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CHAPTER I
INTRODUCTION

The purpose of this study is to evaluate various rell-
glous elements in Nathaniel Hawthorne's life in relation to his
career a5 a literary artist. The moral seriousness of this
author at once strikes us as being something closely akin to
religious sentiment, but he refused to endorse any specific
dogma or to subscribe to any one organized faith. We know
from his work that he had a religion, but his silence leaves
ample room for conjecture if we wish to "label™ him, or decide
which of those religions thet he contemplated was most con-
genial to his nature.

Much work has already been done by various scholars and
critics regarding\ﬁawthorne*s relation to his Puritan past.

No attempt has been made in this study to enlarge upon the
number of available facts with respect to ?uritanism;‘hawevar;
a new interpretation of these facts has been ventured.

A great deal has been said previocusly regarding
Hawthorne's distaste for Unitarianism. Again, this study has
not attempted to enlarge upon the comments that have already
been mada; but te integrate this phase of his religious thinke

ing with the earlier Puritan phase and a later Catholic one.

1
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Very little has been published regarding Hawthorne's
flirtation with Oatholicism, This is strange since his ﬁurap@&n
notebooks abound with references to it. The Marble Faun, too,
is a valuable source for the authorts impressions of the Roman
faith. Both his admiration and his misgivings with respect to
Catholicism are presented in this thesig; and an attempt is

made to evaluate the results of Hawthorne's contacts with
Catholicism as a possible explanation for‘ﬁhe last phase of his

literary career.



CHAPTER II
THE ANCESTRAL MIND

Salem in the 1820's was a bustling seaport town, but
Nathaniel Hawthorne managed to forego its more lively corners
in favor of its dead houses and decaying wharves. Van Doren
maintains with Austin Warren that Salem was in those days
still a town very much alive; Warren points out that M"the
Salem that Hergesheimer has brought to colorful life in his
Javahaag; the Salem of the LDast India trade and the China,
was the Salem of Hawthorne's yauth."l @;t Hawthorne pictured

it as filled with "old wooden houses, the mud and duat,/f?a

chill east wind and the chillest of social atmsapherea.?z

Such being the features of my native town, it would
be quite as reasonable to form a sentimental attachment
to a disarranged checker<board. And yet, though ine
variably happiest elsewhere, there is within me a feel=
ing for old Salem, whieh, in lack of a better phrase, 1
must be content to call affection. The sentiment is
probably assignable to the deep and aged roots which my
family has struck into the smi?. It is now nearly two
centuries and a quarter since the original Briton, the
earliest emigrant of my name, made his appearance in the
wild and forest-bordered settlement which has since be-
come a city. And here his descendants have been born
and died, and have mingled their earthy substance with
the soil, until no small portion of it must necessarily
be akin to the mortal frame wherewlth, for a little

laustin Warren, Nathaniel Hawthorne, p. xi.

E%athaniel Hawthorne, Hawthorne's Vorks, Vol., VI, The
Sgarlet Letter, Old Manae’ﬁ&iticn, p. 206. ' '
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while, I walk the streets. In part, therefore, the at-
tachment which I §peak of is the mere sensucus sympathy
of dust for dust.

This feeling of "dugt for dust" was indeed typical of
Hawthorne's mind. It had an @%§E}Y explained origin in
Hawthorne's immediate family. &His earliest ancestors, John

»"’“w . '\
and William Hathorne, had been citizens of great amiﬁanﬁis
but the clan since thelr day had fallen into obscurity and
111 fortune, as if a curse had fallen upon them-~as indeed it
had long ago in the 1630's, [Hawthorne's father had died on a
sea voyage leaving his family in the sort of mean cilircume
stances to which the Hawthornes had grown accustomed for some
generations. They fed upon the glories of the past, and
doubtless taught Nathaniel that he must at least sustain his
pride, even if the old wealth and influence lay buried with his
ancestors, Young Nathaniel was greatly impressed with his pro~-
genitors and frequently let his fertile imagination dwell upon
them., They becane spectres which haunted his daylight hours
and invaded his éleep; he tells us that William
« » « Was a soldlier, legislator, judge; he was a
ruler in the church with all the ruritan traits both
good and evil, He was likewise a bitter persecutor, as
witness the Guakers in their histories relate an inci-
dent of his hard severity towards a woman of their sect,
which will last longer, it is to be feared, than any
record of his better deeds, although they were many. His
son too [John/ inherited the persecuting spirit and made
himself so conspicuous in the martyrdom of the witches
that thelr blood may falrly be sald to have left a stain

upon him . . « I know not whether these ancestors of mine
bethought themselves to repent and ask psrdon of Heaven

