far
greater evil would have come upon himself than on his victim.4
There is a fund of evil in every human heart,5 which may remain latent,
perhaps, through the whole of life; but circumstances may rouse it to activity. To imagine such circumstances. a woman, tempted to be false to her
husband, apparently through mere whim,—or a young man to feel an
instinctive thirst for blood; and to commit murder. This appetite may be
traced in the popularity of criminal trials. The appetite might be observed
first in a child, and then traced upwards, manifesting itself in crimes suited
to every stage of life.


In July–August 1837, Hawthorne paid a visit to his college friend Horatio
Bridge in Maine.6


[Wednesday], July 5th, 1837.
here i am settled, since night before last, with bridge, and living very
singularly. he leads a bachelor-life in his paternal mansion, only a small
part of which is occupied by a family who do his washing, make the beds,
&c. he provides his own breakfast and supper, and occasionally his dinner;
though this is oftener, i believe, taken at the hotel or an eating-house, or
with some of his relatives. i am his guest, and my presence makes no alteration in his way of life. Our fare, thus far, has consisted of bread, butter, and
cheese, crackers, herrings, boiled eggs, coffee, milk, and claret-wine, besides
a plentiful variety of liquors, should we desire them. he has another inmate
in the person of a queer little Frenchman, who has his breakfast, tea, and
lodging here, and finds his dinner elsewhere. monsieur Schaeffer does not
appear to be more than twenty-one years old—a diminutive figure, with
eyes askew, and otherwise of ungainly physiognomy; he is ill-dressed also,
in a coarse blue coat, thin cotton pantaloons, and unbrushed boots; altogether with as little of French coxcombry as can well be imagined; though
with something of the monkey-aspect inseparable from a little Frenchman.
he is, nevertheless, an intelligent and well-informed man, apparently of
extensive reading in his own language;—a philosopher, bridge tells me, and
•  •
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an infidel. his insignificant personal appearance stands in the way of his
success, and prevents him from receiving the respect which is really due to
his talents and acquirements; wherefore he is bitterly dissatisfied with the
country and its inhabitants, and often expresses his feelings to bridge (who
has gained his confidence to a certain degree) in very strong terms.
Then here are three characters, each with something out of the common way, living together somewhat like monks. bridge, our host, combines
more high and admirable qualities, of that sort which make up a gentleman, than any other that i have met with. Polished, yet natural, frank,
open, and straightforward, yet with a delicate feeling for the sensitiveness
of his companions; of excellent temper and warm heart; well-acquainted
with the world, with a keen faculty of observation, which he has had many
opportunities of exercising [ . . . ] and never varying from a code of honor
and principle, which is really nice and rigid in its way. There is a sort of
philosophy developing itself in him, which will not improbably cause him
to settle down in this, or some other equally singular course of life. he
seems almost to have made up his mind never to be married—which i
wonder at; for he has strong affections, and is fond both of women and
children.7
The little Frenchman impresses me very strongly, too—so lonely as he
is here, struggling against the world, with bitter feelings in his breast, and
yet talking with the vivacity and gaiety of his nation;—making his home
from darkness to daylight, and enjoying here what little domestic comfort
and confidence there is for him; and then going about all the live-long
day, teaching French to blockheads who sneer at him; and returning at
about ten o’clock in the evening (for i was wrong in saying that he supped
here—he eats no supper) to his solitary room and bed. before retiring, he
goes to bridge’s bedside, and, if he finds him awake, stands talking French,
expressing his dislike of the americans—“Je hais—Je hais les Yankees!”—thus
giving vent to the stifled bitterness of the whole day. in the morning, i hear
him getting up early—at sunrise or before—humming to himself, scuffling
about his chamber with his thick boots, and at last taking his departure
for a solitary ramble till breakfast. Then he comes in cheerful and vivacious
enough, eats pretty heartily, and is off again, singing a French chanson as
he goes down the gravel-walk. The poor fellow has nobody to sympathize
with him but bridge; and thus a singular connection is established between
two utterly different characters.
Then here is myself, who am likewise a queer character in my way, and
have come here to spend a week or two with my friend of half-a life-time;—
the longest space, probably, that we are ever destined to spend together;
for fate seems to be preparing changes for both of us. my circumstances,
•  •
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at least, cannot long continue as they are and have been; and bridge, too,
stands betwixt high prosperity and utter ruin.
i think i should soon become strongly attached to our way of life—so
independent, and untroubled by the forms and restrictions of society. The
house is very pleasantly situated—half a mile distant from where the town
begins to be thickly-settled, and on a swell of land, with the road running at
a distance of fifty yards, and a grassy tract and gravel walk between. beyond
the road rolls the Kennebec, here two or three hundred yards wide; putting
my head out of the window, i can see it flowing steadily along, straightway
between wooded banks; but arriving nearly opposite the house, there is a
large and level sand-island in the middle of the stream; and just below this
island, the current is further interrupted by the works of the mill Dam,
which is perhaps half-finished, yet still in so rude a state, that it looks as
much like the ruins of a Dam destroyed by the spring freshets, as like the
foundation of a Dam yet to be. irishmen and Canadians are at work on it,
and the echoes of their hammering, and of their voices, come across the
river and up to the window. . . . my position is so far retired from the river
and the mill-Dam, that, though the latter is really rather a busy scene, yet a
sort of quiet seems to be diffused over the whole. Two or three times a day,
this quiet is broken by the sudden thunder from a quarry, where the workmen are blasting rocks for the Dam;—and a peal of thunder sounds strange
in such a green, sunny, and quiet landscape with the blue sky brightening
the river.
i have not seen much of the people; there have been, however, several
incidents which amused me, though scarcely worth telling. a passionate
tavern-keeper, quick as a flash of gunpowder, a nervous man, and showing
in his demeanor, it seems, a consciousness of his infirmity of temper. i was
a witness to a scuffle of his with a drunken guest; the tavern-keeper, after
they were separated, raved like a madman, and in a tone of voice having a
queerly pathetic or lamentable sound mingled with its rage, as if he were
lifting up his voice to weep. Then he jumped into a chaise which was standing by, whipped up the horse and drove off rapidly; as if to give his rage
vent in this way.
On the morning of the fourth of July, two printer’s apprentices, lads
nearly grown, dressed in jackets and very tight pantaloons of check—tight
as their skins; so that they looked like harlequins or circus clowns, yet
appeared to think themselves in perfect propriety—a very calm and quiet
assurance of the admiration of the town. a common fellow, a carpenter,
who, on the strength of political partizanship, asked bridge’s assistance in
cutting out great letters from play-bills &c, in order to print martin van
buren Forever, on a flag;8—but bridge refused. “let every man skin his
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own skunks,” says he. bridge seems to be considerably of a favorite with
the lower orders, especially the irishmen and French Canadians, the latter
accosting him in the street to ask his assistance as an interpreter, in making
their bargains for work.
i meant to have dined at the hotel with bridge to-day; but having
returned to the house, leaving him to do some business in the village, i
found myself unwilling to move, when the dinner hour approached; and
therefore dined very comfortably on bread, cheese and eggs. Some little
Canadian children were peeping out between two buildings; they would
have talked French, had they been old enough to talk at all.
nothing of much interest takes place. We live very comfortably in
our bachelor-establishment, on a cold shoulder of mutton, with ham, and
smoked beef, and boiled eggs; and as to drinkables, we had both claret and
brown sherry on the dinner-table to day; but we are neither of us such
thirsty souls as we once were. last evening we had a long literary and
philosophical conversation with mr. Schaeffer. he is rather remarkably
well-informed for a man of his age, and seems to have very just notions
on ethics &c though damnably perverted as to religion. it is queer to hear
philosophy of any sort from such a boyish figure—“we philosophers,” he is
fond of saying, to distinguish himself and his brethren from the Christians.
One of his oddities is, that, while stedfastly maintaining an opinion that he
is a very small and slow eater, and that we, in common with other yankees,
eat immensely and at a great rate, he actually eats both faster and longer,
and devours, as bridge avers, more victuals, than both of us together.

Wednesday, July 26th, [1837].
Dined at barker’s yesterday. before dinner, sitting with several other persons on the stoop of the tavern. There was bridge—J. a. Chandler, clerk of
the court, a dissipated man of middle-age or beyond,—two or three stagepeople—and near by a negro, whom they call “the doctor,” a crafty-looking
fellow, one of whose occupations is that of pimp. in presence of this goodly
company, a man of a depressed, neglected air, a soft, simple-looking fellow,
with an anxious expression, in a laborer’s dress, approached and inquired for
mr. barker. mine host being gone to Portland, the stranger was directed to
the barkeeper, who stood at the door. The man asked where he should find
one mary ann russel—a question which excited general and hardly suppressed mirth; for the said mary ann is one of a knot of whores, who were
routed on Sunday evening by barker and a constable. The man was told that
the black fellow could give him all the information he wanted. The black
•  •

PA r t i : t h e A m e r i c A n n o t e b o o k s

fellow asked “Do you want to use her?” Others of the bystanders, or bysitters, put various questions as to the nature of the man’s business with
mary ann, and the connection between them. One asked, “is she your
daughter?” “Why, a little nearer than that, i calkilate,” said the poor devil.
here the mirth was increased, it being evident that the prostitute was his
wife. The man seemed too simple and obtuse to comprehend much of the
ridicule of his situation, or to be rendered very miserable of it. nevertheless,
he made some touching points. “a man generally places some little dependence on his wife,” said he, “whether she’s good or bad.” he meant, probably,
that he rests some affection on her. he told us that she had behaved well,
till committed to jail for striking a child; and i believe he was absent from
home at the time, and had not seen her since. and now he was in search of
her, intending, doubtless, to do his best to get her out of her troubles, and
then to take her back to his bosom. Some advised him not to look after
her; others recommended him to pay “the doctor” aforesaid for guiding
him to her haunt; which finally the doctor did, in consideration of a treat;
and the fellow went off, having heard little but gibes, and not one word of
sympathy. i would have given considerable to witness his meeting with his
wife. On the whole there was a moral picturesqueness in the contrasts of
this scene—a man moved as deeply as his nature would admit, in the midst
of hardened, gibing spectators, heartless towards him. it is worth thinking over and studying out. he seemed rather hurt and pricked by the jests
thrown at him, yet bore it patiently, and sometimes almost joined in the
laugh. he was cowed by his situation; being of an easy, unenergetic nature.
hints for characters—nancy, a pretty, black-eyed intelligent servantgirl, living in Captain harriman’s family. She comes daily to make the
beds in our part of the house; and exchanges a good morning with me, in
a pleasant voice, and with a glance and smile—somewhat shy, because we
are not well acquainted, yet capable of being made conversible. She washes
once a week, and may be seen standing over her tub, with her handkerchief
somewhat displaced from her white bosom, because it is hot. Often, she
stands with her bare arms in the water, talking with mrs. harriman; or
looks through the window, perhaps at bridge or somebody else crossing the
yard—rather thoughtfully, but soon smiling or laughing. Then goeth she for
a pail of water. in the afternoon, very probably, she dresses herself in silks,
looking not only pretty but ladylike, and strolls round the house, not unconscious that some gentleman may be staring at her from behind our green
blinds. after supper, she walks to the village. morning and evening, she
goes a milking—and thus passes her life, cheerfully, usefully, virtuously, with
hopes, doubtless, of a husband and children. mrs. harriman is a particularly plump, soft-fleshed, fair-complexioned, comely woman enough, with
rather a simple countenance—not near so piquant as nancy’s. her walk has
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something of the roll or waddle of a fat woman, though it were too much to
call her fat. her breasts swell out round and soft, being abundant with milk
for a little she-brat of three or four months old—her first child, though she
is not a very young woman. She seems to be a sociable body—probably
laughter-loving. Captain harriman himself has commanded a steam-boat,
and has a certain knowledge of life.
Query—in relation to the man’s prostitute-wife—how much desire and
resolution of doing her duty by her husband can a wife retain, while injuring him in what is deemed the most essential point.

Friday, July 28th, [1837].
Saw my classmate, and formerly intimate associate, Cilley, for the first
time since we graduated.9 he has met with good success in life, and that
in spite of circumstance, having struggled upward against bitter opposition,
by the force of his own abilities, to be a member of Congress, after having
been some time the leader of his party in the state legislature. We met like
old friends, and conversed almost as freely as we used to do in College days,
twelve years ago and more. he is a singular man, shrewd, crafty, insinuating, with wonderful tact, seizing on each man by his manageable point, and
using him for his own purposes, often without the man’s suspecting that he
is made a tool of; and yet, artificial as his character would seem to be, his
conversation, at least to myself, was full of natural feeling, the expression of
which can hardly be mistaken; and his revelations with regard to himself
had really a great deal of frankness. he spoke of his ambition; of the obstacles which he had encountered; of the means by which he had overcome
them, imputing great efficacy to his personal intercourse with people, and
study of their characters; then of his course as a member of the legislature
and speaker, and of his style of speaking, and its effects; of the dishonorable things which had been imputed to him, and in what manner he had
repelled the charges; in short, he would have seemed to have opened himself very freely as to his public life. Then, as to private affairs, he spoke of his
marriage, of his wife, his children, and told me with tears in his eyes, of the
death of a dear little girl, and how it had affected him, and how impossible
it had been for him to believe that she was really to die. a man of the most
open nature might well have been more reserved to a friend, after twelve
years separation, than Cilly was to me. nevertheless, he is really a crafty
man, concealing like a murder-secret, anything that it is not good for him to
have known. he by no means feigns the good feeling that he professes, nor
is there anything affected in the frankness of his conversation; and it is this
that makes him so very fascinating. There is such a quantity of truth, and
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kindliness, and warm affections, that a man’s heart opens to him in spite of
himself; he deceives by truth. and not only is he crafty, but, when occasion
demands, bold and fierce as a tiger, determined, and even straightforward
and undisguised in his measures—a daring fellow as well as a sly one. yet,
notwithstanding his consummate art, the general estimate of his character
seems to be pretty just; hardly anybody, probably, thinks him better than he
is, and many think him worse. nevertheless unless he should fall into some
great and overwhelming discovery of rascality, he will always possess influence; though i should hardly think that he could take any prominent part
in Congress. as to any rascality, i rather believe that he has thought out for
himself a much higher system of morality than any natural integrity would
have prompted him to adopt; that he has seen the thorough advantage of
morality and honesty; and the sentiment of these qualities has now got
into his mind and spirit, and pretty well impregnated them. i believe him
to be about as honest, now, as the great run of the world—with something
even approaching to high mindedness. his person in some degree accords
with his character—thin, and a thin face, sharp features, sallow, a projecting
brow, not very high, deep-set eyes; an insinuating smile and look, when he
meets you, or is about to address you. i should think he would do away this
peculiar expression; for it lets out more of himself than can be detected in
any other way, in personal intercourse with him. Upon the whole, i have
quite a good liking for him; and mean to go to Thomaston to see him.

Salem, [Tuesday], august 22d, 1837.
The journal of a human heart for a single day in ordinary circumstances.
The lights and shadows that flit across it; its internal vicissitudes.
a man tries to be happy in love; he cannot sincerely give his heart, and
the affair seems all a dream. in domestic life, the same; in politics, a seeming
patriot; but still he is sincere, and all seems like a theatre.
an idle man’s pleasures and occupations and thoughts during a day
spent by the sea-shore: among them, that of sitting on the top of a cliff, and
throwing stones at his own shadow, far below.10

[Monday], October 16th, 1837.
a person to be in the possession of something as perfect as mortal man
•  •
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has a right to demand; he tries to make it better, and ruins it entirely. [“The
birth-mark”]
a person to spend all his life and splendid talents in trying to achieve
something naturally impossible,—as to make a conquest over nature. [“The
birth-mark”; “The artist of the beautiful”]

[Wednesday], December 6th, 1837.
insincerity in a man’s own heart must make all his enjoyments, all
that concerns him, unreal; so that his whole life must seem like a merely
dramatic representation. and this would be the case, even though he were
surrounded by truehearted relatives and friends.11
a man living a wicked life in one place, and simultaneously a virtuous
and religious one in another.12
On being transported to strange scenes, we feel as if all were unreal. This
is but the perception of the true unreality of earthly things, made evident by
the want of congruity between ourselves and them. by and by we become
mutually adapted, and the perception is lost.
Our indian races having reared no monuments, like the Greeks, romans,
and egyptians, when they have disappeared from the earth, their history
will appear a fable, and they misty phantoms.
The influence of a peculiar mind, in close communion with another, to
drive the latter to insanity.13

[Friday], June 15th, [1838].
The situation of a man in the midst of a crowd, yet as completely in the
power of another, life and all, as if they two were in the deepest solitude.

[Wednesday], July 4th, [1838].
a very hot, bright, sunny day; town much thronged; booths on the
Common, selling gingerbread, sugar-plums, and confectionery, spruce beer,
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lemonade. Spirits forbidden, but probably sold stealthily. On the top of one
of the booths a monkey, with a tail two or three feet long. he is fastened
by a cord, which, getting tangled with the flag over the booth, he takes hold
and tries to free it. he is the object of much attention from the crowd, and
played with by the boys, who toss up gingerbread to him, while he nibbles
and throws it down again. he reciprocates notice, of some kind or other,
with all who notice him. There is a sort of gravity about him. a boy pulls his
long tail, whereat he gives a slight squeak, and for the future elevates it as
much as possible. looking at the same booth by and by, i find that the poor
monkey has been obliged to betake himself to the top of one of the wooden
joists that stick up high above. There are boys, going about with molasses
candy, almost melted down in the sun. Shows: a mammoth rat; a collection
of pirates, murderers, and the like, in wax. Constables in considerable number, parading about with their staves, sometimes conversing with each other,
producing an effect by their presence, without having to interfere actively.
One or two old salts, rather the worse for liquor: in general the people are
very temperate. at evening the effect of things rather more picturesque;
some of the booth-keepers knocking down the temporary structures, and
putting the materials in wagons to carry away; other booths lighted up,
and the lights gleaming through rents in the sail-cloth tops. The customers are rather riotous, calling loudly and whimsically for what they want;
a young fellow and a girl coming arm in arm; two girls approaching the
booth, and getting into conversation with the folks thereabout. Perchance
a knockdown between two half-sober fellows in the crowd: a knock-down
without a heavy blow, the receiver being scarcely able to keep his footing
at any rate. Shoutings and hallooings, laughter, oaths,—generally a goodnatured tumult; and the constables use no severity, but interfere, if at all, in
a friendly sort of way. i talk with one about the way in which the day has
passed, and he bears testimony to the orderliness of the crowd, but suspects
one booth of selling liquor, and relates one scuffle. There is a talkative and
witty seller of gingerbread holding forth to the people from his cart, making himself quite a noted character by his readiness of remark and humor,
and disposing of all his wares. late in the evening, during the fire-works,
people are consulting how they are to get home,—many having long miles
to walk: a father, with wife and children, saying it will be twelve o’clock
before they reach home, the children being already tired to death. The moon
beautifully dark-bright, not giving so white a light as sometimes. The girls
all look beautiful and fairy-like in it, not exactly distinct, nor yet dim. The
different characters of female countenances during the day,—mirthful and
mischievous, slyly humorous, stupid, looking genteel generally, but when
they speak often betraying plebeianism by the tones of their voices. Two
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girls are very tired,—one a pale, thin, languid-looking creature; the other
plump, rosy, rather overburdened with her own little body. Gingerbread
figures, in the shape of Jim Crow and other popularities.


In the summer of 1838 Hawthorne journeyed to the Berkshires in western Massachusetts, the area in which “Ethan Brand” would later be set.


[Friday], July 27th, 1838.
left home monday, 23d inst. To boston by stage, and took the afternoon cars for Worcester. . . . Started for northampton at ½ past nine in
the morning. a respectable sort of man and his son on their way to niagara—grocers, i believe, and calculating how to perform the tour, subtracting
as few days as possible from the shops. Somewhat inexperienced travellers, and comparing everything, advantageously or otherwise, with boston
customs—and considering themselves a long way from home, while yet
short of a hundred miles. Two ladies, rather good looking. i rode out-side,
nearly all day, and was very sociable with the driver and another outside
passenger. Towards night, took up an essence-pedler for a short lift; he was
returning home, after having been out on a tour two or three weeks, and
nearly exhausted his stock. he was not exclusively an essence-pedler, having a large tin box, which had been filled with dry goods, combs, jewellery
&c—now mostly sold out. his essences were aniseed, Cloves, red Cedar,
Wormwood, together with Opodeldoc, and an oil for the hair. These matters are concocted at ashfield, and the pedlers sent about with vast quantities. Cologne water is amongst the essence’s manufactured, though the
bottles have foreign labels. The pedlar was good-natured and communicative, and spoke very frankly about his trade, which he seemed to like better
than farming, though his experience of it is yet brief. Spoke of the trials of
temper to which pedlars are subjected, but said that it was necessary to be
forbearing, because the same road must be travelled again and again. The
pedlers find satisfaction for all contumelies, in making good bargains out
of their customers. he was a pedler in quite a small way, making but a narrow circuit, and carrying no more than an open basket full of essences; but
some go out with wagon loads. he himself contemplated a trip westward,
in which case he would send on quantities of his wares ahead to different
stations. he seemed to enjoy the intercourse and seeing of the world. he
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pointed out a rough place of the road, where his stock of essences had
formerly been broken by a jolt of the stage. What a waste of sweet smells on
the desert air. The essence labels stated the efficacy of the stuffs for various
complaints of children and grown people. The driver was an acquaintance
of the pedler, and so gave him his ride for nothing, though the pedler pretended to wish to force some silver into his hand; and afterwards he got
off to water the horses, while the driver was busied with other matters. This
driver was a little, dark ragamuffin, apparently of irascible temper—speaking with great disapprobation of his way-bill not being timed accurately, but
so as to make it appear as if he were longer upon the road than he was. as
he spoke, the blood darkened in his cheek, and his eye looked ominous and
angry, as if he were enraged with the person to whom he was speaking; yet
he had not real grit, for he had never said a word of his grievances to those
concerned. “i mean to tell him of it by-and-bye. i wont bear it more than
three or four times more,” said he. left northampton next morning between
1 & 2 o’clock. Three other passengers, whose faces were not visible for some
hours; so we went on through unknown space, saying nothing,—glancing
forth sometimes, to see the gleam of the lanterns on wayside objects. how
very desolate looks a forest, when seen in this way,—as if, should you venture one step within its wild, tangled, many-stemmed, and dark-shadowed
verge, you would inevitably be lost forever. Sometimes we passed a house,
or rumbled through a village—stopping, perhaps, to arouse some drowsy
postmaster, who appeared at the door in shirt and pantaloons, yawning,
received the mail, returned it again, and was yawning when last seen. a few
words exchanged among the passengers, as they roused themselves from
their half-slumbers, or dreamy slumber like abstraction. meantime, dawn
came on, our faces became partially visible, the morning air grew colder,
and finally cloudy day came on. We found ourselves riding through quite
a romantic country, with hills, or mountains, on all sides, a stream on one
side—bordered by a high precipitous bank, up which would have grown
pines, only that, losing their foothold, many of them had slipt downward.
The road was not the safest in the world, for often the carriage approached
within two or three feet of a precipice; but the driver, a merry fellow, lolled
on his box, with his feet protruding horizontally, and rattled on at the rate
of ten miles an hour. breakfast between four and five, newly caught trout,
salmon, ham, boiled eggs, and other niceties—truly excellent. . . .
Wednesday, 25th. left Pittsfield about eight o’clock in the bennington
stage, intending to go to Williamstown. inside passengers, a new married
couple, taking a jaunt.—The lady, with a clear, pale complexion, rather pensive cast of countenance, slender, and a genteel figure; the bridegroom, a
• 42 •

PA r t i : t h e A m e r i c A n n o t e b o o k s

shopkeeper in new-york; probably; a young man with a stout black beard,
black eyebrows which formed one line across his forehead,—he rather
seeming like a fellow who has [ . . . ] his bride’s pale cheeks and languished
looks. They were very loving; and while the stage stopt, i watched them
quite entranced in each other, both leaning sideways against the back of
the coach, and perusing their mutual comeliness, and apparently making complimentary observations on one another’s comeliness. The bride
appeared the most absorbed and devoted, referring her whole being to
him. The gentleman seemed in a most Paradisaical mood, smiling ineffably upon his bride, and when she spoke, responding to her with a sort of
benign expression, of matrimonial sweetness, and as it were compassion for
the weaker vessel, mingled with great love and pleasant humor, that was
dreadful queer. The driver peeped into the coach once, and said that he had
his arm round her waist. he took little freedoms with her—tapping her,
if i mistake not, with his cane—love pats; and she seemed to see nothing
amiss. it would be pleasant to meet them again next summer, and note the
change. They kept eating gingerbread all along the road; and dined heartily,
notwithstanding. . . .
along our road, we passed villages, and often factories, the machinery
whizzing, and girls looking out of the windows at the stage, with heads
averted from their tasks, but still busy. These factories have two, three, or
more, boarding houses near them, two stories high, and of double length—
often with bean vines &c running up round the doors; and altogether a
domestic look. There are several factories in different parts of north-adams,
along the banks of a stream, a wild highland rivulet, which, however, does
vast work of a civilized nature. it is strange to see such a rough and untamed
stream as it looks to be, so tamed down to the purposes of man, and making cotton’s, woollens &c—sawing boards, marbles, and giving employment to so many men and girls; and there is a sort of picturesqueness in
finding these factories, supremely artificial establishments, in the midst of
such wild scenery. For now the stream will be flowing through a rude forest, with the trees, erect and dark, as when the indians fished there; and it
brawls, and tumbles, and eddies, over its rock-strewn current. Perhaps there
is a precipice hundreds of feet high, beside it, down which, by heavy rains
or the melting of snows, great pine-trees have slid or tumbled headlong,
and lie at the bottom or half-way down; while their brethren seem to be
gazing at their falls from the summit, and anticipating a like fate. and
taking a turn in the road, behold these factories and their range of boarding-houses, with the girls looking out of the window as aforesaid. and
perhaps the wild scenery is all around the very site of the factory, and mingles its impressions strangely with those opposite ones. These observations
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were made during a walk yesterday. i bathed in a part of the stream that
was out of sight, and where its brawling waters were deep enough to cover
me, when i lay at length. Parts of the road, along which i walked, lay on
the edge of a precipice, falling down straight towards the stream; and in
one place, the passage of heavy loads had sunk the road, so that soon,
probably, there will be an avalanche, perhaps carrying a stage-coach or
heavy wagon down into the bed of the stream. i met occasional wayfarers,
sometimes two women in a wagon, decent brown visaged country matrons,
sometimes an apparent doctor, of whom there are seven or thereabouts, in
north adams; for though the vicinity is very healthy, yet they have to ride
considerable distances among the mountain-towns; and their practice is
very laborious. a nod is always exchanged between strangers meeting on
the road. This morning an underwitted old man met me on a walk, and
held a pretty long conversation, insisting upon shaking hands (to which
i was averse, lest his hand should not be clean) and insisting on his right
to do so, as being a “friend of mankind.” he was an old gray, bald-headed,
wrinkled-visaged figure, decently dressed, with cowhide shoes, a coat on
one arm, and an umbrella on the other; and said that he was going to see a
widow in the neighborhood. Finding that i was not provided with a wife,
he recommended a certain “maid” of forty years, who had 300 acres of land.
he spoke of his children, who are proprietors of a circus establishment, and
have taken a granddaughter to bring up in their way of life;14 and he gave
me a message to tell them, in case we should meet. While this old man is
wandering among the hills, his children are the gaze of multitudes. he told
me the place where he was born, directing me to it by pointing to a wreath
of mist which lay on the side of a mountain ridge, which he termed the
“smoke yonder.” Speaking of the widow, he said, “my wife has been dead
these seven years,” and why should not i enjoy myself a little. his manner
was full of quirks and quips and eccentricities, waving his umbrella and
gesticulating strangely, with a great deal of action. i suppose, to help his
natural foolishness, he had been drinking. We parted, he exhorting me not
to forget his message to his sons, and i shouting after him a request to be
remembered to the widow. Conceive something tragical to be talked about;
and much might be made of this interview, in a wild road among the hills;
with Graylock at no great distance, looking sombre and angry by reason of
the gray, heavy mist upon his head. . . .

[Sunday], July 29th, [1838].
remarkable characters:—a disagreeable figure, waning from middleage, clad in a pair of tow homespun pantaloons and very dirty shirt, bare• 44 •
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foot, and with one of his feet maimed by an axe; also, an arm amputated
two or three inches below the elbow.15 his beard of a week’s growth, grim
and grisly, with a general effect of black;—altogether a filthy and disgusting object. yet he has the signs of having been a handsome man in his
idea; though now such a beastly figure that, probably, no living thing but
his great dog could touch him without an effort. Coming to the stoop,
where several persons were sitting,—“Good morning, gentlemen!” said this
wretch. nobody answered for a time, till at last one said, “i dont know
who you speak to:—not me, i’m sure;”—meaning that he did not claim to
be a gentleman. “Why, i thought you all speak at once,” replied the figure
laughing. So he sat himself down on the lower step of the stoop, and began
to talk; and the conversation being turned upon his bare feet, by one of the
company, he related the story of his losing his toes by the glancing aside of
an axe, and with what grim fortitude he bore it. Thence he made a transition to the loss of his arm; and setting his teeth and drawing in his breath,
said that the pain was dreadful; but this, too, he seems to have borne like
an indian; and a person testified to his fortitude by saying that he did not
suppose that there was any feeling in him, from observing how he bore it.
The man spoke of the pain of cutting the muscles, and the particular agony
at one moment, while the bone was being sawed asunder; and there was a
strange expression of remembered agony, as he shrugged his half limb, and
described the matter. afterwards, in reply to a question of mine whether he
still seemed to feel the hand that had been amputated, he answered that he
did, always—and baring the stump, he moved the severed muscles, saying
“there is the thumb, there the forefinger &c.” Then he talked to me about
phrenology, of which he seems a firm believer and skilful practitioner, telling how he had hit upon the true characters of many people. There was a
great deal of sense and acuteness in his talk, and something of elevation in
his expression; perhaps a studied elevation—and a sort of courtesy in his
manner; but his sense had something out-of-the way in it; something wild,
and ruined, and desperate, in his talk, though i can hardly say what it was.
There was something of the gentleman and man of intellect in his deep
degradation; and a pleasure in intellectual pursuits, and an acuteness and
trained judgment, which bespoke a mind once strong and cultivated. “my
study is man,” said he. and looking at me “i do not know your name,” said
he, “but there is something of the hawk-eye about you too.” This man was
formerly a lawyer in good practice, but taking to drinking, was reduced to
this lowest state. yet not the lowest; for, after the amputation of his arm,
being advised by divers persons to throw himself upon the public for support, he told them that, even if he should lose his other arm, he would still
be able to support himself and a waiter. Certainly he is a strong minded
and iron-constitutioned man; but, looking at the stump of his arm, he said
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that the pain of the mind was a thousand times greater than the pain of the
body—“That hand could make the pen go fast,” said he. among people in
general, he does not seem to have any greater consideration in his ruin, for
the sake of his former standing in society. he supports himself by making
soap; and on account of the offals used in that business, there is probably
rather an evil smell in his domicile. Talking about a dead horse, near his
house, he said that he could not bear the scent of it. “i should not think
you could smell carrion in that house,” said a stage-agent. Whereupon the
soap-maker dropped his head, with a bitter snort, as it were, of wounded
feeling; but immediately said that he took all in good part. There was an
old squire of the village, a lawyer probably, whose demeanor was different—with a distance, yet a kindliness; for he remembered the times when
they met on equal terms. “you and i,” said the squire, alluding to their
respective troubles and sicknesses, “would have died long ago, if we had not
had the courage to live.” The poor devil kept talking to me long after everybody else had left the stoop, giving vent to much practical philosophy and
just observation on the ways of men, mingled with rather more assumption
of literature and cultivation, than belonged to the present condition of his
mind. . . . and, at last, having said many times that he must go and shave
and dress himself—and as his beard had been at least a week growing, it
might have seemed almost a week’s work to get rid of it—he rose from the
stoop, and went his way, a forlorn and miserable thing in the light of the
cheerful summer Sabbath morning. yet he seems to keep his spirits up, and
still preserves himself a man among men, asking nothing from them—nor
is it clearly perceptible what right they have to scorn him, though he seems
to acquiesce, in a sort, in their doing so. and yet he cannot wholly have
lost his self-respect; and doubtless there were persons on the stoop more
grovelling than himself.
another character—a blacksmith of fifty or upwards; a corpulent figure, big in the belly, and enormous in the backsides; yet there is such an
appearance of strength and robustness in his frame, that his corpulence
appears very proper and necessary to him. a pound of flesh could not be
spared from his abundance, any more than from the leanest man; and he
walks about briskly, without any panting, or symptom of labor and pain in
his motion. he has a round jolly face, always mirthful and humorous, and
shrewd—and the air of a man well to do, and well-respected, yet not caring
much about the opinions of men, because his independence is sufficient to
itself. nobody would take him for other than a man of some importance in
the community, though his summer dress is a tow cloth pair of pantaloons,
a shirt not of the cleanest, open at the breast, and the sleeves rolled up at
the elbows, and a straw hat. There is not such a vast difference between
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this costume and that of lawyer haynes, above-mentioned—yet never was
there a greater diversity of appearance than between these two men; and a
glance at them, would be sufficient to mark the difference. The blacksmith
loves his glass, and comes to the tavern for it, whenever it seems good to
him, not calling for it slily and shyly, but marching sturdily to the bar, or
calling across the room for it to be prepared. he speaks with great bitterness against the new license law, and vows if it be not repealed by fair
means, it shall be by violence, and that he will be as ready to cock his rifle
for such a cause as for any other. On this subject his talk is really fierce;
but as to all other matters he is good-natured, and good-hearted, fond of
joke, and shaking his jolly sides with frequent laughter. his conversation
has much strong, unlettered sense, imbued with humor, as everybody’s talk
is, in new-england. he takes a queer position sometimes—queer for his
figure, particularly—straddling across a chair, facing the back, with his
arms resting thereon, and his chin on them, for the benefit of conversing
closely with some one. When he has spent as much time in the barroom,
or under the stoop, as he chooses to spare, he gets up at once and goes off
with a brisk, vigorous pace. he owns a mill, and seems to be well to do in
the world. i know no man who seems more like a man—more indescribably
human—than this sturdy blacksmith.

[Monday], July 30th, [1838].
remarkable character.—a travelling “Surgeon Dentist,”16 who has
taken a room here in the north-adams house, and stuck up his advertising bills on a pillar of the piazza, and all about the town. he is a tall,
slim young man, six feet two, dressed in a country-made coat of light blue
(taken, as he tells me, in exchange for dental operations) black pantaloons,
and clumsy cow-hide boots. Self-conceit is very strongly expressed in his
air; and a doctor once told him that he owed his life to that quality; for,
by keeping himself so stiffly upright, he opens his chest, and counteracts
a consumptive tendency. he is not only a dentist—which trade he follows
temporarily—but a licensed preacher of the baptist persuasion; and is now
on his way to the West, to seek a place of settlement in his spiritual vocation. Whatever education he possesses, he has acquired by his own exertions, since the age of twenty-one—he being now twenty-four. We talk
together very freely; and he has given me an account, among other matters,
of all his love-affairs, which are rather curious, as illustrative of the life of a
smart young country-fellow as relates to the gentle sex. nothing can exceed
the exquisite self-conceit which characterizes these confidences, and which
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is expressed inimitably in his face, his upturned nose, and mouth—so as to
be truly a caricature; and he seems strangely to find as much food for this
passion in having been jilted once or twice, as in his conquests. it is curious
to notice his revengeful feeling against the false ones, hidden from himself
under the guise of religious interest and desire that they may be cured of
their follies. . . .
a little boy, named Joe, who haunts about the bar-room and the stoop,
about four years old, in a thin shore jacket, and full-breeched trowsers, and
bare feet.17 The men plague him, and put quids of tobacco in his mouth,
under pretence of giving him a fig, and he gets enraged, and utters a peculiar sharp, spiteful cry, and strikes at them with a stick, to their great mirth.
he is always in trouble, yet will not keep away. They dispatch him with
two or three cents, to buy candy, and nuts and raisins. They set him down
in a nitch of the door, and tell him to remain there a day and a half; he
sits down very demurely, as if he really meant to fulfil his penance;—but,
a moment after, behold there is little Joe, capering across the street to join
two or three boys who are playing in a wagon. Take this boy as the germ
of a tavern-haunter, a country roué, to spend a wild and brutal youth, ten
years of his prime in the States-Prison, and his age in the poor-house.

Wednesday, august 15th, 1838.
To commencement at Williams College—five miles distant. at the
tavern, students, with ribbons, pink or blue, fluttering from their button
holes—these being the badges of rival societies. a considerable gathering of
people, chiefly arriving in wagons or buggies—some barouches—very few
chaises. The most characteristic part of the scene, was where the pedlers,
gingerbread-sellers &c were collected, a few hundred yards from the meeting-house. There was a pedler there from new-york state, who sold his
wares by auction; and i could have stood and listened to him all day long.
Sometimes he would put up a heterogeny of articles in a lot—as a paper of
pins, a lead pencil and a shaving-box—and knock them all down, perhaps,
for ninepence. bunches of lead pencils, steel pens; pound cakes of shaving
soap, gilt finger-rings, bracelets, clasps, and other jewelry, cards of pearl buttons, or steel—“there is some steel about them, gentlemen; for my brother
stole ’em, and i bore him out in it,” bundles of wooden combs, boxes of
loco-focos, suspenders, &c, &c &c—in short everything—dipping his hand
down into his boxes, with the promise of a wonderful lot, and producing,
perhaps, a bottle of opodeldoc and joining it with a lead pencil—and when
he had sold several things of the same kind, pretending huge surprise at
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finding “just one more”—if the lads lingered saying, “i could not afford
to steal them for the price; for the remorse of conscience would be worth
more”—all the time, keeping an eye upon those who bought, calling for
the pay, making change with silver or bills, and deciding on the goodness
of banks,—and saying to the boys who climbed upon his cart—“Fall down,
roll down, tumble down—only get down”—and everything in the queer
humorous recitative, in which he sold his articles. Sometimes he pretended
that a person had bid, either by word or wink, and raised a laugh thus.
never losing his self-possession, nor getting out of humor;—when a man
asked whether a bill was good “no!! Do you suppose i’d give you good
money.” When he delivered an article, “you’re the lucky man.” Setting
off his wares with the most extravagant eulogies. The people bought very
freely, and seemed also to enjoy the fun. One little boy bought a shaving
box—perhaps meaning to speculate upon it. This character could not possibly be overdrawn; and he was really excellent, with his allusion to what
was passing, intermingled, doubtless with a good deal that was studied. he
was a man between thirty and forty, with a face expressive of other ability,
as well as humor.
a good many people were the better or worse for liquor. There was
one fellow—named randall, i think—a round shouldered, bulky, ill-hung
devil, with a pale, sallow skin, black-beard, and a sort of grin upon his face,
a species of laugh, yet not so much mirthful, as indicating a queer mental
and moral twist. he was very riotous in the crowd, elbowing, thrusting,
seizing hold of people;—and at last a ring was formed, and a regular wrestling match commenced between him and a farmer-looking man. randall
brandished his legs about in the most ridiculous style, but proved himself
a good wrestler, and finally threw his antagonist. he got up with the same
grin upon his features—not a grin of simplicity, but intimating knowingness. When more intensity of expression was required, he could put on the
most strangely ludicrous and ugly aspect, suiting his gesture and attitude
to it, that can be imagined. i should like to see this fellow when he was
perfectly sober.
There were a good many blacks among the crowd. i suppose they used
to emigrate across the border, while new-york was a slave state. There
were enough of them to form a party, though greatly in the minority; and
a squabble arising, some of the blacks were knocked down and otherwise
maltreated. i saw one old negro, a genuine specimen of the slave-negro,
without any of the foppery of the race in our parts; an old fellow with a
bag, i suppose of broken victuals, on his shoulders; and his pockets stuffed
out at his hips with the like provender—full of grimaces, and ridiculous
antics, laughing laughably, yet without affectation—then talking with a
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strange kind of pathos, about the whippings he used to get, while he was a
slave—a queer thing of mere feeling, with some glimmerings of sense. Then
there was another gray old negro, but of a different stamp, politic, sage,
cautious, yet with boldness enough, talking about the rights of his race, yet
so as not to provoke his audience, discoursing of the advantages of living
under laws—and the murders that might ensue, in that very assemblage,
if there were no laws. in the midst of this deep wisdom, turning off the
anger of a half drunken fellow, by a merry retort, a leap in the air, and a
negro’s laugh. i was amused—there being a drunken negro, ascending the
meeting-house steps, and near him three or four well dressed and decent
negro wenches—to see the look of scorn, and shame, and sorrow, and painful sympathy, which one of them assumed at this disgrace of her color. On
the whole, i find myself rather more of an abolitionist in feeling than in
principle. . . . 18
a drunken man, plaguing people with his senseless talk and impertinence—impelled to perform eccentricities by a devil in him.
a pale little boy, with a bandaged leg, whom his father brought out of
the tavern and put into a barouche; there the boy carefully placed shawls,
cushions, &c about his leg to support it; his face expressive of pain and
care—not transitory, but settled pain, of long and forcedly patient endurance; and this painful look, perhaps, gave his face more intelligence than it
might otherwise have had; though it was naturally a sensible face.
Well dressed ladies in the meeting-house, in silks and cambrics—their
sunburnt necks, in contiguity with the delicate fabric of their dress, showing
the yeoman’s daughter.
Country graduates—rough, brown-featured, schoolmaster looking, halfbumpkin, half-scholar, figures in black ill-cut broadcloth;—their manners
quite spoilt by what little of the gentleman there was in them.
The landlord of the tavern, keeping his eye on a man whom he suspected of an intention to bolt.

Friday, august 31st, [1838].
a ride, on Tuesday, to Shelburne Falls,—twenty-two miles, or thereabouts, distant.—Started at about eight o’clock in a wagon with mr. leach
and mr. buck. Our road lay over the Green mountain; the long ridge of
which was made awful by a dark, heavy, threatening cloud, apparently rolled
and condensed along the whole summit. as we ascended the zig-zag road,
we looked behind, at every opening through the forest, and beheld a wide
landscape of mountain-swells, and vallies intermixt, and old Gray-lock, and
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the whole of Saddle-back. Over this wide scene, there was a general gloom;
but there was a continual vicissitude of bright sunshine flitting over it; now
resting for a brief space on portions of the heights, now flooding the vallies
with green brightness, now marking out distinctly each dwelling, and the
hotels, and then two small brick churches of the distant village—denoting
its prosperity, while all around seemed under adverse fortunes. but we, who
stood so elevated above mortal things, and saw so wide and far, could see
the sunshine of prosperity departing from one spot and rolling towards
another; so that we could not think it much matter which spot were sunny
or gloomy at any one moment.
The top of this Green mountain is a long ridge, marked on the county
map as 2160 ft. above the sea; the summit is occupied by a valley, not very
deep, but one or two miles wide, composing the town of Florida. here there
are respectable farms, though it is a rough, and must be a bleak place. The
first house, after reaching the summit, is a small, homely tavern, kept by P.
Witt. We left our horse in the shed; and entering the little unpainted barroom, we heard a voice, in a strange outlandish accent, explaining a diorama.
it was an old man, with a full, gray-bearded countenance; and mr. leach
exclaimed “ah here’s the old Dutchman again!” and he answered “yes,
Captain, here’s the old Dutchman;”—tho’ by the way, he is a German, and
travels the country with this diorama, in a wagon; and had recently been at
South adams, and was now returning from Saratoga Springs. We looked
through the glass orifices of his machine, while he exhibited a succession
of the very worst scratchings and daubings that can be imagined—worn
out, too, and full of cracks and wrinkles, besmeared with tobacco smoke,
and every otherwise dilapidated. There were none in a later fashion than
thirty years since, except some figures that had been cut from tailors’ showbills. There were views of cities and edifices in europe, and ruins,—and of
napoleon’s battles and nelson’s sea-fights; in the midst of which would
be seen a gigantic, brown, hairy hand—the hand of Destiny—pointing at
the principal points of the conflict, while the old Dutchman explained. he
gave considerable dramatic effect to his descriptions, but his accent and
intonation cannot be written. he seemed to take an interest and pride in
his exhibition; yet when the utter and ludicrous miserability thereof made
us laugh, he joined in the joke very readily. When the last picture had been
exhibited, he caused a country boor, who stood gaping beside the machine,
to put his head within it, and thrust his tongue out. The head becoming
gigantic, a singular effect was produced.
The old Dutchman’s exhibition over, a great dog—apparently an elderly
dog—suddenly made himself the object of notice, evidently in rivalship of
the Dutchman. he had seemed to be a good-natured, quiet kind of dog,
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offering his head to be patted by those kindly disposed towards him. This
great, old dog, suddenly and of his own motion, began to run round after
his own not very long tail, with the utmost eagerness; and catching hold of
it, he growled furiously at it, and still continued to circle round, growling
and snarling, with increasing rage, as if one half of his body were at deadly
enmity with the other. Faster and faster went he round and roundabout,
growling still fiercer, till at last he ceased in a state of utter exhaustion;
but no sooner had his exhibition finished, than he became the same mild,
quiet, sensible old dog as before; and no one could have suspected him of
such nonsense as getting enraged with his own tail. he was first taught
this trick by attaching a bell to the end of his tail; but he now commences
entirely of his own accord, and i really believe feels vain at the attention
he excites.19
it was chill and bleak on the mountain-top, and a fire was burning in the
bar-room. The old Dutchman bestowed on everybody the title of Captain—
perhaps because such a title has a great chance of suiting an american.
leaving the tavern, we rode a mile or two further to the eastern brow
of the mountain, whence we had a view over the tops of a multitude of
heights, into the intersecting vallies of which we were to plunge,—and
beyond them the blue and indistinctive scene extended, to the east and
north, to the distance of at least sixty miles. beyond the hills, it looked
almost as if the blue ocean might be seen. monadnock was visible, like a
blue cloud against the sky. Descending the mountain, we by and bye got a
view of the Deerfield river, which makes a bend in its course from about
north and south to about east and west, coming out from one defile among
the mountains, and flowing through another. . . . Often it would seem a
wonder how our road was to continue, the mountains rose so abruptly on
either side, and stood so direct a wall across our onward course; while, looking behind, it would be an equal mystery how we had got thither, through
the huge base of the mountain that seemed to have reared itself erect after
our passage. but passing onward, a narrow defile would give us egress into
a scene where new mountains would still seem to bar us. Our road was
much of it level, but scooped out among mountains. The river was a brawling stream, shallow, and roughened by rocks; now we rode on a level with
it; now there was a sheer descent down from the roadside upon it, often
unguarded by any kind of a fence, except by the trees that contrived to grow
on the headlong interval. between the mountains there were gorges and
defiles, that led the imagination away into new scenes of wildness. i have
never ridden through such romantic scenery, where there was such variety
and boldness of mountain-shapes as this; and though it was a broad sunny
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day, the mountains diversified the scene with sunshine and shadow, and
glory, and gloom.

[Friday], September 7th, [1838].
mr. leach and i took a walk by moonlight, last evening, on the road
that leads over the mountain. remote from houses, far up on the hill side,
we found a lime kiln burning near the road side; and approaching it, a
watcher started from the ground, where he had been lying at his length.
There are several of these lime-kilns in this vicinity; they are built circular
with stones, like a round tower, eighteen or twenty feet high; having a hillock heaped around a considerable of their circumference, so that the marble
may be brought and thrown in by cart loads at the top. at the bottom there
is a door-way large enough to admit a man in a stooping posture. Thus an
edifice of great solidity is composed, which will endure for centuries, unless
needless pains are taken to tear it down. There is one on the hill side close
to the village, where in weeds grow at the bottom, and grass, and shrubs
too are rooted in the interstices of the stones; and its low doorway has a
dungeonlike aspect; and we look down from the top as into a roofless tower.
it apparently has not been used for many years; and the lime, and weatherstained fragments of marble are scattered about.
but in the one we saw last night, a hard wood fire was burning merrily beneath the superincumbent marble—the kiln being heaped full; and
shortly after we came, the man (a dark, black-bearded, figure in shirtsleeves) opened the iron door, through the chinks of which the fire was
gleaming, and thrust in huge logs of wood, and stirred the immense coals
with a long pole; and showed us the glowing lime-stone,—the lower layer
of it. The glow of the fire was powerful, at the distance of several yards
from the open door. he talked very sociably with us,—being doubtless glad
to have two visitors to vary his solitary night-watch; for it would not do
for him to get asleep; since the fire should be refreshed as often as every
twenty minutes. We ascended the hillock to the top of the kiln; and the
marble was red-hot and burning with a bluish lambent flame, quivering
up, sometimes, nearly a yard high, and resembling the flame of anthracite
coal—only, the marble being in larger fragments, the flame was higher. The
kiln was perhaps six or eight feet across. Four hundred bushels of marble
were then in a state of combustion. The expense of converting this quantity
into lime is about fifty dollars; and it sells for 25cts. per bushel at the kiln.
We talked with the man about whether he would run across the top of
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the intensely burning kiln for a thousand dollars, barefooted; and he said
he would for ten;—he said that the lime had been burning 48 hours, and
would be finished in 36 more, and cooled sufficiently to handle in 12 more.
he liked the business of watching it better by night than day; because the
days were often hot; but such a mild and beautiful night as the last was just
right. [ . . . ] here a poet might make verses, with moonlight in them—and
a gleam of fierce firelight flickering through them. it is a shame to use this
brilliantly white, almost transparent marble, in this way. a man said of it,
the other day, that into some pieces of it, when polished, one could see a
considerable distance; and instanced a certain gravestone.
mr. leach told me how a girl, to whom he was once paying attention,
with some idea of marrying her, made a confession of having forfeited her
chastity. he had heard rumors of her having been indiscreet, with reference
to a man who was formerly attentive to her—but had no idea of anything
more than a merely pardonable indiscretion, in having trusted herself in
long and solitary walks with this man. he began to talk with her on this
subject, intending gently to reprehend her; but she became greatly agitated,
and fell a weeping bitterly—her thoughts flying immediately to her guilt,
and probably thinking that he was aware or suspicious of the full extent of
it. She told so much, or betrayed so much, that he besought her to say no
more. “That was the only time, mr. leach,” sobbed she, “that i ever strayed
from the path of virtue.” much might be made of such a scene—the lover’s
astoundment, at discovering so much more than he expected. mr. leach
spoke to me as if one deviation from chastity might not be an altogether
insuperable objection to making a girl his wife!!