31pid., p. 9.



for their eruelties; or whether they are now groaning
under the heavy consequences of them, in another state

of being. At all events I, the present writer, hereby
take the shame upon myself for thelr sakes, and pray

that any curse and baneful influence of past curse in-
curred by themw«~as I have heard, and as the dreary and
unprosperous condition of the race, for many & year back
would argue to exist--may be now and henceforth remavad*&

These are powerful words of confession for any man; and,
in Hawthorne's case, they indicate that the author had actually
been moved by a pense nf identity with these early ancestors.
The curse incurred by them had burned into hils very soul; for,
indeed, Van Doren points out that he never on any other occa-

sion made a confession of any sort.? (These ancestors imposed
SN

Y
£

upon nim a compulsion to dwell upon the past, a preoccupation
which, for the most part, was painful to him; but it was the

source of his art's deepest and most compelling bham&&i} ng the

introduction to The Scerlet Letter, he sketched a picture of
this earliest ancestsr which was destined to appear and reap-
pear again as Hawthorne's portrait of the solemn ?aritagé)

The figure of that first ancestor, invested by
family tradition with a dim and dusky grandeur, was
present to my boyish imagination, as far back ag I can
remenber. It still haunts me, and induces a sort of
home-feeling with the past, which I scarcely g¢laim in
reference to the present phase of the town. I seem to
have & sbtronger claim to a residence here on account of
this grave, bearded, sable-cloaked and steepled crowned
progenitor,--who came so early with his Bible and his
sword, and trode the unworn street wlth such stately
port, and wade so large a figure, as a man of war and
peate --a stronger claim than for mysell, whose name is
seldom heard and my {ace hardly known.?

hibid., pps 10«11, SMark Van Doren, Hawthorne, p. 6.

i

6Hawtﬁarne, ope £its, ps 10,



Here; then, Hawthorne summed up beautifully and briefly
almost the sum of the Puritan influence upon his art. The
erux of the matter was nhesecggceators; who gave him his some
ber conception of the Puritans, his notion of the Phaneful
influence of the past,® the idea of the sins of one genera-
tion reaching into subsequent ones, and the device of g family
cursgé} It is, perhaps; the appearance of all these things in

Ihe House of the Seven Gables plus the reconciliation of all

of them with the contemporary setting (something which
Hawthorne as a man and artist was obliged to do constantly)
that led him to say that this book was the one which best
represented his mind.

The story of John Hathorne and how he justly incurred
the family curse is a fascinating one; and it is not diffi-
cult to see how it impressed Hawthorne so indelibly during

childhood. Neither is it difficult to see why it horrified

him., The story is related by Morris in Ihe Rebellious Puritan.
-Jchn Hathorne inherited the sober prosperity of his
father, His impeccable leadership and industry was crowned
with an appointment as judge in 1692. In that same year, a
group of girls--some quite ycuﬂg; others mature and marriedw-
met in the home of Doctor Samuel Farris for tﬁa purpose of
practicing divination under the leadership of Tetuba, the
Parris' Indian servant. A sudden and wmysterious malady broke
out among them. They were r&ck@é by contortions and such fits