[Wednesday], October 24th, [1838].
view from a chamber of the Tremont of the brick edifice opposite, on
the other side of beacon Street.20 at one of the lower windows, a woman
at work; at one above, a lady hemming a ruff or some such lady-like thing.
She is pretty, young, and married; for a little boy comes to her knees, and
she parts his hair, and caresses him in a motherly way. a note on colored
paper is brought her; and she reads it, and puts it in her bosom. at another
window, at some depth within the apartment, a gentleman in a dressinggown, reading, and rocking in an easy-chair, &c, &c, &c. a rainy day, and
people passing with umbrellas disconsolately between the spectator and
these various scenes of indoor occupation and comfort. With this sketch
might be mingled and worked up some story that was going on within the
chamber where the spectator was situated.
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Character of a man who, in himself and his external circumstances,
shall be equally and totally false: his fortune resting on baseless credit,—his
patriotism assumed,—his domestic affections, his honor and honesty, all a
sham. his own misery in the midst of it,—it making the whole universe,
heaven and earth alike, an unsubstantial mockery to him.
Dr. Johnson’s penance in Uttoxeter market. a man who does penance in what might appear to lookers-on the most glorious and triumphal
circumstance of his life. each circumstance of the career of an apparently
successful man to be a penance and torture to him on account of some
fundamental error in early life.21

[Friday], January 4th, 1839.
The strange sensation of a person who feels himself an object of deep
interest, and close observation, and various construction of all his actions,
by another person.22
The semblance of a human face to be formed on the side of a mountain,
or in the fracture of a small stone, by a lusus naturae. The face is an object of
curiosity for years or centuries, and by and by a boy is born, whose features
gradually assume the aspect of that portrait. at some critical juncture, the
resemblance is found to be perfect. a prophecy may be connected. [“The
Great Stone Face”]
a person to be the death of his beloved in trying to raise her to more
than mortal perfection; yet this should be a comfort to him for having
aimed so highly and holily. [“The birth-mark”]

1840.
To make a story out of a scarecrow, giving it odd attributes. From different points of view, it should appear to change,—now an old man, now
an old woman,—a gunner, a farmer, or the Old nick. [“Feathertop”]
To represent a man as spending life and the intensest labor in the
accomplishment of some mechanical trifle,—as in making a miniature
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coach to be drawn by fleas, or a dinner-service to be put into a cherry-stone.
[“The artist of the beautiful”]
a bonfire to be made of the gallows and of all symbols of evil. [“earth’s
holocaust”]


The following descriptive entries were written during Hawthorne’s residence at
Brook Farm.


[Sunday], September 26th, 1841.
a walk in the forenoon, along the edge of the meadow towards Cow
island.23 . . .
Within the verge of the meadow, mostly near the firm shore of pasture
ground, i found several grape vines, hung with abundance of large purple
grapes.24 The vines had caught hold of maples and alders, and climbed to
the top, curling round about and interwreathing their twisted folds in so
intimate a manner, that it was not easy to tell the parasite from the supporting tree or shrub. Sometimes the same vine had enveloped several shrubs,
and caused a strange tangled confusion, converting all these poor plants
to the purposes of its own support, and hindering them growing to their
own benefit and convenience. The broad vine-leaves, some of them yellow
or yellowish-tinged, were seen apparently growing on the same stems with
the silver maple leaves, and those of the other shrubs, thus married against
their will by this conjugal twine; and the purple clusters of grapes hung
down from above and in the midst, so that a man might gather grapes, if
not of thorns, yet of as alien bushes.25 One vine had ascended almost to the
tip-top of a large white pine tree, spreading its leaves and hanging its purple
clusters among all its boughs—still climbing and clambering, as if it would
not be content till it crowned the very summit of the tree with a wreath of
its own foliage and a cluster of grapes. i mounted high into the tree, and
ate grapes there, while the vine wreathed still higher into the depths of the
tree, above my head. The grapes were sour, being not yet fully ripe; some of
them, however, were sweet and pleasant. The vine embraces the trees like a
serpent.
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Saturday, October 9th, [1841].
Still dismal weather. Our household, being composed in great measure
of children and young people, is generally a cheerful one enough, even in
gloomy weather. For a week past, we have been especially gladdened with
a little sempstress from boston, about seventeen years old, but of such
a petite figure that, at first view, one would take her to be hardly in her
teens.26 She is very vivacious and smart, laughing, singing, and talking, all
the time—talking sensibly, but still taking the view of matters that a city
girl naturally would. if she were larger than she is, and of less pleasing
aspect, i think she might be intolerable; but being so small, and with a
white skin, healthy as a wild flower, she is really very agreeable; and to look
at her face is like being shone upon by a ray of the sun. She never walks,
but bounds and dances along; and this motion, in her small person, does not
give the idea of violence. it is like a bird, hopping from twig to twig, and
chirping merrily all the time. Sometimes she is a little vulgar; but even that
works well enough into her character, and accords with it. On continued
observation and acquaintance, you discover that she is not a little girl, but
really a little woman, with all the prerogatives and liabilities of a woman.
This gives a new aspect to her character; while her girlish impression still
continues, and is strangely combined with the sense that this frolicksome
little maiden has the material for that sober character, a wife. She romps
with the boys, runs races with them in the yard, and up and down the
stairs, and is heard scolding laughingly at their rough play. She asks William allen to put her “on top of that horse;” whereupon he puts his large
brown hands about her waist, and, swinging her to-and-fro, places her on
horseback. by the bye, William threatened to rivet two horse shoes round
her neck, for having clambered, with the other girls and boys, upon a load
of hay; whereby the said load lost its balance, and slided off the cart. She
strings the seed-berries of roses together, making a scarlet necklace of them,
which she wears about her neck. She gathers everlasting flowers, to wear in
her hair or bonnet, arranging them with the skill of a dress-maker. in the
evening, she sits singing by the hour together, with the musical part of the
establishment—often breaking into laughter, whereto she is incited by the
tricks of the boys. The last thing you hear of her, she is tripping up stairs,
to bed, talking lightsomely or singing; and you meet her in the morning,
the very image of lightsome morn itself, smiling briskly at you, so that one
takes her for a promise of cheerfulness through the day. be it said, among
all the rest, there is a perfect maiden modesty in her deportment; though
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i doubt whether the boys, in their rompings with her, do not feel that she
has past out of her childhood.
This lightsome little maid has left us this morning; and the last thing i
saw of her was her vivacious face, peeping through the curtain of the carryall, and nodding a brisk farewell to the family, who were shouting their
adieus at the door. With her other merits, she is an excellent daughter, and,
i believe, supports her mother by the labor of her hands. it would be difficult to conceive, beforehand, how much can be added to the enjoyment of
a household by mere sunniness of temper and smartness of disposition; for
her intellect is very ordinary, and she never says anything worth hearing,
or even laughing at, in itself. but she herself is an expression, well worth
studying.

Monday, October 18th, [1841].
There has been a succession of autumnal days, cold and bright in the
forenoon, and gray, sullen, and chill, towards night. The woods have now
assumed a soberer tint than they wore at my last date. many of the shrubs,
which looked brightest a little while ago, are now wholly bare of leaves.
The oaks have mostly a russet brown tint; although some of them are still
green, as are likewise other scattered trees in the woods. The bright yellow
and the rich scarlet are no more to be seen. none of the trees, scarcely, will
now bear a close examination; for then they look ragged, wilted, and of
faded, frost-bitten hue; but at a distance, and in the mass, and enlivened by
sunshine, the woods have still somewhat of the variegated splendor which
distinguished them a week ago. it is wonderful what a difference the sunshine makes; it is like varnish, bringing out the hidden veins in a piece of
rich wood. in the cold gray atmosphere, such as most of our afternoons are
now, the landscape lies dark-brown and unvaried, in a much deeper shadow
than if it were clothed in green. but perchance a gleam of sunshine falls
on a certain spot of distant shrubbery or woodland; and we see it brighten
forth, with varied hues, standing forth prominently from the dark mass
around it. The sunshine gradually spreads over the whole landscape; and the
whole sombre mass is changed to a variegated picture, the light bringing
out many shades of color, and converting its gloom to an almost laughing
cheerfulness. at such times, i almost doubt whether the foliage has lost any
of its brilliancy; but the gray clouds intercept the sunshine again; and lo!
old autumn, clad in his cloak of russet brown.
beautiful now, while the general landscape lies in shadow, looks the
summit of a distant hill (say a mile off ) with the sunshine brightening the
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trees that cover it. it is noticeable that the outlines of hills, and the whole
bulk and mass of them, at the distance of several miles, become stronger,
denser, and more substantial, in this autumn atmosphere, and in these
autumnal tints, than they were in summer. Then they used to look blue,
misty, and dim; now they show their great hump backs more evidently, as
if they had drawn nearer to us.

Friday, October 22d, [1841].
a continual succession of unpleasant novembry days; and autumn has
made rapid progress in the work of decay. . . .
yet, dreary as the woods are in a bleak, sullen day, there is a very peculiar
sense of warmth, and a sort of richness of effect, in the sheltered spots, on
the slope of a bank, where bright sunshine falls, and where the brown oaken
foliage is gladdened by it, and where green grass is seen among withered
leaves. There is then a feeling of shelter and comfort, and consequently a
heart-warmth, which cannot be experienced in summer.

[Wednesday], October 27th, [1841].
To symbolize moral or spiritual disease by disease of the body;—thus,
when a person committed any sin, it might cause a sore to appear on the
body;—this to be wrought out. [“lady eleanore’s mantle”]27

[Sunday], January 23rd, [1842].
an old man in the rail-road station-house at Salem, selling nuts, gingerbread &c. it is his permanent place of business, which i have seen him
occupy for many months past. he is clad in old frock coat, or surtout, of
Scotch snuff-color, and gray pantaloons—both conveying the impression
of being flimsy with much wear. his face, thin, withered, furrowed, looks
frost-bitten;—it seems as if he was in a very cold atmosphere, externally,
and had not inward vital warmth enough to keep himself comfortable. a
patient, long-suffering, quiet, hopeless, shivering, aspect; yet not as a man
desperate, but only without hope. his whole life, probably, offers no spots of
brightness; and so he takes his present poverty and discomfort as a matter
of course;—he thinks the definition of life is to be poor, cold, and uncomfortable.
• 59 •

PA r t i : t h e A m e r i c A n n o t e b o o k s

before the old man are two baskets, capable of containing his whole
stock in trade—baskets to be carried on the arm; but which, throughout the
day, are placed upon the floor; and across them is laid a board, on which is
arranged a plate of cakes and gingerbread, some apples, and a box containing red and white candy, and gibraltar rocks, neatly done up in white paper.
There is also a half peck measure of cracked walnuts, and several little tin
half-pint and gill-measures, already filled with these nuts, ready for purchasers.
The old man sits on a settee, at one end of the station-room;—he has
a nervous aspect; and though very far from having any violent motion, and
though the impression he makes is as if he were sitting quite still, yet you
find, on observation, that he is always making some little movement. he
looks anxiously at his plate of cakes or heaps of apples, and arranges them
somewhat differently, as if a great deal depended on their being placed
exactly so and so. Then he looks out of the window a moment; then shivers, quietly, and folds his arms, as if to draw himself closer within himself,
and thus keep a little warmth in his heart. Then he turns round again to
his display of cakes, apples, and candy (all this time keeping his seat; for he
very seldom rises) and finds some new arrangement to make. at times, by
an indescribable, not striking, but perfectly quiet movement to his features,
the expression of frost bitten, patient despondency becomes very touching.
it seems if, just at that moment, he himself had some suspicion that he is
a very miserable old fellow;—but not very miserable neither; for he is too
much subdued to feel anything acutely.
Some of the passengers awaiting the departure of the cars approach, and
look curiously at his stock in trade. Others, striding to-and-fro across the
room, glance into his baskets at every turn; and the old man evidently feels
as if there is a possibility of their purchasing; although innumerable disappointments forbid him to be too sanguine. he speaks to none—makes no
sign of offering his merchantables to purchasers; yet he is not deterred by
any pride; for i have seen him do it formerly; but he has probably learned
that his custom would not be increased by it. Whenever any approaches,
with an evident design of purchasing, the old man looks up with a patient
eye, ready to make change; but if he be disappointed, and the customer turns
away, still he does not seem to be cast down, or made more despondent than
before. he shivers, perhaps, folds his lean arms round his lean figure, and
waits as patiently as before. Sometimes a boy comes hastily up, places a cent
or two on the board, and takes up a cake or a stick of candy—without any
word passing as to the price; that being perfectly known to both parties. The
old man never speaks when it can be avoided; not from any sullenness, but
from want of energy, from his subdued tone of mind—and because there
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is none of the cheerfulness and briskness in him, that make people talkers.
Sometimes he is greeted by apparently an old acquaintance, a man, perhaps,
well to do in the world, who speaks cheerily and with a smile;—and then,
with the thought, i suppose, that he is doing a deed of charity to the old
man, the acquaintance buys some apples and cakes. The old man presumes
not on any past acquaintance; he receives all remarks deferentially and quietly, makes little answer, and shrinks within himself again. after making a
purchase, he always takes care to produce another cake, apple, or stick of
candy from his basket, to supply the place of that which has been taken
from the board; and probably it requires two or three different attempts,
before the articles can be re-arranged to his satisfaction. after selling a
measure of nuts, he refills the measure. if he have received a piece of silver,
he examines it closely after the purchaser has retired, tries to bend it with
his fingers, and at length puts it into his waistcoat pocket, with seemingly a
gentle sigh. This sigh, not physically perceptible, and not expressive of any
great grief, seems to conclude most of his movements. it is the symbol of
the chillness and torpid melancholy of his old age, making itself sensible
when his repose is slightly disturbed.
i do not think that the old man’s half-frozen aspect is so much owing
to real physical cold, as because his inward nature is half-frozen by the
chillness of his circumstances. Close by a great blazing fire, he would not
look comfortable. his atmosphere morally is an extremely chill one. he is
not a specimen of the “needy man, who has seen better days”; for, though
he doubtless has seen better days in his youth, yet they probably were not
so bright as to make his present depressed circumstances anything out of
course. he was a mechanic, i suppose, or small trader, and rubbed on narrowly, all his youth and manhood, between passably to do and poverty. a
meek, subdued being, he had not the strength to win any more than a bare
living from the world,—probably he has not felt himself entitled to more.
he considers it not unnatural that he should be selling apples and cakes in
his old age; and therefore does not quarrel with fate or Providence, on that
account. Perhaps, indeed, he has lost a son, to whom his feeble nature had
looked for support—in that case, there be an acuter sense of happiness. but
his quietness is what strikes me.
another pedler of cakes and candy frequents the station house, of a
very different description. it is a boy, about ten years old—a very smart
and well-dressed boy. he does not sit down, like the old man, but moves
briskly about, asking in a pert voice, yet with somewhat of a well-bred tone
and pronunciation, “any cake, Sir?—any candy?” The contrast produces an
unfavorable feeling (at least in my mind) to-wards the pert, brisk boy; and
so i am a customer of the old man.
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after all this description, i have not expressed the aspect and character of the old man, in anything like a satisfactory manner. it requires a
very delicate pencil to depict a portrait which has so much of negative in
it—where every touch must be kept down, or else you destroy the subdued
tone, which is most essential to the character. i will only add, that he is
rather a small man, with gray hair, and gray stubble beard. There is nothing
venerable about him, but he is altogether decent and respectable. you pity
him without scruple. now imagine this old man, so subdued, so hopeless,
so without a stake in the world—and yet not positively miserable—this old
man, wearing out dismal day after dismal day, over his little stock of apples
and candy—imagine him sitting in the Station house, in the very midst of
the bustle and movement of the world, where all our go-ahead stream of
populations rushes and roars along beside him. Travellers from afar, traders
going up to boston business, young men on a jaunt—all sorts of various
people sweep by him; and there he remains, nervous, chill, patient.
i should like, if i could, to follow him home, and see his domestic
life—all that i know of him, thus far, being merely his outward image, as
shown to the world. [“The Old apple Dealer”]
To trace out the influence of a frightful and disgraceful crime, in debasing and destroying a character naturally high and noble—the guilty person
being alone conscious of the crime.28
a man, virtuous in his general conduct, but committing habitually some
monstrous crime—as murder—and doing this without the sense of guilt,
but with a peaceful conscience. habit, probably, has reconciled him to it;
but something (for instance, discovery) occurs to make him sensible of his
enormity. his horrors then.
a man to swallow a small snake—and it to be a symbol of a cherished
sin. [“egotism; or The bosom Serpent”]

[Wednesday], June 1st, 1842.
a physician for the cure of moral diseases.
men’s accidents are God’s purposes. S.a.h.29
a moral philosopher to buy a slave, or otherwise get possession of a
human being, and to use him for the sake of experiment, by trying the
operation of a certain vice on him.30
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When the reformation of the world is complete, a fire shall be made of
the gallows; and the hangman shall come and sit down by it, in solitude
and despair. To him shall come the last Thief, the last Prostitute, the last
Drunkard, and other representatives of past crime and vice; and they shall
hold a dismal merry-making, quaffing the contents of the Drunkard’s last
brandy bottle. [“earth’s holocaust”]
The human heart to be allegorized as a cavern; at the entrance there
is sunshine, and flowers growing about it. you step within, but a short
distance, and begin to find yourself surrounded with a terrible gloom, and
monsters of divers kinds; it seems like hell itself. you are bewildered, and
wander long without hope. at last a light strikes upon you. you press
towards it yon, and find yourself in a region that seems, in some sort, to
reproduce the flowers and sunny beauty of the entrance, but all perfect.
These are the depths of the heart, or of human nature, bright and peaceful;
the gloom and terror may lie deep; but deeper still is this eternal beauty.
The greater picturesqueness and reality of back-yards, and everything
appertaining to the rear of a house; as compared with the front, which is
fitted up for the public eye. There is much to be learnt, always, by getting
a glimpse at rears. When the direction of a road has been altered, so as to
pass the rear of farm-houses, instead of the front, a very noticeable aspect
is presented.31
The print in blood of a naked foot to be traced through the street of a
town.32
To write a dream, which shall resemble the real course of a dream, with
all its inconsistency, its strange transformations, which are all taken as a
matter of course, its eccentricities and aimlessness—with nevertheless a
leading idea running through the whole. Up to this old age of the world,
no such thing ever has been written.
Pearl—the english of margaret—a pretty name for a girl in a story.33
Great expectation to be entertained in the allegorical Grub-street of the
appearance of the great american writer. Or a search warrant to be sent
thither to catch a poet. On the former supposition, he shall be discovered
under some most unlikely form; or shall be supposed to have lived and died
unrecognized. [“a Select Party”]
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in moods of heavy despondency, one feels as if it would be delightful to
sink down in some quiet spot, and lie there forever, letting the soil gradually accumulate and form a little hillock over us, and the grass and perhaps
flowers gather over it. at such times, death is too much of an event to be
wished for;—we have not spirits to encounter it; but choose to pass out of
existence in this sluggish way.34


Hawthorne was married to Sophia Peabody on July 9, 1842. The couple immediately took up residence at the Old Manse in Concord, Massachusetts, a parsonage built by Emerson’s grandfather just beside the Concord River bridge that
would be the scene of the Revolutionary War battle of 1775. Kept jointly with
Sophia—her contribution was published separately in 1996—the Manse notebook primarily covers the Hawthornes’ blissful first year in Concord (1842–43).
Daughter Una would be born in I844, son Julian in 1846.


Friday, august 5th, 1842.
a rainy day—a rainy day—and i do verily believe there is no sunshine
in this world, except what beams from my wife’s eyes. at present, she has
laid her strict command on me to take pen in hand; and, to ensure my obedience has banished me to the little ten-foot-square apartment, misnamed
my study; but she must not be surprised, if the dismalness of the day, and
the dulness of my solitude, should be the prominent characteristics of what
i write. and what is there to write about at all? happiness has no succession of events; because it is a part of eternity; and we have been living in
eternity, ever since we came to this old manse. like enoch, we seem to
have been translated to the other state of being, without having passed
through death.35 Our spirits must have flitted away, unconsciously, in the
deep and quiet rapture of some long embrace; and we can only perceive
that we have cast off our mortal part, by the more real and earnest life of
our spirits. externally, our Paradise has very much the aspect of a pleasant
old domicile, on earth. The antique house (for it looks antique, though it
was created by Providence expressly for our use, and at the precise time
when we wanted it) stands behind a noble avenue of balm of Gilead trees;
and when we chance to observe a passing traveller, through the sunshine
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and the shadow of this long avenue, his figure appears too dim and remote
to disturb our sense of blissful seclusion. Few, indeed, are the mortals who
venture within our sacred precincts. George Prescott—who has not yet
grown earthly enough, i suppose, to be debarred from occasional visits to
Paradise—comes daily to bring three pints of milk, from some ambrosial
cow;—occasionally, also, he makes an offering of mortal flowers, at the
shrine of a certain angelic personage. mr. emerson comes sometimes, and
has been so far favored as to be feasted (with a gnome, yclept ellery Channing) on our nectar and ambrosia. mr. Thorow has twice listened to the
music of the spheres, which, for our private convenience, we have packed
into a musical box. elizabeth hoar (who is much more at home among
spirits than among fleshly bodies) came hither a few times, merely to welcome us to the ethereal world; but latterly she has vanished into some other
region of infinite space.36 One rash mortal, on the second Sunday after our
arrival, obtruded himself upon us in a gig. There have since been three or
four callers, who preposterously think that the courtesies of the lower world
are to be responded to by people whose home is in Paradise. [ . . . ] i must
not forget to mention that the butcher comes twice or thrice a week; and
we have so far improved upon the custom of adam and eve, that we generally furnish forth our feasts with a portion of some delicate calf or lamb,
whose unspotted innocence entitles them to the happiness of becoming our
sustenance. Would that my wife would permit me to record the ethereal
dainties, that kind heaven provided for us, on the first day of our arrival!
never, surely, was such food heard of on earth—at least, not by me. Well;
the above mentioned persons are nearly all that have intruded into the
hallowed shade of our avenue;—except, indeed, a certain sinner who came
to bargain for the grass in our orchard, and another who came with a new
cistern; for it is one of the drawbacks upon our Paradise, that it contains no
water fit either to drink or to bathe in; so that the showers of heaven have
become, in good truth, a godsend. i wonder why Providence does not cause
a clear, cold fountain to bubble up at our doorstep;—methinks it would
not be unreasonable to pray for such a favor. at present, we are under the
ridiculous necessity of sending to the outer world for water. Only imagine
adam trudging out of Paradise with a bucket in each hand, to get water
to drink, or for eve to bathe in! intolerable! i shall absolutely think myself
wronged, unless i find the aforesaid fountain bubbling at our doorstep, the
next time i look out. in other respects, Providence has treated us pretty
tolerably well; but here i shall expect something further to be done. also,
in the way of future favors, a kitten would be very acceptable. animals
(except, perhaps, a pig) seem never out of place, even in the most paradisaical spheres. and, by the bye, a young colt comes up our avenue, now and
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then, to crop the seldom trodden herbage; and so do a company of cows,
whose sweet breath well repays us for the food which they obtain. There are
likewise a few hens, whose quiet cluck is heard pleasantly about the house.
a black dog sometimes stands at the farther extremity of the avenue, and
looks wistfully towards the house; but when i whistle to him, he puts his
tail between his legs, and trots away. Foolish dog!—if he had more faith, he
should have bones enough.

Saturday, august 6th, [1842].
Still a dull day, threatening rain, yet without energy of character enough
to rain outright. however, yesterday there were showers enough to fill our
washing-tubs, which we eagerly set forth to receive the beneficent downpouring. as to the new cistern, it seems to be bewitched; for while the spout
pours into it like a cataract, it still remains almost empty. i wonder where
mr. hosmer got it;—perhaps from Tantalus, under the eaves of whose palace it must formerly have stood; for, like his drinking-cup in hades, it has
the property of filling itself forever, and never being full.
after breakfast, i took my fishing-rod, and went down through our
orchard to the river-side; but as three or four boys were already in possession of the best spots along the shore, i did not fish. This river of ours
is the most sluggish stream that i ever was acquainted with. i had spent
three weeks by its side, and swam across it every day, before i could determine which way its current ran; and then i was compelled to decide the
question by the testimony of others—not by my own observation. Owing
to this torpor of the stream, it has nowhere a bright pebbly shore, nor is
there so much as a narrow strip of glistening sand, in any part of its course;
but it slumbers along between broad meadows, or kisses the tangled grass
of mowing fields and pastures, or bathes the overhanging boughs of elder
bushes, and other water-loving plants. Flags and rushes grow along its
shallow margin; the yellow water lily spreads its broad flat leaves upon its
surface; and the fragrant white pond-lily occurs in many favored spots, generally selecting a situation just so far from the river’s brink, that it cannot be
grasped, except at the hazard of plunging in. but thanks be to this beautiful
flower for growing at any rate. it is a marvel whence it derives its loveliness
and perfume, sprouting as it does from the black mud over which the river
sleeps, and from which, likewise, the yellow lily draws its unclean life and
noisome perfume. So it is with many people in this world;—the same soil
and circumstances may produce the good and beautiful, and the wicked and
ugly;—some have the faculty of assimilating to themselves only what is evil,
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and so they become as noisome as the yellow water-lily. a few assimilate
none but good influences; and their emblem is the spotless and fragrant
pond-lily, whose very breath is a blessing to all the region roundabout. i
possess such a human and heavenly lily, and wear it in my bosom. heaven
grant that i myself may not be symbolized by its yellow companion. among
the productions of the river’s margin, i must not forget the pickerel-weed,
which grows just on the edge of the water, and shoots up a long stalk,
crowned with a blue spire, from among large green leaves. both the flower
and the leaves look well in a vase with pond-lilies, and relieve the unvaried
whiteness of the latter; and being all alike children of the waters, they are
perfectly in keeping with one another. my wife should have the credit of
introducing this improvement into the arrangement of pond-lilies. She has,
in perfection, the love and taste for flowers, without which a woman is a
monster—and which it would be well for men to possess, if they can.
i bathe once, and often twice a day, in our river; but one dip into the
salt-sea would be worth more than a whole week’s soaking in such a lifeless
tide. i have read of a river somewhere (whether it be in classic regions, or
among our western indians, i know not) which seemed to dissolve and steal
away the vigor of those who bathed in it. Perhaps our stream will be found
to have this property. its water, however, is pleasant in its immediate effect,
being as soft as milk, and always warmer than the air. its hue has a slight
tinge of gold; and my limbs, when i behold them through its medium, look
tawny. i am not aware that the inhabitants of Concord resemble their native
river in any of their moral characteristics; their forefathers, certainly, seem
to have had the energy and impetus of a mountain torrent, rather than the
torpor of this listless stream—as was proved by the blood with which they
stained their river of Peace. There are said to be plenty of fish in it; but my
most important captures have been a mud-turtle and an enormous eel. The
former made his escape to his native element—the latter we ate; and truly
he had the taste of the whole river in his flesh, with a very prominent flavor
of mud. On the whole, Concord river is no great favorite of mine; but i am
glad to have any river at all so near at hand, being just at the bottom of our
orchard. neither is it without a degree and kind of picturesqueness, both in
its nearness and in the distance, when a blue gleam from its surface, among
the green meadows and woods, seems like an open eye in earth’s countenance. Pleasant it is, too, to behold a little flat-bottomed skiff gliding along
its quiet bosom, which yields lazily to the stroke of the paddle, and allows
the boat to go against its current almost as freely as with it. Pleasant too, to
watch an angler, as he strays along the margin, sometimes sheltering himself behind a tuft of bushes, and trailing his line along the water, in hopes to
catch a pickerel. but, taking the river for all in all, i can find nothing more
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fit to compare it with, than one of the half torpid earthworms, which i dig
up for the purpose of bait. The worm is sluggish, and so is the river—the
river is muddy, and so is the worm—you hardly know whether either of
them is alive or dead; but still, in the course of time, they both manage to
creep away. The best aspect of our river is when there is a north-west breeze
curling its surface, in a bright sunshiny day; it then assumes a vivacity not
its own. moonlight, also, gives it beauty—as it does to all scenery of earth
or water.

Sunday, august 7th, [1842].
at sunset, last evening, i ascended the hill-top opposite our house; and
looking downward at a long extent of the river, it struck me that i had
done it some injustice in my remarks. Perhaps, like other gentle and quiet
characters, it will be better appreciated, the longer i am acquainted with it.
Certainly, as i beheld it then, it was one of the loveliest features in a scene
of great rural beauty. it was visible through a course of two or three miles,
sweeping in a semi-circle round the hill on which i stood, and being the
central line of a broad vale, on either side. at a distance, it looked like a
strip of sky set into the earth, which it so etherealized and idealized that
it seemed akin to the upper regions. nearer the base of the hill, i could
discern the shadows of every tree and rock, imaged with a distinctness that
made them even more charming than the reality; because, knowing them
to be unsubstantial, they assumed the ideality which the soul always craves,
in the contemplation of earthly beauty. all the sky, too, and the rich clouds
of sunset, were reflected in the peaceful bosom of the river; and surely, if its
bosom can give such an adequate reflection of heaven, it cannot be so gross
and impure as i described it yesterday. Or, if so, it shall be a symbol to me,
that even a human breast which may appear least spiritual in some aspects,
may still have the capability of reflecting an infinite heaven in its depths,
and therefore of enjoying it. it is a comfortable thought, that the smallest
and most turbid mud-puddle can contain its own picture of heaven. let
us remember this, when we feel inclined to deny all spiritual life to some
people, in whom, nevertheless, our Father may perhaps see the image of his
face. This dull river has a deep religion of its own; so, let us trust, has the
dullest human soul, perhaps unconsciously.
The scenery of Concord, as i beheld it from the summit of the hill, has
no very marked characteristics, but has a great deal of quiet beauty, in keeping with the river. There are broad and peaceful meadows, which, i think,
are among the most satisfying objects in natural scenery; the heart reposes
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on them, with a feeling that few things else can give, because almost all
other objects are abrupt and clearly defined; but a meadow stretches out
like a small infinity, yet with a secure homeliness, which we do not find
either in an expanse of water or of air. The hills, which border these meadows, are broad swells of land, or long and gradual ridges, some of them
densely crowned with wood. The white village of Concord, at a distance on
the left, appears to be embosomed among wooded hills. The verdure of the
country is much more perfect than is usual at this season of the year, when
the autumnal hue has generally made considerable progress over trees and
grass. last evening, after the copious showers of the preceding two days, it
was worthy of early June—or, indeed, of a world just created. had my wife
been with me, i should have had a far deeper sense of beauty; for i should
have looked through the medium of her spirit.
along the horizon, there were masses of those deep clouds in which
the fancy may see images of all things that ever existed or were dreamed
of. Over our old manse (of which i could catch but a glimpse, among its
embowering trees) appeared the immensely gigantic figure of a hound,
crouching down, with head erect, as if keeping watchful guard, while the
master of the mansion was away. may the powers of the upper regions
always keep guard over my heart’s treasure, whether i am at her side, or
afar off! how sweet it was to draw near my own home, after having lived
so long homeless in the world; for no man can know what home is, until, as
he approaches it, he feels that a wife will meet him at the threshold. With
thoughts like these, i descended the hill, and clambered over the stone-wall,
and crossed the road, and passed up our avenue; while the quaint old house
put on an aspect of welcome.

Monday, august 8th, [1842].
i wish i could give a description of our house; for it really has a character
of its own—which is more than can be said of most edifices in these days. it
is two stories high, with a third story of attic chambers in the gamble-roof.
When i first visited the house, early in June, it looked pretty much as it did
during the old clergyman’s life-time, showing all the dust and disarray that
might be supposed to have gathered about him, in the course of sixty years
of occupancy. The rooms, i believe, had never been painted; at all events,
the walls and panels, as well as the huge cross-beams, had a venerable and
most dismal tinge of brown. The furniture consisted of high-backed, shortlegged, rheumatic chairs, small old tables, bedsteads with lofty posts, stately
chests of drawers, looking-glasses in antique black frames—all which were
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probably fashionable in the days of Dr. ripley’s predecessor. it required
some energy of imagination to conceive the idea of transforming this musty
edifice, where the good old minister had been writing sleepy sermons for
more than half a century, into a comfortable modern residence. however,
it has been successfully accomplished. The old Doctor’s sleeping apartment
(which was the front room on the ground floor) we have converted into
a parlor; and by the aid of cheerful paint and paper, a gladsome carpet,
pictures and engravings, new furniture, bijouterie, and a daily supply of
flowers, it has become one of the prettiest and pleasantest rooms in the
whole world. The shade of our departed host will never haunt it; for its
aspect has been changed as completely as the scenery of a theatre. Probably
the ghost gave one peep into it, uttered a groan, and vanished forever. The
opposite front-room has been metamorphosed into a store-room. Through
the house, both in the first and second story, runs a spacious hall or entry,
occupying more space than is ever devoted to such a purpose, in modern
times. This feature contributes to give the whole house an airy, roomy, and
convenient appearance; we can breathe the freer for the sake of this broad
passage-way. The front door of the hall looks up the stately avenue, which
i have already mentioned; and the opposite door opens into the orchard,
through which a path descends to the river-side. in the second story, we
have fitted up three rooms, one being our own bed chamber, which i leave
my wife to describe, as her taste has adorned it. The opposite room is
reserved as a guest-chamber, and contains the most presentable of the old
Doctor’s ante-revolutionary furniture. after all, the moderns have invented
nothing better, as chamber furniture, than those chests of drawers, which
stand on four long, slender legs, and rear an absolute tower of mahogany to
the cieling, the whole terminating in a fantastically carved summit. Such a
venerable structure adorns our guest-chamber. in the rear of the house is
the little room which i call my study, and which, in its day, has witnessed
the intellectual labors of better students than myself. it contains, with some
additions and alterations, the furniture of my bachelor-room in boston;
but it is not difficult to detect the hand and heart of woman in many of its
arrangements—for instance, in the happy disposal of the furniture,—in the
little vase of flowers on one of the book-cases, and the larger bronze vase
of graceful ferns, that surmounts the bureau. in size, the room is just what
it ought to be; for i never could compress my thoughts sufficiently to write,
in a very spacious room. it has three windows, two of which are shaded by
a large and beautiful willow-tree, which sweeps against the overhanging
eaves; on this side, we have a view into the orchard, and, beyond, a glimpse
of the river. The other window is the one from which mr. emerson,37 the
predecessor of Dr. ripley, beheld the first fight of the revolution—which
he might well do, as the british troops were drawn up within a hundred
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yards of the house; and on looking forth, just now, i could still perceive the
western abutment of the old bridge, the passage of which was contested.
The new monument is visible from base to summit.
notwithstanding all we have done to modernize the old house, we seem
scarcely to have disturbed its air of antiquity. it is evident that other wedded pairs have spent their honeymoons here, though none so happily as
ourselves—that children have been born here, and people have grown old
and died in these rooms and chambers; although, for our behoof, the same
apartments have consented to look cheerful once again. Then there are dark
closets, and strange nooks and corners, where the ghosts of former occupants
might hide themselves in the day time, and stalk forth, when night conceals
all our sacrilegious improvements. We have seen no apparitions, as yet; but
we hear strange noises, especially in the kitchen; and, last night, my wife,
while sitting in the parlor, heard a thumping and pounding, as of somebody
at work in my study. nay, if i mistake not (for i was half asleep when she
told me) she heard a sound as of some person crumpling paper in his hand,
in our very bedchamber. This must have been old Doctor ripley, with one of
his sermons;—there is a whole chest full of them in the garret; but he need
have no apprehensions of our disturbing them. i never saw the old patriarch
myself;—which i regret, as i should have been glad to associate his venerable
figure, at ninety years of age, with the house in which he dwelt.
externally, the house presents the same appearance as in the Doctor’s
day. it had once a coat of white paint; but the storms and sunshine of many
years have almost obliterated it, and produced a sober greyish hue, which
entirely suits the antique form of the structure. To repaint its venerable face
would be a real sacrilege; it would look like old Doctor ripley in a brown
wig. i hardly know why it is that our cheerful and lightsome repairs and
improvements, in the interior of the house, seem to be in perfectly good
taste, though the heavy old beams, and high panelling of the walls, speak
of ages gone by. but so it is;—the cheerful paper-hangings have the air of
belonging to the old walls; and such modernisms as astral-lamps, cardvases, gilded Cologne bottles, silver taper-stands, and bronze and alabaster
card-vases, do not seem at all impertinent. it is thus that an aged man
may keep his heart warm for new things and new friends, and often furnish himself anew with ideas, though it would not be graceful for him to
attempt to suit his exterior to the passing fashions of the day.

Tuesday, august 9th, [1842].
Our orchard, in its day, has been a very productive and profitable
one; and we were told that, in one year, it returned Dr. ripley a hundred
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dollars, besides defraying the expense of repairing the house. it is now
long past its prime. many of the trees are moss-grown, and have dead and
rotten branches intermixed among the green and fruitful ones;—and it
may well be so; for i suppose some of the trees may have been set out by
mr. emerson, who died in the first year of the revolutionary war. neither
will the fruit, probably, bear comparison with the delicate productions of
modern pomology. most of the trees seem to have abundant burthens
upon them; but they are homely russet apples, fit only for baking and
cooking. Justice Shallow’s orchard,38 with its choice pippins and leathercoats, was doubtless much superior. nevertheless, it pleases me to think
of the good minister, walking in the shadow of these old, fantastically
shaped apple-trees, here plucking some of the fruit to taste, there pruning away a too luxuriant branch, and all the while computing how many
barrels will be filled, and how large a sum will be added to his stipend, by
the sale. and the same trees offer their fruit to me, as freely as they did
to him—their old branches, like withered hands and arms, holding out
apples of the same flavor as they held out to Dr. ripley, in his life-time.
Thus the trees, as living existences, form a peculiar link between the dead
and the living. my fancy has always found something very interesting
in an orchard—especially an old orchard. apple-trees, and all fruit-trees,
have a domestic character, which brings them into relationship with man;
they have lost, in a great measure, the wild nature of the forest-tree, and
have grown humanized, by receiving the care of man, and by contributing
to his wants. They have become a part of the family; and their individual
characters are as well understood and appreciated as those of the human
members. One tree is harsh and crabbed—another mild—one is churlish and illiberal—another exhausts itself with its free-hearted bounties.
even the shapes of apple-trees have great individuality, into such strange
postures do they put themselves, and thrust their contorted branches so
grotesquely in all directions. and when they have stood around a house for
many years, and held converse with successive dynasties of occupants, and
gladdened their hearts so often in the fruitful autumn, then it would seem
almost sacrilege to cut them down.
besides the apple trees, there are various other kinds of fruit in close
vicinity to the house. When we first arrived, there were several trees of ripe
cherries, but so sour that we allowed them to rot upon the branches. Two
long rows of currant bushes supplied us abundantly, for nearly four weeks.
There is a considerable number of peach-trees, but all of an old date, their
branches rotten, gummy, and mossy, and their fruit, i fear, of very inferior
quality. They produce most abundantly, however—the peaches being almost
as numerous as the leaves; and even the sprouts and suckers, from the roots
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of the old trees, have fruit upon them. Then there are pear trees of various
kinds, and one or two quince trees. On the whole, these fruit trees, and
the other items and adjuncts of the place, convey a very agreeable idea of
the outward comfort in which our good old Doctor must have spent his
life. everything seems to have fallen to his lot, that could possibly be supposed to render the life of a country clergyman easy and abundant. There
is a barn, which probably used to be filled, annually, with his hay and other
agricultural products. There are sheds, and a hen-house, and a pigeonhouse, and an old stone pig-stye, the open portion of which is overgrown
with tall weeds, indicating that no grunter has recently occupied it. if my
wife’s permission can be obtained, i have serious thoughts of inducting a
new incumbent into this part of the parsonage. it is our duty to support a
pig, even if we have no design of feasting upon his flesh; and for my own
part, i have a great sympathy and interest for the whole race of porkers, and
should have much amusement in studying the character of a pig. Perhaps
i might try to bring out his moral and intellectual nature, and cultivate his
affections. a cat, too, and perhaps a dog, would be desirable additions to
our household.

Wednesday, august 10th, [1842].
The natural taste of man for the original adam’s occupation is fast
developing itself in me. i find that i am a good deal interested in our garden; although, as it was planted before we came here, i do not feel the same
affection for the plants as if the seed had been sown by my own hands. it
is something like nursing and educating another person’s children. Still, it
was a very pleasant moment when i gathered the first mess of string beans,
which were the earliest esculents that the garden contributed to our table.
and i love to watch the successive developement of each new vegetable,
and mark their daily growth, which always affects me with a new surprise. it
is as if something were being created under my own inspection, and partly
by my own aid. One day, perchance, i look at my bean-vines, and see only
the green leaves clambering up the poles; again, tomorrow, i give a second
glance, and there are the delicate blossoms; and a third day, on somewhat
closer inspection, i discover the delicate young beans, hiding among the
depths of the foliage. Then, each morning, i watch the swelling of the pods,
and calculate how soon they will be ready to yield their treasures. all this
gives a pleasure and an ideality, hitherto unthought of, to the business of
providing sustenance for my family. i suppose adam felt it in Paradise;
and of merely and exclusively earthly enjoyments, there are few purer and
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more harmless to be experienced. Speaking of beans, by the way, they are
a classical food, and their culture must have been the occupation of many
ancient sages and heroes. Summer squashes are a very pleasant vegetable
to be acquainted with—they grow in the forms of urns and vases, some
shallow, others of considerable depth, and all with a beautifully scalloped
edge. almost any squash in our garden might be copied by a sculptor, and
would look beautifully in marble, or in china-ware; and if i could afford
it, i would have exact imitations of the real vegetable as portions of my
dining-service. They would be very appropriate dishes for holding garden
vegetables. besides the summer-squashes, we have the crook-necked winter
squash, which i always delight to look at, when it turns up its big belly to
ripen in the autumnal sun. except a pumpkin, there is no vegetable production that imparts such an idea of warmth and comfort to the beholder.
Our own crop, however, does not promise to be very abundant; for the
leaves formed such a superfluous shade over the young blossoms, that most
of the latter dropped off without producing the germ of fruit. yesterday
and to-day, i have cut off an immense number of leaves, and thus given
the remaining blossoms a chance to profit by the air and sunshine; but
the season is too far advanced, i am afraid, for the squashes to attain any
considerable bulk, and grow yellow in the sun. We have musk-melons and
water melons, which promise to supply us with as many as we can eat. after
all, the greatest interest of these vegetables does not seem to consist in their
being articles of food;—it is rather that we love to see something born into
the world; and when a great squash or melon is produced, it is a large and
tangible existence, which the imagination can seize hold of and rejoice in.
i love, also, to see my own works contributing to the life and well-being of
animate nature,—it is pleasant to have the bees come and suck honey out
of my squash-blossoms, though, when they have laden themselves, they fly
away to some unknown hive, which will give me back nothing in return for
what my garden has contributed. but there is so much more honey in the
world; and therefore i am content. . . .
i find that i have not given a very complete account of our garden;
although, certainly, it deserves an ample record in this chronicle; since my
labors in it are the only present labor of my life. . . .

Saturday, august 13th, [1842].
my life, at this time, is more like that of a boy, externally, than it has
been since i was really a boy. it is usually supposed that the cares of life
come with matrimony; but i seem to have cast off all care, and live on
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with as much easy trust in Providence, as adam could possibly have felt,
before he had learned that there was a world beyond his Paradise. my chief
anxiety consists in watching the prosperity of my vegetables—in observing
how they are affected by the rain or sunshine—in lamenting the blight
of one squash, and rejoicing at the luxurious growth of another. it is as if
the original relation between man and nature were restored in my case,
and that i were to look exclusively to her for the support of my eve and
myself—to trust to her for food and clothing, and all things needful, with
the full assurance that she would not fail me. The fight with the world—the
struggle of a man among men—the agony of the universal effort to wrench
the means of life from a host of greedy competitors—all this seems like
a dream to me. my business is merely to live and to enjoy; and whatever
is essential to life and enjoyment will come as naturally as the dew from
heaven. This is—practically, at least—my faith. and so i awake in the
morning with a boyish thoughtlessness as to how the outgoings of the day
are to be provided for, and its incomings rendered certain. after breakfast,
i go forth into my garden, and gather whatever the bountiful mother has
made fit for our present sustenance; and, of late days, she generally gives
me two squashes and a cucumber, and promises me green corn and shellbeans, very soon. Then i pass down through our orchard to the river-side,
and ramble along its margin, in search of flowers for my wife. Usually i
discern a fragrant white lily here and there along the shore, growing, with
sweet prudishness, beyond the grasp of mortal arm. but it does not escape
me so. i know what is its fitting destiny, better than the silly flower knows
for itself; so i wade in, heedless of wet pantaloons, and seize the shy lily
by its slender stem. Thus i make prize of five or six, which are as many
as usually blossom within my reach, in a single morning—some of them
partially worm-eaten or blighted, like virgins of tainted fame, or with an
eating sorrow at the heart; others as fair and perfect as nature’s own idea
was, when she first imagined this lovely flower. a perfect pond-lily is the
most satisfactory of flowers. besides the pond-lilies, i gather whatever else
of beautiful chances to be growing in the moist soil by the river-side—an
amphibious tribe, yet with more richness and grace than the wild flowers
of the deep and dry woodlands and hedge-rows. . . . This important affair
being disposed of, i ascend to my study, and generally read, or perchance
scribble in this journal, (or, possibly, sleep!) and otherwise suffer Time to
loiter onward at his own pleasure, till the dinner-hour. in pleasant days, the
chief event of the afternoon, and the happiest one of the day, is a walk with
my wife; she must describe these walks; for where she and i have enjoyed
anything together, i always deem my pen unworthy and inadequate to
record it. Then comes the night; and i look back upon a day spent in what
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the world would call idleness, and for which i can myself suggest no more
appropriate epithet; and which, nevertheless, i cannot feel to have been
spent amiss. True; it might be a sin and shame, in such a world as ours, to
spend a life-time in this manner; but, for a few summer-weeks, it is good to
live as if this world were heaven. and so it is, and so it shall be; although,
in a little while, a flitting shadow of earthly care and toil will mingle itself
with our realities.

Monday, august 15th, [1842].
George hillard and his wife arrived from boston, in the dusk of Saturday evening, to spend Sunday with us.39 it was a pleasant sensation when
the coach rumbled up our avenue, and wheeled round at the door; for then
i felt that i was regarded as a man with a wife and a household—a man
having a tangible existence and locality in the world—when friends came
to avail themselves of our hospitality. it was a sort of acknowledgement and
reception of us into the corps of married people—a sanction by no means
essential to our peace and well-being, but yet agreeable enough to receive.
So my wife and i welcomed them cordially at the door, and ushered them
into our parlor, and soon into the supper-room—and afterwards, in due
season, to bed. Then came my dear little wife to her husband’s bosom, and
slept sweetly, i trust; for she is a beloved woman—which is more than can
be said of every wife in the world. Pray heaven that mrs. hillard had a
good night’s rest in our guest-chamber; but i hardly think that she slept
so sweetly as my lily. however, the night flitted over us all, and passed
away, and uprose a gray and sullen morning, which would have saddened
me, only that my sunny wife shone into my heart, and made it warm and
bright. We had a splendid breakfast of flapjacks—(or slapjacks, as my wife
insists upon calling them)—of flap-jacks or slap-jacks, and of whortleberries, which we gathered on a neighboring hill, and of perch, bream, and
pouts, which i hooked out of the river, the evening before. about nine
o’clock, hillard and i set out for a walk to Walden Pond, calling by the way
at mr. emerson’s, to obtain his guidance or directions. he, from a scruple
of his external conscience, detained us till after the people had got into
church, and then accompanied us in his own illustrious person. We turned
aside a little from our way to visit a mr. edmund hosmer, a yeoman of
whose homely and self-acquired wisdom mr. emerson has a very high
opinion.40 We found him walking in his fields—a short, but stalwart and
sturdy personage of middle age, somewhat uncouth and ugly to look at, but
with a face of shrewd and kind expression, and manners of natural courtesy.
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he seemed to have a very free flow of talk, and not much diffidence about
his own opinions; for, with a little induction from mr. emerson, he began
to discourse about the state of the nation, agriculture, and business in general—uttering thoughts that had come to him at the plough, and which had
a sort of flavor and smell of the fresh earth about them. i was not impressed
with any remarkable originality in his views; but they were sensible and
characteristic, and had grown in the soil where we found them. methought,
however, the good yeoman was not quite so natural as he may have been
at a former period; the simplicity of his character has probably suffered,
in some degree, by his detecting the impression which he makes on those
around him. There is a circle, i suppose, who look up to him as an oracle;
and so he inevitably assumes the oracular manner, and speaks as if truth
and wisdom were uttering themselves by his voice. mr. emerson has risked
the doing him much mischief, by putting him in print—a trial which few
persons can sustain, without losing their unconsciousness. but, after all, a
man gifted with thought and expression, whatever his rank in life, and his
mode of uttering himself, whether by pen or tongue, cannot be expected
to go through the world, without finding himself out—and as all such
self-discoveries are partial and imperfect, they do more harm than good to
the character. mr. hosmer is more natural than ninety-nine men out of a
hundred; and he is certainly a man of intellectual and moral substance, a
sturdy fact, a reality, something to be felt and touched. it would be amusing
to draw a parallel between him and his admirer. mr. emerson—the mystic,
stretching his hand out of cloud-land, in vain search for something real; and
the man of sturdy sense, all whose ideas seem to be dug out of his mind,
hard and substantial, as he digs potatoes, beets, carrots, and turnips, out of
the earth. mr. emerson is a great searcher for facts; but they seem to melt
away and become unsubstantial in his grasp.
after leaving mr. hosmer, we proceeded through woodpaths to Walden
Pond, picking blackberries of enormous size along the way. The pond itself
was beautiful and refreshing to my soul, after such long and exclusive
familiarity with our tawny and sluggish river. it lies embosomed among
wooded hills, not very extensive, but large enough for waves to dance upon
its surface, and to look like a piece of blue firmament, earth-encircled. The
shore has a narrow, pebbly strand, which it was worth a day’s journey to
look at, for the sake of the contrast between it and the weedy, slimy, oozy
margin of the river. Farther within its depths, you perceive a bottom of pure
white sand, sparkling through the transparent water, which, methought, was
the very purest liquid in the world. after mr. emerson left us, hillard and
i bathed in the pond; and it does really seem as if not only my corporeal
person, but my moral self, had received a cleansing from that bath. a good
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deal of mud and river-slime had accumulated on my soul; but those bright
waters washed it all away.
We returned home in due season for dinner, at which my wife presided
with all imaginable grace and lady-likeness. On her part, she bears testimony to my air of dignified hospitality at the other end of the table; so that
there can be no reasonable doubt that we were a most accomplished host
and hostess. . . . On our return, we found my sweetest wife entertaining mr.
and mrs. Storer and elizabeth hoar, who shortly took their leave; and we
sate up till after ten o’clock telling ghost-stories.41 This morning, at seven
o’clock, our friends left us; and, at this present moment, being i know not
what hour in the forenoon, my little wife is, or ought to be, sleeping off
the fatigues of her hospitality. We were both pleased with the visit; and so,
i think, were our guests,—and pleased were we, likewise, as my dear wife
is kind enough to say, to be left again to one another. if she wants a better
chronicle of yesterday’s events, she must ever write it herself.