of impiety that their behavior became a public scandal. The



town doctor said they were bewitched., Parris was interrupted
in offering a public prayer for thelr recovery by the ribald
shouts of the alfected. He gathered all the neighboring
ministers at his howe for a day of meditation, prayer, and
fasting in an attempt to undo the "spell,® but the behavior
of the girls was horrible during the entire day; thus they
knew the mystery of the Devil's work, and & great witch~hunt
got underway. The names of several women were obtained from
the glrls. Three of the women were brought before Judge
Hathorne and Jonathan éé;é%ﬁ? who were sitting as nagls-
trates, They were sent to trial. Two aged women were next
accused, Martha Corey and Rebsceca Nurse, beth of whom had
hitherto led blameless lives. A& five-year-old child named
Dorcas Good was accused with them. Accusation spread all
over the community. Terror gripped evaryone; for accusa~
tions ran wild, and casual accusation was equivalent to in=-
dictment. "Tales were circulated of aged folk who sped forth
at night upon broomsticks to attend black masses in near-by
fer@sts; of children who impishly tortured their playmateg in
the dark of night; of reputable citizens who perpetrated
¢rimes upon vodies of their neighbora."7 Hehecea Nurse and
her husband Francis were grandparents. Ann Putnam (a twelve-
year- old child) an& Abigail Willi&mﬁ; the ministert's niecs;

testified that Hebecca had bewltched them. Two score of her

7Lloyd Morris, The Rebellious Puritan, pp. 21«22,




neighbors signed a petition proclaiming Rebecca's innocence.
But she was dragged in front of Judge Hathorne. In front of
the great magistrate, she was forced to stand with outstretched
arms, her aged body unsupported, despite her husband's protest
on the grounds that she might fall., His request to hold her
hand was denied by the Judge. The two girls who had accused
her could not stand her presence and fell into a fit when they
met her gaze., Her husband protested against the cruelty of
the proceedings but was ordered by Hathorne to be silent. The
woman could only proclaim her innocence in face of the
"evidence." She was tried in a special court convened by the
governor, Sir William Phips; upon the advice of Increase
Mather, Same fifty persons were tried by this court. BRebecca
was once more brought before Judge Hathorne and his colleagues.
She was found innocent by a jury bwice; but the court was not
satisfied and finally obtained & conviction in the third heare
ing because she could not explain what she had meant by some
remark she had made in & previous examination. She was sen-
tenced to death by hanging; and, when the sentence was r@ad;
she turned to Judge Hathorne and "solemnly cursed him and his
posterity to the last genaratimn."g A week later she was
hanged in the presence of an agitated mob on Gallows Hillf
Judge Hathorne suffered financial reverses during the ten‘
yvears of life which remained to him; two of his children died,

and he was laid away much embittered by his reverses.

8Ibid., pe 2h.



In the height of his prosperity he had bought a tract
of land in Maine; but, when his heirs wished to c¢laim this

property, the title had unaccountably disappeared.? The

Pynecheon family in The House of the Seven Gables suffered an
identical disaster with respeet to lands they owned in Maine,

~1If, then, Hawthorne gave us only a partial view of his
Salem, it was that part which he found relevant--the part
which was connected with the dead terror and splendor of
Hathornian aristocracy. If there were shining piers where
the spices of the Far East were being unlaadad; he preferred
to explore the rotting and wormeeaten wharves where Worthy-
William; or Jmhn; might onece have stood; if there were new
houses jubilant with the laughter of childr@n; he preferred
the old; dark oak-panelled, many-gabled énes haupted/by the
cackles of solitary old women; if there were lively discus-
sions among the young men of Salem regarding new adventures
upon the saaa; he preferred the legendary yarns of the old
salts as they illuminated the past, If there wer@'breathless
talk of the new transcendental theology, he preferred to re-
fleet upon the time~honored sternness of Calvinism.

Van Wyk Brooks points out in his The Flowering of New
England that the Salem of ﬁhe 1820's had, in faﬁt; fallen
into what amounted to torpid idleness when contrasted to the
activity there before the War of 1812. The War had brought

calamity to Salem and its neighboring ports; but, unlike

9Ivid., pps 21-25.
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Salem, the other ports had turned subsequently to manufactur-
ing when sea commerce failed. Salem, however, {perhaps by
virtue of the conservative Hathornes buried in her soil) clung
tenaciously to her old ways.lg Many of the splinsters, the
aailora; the old men, and the charcoal~burners told stories
about the earliest days of 3alem~~"the stocks of Endicott, the
magistrates who daily cropped an ear or slit a nostril, of
stripping and whipping a woman at the tail-end of a aart; or

giving her a stout hemp necklace or a brooch in the form of a

scarlet letter,"ll Talea; too, were told of the Gray Champion,
who emerged from nowhere in time of need. Hawthorne looked
down the prodigiously long finger of many a Salem ancient
while he heard tales of grave-yards, spider-webs, and witches
playing their roles in supernatural dramas which carried with
them the force of some terrible moral and were at least half
or three-guarters believed by many of the inhabitants. These
stories were generally thd; not in the newer sections of
Salem; but in the shadowy households "where symbols and real-
ities were much the same."l? Megmerism was at the time
fashionable among the young people who knew the difference be-
tween fact and faney; yet while toying with this medium, even

they were sometimes convinced that they had seen a ghaaﬁ.13

Oyan Wyk Brooks, The Flowering of New England, p. 210,
Bivig., p. 212, 2Ibid., p. 213, Brpiq., p. 216,
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The Hathornes themselves, living in an old house on Herbert
Street, under the shadow of the family curse, were frequently
troubled by an apparition that seemed to haunt their y&rd.lQ
Nethaniel was fascinated by mesnmerism as a sort of modern
witcheraft and tried several times to make it a forceful de-
vice in his romances {notably in the hands of the Mauls in
The House of the Seven Gables) but usually without great suce
cess.

Hawthorag’a mind was absorbed in the past of Salem and
of his family for as far back as he could remember. Brooks
points out that his mind never changed from its childhood
trends. All he could recall was that his early thoughts
were intensified by his reveries during the free and happy
out-door days spent in Raymond, Maine. There he heard more
tales and legends including one about a Father Moody of York
who had worn a black vell over his face. (@éwﬁhorna liked
things veiled in wystery--~"!chimneys in the rain . . .

a mountain with its base enveloped in fog while the summit
floated aloft . . , a yellow field of rye veiled in a morn-
ing mia@ﬁi)a sunbeam passing through a cobweb or lying in
the corner of a dusty f{loor . . . trees rellected in a river,
reversed and strangely arrayed as if transfigured . . . the
effects wrought by moonlight on a wall . . . moonlight in a
familiar sitting-room investing every object with a strange

remoteness . » « 80 that instead of seeing these objects, one

h1pid., p. 216.
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seemed to remember them through a lapse of years.'"l5 a1,

Brooks tells us, he used to stand in the shadows of his room
on Sunday marming; watching the ahurgh across the street as
the sun crawled down its steeple, " . , . touching the
weathercock and guilding the dial, till the other steeples
awoke and began to ring. His mind played about this conver-
sation carried on by all the bells of Salem. At twilight he
would still be standing there watching the people on the steps
after the second sermon. Then, as dusk set in, with a feel-
ing of unreality, as if his heart and mind had turned to
vapour, he ventured out into the street.”lé He enjoyed go-
ing occasionally to Boston, where he "rambled over Endicott's
Orchard Faru, over the witcheraft around and Gallows Hill ., . .
He would sit on top of a cliff and watech his shadew gesturing

on the sand far below."17

These aspects of his environment upon which Hawthorne
chose to fix his attention have a certain poetic beauty, but
are all alike in that they are pale, ghostly figures smiling
dimly like spectres out of the past. It is the ancestral
mind of Hawthorne which prefers these things to the elements
of today's broad daylight. He neglected the brighter aspects
of contemporary Salem because, perhaps, its decadent elements
symbolized in his mind's eye the parallel decay of his owm
race; 1t spoke to him of his ancestors, in the nprimordial

dawn of Colonial New England.

151pid., p. 217. lélbidc; p. 218, 17Ibid~; n. 219.