Tuesday, august 16th, [1842].
i have been examining old Doctor ripley’s library, which (or, at least,
a portion of it) is deposited in one of our outhouses, where it fills two
bookcases.42 The Doctor, of course, succeeded to the erudite tomes, as well
as to the mansion and widow of the reverend mr. emerson of ante-revolutionary memory; and a considerable number of the volumes would seem
to have been transmitted to that long-ago deceased worthy from divines
of a much elder day. There are dark old folios, containing a thousand pages
apiece, or thereabouts, some of them in latin by Catholic authors, others
demolishing Papistical doctrines with a sledge-hammer, in plain english.
a dissertation on the book of Job fills, i should think, some score of small,
chunky quartos, proceeding at the rate of a volume to one or two chapters.
Job himself, methinks, would have found it the severest trial of his patience
to read this immeasurable dissertation. Then there is a great folio body of
Divinity—too corpulent a body, i should fear, to contain much of a soul.
The quarto is the most prevalent form of these ancient volumes, square,
and almost as thick as they are broad and long, giving the idea of an
immense number of sturdy, closely-printed pages to be waded through—a
hard, heavy, lumpish mass of learning, which it might give the intellectual
stomach an indigestion even to think of. books of this form generally date
two hundred years back, or more, and are bound in black leather, very solemn, and have much such an aspect as i should attribute to books of magic.
Others, of equal antiquity, are very small volumes, such as might easily
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have been deposited in the large waistcoat pockets of old times—small,
but as black as their larger brethren, and printed in minute type, largely
interfused with latin and Greek quotations. Somehow or other, these little
old volumes always impress me as if they had been intended for very large
ones, but had been blighted in an early stage of their growth, and so were
stunted and withered. Several of the works are collections of sermons by the
elder divines of new-england, men famous in their generation, but whose
writings would now be found nowhere, save in a library derived, at one or
two removes, from clergymen of their own epoch. in the blank leaves of
many of the old books are written names of former possessors, who vacated
their pulpits above a century ago—some, perhaps, who were among the
early pilgrims, and others, certainly, who were born before the pilgrims had
passed from their earthly labors. On some of the blank leaves, there are
pages of writing in short hand, perhaps containing very deep wisdom and
most important truth, but for which the world will never be the better, inasmuch as nobody can read it. Doctor ripley’s own additions to the library
are not of a very interesting character. volumes of the Christian examiner
and liberal Preacher, modern sermons, the controversial works of Unitarian
ministers, and all such trash; but which, i suppose, express fairly enough,
when compared with the elder portion of the library, the difference between
the cold, lifeless, vaguely liberal clergyman of our own day, and the narrow
but earnest cushion-thumper of puritanical times. On the whole, i prefer
the last-mentioned variety of the black-coated tribe.

[Monday, august 22d, 1842.]
i took a walk through the woods, yesterday afternoon, to mr. emerson’s,
with a book which margaret Fuller had left behind her, after a call on Saturday eve.43 i missed the nearest way, and wandered into a very secluded
portion of the forest—for forest it might justly be called, so dense and
sombre was the shade of oaks and pines. Once i wandered into a tract so
overgrown with bushes and underbrush that i could scarcely force a passage
through. nothing is more annoying than a walk of this kind—to be tormented to death by an innumerable host of petty impediments; it incenses
and depresses me at the same time. always when i flounder into the midst
of a tract of bushes, which cross and intertwine themselves about my legs,
and brush my face, and seize hold of my clothes with a multitudinous
gripe—always, in such a difficulty, i feel as if it were almost as well to lie
down and die in rage and despair, as to go one step further. it is laughable, after i have got out of the scrape, to think how miserably it affected
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me for the moment; but i had better learn patience betimes; for there are
many such bushy tracts in this vicinity, on the margins of meadows; and
my walks will often lead me into them. escaping from the bushes, i soon
came to an open space among the woods—a very lonely spot, with the
tall old trees standing around, as quietly as if nobody had intruded there
throughout the whole summer. a company of crows were holding their
sabbath in the tops of some of the trees; apparently they felt themselves
injured or insulted by my presence; for, with one consent, they began to
caw—caw—caw—and launching themselves sullenly on the air, took flight
to some securer solitude. . . . There was no other sound, except the song of
the crickets, which is but an audible stillness; for though it be very loud, and
heard afar, yet the mind does not take note of it as a sound, so entirely does
it mingle and lose its individuality among the other characteristics of coming autumn. alas, for the summer! The grass is still verdant on the hills and
in the vallies; the foliage of the trees is as dense as ever, and as green; the
flowers are abundant along the margin of the river, and in the hedge-rows,
and deep among the woods; the days, too, are as fervid as they were a month
ago—and yet, in every breath of wind, and in every beam of sunshine, there
is an autumnal influence. i know not how to describe it;—methinks there
is a sort of coolness amid all the heat, and a mildness in the brightest of
the sunshine. a breeze cannot stir, without thrilling me with the breath of
autumn; and i behold its pensive glory in the far golden gleams, among the
long shadows of the trees. The flowers—even the brightest of them—the
Golden-rod, and the gorgeous Cardinals, all the most glorious flowers
of the year, have this gentle sadness amid their pomp. Pensive autumn is
expressed in the glow of every one of them. i have felt this influence earlier
in some years than in others—sometimes autumn may be perceived even
in the early days of July. There is no other feeling like what is caused by
this faint, doubtful, yet real perception, or rather prophecy, of the year’s
decay—so deliciously sweet and sad in the same breath.
after leaving the book at mr. emerson’s, i returned through the woods,
and entering Sleepy hollow, i perceived a lady reclining near the path
which bends along its verge. it was margaret herself. She had been there
the whole afternoon, meditating or reading; for she had a book in her hand,
with some strange title, which i did not understand and have forgotten.
She said that nobody had broken her solitude, and was just giving utterance to a theory that no inhabitant of Concord ever visited Sleepy hollow,
when we saw a whole group of people entering the sacred precincts. most
of them followed a path that led them remote from us; but an old man
passed near us, and smiled to see margaret lying on the ground, and me sitting by her side. he made some remark about the beauty of the afternoon,
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and withdrew himself into the shadow of the wood. Then we talked about
autumn—and about the pleasures of getting lost in the woods—and about
the crows, whose voices margaret had heard—and about the experiences of
early childhood, whose influence remains upon the character after the collection of them has passed away—and about the sight of mountains from
a distance, and the view from their summits—and about other matters
of high and low philosophy. in the midst of our talk, we heard footsteps
above us, on the high bank; and while the intruder was still hidden among
the trees, he called to margaret, of whom he had gotten a glimpse. Then
he emerged from the green shade; and, behold, it was mr. emerson, who,
in spite of his clerical consecration, had found no better way of spending
the Sabbath than to ramble among the woods. he appeared to have had a
pleasant time; for he said that there were muses in the woods to-day, and
whispers to be heard in the breezes. it being now nearly six o’clock, we separated, mr. emerson and margaret towards his house, and i towards mine,
where my little wife was very busy getting tea. by the bye, mr. emerson
gave me an invitation to dinner to-day, to be complied with or not, as might
suit my convenience at the time; and it happens not to suit. he likewise
communicated an invitation from mrs. ripley of Waltham for my wife and
me to attend a party at her house, next Thursday evening—an annual party,
i believe, on the evening after the F.B.K. celebration.44 if my wife chooses,
she shall go, and stay all night, away from her poor desolate husband.
last evening there was the most beautiful moonlight that ever hallowed
this earthly world; and when i went to bathe in the river, which was as calm
as death, it seemed like plunging down into the sky. but i had rather be on
earth than even in the seventh heaven, just now.

Sunday, august 28th, [1842].
Still another rainy day—the heaviest rain, i believe, that has fallen since
we came to Concord. There never was a more sombre aspect of all external
nature. . . .
in this sombre weather, when ordinary mortals almost forget that there
ever was any golden sunshine, or ever will be any hereafter, my little wife
seems absolutely to radiate it from her own heart and mind. The gloom
cannot pervade her; she conquers it, and drives it quite out of her sphere,
and creates a moral rain-bow of hope upon the blackest cloud. as for
myself, i am little other than a cloud, at such seasons; but she contrives
to make me a sunny one; for she gets into the remotest recesses of my
heart, and shines all through me. and thus, even without the support of a
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stated occupation, i survive these sullen days, and am happy. This morning, my wife read us the Sermon on the mount, most beautifully; so that
methinks even the author of it might be satisfied with such an utterance.
in the course of the forenoon, the rain abated for a season; and i went out
and gathered some corn and summer-squashes for our dinner, and picked
up the windfalls of apples and pears, and peaches. . . . how inhospitable
nature is, during a rain! in the fervid heat of sunny days, she still retains
some degree of mercy for us;—she has shady spots, whither the sun cannot
come; but she provides no shelter against her storms. it makes one shiver
to think how dripping with wet are those deep, umbrageous nooks—those
over-shadowed banks—where we find such enjoyment during sultry afternoons. and what becomes of the birds, in such a soaking rain as this? is
hope, and an instinctive faith, so mixed up with their nature, that they can
be cheered by the thought that the sunshine will return?—or do they think,
as i almost do, that there is to be no sunshine any more? very disconsolate
must they be, among the dripping leaves; and when a single summer makes
so important a portion of their lives, it seems hard that so much of it should
be dissolved in rain. i, likewise, am greedy of the summer-days for my own
sake; the life of man does not contain so many of them that even one can
be spared without regret.

Tuesday, august 30th, [1842].
my wife promised, in the midst of Sunday’s rain, that yesterday should
be fair; and behold! the sun came back to us, and brought one of the most
perfect days that ever was made, since adam was driven out of Paradise.
by the bye, was there ever any rain in Paradise? if so, how comfortless must
eve’s bower have been!—and what a wretched and rheumatic time must
they have had on their bed of wet roses! it makes me shiver to think of it.
Well; it seemed as if the world was newly created, yesterday morning; and
i beheld its birth; for i had risen before the sun was over the hill, and had
gone forth to fish. how instantaneously did all dreariness and heaviness
of the earth’s spirit flit away, before one smile of the beneficent sun. This
proves that all gloom is but a dream and a shadow, and that cheerfulness is
the real truth. . . .
in the afternoon, mr. emerson called, bringing mr. Frost, the colleague and successor of Dr. ripley.45 he is a good sort of hum-drum parson
enough, and well fitted to increase the stock of manuscript sermons, of
which there must be a fearful quantity already in the world. i find that my
respect for clerical people, as such, and my faith in the utility of their office,
decreases daily. We certainly do need a new revelation—a new system—for
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there seems to be no life in the old one. mr. Frost, however, is probably
one of the best and most useful of his class; because no suspicion of the
necessity of his profession, constituted as it now is, to mankind, and of his
own usefulness and success in it, has hitherto disturbed him; and therefore
he labors with faith and confidence, as ministers did a hundred years ago,
when they had really something to do in the world. i do not remember any
points of interest in our conversation. . . .

Thursday, September 1st, [1842].
mr. Thorow dined with us yesterday. he is a singular character—a
young man with much of wild original nature still remaining in him; and
so far as he is sophisticated, it is in a way and method of his own. he is as
ugly as sin, long-nosed, queer-mouthed, and with uncouth and somewhat
rustic, although courteous manners, corresponding very well with such an
exterior. but his ugliness is of an honest and agreeable fashion, and becomes
him much better than beauty. he was educated, i believe, at Cambridge,
and formerly kept school in this town; but for two or three years back, he
has repudiated all regular modes of getting a living, and seems inclined to
lead a sort of indian life among civilized men—an indian life, i mean, as
respects the absence of any systematic effort for a livelihood. he has been
for sometime an inmate of mr. emerson’s family; and, in requital, he labors
in the garden, and performs such other offices as may suit him—being
entertained by mr. emerson for the sake of what true manhood there is
in him. mr. Thorow is a keen and delicate observer of nature—a genuine
observer, which, i suspect, is almost as rare a character as even an original
poet; and nature, in return for his love, seems to adopt him as her especial
child, and shows him secrets which few others are allowed to witness. he
is familiar with beast, fish, fowl, and reptile, and has strange stories to tell
of adventures, and friendly passages with these lower brethren of mortality. herb and flower, likewise, wherever they grow, whether in garden or
wild wood, are his familiar friends. he is also on intimate terms with the
clouds, and can tell the portents of storms. it is a characteristic trait, that
he has a great regard for the memory of the indian tribes, whose wild life
would have suited him so well; and strange to say, he seldom walks over a
ploughed field without picking up an arrow-point, a spear-head, or other
relic of the red men—as if their spirits willed him to be the inheritor of
their simple wealth.
With all this he has more than a tincture of literature—a deep and true
taste for poetry, especially the elder poets, although more exclusive than is
desirable, like all other Transcendentalists, so far as i am acquainted with
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them. he is a good writer—at least, he has written one good article, a
rambling disquisition on natural history in the last Dial,—which, he says,
was chiefly made up from journals of his own observations.46 methinks this
article gives a very fair image of his mind and character—so true, minute,
and literal in observation, yet giving the spirit as well as letter of what he
sees, even as a lake reflects its wooded banks, showing every leaf, yet giving
the wild beauty of the whole scene;—then there are passages in the article
of cloudy and dreamy metaphysics, partly affected, and partly the natural
exhalations of his intellect;—and also passages where his thoughts seem to
measure and attune themselves into spontaneous verse, as they rightfully
may, since there is real poetry in him. There is a basis of good sense and
moral truth, too, throughout the article, which also is a reflection of his
character; for he is not unwise to think and feel, however imperfect in his
own mode of action. On the whole, i find him a healthy and wholesome
man to know.
after dinner (at which we cut the first water-melon and musk melon
that our garden has ripened) mr. Thorow and i walked up the bank of the
river; and, at a certain point, he shouted for his boat. Forthwith, a young
man paddled it across the river, and mr. Thorow and i voyaged further up
the stream, which soon became more beautiful than any picture, with its
dark and quiet sheet of water, half shaded, half sunny, between high and
wooded banks. The late rains have swollen the stream so much, that many
trees are standing up to their knees, as it were, in the water; and boughs,
which lately swung high in air, now dip and drink deep of the passing wave.
as to the poor cardinals, which glowed upon the bank, a few days since,
i could see only a few of their scarlet caps, peeping above the water. mr.
Thorow managed the boat so perfectly, either with two paddles or with one,
that it seemed instinct with his own will, and to require no physical effort to
guide it. he said that, when some indians visited Concord a few years since,
he found that he had acquired, without a teacher, their precise method of
propelling and steering a canoe. nevertheless, being in want of money, the
poor fellow was desirous of selling the boat, of which he is so fit a pilot,
and which was built by his own hands; so i agreed to give him his price
(only seven dollars) and accordingly became possessor of the musketaquid.
i wish i could acquire the aquatic skill of its original owner at as reasonable
a rate.

Friday, September 2d, [1842].
yesterday afternoon, while my wife, and louisa, and i, were gathering
the windfallen apples in our orchard, mr. Thorow arrived with the boat.47
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The adjacent meadow being overflowed by the rise of the stream, he had
rowed directly to the foot of the orchard, and landed at the bars, after floating over forty or fifty yards of water, where people were making hay, a week
or two since. i entered the boat with him, in order to have the benefit of a
lesson in rowing and paddling. my little wife, who was looking on, cannot
feel very proud of her husband’s proficiency. i managed, indeed, to propel
the boat by rowing with two oars; but the use of the single paddle is quite
beyond my present skill. mr. Thorow had assured me that it was only necessary to will the boat to go in any particular direction, and she would immediately take that course, as if imbued with the spirit of the steersman. it may
be so with him, but certainly not with me; the boat seemed to be bewitched,
and turned its head to every point of the compass except the right one. he
then took the paddle himself, and though i could observe nothing peculiar
in his management of it, the musketaquid immediately became as docile as
a trained steed. i suspect that she has not yet transferred her affections from
her old master to her new one. by and bye, when we are better acquainted,
she will grow more tractable; especially after she shall have had the honor
of bearing my little wife, who is loved by all things, living or inanimate. We
propose to change her name from musketaquid (the indian name of Concord river, meaning the river of meadows) to the Pond lily—which will be
very beautiful and appropriate, as, during the summer season, she will bring
home many a cargo of pond lilies from along the river’s weedy shore. it is
not very likely that i shall make such long voyages in her as mr. Thorow has.
he once followed our river down to the merrimack, and thence, i believe,
to newburyport—a voyage of about eighty miles, in this little vessel.
in the evening, ellery Channing called to see us, wishing to talk with
me about the boston miscellany,48 of which he had heard that i was to be
editor, and to which he desired to contribute. he is one of those queer
and clever young men whom mr. emerson (that everlasting rejecter of all
that is, and seeker for he knows not what) is continually picking up by way
of a genius. There is nothing very peculiar about him—some originality
and self-inspiration in his character, but none, or very little, in his intellect. nevertheless, the lad himself seems to feel as if he were a genius;
and, ridiculously enough, looks upon his own verses as too sacred to be
sold for money. Prose he will sell to the highest bidder, but measured feet
and jingling lines are not to be exchanged for gold—which, indeed, is not
very likely to be offered for them. i like him well enough, however; but
after all, these originals in a small way, after one has seen a few of them,
become more dull and common-place than even those who keep the ordinary pathway of life. They have a rule and a routine, which they follow with
as little variety as other people do their rule and routine; and when once we
have fathomed their mystery, nothing can be more wearisome. an innate
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perception and reflection of truth gives the only sort of originality that does
not finally grow intolerable.

Sunday, September 4th, [1842].
i made a voyage in the Pond lily all by myself, yesterday morning, and
was much encouraged by my success in causing the boat to go whither i
would. i have always liked to be afloat; but i think i have never adequately
conceived of the enjoyment till now, when i begin to feel a power over that
which supports me. i suppose i must have felt something like this sense of
triumph, long years ago, when i first learned to swim; but i have forgotten
it. Oh that i could run wild!—that is, that i could put myself into a true
relation with nature, and be on friendly terms with all congenial elements.
We had a thunder-storm, last evening; and today has been a cool, breezy,
north-west, autumnal day, such as my soul and body love. my wife went to
church in the forenoon;—but not so her husband. he loves the Sabbath,
however, though he has no set way of observing of it; but it seldom comes
and goes without—but here are some visitors; so this disquisition must rest
among the things that never will be written. They are miss Fuller and mr.
Sam Ward, i believe.49

Sunday, September 18th, [1842].
how the summer-time flits away—even while it seems to be loitering
onward, arm in arm with autumn! Of late, i have walked but little over the
hills and through the woods,—my leisure being chiefly occupied with my
boat, which i have now learned to manage with tolerable skill. yesterday
afternoon (my dearest wife having gone to mr. emerson’s with her mother)
i made a voyage alone up the north branch of Concord river. There was
a strong north-west wind blowing dead against me, which, together with
the current, increased by the height of the water, made the first part of the
passage pretty toilsome. The black river was all dimpled over with little
eddies and whirl-pools; and the breeze, moreover, caused the billows to
beat against the bow of the boat, with a sound like the flapping of a bird’s
wing. The water-weeds, where they were discernible through the tawny
water, were straight outstretched by the force of the current, looking as
if they were forced to hold on to their roots with all their might. if, for a
moment, i desisted from paddling, the head of the boat was swept round
by the combined might of wind and tide. however, i toiled onward stoutly,
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and, entering the north branch, soon found myself floating quietly along
a tranquil stream, sheltered from the breeze by the woods and a lofty hill.
The current, likewise, lingered along so gently, that it was merely a pleasure
to propel the boat against it. i never could have conceived that there was so
beautiful a river-scene in Concord, as this of the north branch. The stream
flows through the midmost privacy and deepest heart of a wood, which, as
if but half satisfied with its intrusion, calm, gentle, and unobtrusive as it
is, seems to crowd upon it, and barely to allow it passage; for the trees are
rooted on the very verge of the water, and dip their pendent branches into
it. . . . i scarcely remember a scene of more complete and lovely seclusion
than the passage of the river through this wood; even an indian canoe, in
olden times, could not have floated onward in more complete solitude than
mine did. i have never elsewhere had such an opportunity to observe how
much more beautiful reflection is than what we call reality. The sky, and the
clustering foliage on either hand, and the effect of sunlight as it found its
way through the shade, giving lightsome hues in contrast with the quiet
depth of the prevailing tints—all these seemed unsurpassably beautiful,
when beheld in upper air. but, on gazing downward, there they were, the
same even to the minutest particular, yet arrayed in ideal beauty, which
satisfied the spirit incomparably more than the actual scene. i am half convinced that the reflection is indeed the reality—the real thing which nature
imperfectly images to our grosser sense. at all events, the disembodied
shadow is nearest to the soul.
There were many tokens of autumn in this beautiful scene. Two or three
of the trees were actually arrayed in their coats of many colors, the real
scarlet and gold which they wear before they put on mourning. . . .
On my return, i suffered the boat to float almost at its own will down
the stream, and caught fish enough for this morning’s breakfast. but, partly
from a qualm of conscience, and partly, i believe, because i eschewed the
trouble of cleaning them, i finally put them all into the water again, and
saw them swim away as if nothing had happened.

Monday, October 10th, [1842].
a long while, indeed, since my last date. but the weather has generally
been sunny and pleasant; though often very cold; and i cannot endure to
waste anything so precious as autumnal sunshine by staying in the house.
So i have spent almost all the daylight hours in the open air. my chief
amusement has been boating up and down the river. a week or two ago
(September 27th and 28th) i went on a pedestrian excursion with mr.
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emerson, and was gone two days and one night—it being the first and
only night that i slept away from my belovedest wife. We spent the night
at the village of harvard, and the next morning walked three miles further
to the Shaker village, where we breakfasted. mr. emerson held a theological
discussion with two of the Shaker brethren; but the particulars of it have
faded from my memory; and all the other adventures of the tour have now
so lost their freshness that i cannot adequately recall them. Wherefore let
them rest untold. i recollect nothing so well as the aspect of some fringed
gentians, which we saw growing by the roadside, and which were so beautiful that i longed to turn back, and bring them to my little wife. after
our arduous journey, we arrived safe home in the afternoon of the second
day—the first time that i ever came home in my life; for i never had a home
before.

Tuesday, November 8th, [1842].
i am sorry that our journal has fallen so into neglect; but unless my
naughty little wife will take the matter in hand, i see no chance of amendment. all my scribbling propensities will be far more than gratified in writing nonsense for the press; so that any gratuitous labor of the pen becomes
peculiarly distasteful. Since the last date, we have paid a visit of nine days to
boston and Salem, whence we returned a week ago yesterday. Thus we lost
above a week of delicious autumnal weather, which should have been spent
in the woods, or upon the river. ever since our return, however, until to-day,
there has been a succession of genuine indian summer days, with gentle
winds, or none at all, and a misty atmosphere, which idealizes all nature,
and a mild, beneficent sunshine, inviting one to lie down in a nook and
forget all earthly care. Today, the sky is dark and lowering, and occasionally
lets fall a few sullen tears. i suppose we must bid farewell to indian summer, now, and expect no more love and tenderness from mother nature till
next spring be well advanced. She has already made herself as unlovely, in
outward aspect, as can well be. my wife and i took a walk to Sleepy hollow
yesterday, and beheld scarcely a green thing—except the everlasting verdure
of the family of pines; which, indeed, are trees to thank God for, at this
season. . . .
During the last week, we have had three stoves put up; and henceforth,
no light of a cheerful fire will gladden us at even tide. Stoves are detestable
in every respect, except that they keep us perfectly comfortable. [“FireWorship”]
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Thursday, November 24th, [1842].
This is Thanksgiving Day—a good old festival; and my wife and i have
kept it with our hearts, and besides have made good cheer upon our turkey,
and pudding, and pies, and custards, although none sat at our board but
our two selves. There was a new and livelier sense, i think, that we have at
last found a home, and that a new family has been gathered since the last
Thanksgiving Day.
There have been many bright, cold days, latterly—so cold that it has
required a pretty rapid pace to keep one warm in walking. . . . We wander
among the wood-paths, which are very pleasant in the sunshine of the
afternoons—the trees looking rich and warm, such of them, i mean, as have
retained their russet leaves; and where the leaves are strewn along the paths,
or heaped plentifully into some hollow of the hills, the effect is not without
a charm. To-day, the morning rose with rain, which has since changed to
snow and sleet; and now the landscape is as dreary as can well be imagined—white, with the brownness of the soil and withered grass every where
peeping out. The swollen river, of a leaden hue, drags itself sullenly along;
and this may be termed the first winter’s day.