WA
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Cgérpriaingly gnough, objective scholarship such as that .

of Peryy killer shows that he also gave us a fragaeatary pic-

ture of Furitanism. Due primarily to the distortions of the

eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, we are inclinad to think

that tae dark sineocbsessed picture given by Hawthorne is the

whole of the Furitan temperament. We find from Miller,

however, that Puritans were not radlcally different from the

Anglicans from vhom they divorced themselves:)

and:

If we take & comprehensive survey of the whole
body of Puritan thought and belief as it existed in
1630 or 1640, if we rake an exhaustive enumeration
of ideas held by New England Puritans, we shall find
that the vast majority of them were precisely those
of their opponents . . . Furitanism waes a movement
toward certain ends within the culture and state of
England; it centered about a number of concrete probe
lems and advocated a particular program. Outside of
that, it was part and parcel of the times, and its
culbure was sinply the eculture of England at that moe-
ment « « ¢ Lf we wish to take Puritan culture as &
vhole, we shall find, let us say, that about ninety per
cent of the intellectual life, scientific knowledge,
morality, manners, and custogs, notions and prejudices,
was that of all Englishman.lg

+ « « it was the habit of proponents for the repesal
of the Eighteenth Amendment during the 1920's to dub
Prohibitionists "Puritans,® and cartoonlsts made the
naticn familiar with an image of the IMuritan: a gaunt
lank-haired kille-joy, wearing a black steeple hat and
compounding for sins he was inclired o by dawning
those to which he had no wind. Yet any acquaintance
with the furltans of the seventeenth century will re-
veal at once, not only that they did not wear such hats,
but, also that they attired themselves in all hues of
the rainbow, and furthermore that in their dally life
they iwbibed what seems to us prodiglous guantities of

lg?erry ¥Miller and Thomas H. Johnsgon, The Puritans, p. 7.
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alcoholic beverages, with never the slightest inkling
that they were dolng anything sinful.

(ﬁawthorne, it seems, is much closer to the cartoon than
the truth in the plcture he presented of the Furitan's dress.
éome of the llew Englanders were sober in their dress to avoid
the sins of vanity and iummodesty. The Puritans even had laws
against flashy garmeﬂts; but wuch evidence nas been amassed to
show that these laws were generally ignored without fear of
panalby.28:>1ﬁ is probavle that Hawthorne's ancestors were
among these who approved of such laws and abided by them.

<§; the matter of theological dogma, again we see in
Hawthorne only the dark side of Puritaniﬁgb It is true that
the Puritans subscribed to the unhappy vﬁew& of the Geneva
theologian, Johr Calvin; they believed in original sin ~-"In
Adam's fall, we sinned all"; they velieved in the depravity
of all human hearts. S&lvabion; they were assureﬁ; could be
had only by divine election. This divine election was
gstrictly up to God and could not be achieved by earnestly
working for it.2l The Puritans subscribed to all of this;
ag Hawthorne pointed out many times.

This somber doctrine was, however; amended in New
England by an elaboration of the Calvinist doctrine generally

spoken of as the "Covenant Theology™ or the "Federal

Theology"?2 which comprised a much sunnier view than the

“‘iuid., p. 56.
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above ereeds unamended would have been. MNlller says:

The covenant did not alter the fact that those
only are saved upon whom God sheds His grace, but it
is made very clear and reasonable how and why certain
men are selected, and prescribed the conditions under
which they might reach a fair assurance of their own
standing. Above all, in the covenant God pledged Hime
self not to run athwart human conceptions of right and
justice.2

Qggnﬁawthorne's works, we see with c¢larity the concept
of original sin, universal depravity, the futility of strug-
gling against fate, and all of the gloom of the Calvinistic
doctrine; but there is not sc much as a hint of the redeeming
idea of the CGV&B&H%ZB It was a happy amendment which meant
nothing to him. kelville once said of him:

"t3ehind those eyes . . . there was & blackness
ten times black," a "great power of blackness that de-
rived from Hawthorne's peculiar Calvinistic sense of
Innate Depravity and Original Sin, from whose visita-
tions, in some shape or other, no deeply thinking mind
is always and wholly free , . . perhaps no writer has

ever wielded this terrific thought w%ﬁh greater terror
than this same harmless Hawthorne.'"