Friday, March 31st, 1843.
The first month of Spring is already gone; and still the snow lies deep
on hill and valley; and the river is still frozen from bank to bank; although
a late rain has caused pools of water to stand on the surface of the ice, and
the meadows are overflowed into broad lakes. Such a protracted winter has
not been known for twenty years at least. i have almost forgotten the woodpaths and shady places, which i used to know so well, last summer; and my
views are so much confined to the interior of our home, that sometimes,
looking out of the window, i am surprised to catch a glimpse of houses at
no great distance, which had quite passed out of my recollection. From present appearances, another month may scarcely suffice to wash away all the
snow from the open country; and in the woods and hollows, it may linger
yet longer. The winter will not have been a day less than five months long;
and it would not be unfair to call it seven. a great space, indeed, to miss
the smile of nature, in a single year of human life. even out of the midst
of happiness, i have sometimes sighed and groaned; for i love the sunshine
and the green woods, and the sparkling blue water; and it seems as if the
picture of our inward bliss should be set in a beautiful frame of outward
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nature. my dear little wife bears it infinitely better than i; and except on
my account, i do believe that she has not once wished for summer. but
she is sunshine, and delicate Spring and delightful Summer, in her own
person; else the winter would have been dreary indeed. One grief we have
had—that which she herself has recorded in the preceding pages; all else
has been happiness.50 nor did the grief penetrate to the reality of our life.
We do not feel as if our promised child were taken from us forever; but only
as if his coming had been delayed for a season; and that, by-and-by, we shall
welcome that very same little stranger, whom we had expected to gladden
our home at an earlier period. The longer we live together—the deeper we
penetrate into one another, and become mutually interfused—the happier
we are. God will surely crown our union with children, because it fulfils the
highest conditions of marriage.
as to the daily course of our life, i have written with pretty commendable diligence, averaging from two to four hours a day; and the result is seen
in various magazines. i might have written more, if it had seemed worth
while; but i was content to earn only so much gold as might suffice for
our immediate wants, having prospects of official station and emolument,
which would do away the necessity of writing for bread. Those prospects
have not yet had their fulfilment; and we are well content to wait; because
an office would inevitably remove us from our present happy home—at
least from an outward home; for there is an inner one that will accompany
us wherever we go. meantime, the magazine people do not pay their debts;
so that we taste some of the inconveniences of poverty, and the mortification—only temporary, however—of owing money, with empty pockets. it
is an annoyance; not a trouble.51
every day, i trudge through snow and slosh to the village, look into the
Post Office, and spend an hour at the reading-room; and then return home,
generally without having spoken a word to any human being. my wife is,
in the strictest sense, my sole companion; and i need no other—there is no
vacancy in my mind, any more than in my heart. in truth, i have spent so
many years in total seclusion from all human society, that it is no wonder
if i now feel all my desires satisfied by this sole intercourse. but my Dove
has come to me from the midst of many friends, and a large circle of
acquaintance; yet she lives from day-to-day in this solitude, seeing nobody
but myself and our molly, while the snow of our avenue is untrodden for
weeks by any footstep save mine; yet she is always cheerful, and far more
than cheerful. Thank God that i suffice for her boundless heart!
in the way of exercise, i saw and split wood; and physically i never was
in so good condition as now. This is chiefly owing, doubtless, to a satisfied
heart,—in aid of which comes the exercise above-mentioned, and about
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a fair proportion of intellectual labor, and a diet in which apples form a
considerable part; though not to the exclusion of more substantial viands.
On the 9th of this month, we left home on a visit to boston and
Salem—at least, my wife stopt at the former place, and i went to the latter,
where i resumed all my bachelor habits for nearly a fortnight, leading the
same life in which ten years of my youth flitted away like a dream. but how
much changed was i!—at last, i had caught hold of a reality, which never
could be taken from me. it was good thus to get apart from my happiness,
for the sake of contemplating it.

Friday, april 7th, [1843].
my belovedest wife has deserted her poor husband; she has this day
gone to boston to see her sister mary, who is to marry mr. mann in two
or three weeks, and then immediately to visit europe for six months.53 a
wagon came at about eleven o’clock to carry my Dove to the stage-house.
i helped her in, and stood watching her, on the door-step, till she was out
of sight. Then i betook myself to sawing and splitting wood; there being an
inward inquietness, which demanded active exercise; and i sawed, i think,
more briskly than ever before. When i re-entered the house, it was with
somewhat of a desolate feeling; yet not without an intermingled pleasure,
as being the more conscious that all separation was temporary, and scarcely
real even for the little time that it may last. after my solitary dinner, i lay
down, with the Dial in my hand, and attempted to sleep; but sleep would
not come,—for the sufficient reason, perhaps, that my little wife was at that
very moment jolting most uncomfortably over a rough road. So i arose, and
began this record in the Journal, almost at the commencement of which i
was interrupted by a visit from mr. Thoreau, who came to return a book,
and to announce his purpose of going to reside at Staten island, as private
tutor in the family of mr. emerson’s brother. We had some conversation
upon this subject, and upon the spiritual advantages of change of place, and
upon the Dial, and upon mr. alcott, and other kindred or concatenated
subjects.54 i am glad, on mr. Thoreau’s own account, that he is going away;
as he is physically out of health, and, morally and intellectually, seems not
to have found exactly the guiding clue; and in all these respects, he may
be benefitted by his removal;—also, it is one step towards a circumstantial
position in the world. On my account, i should like to have him remain
here; he being one of the few persons, i think, with whom to hold intercourse is like hearing the wind among the boughs of a forest-tree; and with
all this wild freedom, there is high and classic cultivation in him too. he
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says that ellery Channing is coming back to Concord, and that he (mr.
Thoreau) has concluded a bargain, in his behalf, for the hire of a small
house, with land attached, at $55 per year. i am rather glad than otherwise;
but ellery, so far as he has been developed to my observation, is but a poor
substitute for mr. Thoreau.
i had a purpose, if circumstances would permit, of passing the whole
term of my wife’s absence without speaking a word to any human being;
but now my Pythagorean vow has been broken,55 within three or four hours
after my departure—her departure, i should have said; but my will do as
well.

Saturday, april 8th, [1843].
after journalizing yesterday afternoon, i went out and sawed and split
wood, till supper-time; then studied German, (translating lenore,) with an
occasional glance at a beautiful sunset, which i could not enjoy sufficiently,
by myself, to induce me to lay aside the book. after lamp-light, finished
lenore, and drowsed over voltaire’s Candide, occasionally refreshing myself
with a tune from mr. Thoreau’s musical-box, which he had left in my keeping. The evening was but a dull one. how much more essential than lamplight or fire-light is the presence of my brightest little wife! i bathed and
went to bed, soon after nine. Where was my little wife then? i felt some
apprehension that the old Doctor’s ghost would take this opportunity to
visit me; but i rather think his former visitations have been intended for my
wife, and that i am not sufficiently spiritual for ghostly communication. at
all events, i met with no disturbance of the kind, and slept soundly enough
till six o’clock, or thereabouts. before seven, there being nothing to detain
me in bed, i arose. The fore-noon was spent with the pen in my hand; and
sometimes i had the glimmering of an idea, and endeavored to materialize
it in words; but, on the whole, my mind was idly vagrant, and refused to
work to any systematic purpose. . . . after dinner, i lay down on the couch,
with the Dial as a soporific, and had a short nap; then began to journalize.
mr. emerson came, with a sunbeam in his face; and we had as good a
talk as i ever remember experiencing with him. my little wife, i know, will
demand to know every word that was spoken; but she knows me too well to
anticipate anything of the kind. he seemed fullest of margaret Fuller, who,
he says, has risen perceptibly into a higher state, since their last meeting.
he apotheosized her as the greatest woman, i believe, of ancient or modern
times, and the one figure in the world worth considering. (There rings the
supper-bell.) Then we spoke of ellery Channing, a volume of whose poems
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is to be immediately published, with revisions by mr. emerson himself,
and mr. Sam Ward.56 he seems to anticipate no very wide reception for
them; he calls them “poetry for poets,” and thinks that perhaps a hundred
persons may admire them very much; while, to the rest of the world, they
will be little or nothing. next mr. Thoreau was discussed, and his approaching departure; in respect to which we agreed pretty well; but mr. emerson
appears to have suffered some inconveniency from his experience of mr.
Thoreau as an inmate. it may well be that such a sturdy and uncompromising person is fitter to meet occasionally in the open air, than to have
as a permanent guest at table and fireside. We talked of brook Farm, and
the singular moral aspects which it presents, and the great desirability
that its progress and developements should be observed, and its history
written. . . . various other matters were discussed or glanced at; and finally,
between five and six o’clock, mr. emerson took his leave, threatening to
come again, unless i call on him very soon. i then went out to chop wood,
my allotted space for which had been very much abridged by his visit; but,
on the whole, i was not sorry. i went on with the journal for a few minutes
before supper; and have finished the present record in the setting sunshine
and gathering dusk. i would like to see my wife!

Tuesday, april 25th, [1843].
Spring is advancing, sometimes with sunny days, and sometimes—as is
the case now—with chill, moist, sullen ones. There is an influence in the
season that makes it almost impossible for me to bring my mind down
to literary employment—perhaps because several months’ pretty constant
work has exhausted that species of energy—perhaps because, in Spring, it
is more natural to labor actively than to think. but my impulse is to be idle
altogether;—to lie in the sun, or wander about and look at the revival of
nature from her death-like slumber;—or to be borne down the current of
the river in my boat. if i had wings i would gladly fly; yet would prefer to
be wafted along by a breeze, sometimes alighting on a patch of green grass,
then gently whirled away to a still sunnier spot. [ . . . ] but here i linger
upon earth, very happy, it is true, at bottom, but a good deal troubled with
the sense of imbecility—one of the dismallest sensations, methinks, that
mortal can experience—the consciousness of a blunted pen, benumbed
figures, and a mind no longer capable of a vigorous grasp. my torpidity of
intellect makes me irritable; [ . . . ]
Oh, how blest should i be, were there nothing to do! Then i would
watch every inch and hair’s breadth of the progress of the season; and not a
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leaf should put itself forth, in the vicinity of our old mansion, without my
noting it. but now, with the burthen of a continual task upon me, i have
not freedom of mind to make such observations. i merely see what is going
on, in a very general way. . . .

Wednesday, april 26th, [1843].
here is another misty day, muffling the sun. The lilac-shrubs, under my
study-window, are almost in leaf; in two or three days more, i may put forth
my hand and pluck a green bough. These lilacs appear to be very aged, and
have lost the luxuriant foliage of their prime. Old age has a singular aspect
in lilacs, rose-bushes, and other ornamental shrubs; it seems as if such
things, as they grow only for beauty, ought to flourish in immortal youth,
or, at least, to die before their decrepitude. They are trees of Paradise, and
therefore not naturally subject to decay, but have lost their birthright by
being transplanted hither. but there is a kind of ludicrous unfitness in the
idea of a venerable rose-bush; and there is something analogous to this in
human life. Persons who can only be graceful and ornamental—who can
give the world nothing but flowers—should die young, and never be seen
with grey hairs and wrinkles, any more than the flower-shrubs with mossy
bark and scanty foliage, like the lilacs under my window. not that beauty
is not worthy of immortality—nothing else, indeed, is worthy of it—and
thence, perhaps, the sense of impropriety, when we see it triumphed over by
time. apple-trees, on the other hand, grow old without reproach; let them
live as long as they may, and contort themselves in whatever fashion they
please, they are still respectable, even if they afford us only an apple or two
in a season, or none at all. human flower-shrubs, if they will grow old on
earth, should, beside their lovely blossoms, bear some kind of fruit that will
satisfy earthly appetites; else men will not be satisfied that the moss should
gather on them.
Winter and spring are now struggling for the mastery in my study;
and i yield somewhat to each, and wholly to neither. The window is open;
and there is a fire in the stove. The day when the window is first thrown
open should be an epoch in the year; but i have forgotten to record it. . . .
methinks my little wife is twin-sister of the Spring; so they should greet
one another tenderly; for they both are fresh and dewy, both full of hope
and cheerfulness, both have bird-voices always singing out of their hearts,
both are sometimes overcast with flitting mists, which only make the flowers bloom brighter; and both have a power to renew and re-create the
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weary spirit. i have married the Spring!—i am husband to the month of
may!
it is remarkable how much uncleanness Winter brings with it, or leaves
behind it. my dearest wife has almost toiled herself to death with endeavors
to purify her empire within the house; and the yard, garden, and avenue,
which should be my department, require a still greater amount of labor. . . . it
is a pity that the world cannot be really made over anew, every spring.

Friday, June 23d, [1843].
Summer has come at last;—the longest days, and the blazing sunshine
and fervid heat. yesterday glowed like molten brass; last night was the
most uncomfortably and unsleepably sultry that we have experienced since
our residence in Concord; and to-day is another scorcher. i have a sort
of enjoyment in these seven-times heated furnaces of mid-summer, even
though they make me droop like a thirsty plant. The sunshine can scarcely
be too much or too intense for my taste; but i am no enemy to summer
showers. Could i only have the freedom to be perfectly idle now—no duty
to fulfil—no mental or physical labor to perform—i could be as happy as a
squash, and much in the same mode. but the necessity of keeping my brain
at work eats into my comfort as the squash-bugs do into the heart of the
vines. i keep myself uneasy, and produce little, and almost nothing that is
worth producing.

Sunday, July 9th, [1843].
Dearest love, i know not what to say, and yet cannot be satisfied without
marking with a word or two this holiest anniversary of our life. but life now
heaves and swells beneath me like a brim-full ocean; and the endeavor to
comprise any portion of it in words, is like trying to dip up the ocean in a
goblet. We never were so happy as now—never such wide capacity for happiness, yet overflowing with all that the day and every moment brings to us.
methinks this birthday of our married life is like a cape, which we have now
doubled, and find a more infinite ocean of love stretching out before us.
God bless us and keep us; for there is something more awful in happiness
than in sorrow—the latter being earthly and finite, the former composed
of the texture and substance of eternity, so that spirits still embodied may
well tremble at it.57
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Friday, July 28th, [1843].
. . . There has been no rain, except one moderate shower, for many
weeks; and the earth appears to be wasting away in a slow fever. This
weather, i think, affects the temper and spirits very unfavorably;—there
is an irksomeness, a restlessness, a pervading dissatisfaction, together with
an absolute incapacity to bend the mind to any serious effort. With me, as
regards literary production, the summer has been idle and unprofitable; and
i can only hope that my forces are recruiting themselves for the autumn
and winter. For the future, i shall endeavor to be so diligent during nine
months of the year, that i may allow myself a free and full vacation of the
other three.

Sunday, September 24th, [1843].
. . . This is a glorious day, bright, very warm, yet with an unspeakable
gentleness both in its warmth and brightness. On such days, it is impossible
not to love nature; for she evidently loves us. at other seasons, she does not
give me this impression; or only at very rare intervals; but in these happy
autumnal days, when she has perfected her harvests, and accomplished
every necessary thing that she had to do, she overflows with a blessed
superfluity of love. it is good to be alive now. Thank God for breath—yes,
for mere breath!—when it is made up of such a heavenly breeze as this. it
comes to the cheek with a real kiss; it would linger fondly around us, if it
might; but since it must be gone, it caresses us with its whole kindly heart,
and passes onward, to caress likewise the next thing that it meets. There is
a pervading blessing diffused all over the world. i look out of the window,
and think—“Oh perfect day! Oh beautiful world! Oh good God!” and such
a day is the promise of a blissful eternity; our Creator would never have
made such weather, and have given us the deep hearts to enjoy it above and
beyond all thought, if he had not meant us to be immortal. it opens the
gates of heaven, and gives us glimpses far inward.58

Friday, October 6th, [1843].
yesterday afternoon (leaving wifie with my sister louisa, who has been
with us two or three days) i took a solitary walk to Walden Pond. it was a
cool, north-west windy day, with heavy clouds rolling and tumbling about
the sky, but still a prevalence of genial autumn sunshine. The fields are
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still green, and the great masses of the woods have not yet assumed their
many-colored garments; but here and there, are solitary oaks of a deep,
substantial red, or maples of a more brilliant hue, or chesnuts, either yellow
or of a tenderer green than in summer. Some trees seem to return to their
hue of may or early June, before they put on the brighter autumnal tints.
in some places, along the borders of low and moist land, a whole range
of trees were clothed in the perfect gorgeousness of autumn, of all shades
of brilliant color, looking like the palette on which nature was arranging
the tints wherewith to paint a picture. These hues appeared to be thrown
together without design; and yet there was perfect harmony among them,
and a softness and delicacy made up of a thousand different brightnesses.
There is not, i think, so much contrast among these colors as might at first
appear; the more you consider them, the more they seem to have one element among them all—which is the reason that the most brilliant display
of them soothes the observer, instead of exciting him. and i know not
whether it be more a moral effect, or a physical one operating merely on the
eye, but it is a pensive gaiety, which causes a sigh often, but never a smile.
We never fancy, for instance, that these gaily-clad trees should be changed
into young damsels in holiday attire, and betake themselves to dancing on
the plain. if they were to undergo such a transformation, they would surely
arrange themselves in a funeral procession, and go sadly along with their
purple, and scarlet, and golden garments trailing over the withering grass.
When the sunshine falls upon them, they seem to smile; but it is as if they
were heart-broken. but it is in vain for me to attempt to describe these
autumnal brilliancies, or to convey the impression which they make on me.
i have tried a thousand times, and always without the slightest self-satisfaction. luckily, there is no need of such a record; for nature renews the
scene, year after year; and even when we shall have passed away from the
world, we can spiritually create these scenes; so that we may dispense now
and hereafter with all further efforts to put them into words.
Walden Pond was clear and beautiful, as usual. it tempted me to bathe;
and though the water was thrillingly cold, it was like the thrill of a happy
death. never was there such transparent water as this. i threw sticks into it,
and saw them float suspended on an almost invisible medium; it seemed as
if the pure air was beneath them, as well as above. if i were to be baptized,
it should be in this pond; but then one would not wish to pollute it by
washing off his sins into it. none but angels should bathe there. it would
be a fit bathing-place for my little wife; and sometime or other, i hope, our
blessed baby shall be dipt into its bosom.59
in a small and secluded dell, that opens upon the most beautiful cove of
the whole lake, there is a little hamlet of huts or shanties, inhabited by the
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irish people who are at work upon the rail-road. There are three or four of
these habitations, the very rudest, i should imagine, that civilized men ever
made for themselves, constructed of rough boards, with protruding ends.
against some of them the earth is heaped up to the roof, or nearly so; and
when the grass has had time to sprout upon them, they will look like small
natural hillocks, or a species of ant-hill, or something in which nature has
a larger share than man. These huts are placed beneath the trees, (oaks, walnuts, and white pines) wherever the trunks give them space to stand; and by
thus adapting themselves to natural interstices instead of making new ones,
they do not break or disturb the solitude and seclusion of the place. voices
are heard, and the shouts and laughter of children, who play about like
the sunbeams that come down through the branches. Women are washing
beneath the trees, and long lines of whitened clothes are extended from tree
to tree, fluttering and gamboling in the breeze. a pig, in a stye even more
extemporary than the shanties, is grunting, and poking his snout through
the clefts of his habitation. The household pots and kettles are seen at the
doors, and a glance within shows the rough benches that serve for chairs,
and the bed upon the floor. The visiter’s nose takes note of the fragrance
of a pipe. and yet, with all these homely items, the repose and sanctity of
the old wood do not seem to be destroyed or prophaned; she overshadows
these poor people, and assimilates them, somehow or other, to the character of her natural inhabitants. Their presence did not shock me, any more
than if i had merely discovered a squirrel’s nest in a tree. To be sure, it is a
torment to see the great, high, ugly embankment of the rail-road, which is
here protruding itself into the lake, or along its margin, in close vicinity to
this picturesque little hamlet. i have seldom seen anything more beautiful
than the cove, on the border of which the huts are situated; and the more
i looked, the lovelier it grew. The trees overshadowed it deeply; but on one
side there was some brilliant shrubbery which seemed to light up the whole
picture with the effect of a sweet and melancholy smile. i felt as if spirits
were there—or as if these shrubs had a spiritual life—in short, the impression was undefinable; and after gazing and musing a good while, i retraced
my steps through the irish hamlet, and plodded on along a wood-path.

[Saturday, July 27th, 1844.]
To sit down in a solitary place (or a busy and bustling one, if you
please) and await such little events as may happen, or observe such noticeable points as the eyes fall upon around you. For instance, i sat down
to-day—July 27th, 1844, at about ten o’clock in the forenoon—in Sleepy
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hollow,60 a shallow space scooped out among the woods, which surround it
on all sides, it being pretty nearly circular, or oval, and two or three hundred
yards—perhaps four or five hundred—in diameter. The present season, a
thriving field of indian corn, now in its most perfect growth, and tasselled
out, occupies nearly half of the hollow; and it is like the lap of bounteous
nature, filled with bread stuff. On one verge of this hollow, skirting it, is
a terraced pathway, broad enough for a wheel-track, overshadowed with
oaks, stretching their long, knotted, rude, rough arms between earth and
sky; the gray skeletons, as you look upward, are strikingly prominent amid
the green foliage; likewise, there are chesnuts, growing up in a more regular
and pyramidal shape; white pines, also; and a shrubbery composed of the
shoots of all these trees, overspreading and softening the bank on which
the parent stems are growing;—these latter being intermingled with coarse
grass. Observe the pathway; it is strewn over with little bits of dry twigs and
decayed branches, and the sear and brown oak-leaves of last year, that have
been moistened by snow and rain, and whirled about by harsh and gentle
winds, since their departed verdure; the needle-like leaves of the pine, that
are never noticed in falling—that fall, yet never leave the tree bare—are
likewise on the paths; and with these are pebbles, the remains of what was
once a gravelled surface, but which the soil accumulating from the decay
of leaves, and washing down from the bank, has now almost covered. The
sunshine comes down on the pathway with the bright glow of noon, at
certain points; in other places, there is a shadow as deep as the glow; but
along the greater portion, sunshine glimmers through shadow, and shadow
effaces sun-shine, imaging that pleasant mood of mind where gaiety and
pensiveness intermingle. . . . Were we to sit here all day, a week, a month,
and doubtless a lifetime, objects would thus still be presenting themselves
as new, though there would seem to be no reason why we should not have
detected them all at the first moment.
now a cat-bird is mewing at no great distance. Then the shadow of a
bird flitted across a sunny spot; there is a peculiar impressiveness in this
mode of being made acquainted with the flight of a bird; it affects the
mind more than if the eye had actually seen it. as we look round to catch
a glimpse of the winged creature, we behold the living blue of the sky, and
the brilliant disk of the sun, broken and made tolerable to the eye by the
intervening foliage. now, when you are not thinking of it, the fragrance of
the white pines is suddenly wafted to you by a slight, almost imperceptible
breeze, which has begun to stir. now the breeze is the gentlest sigh imaginable, yet with a spiritual potency, insomuch that it seems to penetrate, with
its mild, ethereal coolness, through the outward clay, and breathe upon the
spirit itself, which shivers with gentle delight; now the breeze strengthens
• 99 •

PA r t i : t h e A m e r i c A n n o t e b o o k s

so much as to shake all the leaves, making them rustle sharply, but has lost
its most ethereal power. and now, again, the shadows of the boughs lie as
motionless as if they were painted on the pathway. now, in this stillness,
is heard the long, melancholy note of a bird, complaining alone, of some
wrong or sorrow, that worm, or her own kind, or the immitigable doom of
human affairs has inflicted upon her. a complaining, but unresisting sufferer. and now, all of a sudden, we hear the sharp, shrill chirrup of a red
squirrel, angry, it seems, with somebody, perhaps with ourselves for having
intruded into what he is pleased to consider as his own domain. . . . now
we hear the striking of the village-clock, distant, but yet so near that each
stroke is distinctly impressed upon the air. This is a sound that does not
disturb the repose of the scene; it does not break our Sabbath; for like a
Sabbath seems this place, and the more so on account of the cornfield
rustling at our feet. it tells of human labor, but being so solitary now, it
seems as if it were on account of the sacredness of the Sabbath. yet it is
not so, for we hear at a distance, mowers whetting their scythes; but these
sounds of labor, when at a proper remoteness, do but increase the quiet
of one who lies at his ease, all in a mist of his own musings. There is the
tinkling of a cow-bell—a noise how peevishly dissonant, were it close at
hand, but even musical now. but, hark! There is the whistle of the locomotive—the long shriek, harsh, above all other harshness, for the space of a
mile cannot mollify it into harmony. it tells a story of busy men, citizens,
from the hot street, who have come to spend a day in a country village;
men of business; in short of all unquietness; and no wonder that it gives
such a startling shriek, since it brings the noisy world into the midst of our
slumbrous peace. as our thoughts repose again, after this interruption, we
find ourselves gazing up at the leaves, and comparing their different aspect,
the beautiful diversity of green, as the sunlight is diffused through them
as a medium, or reflected from their glossy surface. you see, too, here and
there, dead, leafless branches, which you had no more been aware of before,
than if they had assumed this old and dry decay since you sat down upon
the bank. look at our feet; and here likewise are objects as good as new.
There are two little round white fungi, which probably sprung from the
ground in the course of last night, curious productions of the mushroom
tribe, and which and by will be those little things, with smoke in them,
which children call puff-balls. is there nothing else? yes; here is a whole
colony of little ant-hills, a real village of them; they are small, round hillocks, formed of minute particles of gravel, with an entrance in the centre;
and through some of them blades of grass or small shrubs have sprouted
up, producing an effect not unlike that of trees overshadowing a homestead.
here is a type of domestic industry—perhaps, too, something of municipal
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institutions—perhaps, likewise (who knows) the very model of a community, which Fourierites and others are stumbling in pursuit of. Possibly, the
student of such philosophies should go to the ant, and find that nature has
given him his lesson there. meantime, like a malevolent genius, i drop a few
grains of sand into the entrance of one of these dwellings, and thus quite
obliterate it. and, behold, here comes one of the inhabitants, who has been
abroad upon some public or private business, or perhaps to enjoy a fantastic walk—and cannot any longer find his own door. What surprise, what
hurry, what confusion of mind, are expressed in all his movements! how
inexplicable to him must be the agency that has effected this mischief. The
incident will probably be long remembered in the annals of the ant-colony,
and be talked of in the winter days, when they are making merry over their
hoarded provisions. but come, it is time to move. The sun has shifted his
position, and has found a vacant space through the branches, by means of
which he levels his rays full upon my head. yet now, as i arise, a cloud has
come across him, and makes everything gently sombre in an instant. many
clouds, voluminous and heavy, are scattered about the sky, like the shattered
ruins of a dreamer’s Utopia; but we will not send our thoughts thitherward
now, nor take one of them into our present observations. The clouds of any
one day, are material enough, alone, for the observation either of an idle
man or a philosopher.
and now how narrow, scanty, and meagre, is this record of observation,
compared with the immensity that was to be observed, within the bounds
which i prescribed to myself. how shallow and scanty a stream of thought,
too,—of distinct and expressed thought—compared with the broad tide of
dim emotions, ideas, associations, which were flowing through the haunted
regions of imagination, intellect, and sentiment, sometimes excited by what
was around me, sometimes with no perceptible connection with them.
When we see how little we can express, it is a wonder that any man ever
takes up a pen a second time.
The search of an investigator for the Unpardonable Sin;—he at last
finds it in his own heart and practice. [“ethan brand”]
The trees reflected in the river;—they are unconscious of a spiritual
world so near them. So are we.
The Unpardonable Sin might consist in a want of love and reverence
for the human Soul; in consequence of which, the investigator pried into
its dark depths, not with a hope or purpose of making it better, but from a
cold philosophical curiosity;—content that it should be wicked in whatever
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kind or degree, and only desiring to study it out. Would not this, in other
words, be the separation of the intellect from the heart? [“ethan brand”]
People who write about themselves and their feelings, as byron did, may
be said to serve up their own hearts, duly spiced, and with brain-sauce out
of their own heads, as a repast for the public.61
The life of a woman, who, by the old colony law, was condemned always
to wear the letter a, sewed on her garment, in token of her having committed adultery.62

[Friday], May 9th, 1845.
On the night of July 9th, a search for the dead body of a drowned girl.63
She was a miss hunt, about nineteen years old; a girl of education and
refinement, but depressed and miserable for want of sympathy—her family
being an affectionate one, but uncultivated, and incapable of responding
to her demands. She was of a melancholic temperament, accustomed to
solitary walks in the woods. at this time, she had the superintendence of
one of the district-schools, comprising sixty scholars, particularly difficult
of management. Well; ellery Channing knocked at the door, between 9
and 10 in the evening, in order to get my boat, to go in search of this girl’s
drowned body. he took the oars, and i the paddle, and we went rapidly
down the river, until, a good distance below the bridge, we saw lights on the
bank, and the dim figures of a number of people waiting for us. her bonnet and shoes had already been found on this spot, and her handkerchief, i
believe, on the edge of the water; so that the body was probably at no great
distance, unless the current (which is gentle, and almost imperceptible) had
swept her down.
We took in General buttrick,64 and a young man in a blue frock, and
commenced the search; the general and the other man having long poles
with hooks at the end, and ellery a hay-rake, while i steered the boat. it was
a very eligible place to drown one’s self. On the verge of the river, there were
water-weeds; but after a few steps, the bank goes off very abruptly, and the
water speedily becomes fifteen or twenty feet deep. it must be one of the
deepest spots in the whole river; and, holding a lantern over it, it was black
as midnight, smooth, impenetrable, and keeping its secrets from the eye
as perfectly as mid-ocean could. We caused the boat to float once or twice
past the spot where the bonnet &c had been found; carefully searching the
bottom at different distances from the shore—but, for a considerable time
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without success. Once or twice the poles or the rake caught in bunches of
water-weed, which, in the star-light, looked like garments; and once ellery
and the General struck some substance at the bottom, which they at first
mistook for the body; but it was probably a sod that had rolled in from the
bank. all this time, the persons on the bank were anxiously waiting, and
sometimes giving us their advice to search higher or lower, or at such and
such a point. i now paddled the boat again past the point where she was
supposed to have entered the river, and then turned it, so as to let it float
broadside downwards, about midway from bank to bank. The young fellow
in the blue frock sat on the next seat to me, plying his long pole.
We had drifted a little distance below the group of men on the bank,
when this fellow gave a sudden start—“What’s this?” cried he. i felt in a
moment what it was; and i suppose the same electric shock went through
everybody in the boat. “yes; i’ve got her!” said he; and heaving up his pole
with difficulty, there was an appearance of light garments on the surface of
the water; he made a strong effort, and brought so much of the body above
the surface, that there could be no doubt about it. he drew her towards
the boat, grasped her arm or hand; and i steered the boat to the bank, all
the while looking at this dead girl, whose limbs were swaying in the water,
close at the boat’s side. The fellow evidently had the same sort of feeling in
his success as if he had caught a particularly fine fish; though mingled, no
doubt, with horror. For my own part, i felt my voice tremble a little, when
i spoke, at the first shock of the discovery; and at seeing the body come to
the surface, dimly in the starlight. When close to the bank, some of the men
stepped into the water and drew out the body; and then, by their lanterns,
i could see how rigid it was. There was nothing flexible about it; she did
not droop over the arms of those who supported her, with her hair hanging
down, as a painter would have represented her; but was all as stiff as marble.
and it was evident that her wet garments covered limbs perfectly inflexible.
They took her out of the water, and deposited her under an oak-tree; and
by the time we had got ashore, they were examining her by the light of two
or three lanterns.
i never saw nor imagined a spectacle of such perfect horror. The rigidity, above spoken of, was dreadful to behold. her arms had stiffened in the
act of struggling; and were bent before her, with the hands clenched. She
was the very image of a death-agony; and when the men tried to compose
her figure, her arms would still return to that same position; indeed it was
almost impossible to force them out of it for an instant. One of the men
put his foot upon her arm, for the purpose of reducing it by her side; but,
in a moment, it rose again. The lower part of the body had stiffened into a
more quiet attitude; the legs were slightly bent, and the feet close together.
• 0 •

PA r t i : t h e A m e r i c A n n o t e b o o k s

but that rigidity!—it is impossible to express the effect of it; it seemed as if
she would keep the same posture in the grave, and that her skeleton would
keep it too, and that when she rose at the day of Judgment, it would be in
the same attitude.
as soon as she was taken out of the water, the blood began to stream
from her nose. Something seemed to have injured her eye, too; perhaps it
was the pole when it first struck the body. The complexion was a dark red,
almost purple; the hands were white, with the same rigidity in their clench
as in all the rest of the body. Two of the men got water, and began to wash
away the blood from her face; but it flowed and flowed, and continued to
flow; and an old carpenter, who seemed to be skilful in such matters, said
that this was always the case, and that she would continue to “purge” as
he called it, in this manner, until her burial, i believe. he said, too, that
the body would swell, by morning, so that nobody would know her. let it
take what change it might, it could scarcely look more horrible than it did
now, in its rigidity; certainly, she did not look as if she had gotten grace
in the world whither she had precipitated herself; but rather, her stiffened
death-agony was an emblem of inflexible judgment pronounced upon her.
if she could have foreseen, while she stood, at 5 o’clock that morning, on
the bank of the river, how her maiden corpse would have looked, eighteen
hours afterwards, and how coarse men would strive with hand and foot to
reduce it to a decent aspect, and all in vain—it would surely have saved her
from this deed. So horribly did she look, that a middle-aged man, David
buttrick,65 absolutely fainted away, and was found lying on the grass, at a
little distance, perfectly insensible. it required much rubbing of hands and
limbs to restore him.
meantime, General buttrick had gone to give notice to the family
that the body was found; and others had gone in search of rails, to make
a bier. another boat now arrived, and added two or three more horrorstruck spectators. There was a dog with them, who looked at the body, as it
seemed to me, with pretty much the same feelings as the rest of us—horror
and curiosity. a young brother of the deceased, apparently about twelve or
fourteen years old, had been on the spot from the beginning. he seemed
not much moved, externally, but answered questions about his sister, and
the number of the brothers and sisters, (ten in all,) with composure. no
doubt, however, he was stunned and bewildered with the scene—to see his
sister lying there, in such terrific guise, at midnight, under an oak, on the
verge of the black river, with strangers clustering about her, holding their
lanterns over her face; and that old carpenter washing the blood away,
which still flowed forth, though from a frozen fountain. never was there a
wilder scene. all the while, we were talking about the circumstances, and
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about an inquest, and whether or no it was necessary, and of how many it
should consist; and the old carpenter was talking of dead people, and how
he would as lief handle them as living ones.
by this time, two rails had been procured, across which were laid some
boards or broken oars from the bottom of a boat; and the body, being
wrapt in an old quilt, was laid upon this rude bier. all of us took part in
bearing the corpse, or in steadying it. From the bank of the river to her
father’s house, there was nearly half a mile of pasture-ground, on the ascent
of the hill; and our burthen grew very heavy before we reached the door.
What a midnight procession it was! how strange and fearful it would have
seemed, if it could have been foretold, a day beforehand, that i should help
carry a dead body along that track! at last, we reached the door, where
appeared an old gray-haired man, holding a light; he said nothing, seemed
calm, and after the body was laid upon a large table, in what seemed to
be the kitchen, the old man disappeared. This was the grandfather. Good
mrs. Pratt was in the room,66 having been sent for to assist in laying
out the body; but she seemed wholly at a loss how to proceed; and no
wonder—for it was an absurd idea to think of composing that rigidly distorted figure into the decent quiet of the coffin. a mrs. lee had likewise
been summoned, and shortly appeared, a withered, skin-and-bone looking
woman; but she, too, though a woman of skill, was in despair at the job,
and confessed her ignorance how to set about it. Whether the poor girl
did finally get laid out, i know not, but can scarcely think it possible. i
have since been told that, on stripping the body, they found a strong cord
wound round the waist, and drawn tight—for what purpose is impossible
to guess.
“ah, poor child!”—that was the exclamation of an elderly man, as he
helped draw her out of the water. i suppose one friend would have saved
her; but she died for want of sympathy—a severe penalty for having cultivated and refined herself out of the sphere of her natural connections.
She is said to have gone down to the river at 5 in the morning, and to
have been seen walking to and fro on the bank, so late as 7—there being all
that space of final struggle with her misery. She left a diary, which is said
to exhibit (as her whole life did) many high and remarkable traits. The idea
of suicide was not a new one with her; she had before attempted, walking
up to her chin into the water, but coming out again, in compassion to the
agony of a sister, who stood on the bank. She appears to have been religious,
and of a high morality.
The reason, probably, that the body remained so near the spot where she
drowned herself, was, that it had sunk to the bottom of perhaps the deepest
spot in the river, and so was out of the action of the current.
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After three years at the Old Manse, Hawthorne returned to his native Salem
and took up the position of surveyor of customs at the Salem Custom House. He
remained in Salem even after his “decapitation” as surveyor in the summer of
1849. That same summer Hawthorne’s mother died at Salem. In the spring of
the following year, Hawthorne and his family moved to a small cottage in Lenox,
Massachusetts, where he resided until November 1851.


[Wednesday], November 17th, 1847.
a story of the effects of revenge, in diabolizing him who indulges in
it.

67

[Friday], October 13th, 1848.
During this moon, i have two or three evenings, sat sometime in our
sitting-room, without light, except from the coal-fire and the moon. moonlight produces a very beautiful effect in the room; falling so white upon the
carpet, and showing its figures so distinctly; and making all the room so visible, and yet so different from a morning or noontide visibility. There are all
the familiar things;—every chair, the tables, the couch, the bookcase, all the
things that we are accustomed to in the daytime; but now it seems as if we
were remembering them through a lapse of years rather than seeing them
with the immediate eye. a child’s shoe—the doll, sitting in her little wickercarriage—all objects, that have been used or played with during the day,
though still as familiar as ever, are invested with something like strangeness
and remoteness. i cannot in any measure express it. Then the somewhat dim
coal-fire throws its unobtrusive tinge through the room—a faint ruddiness
upon the wall—which has a not unpleasant effect in taking from the colder
spirituality of the moonbeams. between both these lights, such a medium
is created that the room seems just fit for the ghosts of persons very dear,
who have lived in the room with us, to glide noiselessly in, and sit quietly
down, without affrighting us. it would be like a matter of course, to look
round, and find some familiar form in one of the chairs. if one of the white
curtains happen to be down before the windows, the moonlight makes a
delicate tracery with the branches of the trees, the leaves somewhat thinned
by the progress of autumn, but still pretty abundant. it is strange how utterly
i have failed to give anything of the effect of moonlight in a room.
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The fire-light diffuses a mild, heart-warm influence through the room;
but is scarcely visible, unless you particularly look for it—and then you
become conscious of a faint tinge upon the ceiling, of a reflected gleam
from the mahogany furniture; and if your eyes fall on the glass, deep within
it you perceive the glow of the burning anthracite.
i hate to leave such a scene; and when retiring to bed, after closing
the sitting-room door, i re-open it, again and again, to peep back at the
warm, cheerful, solemn repose, the white light, the faint ruddiness, the dimness,—all like a dream, and which makes me feel as if i were in a conscious
dream.68

Sunday, January 28th, 1849, 10 o’clock a.m.
The sitting room all in confusion, with little building-blocks and alphabet-blocks strewn about the floor; a hay-cart standing on the carpet; the
horse that belongs to it on the book case. Julian playing on the couch with
a little set of crockery ware; Una dressing her nails with a pair of scissors.
She goes to Julian, and, from mere contrariness, takes away one of the little
cups; at which he loudly remonstrates. Then there is a dispute about Dolly,
whom Julian has brought out of the closet. Una looks cloudy; her aspect is
ominous of a gusty day. Julian has taken the great, round, wooden cushion
of the couch, and converts it into a baby, lugging it with difficulty about the
room. Children always seem to like a very wide scope for imagination, as
respects their babies, or indeed any playthings; this cushion, or a rolling-pin,
or a nine-pin, or any casual thing, seems to answer the purpose of a doll,
better than the nicest little wax figure that the art of man can contrive.
They are now enacting a sort of drama, in which Julian personates
a grandmother, Una the daughter, and Dolly her little baby. The plot is
too vague to be put on paper. Julian sits wrapt in a red shawl, continually
breaking out into smiles, which have the effect of sunshine on his rosy little
phiz; but doing nothing nor saying anything in character. Una acts her part
better; but, if any little dispute occurs, she puts on a frown that is anything
but dutiful towards her parent in the red shawl. however, she treats her
dramatic mother quite as well as she is accustomed to treat her real one.
here has been an interval, during which Julian has been entreating
for my pen, and i have made much mirth by inking his nose and Una’s.
now they sit down together to write on a slate—both on the same broken
slate—it being their fate always to want to do the same thing, with the
same toy, at the same time.
Julian has a great deal of the comic element in his nature, and delights
to cause laughter; he puts himself into the most absurd postures, and makes
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the queerest grimaces, with no other end; and yet they are not what we can
call extravagant—there is still a human nature, a natural warmth and joy
in them. Una, i think, does not possess humor, nor anything of the truly
comic; she cannot at all bear to be laughed at, for anything funny that she
perpetrates unawares; and when she tries to be funny, the result is seldom
anything but an [ ] eccentricity—a wild grimace—a [ ], unnatural tone.
her natural bent is towards the passionate and tragic. her life, at present,
is a tempestuous day, with blinks of sunshine gushing between the rifts of
cloud; she is as full oftentimes of acerbity as an unripe apple, that may be
perfected to a mellow deliciousness hereafter—[ . . . ]
. . . [Una] has a very strong craving for sympathy, and yet, a hundred
times a day, she seems to defy sympathy, and puts herself in a position
where she knows she cannot receive it. if she can but make an impression—produce a perceptible effect—it partly satisfies her craving.
it is one of Una’s characteristics never to shut the door. yet this does
not seem exactly to indicate a loose, harum-scarum disposition; for i think
she is rather troubled by any want of regularity in matters about her. She
sometimes puts the room in order, and sets things to right very effectively.
When she leaves anything loose, it is owing to a hasty, headlong mood,
intent upon the end, and rushing at once towards it. it is Julian’s characteristic, on the other hand, always to shut the door, whatever hurry he may
be in. it does not seem to interfere with the settled purpose wherewith he
pursues his object; although, indeed, he is not so strenuous in his purposes
as Una, and it seems to cost him little or no sacrifice of feeling to give
them up. “Well,” he says, benignly, after being reasoned or remonstrated
with, and turns joyfully to something else. nevertheless, he is patient of
difficulties, and unweariable in his efforts to accomplish his enterprises—as,
for instance, in building a house of blocks, where he renews the structure
again and again, however often it may tumble down, only smiling at each
new catastrophe; when Una would have blazed up in a passion, and tossed
her building-materials to the other side of the room. her mother thinks
that her not shutting the door is owing to laziness. She has a great fund of
laziness, like most people who move with an impetus.
. . . [Una’s] beauty is the most flitting, transitory, most uncertain and
unaccountable affair, that ever had a real existence; it beams out when
nobody expects it; it has mysteriously passed away, when you think yourself
sure of it;—if you glance sideways at her, you perhaps think it is illuminating her face, but, turning full round to enjoy it, it is gone again. her mother
sees it much oftener than i do; yet, neither is the revelation always withheld
from me. When really visible, it is rare and precious as the vision of an
angel; it is a transfiguration—a grace, delicacy, an ethereal fineness, which,
at once, in my secret soul, makes me give up all severe opinions that i may
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have begun to form respecting her. it is but fair to conclude, that, on these
occasions, we see her real soul; when she seems less lovely, we merely see
something external. but, in truth, one manifestation belongs to her as much
as another; for, before the establishment of principles, what is character but
the series and succession of moods?

Tuesday, February 6, [1849].
Two o’clock. mamma has gone out shopping, and to take the air; Una
is building an extensive edifice of blocks; Julian asleep. Una is in a quieter
humor than usual, to-day; < . . . > She has left the blocks, and gone to the
blackboard, and is complaining that she cannot draw what she wishes. i
amuse her by building all the blocks into an edifice which supplies the long
desideratum of an american style of architecture. i take up my pen, and she
comes to the table and stands beside me—weary, it seems to me, from mere
idleness, and the want of a purpose in life. if there were not so many strong
objections, it would be an excellent thing to send her to school; we should
see no more of this premature ennui—her mind would be filled, with very
questionable matter, no doubt, but still it would be filled. her heart, too,
would expand, and gather to itself good as well as evil; and—what i greatly
desire—she would have a much happier childhood than, i fear, we can
secure to her by a home-education. Still, i know that there are reasons of
greater weight on the other side; and unless an angel should come down
from heaven for the purpose, i should hardly be willing to trust her to any
schoolmistress.

Sunday, July 29th, 1849, ½ past 9 o’clock a.m.
a beautiful, fresh summer morning. all my journals of the children,
hitherto, have been written at fireside seasons, when their daily life was
spent within doors. now, it is a time of open doors and windows, when they
run in and out at will, and their voices are heard in the sunshine, like the
song of birds. Our metes and bounds are rather narrow; but still there is fair
room for them to play under the elms, the pear-tree, and the two or three
plum trees, that overshadow our brick avenue and little grass-plot. There
is air, too, as good almost as country-air, from across the north-river; and
so our little people flourish in the unrestrained freedom which they enjoy
within these limits. They are inactive hardly for a moment throughout the
day—living a life as full of motion as the summer insects, who are compelled to crowd their whole existence into this one summer.
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This morning, however, my journal begins with discord and trouble; for
Una is shut up in the drawing-room and crying bitterly for her mamma,—
who is compelled to be in grandmamma’s sick-chamber. Julian looks very
sad and dolorous, and puckers up his little face, in sympathy with his sister’s
outcries; and being himself on the point of bursting into tears, i tell him
to go to the drawing-room door, and release Una from imprisonment. So
he departs on his mission, and forthwith returns, leading Una by the hand,
with the tears all over her discolored face, but in peaceful mood. i kiss her
forehead; and the sun shines out again, with a bright rainbow in the sky.
little Julian seems to be exhausted by the interest which he has taken in
this scene, and lies down on the couch, saying, “Father, i’m so tired!” he
gets up for a moment, and Una immediately runs and takes possession
of the couch; so that there ensues a dispute for it, which, beginning with
complaints, seems likely to end in violence, unless i interpose my supreme
authority. i settle the matter, by inviting Una to come and sit in my lap. in
a moment, Julian likewise desires to exchange the couch for the same place;
but i forbid him.
Una makes infinite complaint, and whining, and teazing about her hair,
which has not been combed and put in order this morning—everybody
being busy with grandmamma. at last comes in Dora, and takes her into
the little room, where i hear her busily prattling about various matters,
while Dora combs her hair. Julian, who, i think, has remarkable sensibility
to musical sounds, sits on the floor, playing a sort of tune, by pulling a string
across a bar of iron. Soon, he gets up and runs into the little room to talk
with Dora and Una. his mother making a momentary and flitting appearance, he requests to go up to see grandmamma with her; being refused, he
asks for a kiss, and, while receiving it, still offers up a gentle and mournful
petition to be allowed to go with his mother. as this cannot be, he remains
behind, with a most woeful countenance and some few quiet tears; the
shower, however, is averted by Dora’s telling him a story, while she continues to fix Una’s hair. Julian has too much tenderness, love, and sensibility
in his nature; he needs to be hardened and tempered. i would not take a
particle of the love out of him; but methinks it is highly desirable that some
sterner quality should be interfused throughout the softness of his heart;
else, in course of time, the hard intercourse of the world, and the many
knocks and bruises he will receive, will cause a morbid crust of callousness
to grow over his heart; so that, for at least a portion of his life, he will have
less sympathy and love for his fellow-beings than those who began life with
a much smaller portion. after a lapse of years, indeed, if he have native vigor
enough, there may be a second growth of love and benevolence; but the first
crop, with its wild luxuriance, stands a good chance of being blighted.
• 0 •

PA R T I : T H E A M E R I C A N N O T E B O O K S

“Well, father!” cries Una, coming out of the little room, with her hair
nicely combed, and looking into the glass with an approving glance. This
is not one of her beautiful days, nevertheless; but it is highly possible that
some evanescent and intangible cause may, at any moment, make her look
lovely; for such changes come and go, as unaccountably as the changes of
aspect caused by the atmosphere in mountain scenery. a queer comparison,
however—a family of mountains on one side, and Una’s little phiz on the
other.
Una is describing grandmamma’s sickness to Julian. “Oh you don’t know
how sick she is, Julian; she is sick as i was, when i had the scarlet-fever
in boston.” What a contrast between that childish disease, and these last
heavy throbbings—this funeral-march—of my mother’s heart. Death is
never beautiful but in children. how strange! For then nature breaks her
promise, violates her pledge, and like a pettish child, destroys her own
prettiest playthings; whereas, the death of old age is the consummation of
life, and yet there is so much gloom and ambiguity about it, that it opens
no vista for us into heaven. but we seem to see the flight of a dead child
upward, like a butterfly’s.
. . . at about five o’clock, i went to my mother’s chamber, and was
shocked to see such an alteration since my last visit, the day before yesterday. i love my mother; but there has been, ever since my boyhood, a
sort of coldness of intercourse between us, such as is apt to come between
persons of strong feelings, if they are not managed rightly. i did not expect
to be much moved at the time—that is to say, not to feel any overpowering emotion struggling, just then—though i knew that i should deeply
remember and regret her. mrs. Dike was in the chamber.69 louisa pointed
to a chair near the bed; but i was moved to kneel down close by my mother,
and take her hand. She knew me, but could only murmur a few indistinct
words—among which i understood an injunction to take care of my sisters.
mrs. Dike left the chamber, and then i found the tears slowly gathering in
my eyes. i tried to keep them down; but it would not be—i kept filling up,
till, for a few moments, i shook with sobs. For a long time, i knelt there,
holding her hand; and surely it is the darkest hour i ever lived. afterwards,
i stood by the open window, and looked through the crevice of the curtain.
The shouts, laughter, and cries of the two children had come up into the
chamber, from the open air, making a strange contrast with the death-bed
scene. and now, through the crevice of the curtain, i saw my little Una of
the golden locks, looking very beautiful; and so full of spirit and life, that
she was life itself. and then i looked at my poor dying mother; and seemed
to see the whole of human existence at once, standing in the dusty midst of
it.70 Oh what a mockery, if what i saw were all,—let the interval between
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extreme youth and dying age be filled up with what happiness it might! but
God would not have made the close so dark and wretched, if there were
nothing beyond; for then it would have been a fiend that created us, and
measured out our existence, and not God. it would be something beyond
wrong—it would be insult—to be thrust out of life into annihilation in this
miserable way. So, out of the very bitterness of death, i gather the sweet
assurance of a better state of being.
at one moment, little Una’s voice came up, very clear and distinct, into
the chamber—“yes;—she is going to die.” i wish she had said “going to
God”—which is her idea and usual expression of death; it would have been
so hopeful and comforting, uttered in that bright young voice. She must
have been repeating or enforcing the words of some elder person who had
just spoken.