{:Thg Scarlet Letter is generally conceded to be the
best of Hawthorne's books, the author's preference for The

House of the Seven Gables notwithstanding. It is here that

he shows best his delicate understanding of the endless
ramifications of a%é) Most of his ideas concerning it are
painted in this work with unparalleled vividness and strength,
The sin themes are pitted against each other with such com-

pelling artistry that the ending of the book, far from being

2 .
J1pid. 2byan Doren, op. cit., p. 179.
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forced, or unconvincing, is fate itself. Given all the cir-
cumgtances to be what they were, it could have ended in no
other way. The people in the drama are snared in a web of
destiny, where, despite thelr earnest hopes and struggles,
they remain ensnared until devoured by the inevitable chain
of events.

In the throng gathered around the market place in the
opening scene, we see the familiar

« » « bearded men, in saddened colored garments
and gray steeple-crowned hats . . . the grim rigidity

that petrified the bearded physiognomies of these good
people would have argued some awful business in hand .

- - . * - * - * - *» * - * - » * - L * * » L] » - » * *

* - * - » » * » * * » L d L] * * - - * * - * - >

Lt aeuld have betokened nothing short of the anticipateé
executlon of some noted culprit, on whom the sentence

of a legal tribunal had but confirmed the verdict of
public sentiment. But, in that early severity of the
Puritan character, an inference of this kind could not
80 indubitably be drawn. It might be that a sluggish
bonde=servant or an undutiful child, whom his parents
had given over to the civil ﬁgthcr{ty, was to be cor-
rected at the whipping post.

Hawthorne began his masterpiece, then, by setting for us
a tone of gray somberness and ?uritaﬁnieal aobriaty. The
tone is perfectly su stained throughout, anwartzatie accon-
plishment not uncharacteristic of Hawthorne's work. When he
wrote at his baat; it was with a purity of tone and a singu~
larity of effect rivaled only by Foe. He has, however,
{as shown) misrepresented %“ir. Average ruritan® from the top
of the ancestral steeple-hat down to the tip of the stern

beard. Thé'average Puritan not only avoided this joyless

25Hawtharne, op. git., pp. 65, 68.
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appearance but avoided also the implied over zealousness in
punishing lawbreakers. Iiiiller contends that they were "less
severe than in England.“zé Their punishments ware; to be
sure, extreme from a modern point of view; but this was be-
cause they belonged to the seventeenth century, and nut; as
explained by Hawthorne, becausé of the "severity of Puritan
charaater.“‘(%} the risk of baing«rﬁyetiticus; it must be
pointed out thatfﬁawthﬁrnenfocuﬁed uron his own selected
fragment of the truth abeﬁt the ruritan mind beeause he was
obgessed with the dark vision of his own ancestors.j To him
everything about them was dark. His inherent and extremely
delicate gsense of right and wrong{was stunned and horrified
by the knowladge?{imparted very early by his mother)gthat
people of his own blood had actually judged those accused of
witcheraft, condemning the convicted to death and bringing
down upon the Hathorne fanlly an eternal curse. (%o him these
ancestors were the center of Puritanism and im@artﬁd to it
all of the dark properties which he desecribes and re-
describes in practically all of his rictianz> They gave his
mind that "blackness ten times black" whic£ was noticed by
kelville. Thelr terrifying reality gave him his insight into
Calvinism. He forcefully described this blfiak old doctrine
because he believed it. le believed it becﬁuza he was
cbliged to live with it whether he liked it or not. (%eing 50

stricken and haunted by the black deeds of his ancestors, he

26:133er, op. cit., p. 386.
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could not {ail to believe in the power of sin, nor in its
capacity for being passed from one generation into the naxx;)
Occuplied with the thought of the curse for a lifetime, he
should most probably wonder if and how it might be broken;
and this would inevitably germinate in his mind an Interest
in the nature of unpardonable sgin. Were the transgressions
of the early Hathornes never to lie buried in the past? How
he might have come to be so0 cobsessed needs consideration,