[Monday], July 30th, [1849], ½ past 10 o’clock.
another bright forenoon, warmer than yesterday, with flies buzzing
through the sunny air. mother still lives, but is gradually growing weaker,
and appears to be scarcely sensible.71 Julian is playing quietly about, and is
now out of doors, probably hanging on the gate. Una takes a strong and
strange interest in poor mother’s condition, and can hardly be kept out
of the chamber—endeavoring to thrust herself into the door, whenever
it is opened, and continually teazing me to be permitted to go up. This is
partly the intense curiosity of her active mind—partly, i suppose, natural
affection. i know not what she supposes is to be the final result to which
grandmamma is approaching. She talks of her being soon to go to God,
and probably thinks that she will be taken away bodily. Would to God it
were to be so! Faith and trust would be far easier than they are now. but,
to return to Una, there is something that almost frightens me about the
child—i know not whether elfish or angelic, but, at all events, supernatural.
She steps so boldly into the midst of everything, shrinks from nothing,
has such a comprehension of everything, seems at times to have but little
delicacy, and anon shows that she possesses the finest essence of it; now so
hard, now so tender; now so perfectly unreasonable, soon again so wise. in
short, i now and then catch an aspect of her, in which i cannot believe her
to be my own human child, but a spirit strangely mingled with good and
evil, haunting the house where i dwell. The little boy is always the same
child, and never varies in his relation to me.
3 o’clock, p.m. Julian is now lying on the couch in the character of sick
grandmamma, while Una waits on him as mrs. Dike. She prompts him
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in the performance, showing a quite perfect idea of how it should all be.
“now, stretch out your hands to be held.” “Will you have some of this
jelly!” Julian starts up to take the imaginary jelly. “no; grandmamma lies
still.” he smacks his lips. “you must not move your lips so hard.” “Do you
think Una had better come up?” “no!” “you feel so, don’t you?” his round,
curly head, and rosy face, with a twinkling smile upon it, do not look the
character very well. now, Una is transformed into grandmamma, and Julian
is mamma, taking care of her. She groans, and speaks with difficulty, and
moves herself feebly and wearisomely—then lies perfectly still, as if in an
insensible state. Then rouses herself, and calls for wine. Then lies down on
her back, with clasped hands—then puts them to her head. it recalls the
scene of yesterday to me, with a frightful distinctness; and out of the midst
of it, little Una looks at me with a smile of glee. again, Julian assumes the
character. “you’re dying now,” says Una, “so you must lie still.” “i shall walk,
if i’m dying,” answers Julian; whereupon he gets up, and stumps about
the room with heavy steps. meantime, Una lies down on the couch, and
is again grandmamma, stretching out her hand, in search of some tender
grasp, to assure herself that she is still on the hither side of the grave. all
of a sudden, Julian is Dr. Pearson, and Una is apparently mamma, receiving him, and making excuses for not ushering him into the sick-chamber.
here ensues a long talk about the patient’s condition, and symptoms. Una
tells the Doctor plainly, that she thinks we had better have Dr. Cummins;
whereupon, Doctor Pearson replies, “We can’t have any more talking. i must
go!” The next instant, Una transforms him into Dr. Cummins—one of the
greatest miracles that was ever performed, this instantaneous conversion
from allopathy to homeopathy.

Tuesday, October 23d, [1849].
To inherit a great fortune. To inherit a great misfortune.72
The sunbeam that comes through a round-hole in the shutter of a darkened room, where a dead man sits in solitude.


In the summer of 1850, Hawthorne left Salem and moved to Lenox in the Berkshire Mountains.
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[Tuesday], May 7th, [1850].
i did not go out yesterday afternoon, but after tea i went to Parker’s.76
The drinking and smoking shop is no bad place to see one kind of life.
The front apartment is for drinking. The door opens into Court Square,
and is denoted, usually, by some choice specimens of dainties exhibited
in the windows, or hanging beside the door-post; as, for instance, a pair
of canvas-back ducks, distinguishable by their delicately mottled feathers;
an admirable cut of raw beefsteak; a ham, ready boiled, and with curious
figures traced in spices on its outward fat; a half, or perchance the whole,
of a large salmon, when in season; a bunch of partridges, &c, &c. a screen
stands directly before the door, so as to conceal the interior from an outside barbarian. at the counter stand, at almost all hours,—certainly at all
hours when i have chanced to observe,—tipplers, either taking a solitary
glass, or treating all round, veteran topers, flashy young men, visitors from
the country, the various petty officers connected with the law, whom the
vicinity of the Court-house brings hither. Chiefly, they drink plain liquors,
gin, brandy, or whiskey, sometimes a Tom and Jerry, a gin cocktail (which
the bar-tender makes artistically, tossing it in a large parabola from one
tumbler to another, until fit for drinking), a brandy-smash, and numerous
other concoctions. all this toping goes forward with little or no apparent
exhilaration of spirits; nor does this seem to be the object sought,—it being
either, i imagine, to create a titillation of the coats of the stomach and a
general sense of invigoration, without affecting the brain. very seldom does
a man grow wild and unruly.77
The inner room is hung round with pictures and engravings of various
kinds,—a painting of a premium ox, a lithograph of a Turk and of a Turkish
lady, [ . . . ] and various showily engraved tailors’ advertisements, and other
shop bills; among them all, a small painting of a drunken toper, sleeping on
a bench beside the grog-shop,—a ragged, half-hatless, bloated, red-nosed,
jolly, miserable-looking devil, very well done, and strangely suitable to the
room in which it hangs. round the walls are placed some half a dozen
marble-topped tables, and a center-table in the midst; most of them strewn
with theatrical and other show-bills; and the large theatre bills, with their
type of gigantic solidity and blackness, hung against the walls.
last evening, when i entered, there was one guest somewhat overcome
with liquor, and slumbering with his chair tipped against one of the marble
tables. in the course of a quarter of an hour, he roused himself, a plain,
middle-aged man, and went out, with rather an unsteady step, and a hot,
red face. One or two others were smoking, and looking over the papers, or
glancing at a play-bill. From the centre of the cieling descended a branch
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with two gas-burners, which sufficiently illuminated every corner of the
room. nothing is so remarkable in these bar-rooms and drinking-places as
the perfect order that prevails there; if a man gets drunk, it is no otherwise
perceptible than by his going to sleep, or inability to walk. . . .
i take an interest in all the nooks and crannies and every developement
of cities; so here i try to make a description of the view from the back windows of a house in the centre of boston, at which i glance in the intervals
of writing. The view is bounded, at perhaps thirty yards distance (or perhaps
not so much,) by a row of opposite brick dwellings, standing, i think, on
Temple-place; houses of the better order, with tokens of genteel families
visible in all the rooms betwixt the basements and the attic windows in
the roof; plate-glass in the rear drawing-rooms, flower-pots in some of the
windows of the upper stories; occasionally, a lady’s figure, either seated,
or appearing with a flitting grace, or dimly manifest farther within the
obscurity of the room. a balcony with a wrought iron fence running along
under the row of drawing-room windows above the basement. in the space
betwixt this opposite row of dwellings, and that in which i am situated,
are the low out-houses of the above described dwellings, with flat-roofs; or
solid brick walls, with walks on them, and high railings, for the convenience
of the washerwomen in hanging out their clothes. in the intervals betwixt
these ranges of out houses or walks, are grass-plots, already green, because
so sheltered; and fruit-trees, now beginning to put forth their leaves, and
one of them, a cherry tree, almost in full blossom. birds flutter and sing
among these trees. i should judge it a good site for the growth of delicate
fruit; for quite enclosed on all sides by houses; the blighting winds cannot
molest the trees; they have sunshine on them a good part of the day, though
the shadow must come early; and i suppose there is a rich soil about their
roots. i see grape vines clambering against one wall, and also peeping over
another, where the main body of the vine is invisible to me. in another
place, a frame is erected for a grape vine, and probably it will produce as
rich clusters as the vines of madeira, here in the heart of the city, in this
little spot of fructifying earth, while the thunder of wheels rolls about it on
every side. The trees are not all fruit-trees; one pretty well-grown buttonwood tree aspires upward above the roofs of the houses. in the full verdure
of summer, there will be quite a mass or curtain of foliage, between the
hither and the thither row of houses.78

[Wednesday], May 8th, [1850].
i went, last night, to the national Theatre to see a pantomime; it was
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Jack the Giant Killer, and somewhat heavy and tedious. The audience was
more noteworthy than the play. The theatre itself is for the middling and
lower classes; and i had not taken my seat in the most aristocratic part
of the house; so that i found myself surrounded chiefly by young sailors,
hanover-street shopmen, mechanics, and other people of that kidney. it is
wonderful the difference that exists in the personal aspect and dress, and
no less in the manners, of people in this quarter of the city, as compared
with others. One would think that Oak hall should give a common garb
and air to the great mass of the boston population;79 but it seems not to be
so; and perhaps what is most singular is, that the natural make of the men
has a conformity and suitableness to their dress. Glazed caps and Palo alto
hats were much worn.80 it is a pity that this picturesque and comparatively
graceful hat should not have been generally adopted, instead of falling to
the exclusive use of a rowdy class.
in the next box to me were two young women, with an infant of perhaps
three or four months old (if so much) but to which of them appertaining,
i could not at first discover. One was a large, plump girl, with a heavy face,
a snub nose, coarse looking, but good-natured, and with no traits of evil;
save, indeed, that she had on the vilest gown—of dirty white cotton, so
pervadingly dingy that it was white no longer, as it seemed to me—the
sleeves short, and ragged at the borders—and an old faded shawl, which
she took off on account of the heat—the shabbiest and dirtiest dress, in a
word, that i ever saw a woman wear. yet she was plump, as aforesaid, and
looked comfortable in body and mind. i imagine that she must have had a
better dress at home, but had come to the theatre extemporaneously, and
not going to the dress-circle, considered her ordinary gown good enough
for the occasion. The other girl seemed as young, or younger than herself;
she was small, with a particularly intelligent and pleasant face, not handsome, perhaps, but as good or better than if it were. it was mobile with
whatever sentiment chanced to be in her mind; as quick and vivacious a
face in its movements as i have ever seen; cheerful, too, and indicative of a
sunny, though i should think it might be a hasty temper. She was dressed
in a dark gown, (chintz, i suppose the women call it,) a good homely dress,
proper enough for the fireside, but a strange one to appear at a theatre in.
both these girls appeared to enjoy themselves very much; the large and
heavy one, in her own duller mode; the smaller manifesting her interest
by gestures, pointing at the stage, and so vivid a talk of countenance that
i could sympathize precisely as well as if she had spoken. She was not a
brunette; and this made her vivacity of expression the more agreeable. her
companion, on the other hand, was so dark that i rather suspected her to
have a tinge of african blood.
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There were two men who seemed to have some connection with these
girls; one an elderly, gray-headed personage, well stricken in liquor, talking
loudly and foolishly, but good-humouredly; the other a young man, sober,
and doing his best to keep his older friend quiet. The girls seemed to give
themselves no uneasiness about the matter. both the men wore Palo alto
hats. i could not make out whether either of the men were the father of
the child, or what was the nature of the union among them; though i was
inclined to set it down as a family-party.
as the play went on, the house became crowded, and oppressively warm;
and the poor little baby grew dark red, or purple almost, with the uncomfortable heat in its small body. it must have been accustomed to discomfort,
and have concluded it to be the condition of mortal life; else it never would
have remained so quiet; for [ ] its rather inconvenient time, it seemed [ ]
to [ ] itself through [its] dinner time. Perhaps it had been quieted with a
sleeping potion. The two young women were not negligent of it, but passed
it to-and-fro between them, each willingly putting herself to inconvenience
for the sake of tending it. but i really feared it might die in some kind of a
fit; so hot was the theatre; so purple with heat, yet strangely quiet, was the
child. i was glad to hear it cry, at last; but it did not cry with any great rage
and vigor, as it should, but in a stupid kind of way. hereupon, the smaller
of the two girls, after a little inefficacious dandling, at once settled the question of maternity, by uncovering her bosom, and presenting it to the child,
with so little care of concealment that i saw, and anybody might have seen,
the whole breast, and the apex which the infant’s little lips compressed.
yet there was nothing indecent in this; but a perfect naturalness. The child
sucked a moment or two, and then became quiet, but still looked very
purple. Children must be hard to kill, however injudicious the treatment.
The two girls, and their cavaliers, remained till nearly the close of the play.
i should like well to know who they are—of what condition in life—and
whether reputable as members of the class to which they belong. my own
judgement is, that they are so.
Throughout the evening, drunken young sailors kept stumbling into and
out of the boxes, calling to one another from different parts of the house,
shouting to the performers, and singing the burthens of songs. it was a
scene of life in the rough.

Monday, august 5th, [1850].
rode with Fields & wife to Stockbridge, being thereto invited by mr.
Field of S.—in order to ascend monument mountain. Found at mr. F’s Dr.
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holmes, mr. Duyckink of new-york, also messrs. Cornelius mathews &
herman melville. ascended the mountain—that is to say, mrs. Fields &
miss Jenny Field—messrs. Field & Fields—Dr. holmes, messrs. Duyckinck, mathews, melville, mr. henry Sedgwick, & i.—and were caught in
a shower. Dined at mr. F’s. afternoon, under guidance of J. T. headley,
the party scrambled through the ice Glen. left Stockbridge and arrived at
home, about 8 p.m.73

Wednesday, august 7th, [1850].
messrs. Duyckinck, mathews, melville, & melville, Jr., called in the
forenoon. Gave them a couple of bottles of mr. mansfield’s champaigne,
and walked down to the lake with them. at twilight, mr. edwin P. Whipple
and wife called, from lenox.74

Tuesday, September 3d, [1850].
herman melville came, in the forenoon.

[Wednesday], September 4th, [1850].
rode with mr. Tappan & melville (in T’s wagon) to Pittsfield;75 left T.
there, to take the cars for albany; and spent the day with melville at his
cousin’s, near Pittsfield. reached home, with melville, at about 8 p.m.

Saturday, September 7th, [1850].
herman melville went away, after breakfast.

[Thursday], December 19th, 1850.
if we consider the lives of the lower animals, we shall see in them a close
parallelism to those of mortals;—toil, struggle, danger, privation, mingled
with glimpses of peace and ease; enmity, affection, a continual hope of bettering themselves, although their objects lie at less distance before them
than our own do. Thus, no argument from the imperfect character of our
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existence, and its delusory promises, and its injustice, can be drawn in reference to our immortality, without, in a degree, being applicable to our brute
brethren.


In July 1851, Sophia went to visit her family, taking Una and the Hawthornes’
third child, Rose, with her and leaving Hawthorne with Julian.


Twenty Days with Julian & little bunny
by Papa

Lenox, Monday, July 28th, 1851.
at seven o’clock, a.m. Wife, e. P. P.,81 Una, and rosebud, took their
departure, leaving Julian and me in possession of the red Shanty. The first
observation which the old gentle-man made thereupon, was—“Father, isn’t
it nice to have baby gone?” his perfect confidence of my sympathy in this
feeling was very queer. “Why is it nice?” i inquired. “because now i can
shout and squeal just as loud as i please!” answered he. and for the next
half hour he exercised his lungs to his heart’s content, and almost split the
welkin thereby. Then he hammered on an empty box, and appeared to have
high enjoyment of the racket which he created. in the course of the forenoon, however, he fell into a deep reverie, and looked very pensive. i asked
what he was thinking of, and he said, “Oh, about mama’s going away. i do
not like to be away from her;”—and then he romanticized about getting
horses and galloping after her. he declared, likewise, that he likes Una, and
that she never troubled him. [ . . . ]
i hardly know how we got through the forenoon-bath; [ . . . ], and [ . . . ]
[such] kinds of rational employment. it is impossible to write, read, think,
or even to sleep (in the daytime) so constant are his appeals to me in one
way or another; still he is such a genial and good-humored little man that
there is certainly an enjoyment intermixed with all the annoyance.
in the afternoon we walked down to the lake, and amused ourself with
flinging in stones, until the gathering clouds warned us homeward. in the
wood, mid-way home, a shower overtook us; and we sat on an old decayed
log, while the drops pattered plentifully on the trees overhead. he enjoyed
the shower, and favored me with a great many weatherwise remarks, for it
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is to be observed, that he has a marvellous opinion of his own wisdom, and
thinks himself beyond a comparison sager and more experienced than his
father. it continued showery all the rest of the day; so that i do not recollect
of his going out afterwards.
For an in-door playmate, there was bunny, who does not turn out to be
a very interesting companion, and makes me more trouble than he is worth.
There ought to be two rabbits, in order to bring out each other’s remarkable qualities—if any there be. Undoubtedly, they have the least feature and
characteristic prominence of any creatures that God has made. With no
playfulness, as silent as a fish, inactive, bunny’s life passes between a torpid
half-slumber, and the nibbling of clover-tops, lettuce, plantain-leaves, pigweed, and crumbs of bread. Sometimes, indeed, he is seized with a little
impulse of friskiness; but it does not appear to be sportive, but nervous.
bunny has a singular countenance—like somebody’s i have seen, but whose
i forget. it is rather imposing and aristocratic, on a cursory glance, but
examining it more closely, it is found to be laughably vague. Julian pays him
very little attention now, and leaves me to take the whole labor of gathering leaves for him; else the poor little beast would be likely to starve. i am
strongly tempted of the evil One to murder him privately; and i wish with
all my heart that mrs. Peters would drown him.

Friday, august 1st, [1851].
We had, to-day, the first string beans of the season; the earliest product
of our garden, indeed, except currants and lettuce. at three o’clock, came
Julian home. he said that he had tomatoes, beans, and asparagus, for dinner,
and that he liked them very much, and had had a good time. i dressed him
and myself for a walk to the village, and we set out at four. . . . returning to
the Post office, i got mr. Tappan’s mail and my own, and proceeded homeward, but clambered over the fence and sat down in love Grove, to read the
papers. While thus engaged, a cavalier on horseback came along the road,
and saluted me in Spanish; to which i replied by touching my hat, and went
on with the newspaper. but the cavalier renewing his salutation, i regarded
him more attentively, and saw that it was herman melville! So, hereupon,
Julian and i hastened to the road, where ensued a greeting, and we all went
homeward together, talking as we went. Soon, mr. melville alighted, and
put Julian into the saddle; and the little man was highly pleased, and sat on
the horse with the freedom and fearlessness of an old equestrian, and had
a ride of at least a mile homeward.
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i asked mrs. Peters to make some tea for herman melville;82 and so
she did, and he drank a cup, but was afraid to drink much, because it would
keep him awake. after supper, i put Julian to bed; and melville and i had
a talk about time and eternity, things of this world and of the next, and
books, and publishers, and all possible and impossible matters, that lasted
pretty deep into the night; and if truth must be told, we smoked cigars
even within the sacred precincts of the sitting-room. at last, he arose, and
saddled his horse (whom we had put into the barn) and rode off for his
own domicile; and i hastened to make the most of what little sleeping-time
remained for me.

Saturday, august 2d, [1851].
i forgot to say, in the record of last night, that herman melville invited
me to bring Julian and spend several days at his house, next week, when e.
a. Duyckinck and his brother are to be there. i accepted for at least one
night; and so melville is to come for us.

Friday, august 8th, [1851].
. . . between eleven and twelve, came herman melville, and the two
Duyckincks, in a barouche and pair. melville had spoken, when he was here,
of bringing these two expected guests of his to call on me; and i intended,
should it be anywise practicable, to ask them to stay to dinner; but we had
nothing whatever in the house today. it passed well enough, however; for
they proposed a ride and a pic-nic, to which i readily consented. in the first
place, however, i produced our only remaining bottle of mr. mansfield’s
champaigne; after which we set out, taking Julian, of course. it was an
admirable day; neither too cold nor too hot—with some little shadow of
clouds, but no appearance of impending rain. We took the road over the
mountain towards hudson, and by and by came to a pleasant grove, where
we alighted and arranged matters for our pic-nic.
after all, i suspect they had considered the possibility, if not probability, of my giving them a dinner; for the repast was neither splendid nor
particularly abundant—only some sandwiches and gingerbread. There was
nothing whatever for Julian, except the gingerbread; for the bread, which
encased the sandwiches, was buttered, and moreover had mustard on it.
So i had to make the little man acquainted, for the first time in his life,
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with gingerbread; and he seemed to be greatly pleased until he had eaten
a considerable quantity—when he began to discover that it was not quite
the thing to make a meal of. however, his hunger was satisfied and no
harm done; besides that there were a few nuts and raisins at the bottom of
the basket, whereof he ate and was contented. he enjoyed the ride and the
whole thing exceedingly, and behaved like a man experienced in pic-nics.
after a smoke under the trees, and talk about literature and other things,
we set forth again, and resolved to go and visit the Shaker establishment at
hancock,83 which was but two or three miles off. i don’t know what Julian
expected to see—some strange sort of quadruped or other, i suppose—at
any rate, the term “Shakers” was evidently a subject of great puzzlement
with him; and probably he was a little disappointed when i pointed out an
old man in a gown and a gray, broad-brimmed hat, as a Shaker. This old
man was one of the fathers and rulers of the village; and under his guidance, we visited the principal dwelling-house in the village. it was a large
brick edifice, with admirably convenient arrangements, and floors and walls
of polished wood, and plaster as smooth as marble, and everything so neat
that it was a pain and constraint to look at it; especially as it did not imply
any real delicacy or moral purity in the occupants of the house. There were
spit-boxes (bearing no appearance of ever being used, it is true) at equal
distances up and down the long and broad entries. The sleeping apartments
of the two sexes had an entry between them, on one side of which hung the
hats of the men, on the other the bonnets of the women. in each chamber
were two particularly narrow beds, hardly wide enough for one sleeper, but
in each of which, the old elder told us, two people slept. There were no
bathing or washing conveniences in the chambers; but in the entry there
was a sink and wash-bowl, where all their attempts at purification were to
be performed. The fact shows that all their miserable pretence of cleanliness and neatness is the thinnest superficiality; and that the Shakers are
and must needs be a filthy set. and then their utter and systematic lack of
privacy; their close junction of man with man, and supervision of one man
over another—it is hateful and disgusting to think of; and the sooner the
sect is extinct the better—a consummation which, i am happy to hear, is
thought to be not a great many years distant.
in the great house, we saw an old woman—a round, fat, cheerful little
old sister—and two girls, from nine to twelve years old; these looked at us
and at Julian with great curiosity, though slily and with side glances. at the
doors of other dwellings, we saw women sewing or otherwise at work; and
there seemed to be a kind of comfort among them, but of no higher kind
than is enjoyed by their beasts of burden. also, the women looked pale, and
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none of the men had a jolly aspect. They are certainly the most singular
and bedevilled set of people that ever existed in a civilized land; and one
of these days, when their sect and system shall have passed away, a history
of the Shakers will be a very curious book. all through this outlandish village went our little man hopping and dancing, in excellent spirits; nor had
he been long there before he desired to confer with himself—neither was
i unwilling that he should bestow such a mark of his consideration (being
the one of which they were most worthy) on the system and establishment
of these foolish Shakers.
i think it was about five o’clock when we left the village. lenox was
probably seven or eight miles distant; but we mistook the road, and went up
hill and down, through unknown regions, over at least twice as much ground
as there was any need. it was by far the most picturesque ride that i ever had
in berkshire. On one height, just before sunset, we had a view for miles and
miles around, with the Kaatskills blue and far on the horizon. Then the road
ran along the verge of a deep gulf—deep, deep, deep, and filled with foliage
of trees that could not reach half way up to us; and on the other side of the
chasm uprose a mountainous precipice. This continued for a good distance;
and on the other side of the road there were occasional openings through
the forest, that showed the low country at the base of the mountain. if i
could find the way, i should like to go back to this scene on foot; for i had
no idea that there was such a region within a few miles of us.
by and by, we saw monument mountain, and rattlesnake hill, and all
the familiar features of our own landscape, except the lake, which (by some
witchcraft that i cannot possibly explain to myself ) had utterly vanished.
it appeared as if we ought to see the lake, and our little red-house, and
highwood; but none of these objects were discoverable, although the scene
was certainly that of which they make a part. it was now after sunset; and
we found that as we went we were approaching the village of lenox from
the west, and must pass through it before reaching home. i got out at the
post office, and received, among other things, a letter from Phoebe. by the
time we were out of the village, it was beyond twilight; indeed, but for the
full moon, it would have been quite dark. The little man behaved himself
still like an old traveller; but sometimes he looked round at me from the
front seat (where he sat between herman melville and evert Duyckinck)
and smiled at me with a peculiar expression, and put back his hand to touch
me. it was a method of establishing a sympathy in what doubtless appeared
to him the wildest and unprecedentedest series of adventures that had ever
befallen mortal travellers. anon, we drew up at the little gate of the old red
house.

•  •

PA R T I : T H E A M E R I C A N N O T E B O O K S

Saturday, august 9th, [1851].
Julian awoke in bright condition, this morning; and we arose at about
seven. i felt the better for the expedition of yesterday; and asking Julian
whether he had a good time, he answered with great enthusiasm in the
affirmative, and that he wanted to go again, and that he loved mr. melville
as well as me, and as mamma, and as Una.
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