and will receive it. At any rate the notion of an "ancegse
tral mind”" as the heart of Hawthorne explains more of the
facts than some alternative explanations. He was not ine
terested in Puritanism as such, or he would have given a
more representative picture of it. It could nst; then, be an
explanation of his mind. He was not interested in presenting
an accurate plcture of Salem. Both the geography of Salem.
and the facts of Puritanism were distorted out of thelr true
proportions; after distortion, both harmonized with Hawthorne's
concept of his ancestors and the haunting terror of the curse.
Host important of all, this interpretation accounts for the
central preoccupation with sin, guided by a healthy moral

and ethical sense, but without the slightest trace of assen-
tion to any theclogical dogma. There is a constant undertone
of terror and melancholia--a dissatisfaction with Sslem, the
past, Puritanism, and the whole business of his art which
suggests a dangerously chronic frustration. Far from being

a religion to which Hawthorne could assent for the health of
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hiS$ own soul, ’uritanism--his phase of it-~-was a malignity of
the mind, the cure of which was his life's quest. Iis mono-
mania threatened constantly to send his sanity tottering, and
he knew it. Finding a cure that would be emotionally and in-
tellectually acceptable became increasingly a matter of life
and death.

His mental state was especially precarious just before
he published The Scarlet Letter, for it was at that time
that several great external pressures were brought to bear
upon him simultanecusly. Because of the Whig victory of 1848
he lost his position as surveyor in the Salem custom house.
His political eneumies (led by Charles Upham) had brought
charges against him of corruption in office, which he was
trying to answer. He was angry, upset; and his uneumployment
in 1849 precipitated an unparalleled financial crisis.

The summer of 1849 was for Hawthorne, as ﬁe&himself
later deseribed it, a time of "great diversit{

severity of ammtian, He was angry at his po itlcal

enemies and chagrined and frustrated by his inability

to defeat them. He was very properly anxious about the
support of his family. He was distressed, moreover, by
the rapidly failing health of aiazgctber and was grief-

stricken at her death on July 31.

Cn July 29th, Hawthorne visited his mother's bedside,
and left the following very revealing aceount in his notebook:

At about five o'clock, I went taxmy mother's cham-
ber, and was shocked to see such an alteration since uwy
last visit, the day before yesterday. I love my mother;

but there has been, ever since wmy boyhood, a sort of
coldness of intercourse between us, such as is apt to

37&&3&&11 Stewart, Nathaniel ﬁawtharﬂe, A Bioegraphy,
pp. 89-90, N
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come bebtween persons of strong feelings, il they are

not managed rightly. I did not expect to be nmuch moved
at the time--that is to say, not to feel any overpower-
ing emotion struggling, just then-~though I knew that

I should deeply remember and regret her. Vrs, Dike was
in the chamber. Louisa pointed to a chair near the bed;
but I was moved to kneel down close by my mother, and
take her hand. J5She knew me, but could only murmur a

few indistinct words--among which I understood an ine
junction to take care of my sisters. Irs. Dike left

the chamber, and then I found the tears slowly gather-
ing 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, 1 ineit there, hold-
ing her hand; and surely it is the darkest hour I have
ever lived. Afterwards, I stood by the open window, and
looked through the crevice of the curtain., The shouts,
laughter, and eries of the two children had come up into
the chamber, from the open air, making a strange con~
trast wlth 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
locoked at my poor dying mother; and seemed to see the
whole of human existence at once, standing in the dusty
midst of it. Oh what mockery, if what I saw were all,
~=~let the interval between 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 é@@n

a fiend that created us, and measured out our existence,
and not God. It would be something beyond wrongw-it
would be insult--to be thrust out of 1life inteo annihi-
lation in this miserable way. 8o, out of the very bitter-
ness of death, X gather the sweet assurance of a better
state of b@iﬂg.zg

For a man of Hawthorne's reserve to speak of a lifetime

"coldness of intercourse™ when she lay dying very probably

indicates a long and deep-rooted contrariety between himself

and his mother. "It would have taken very little," says

Cantwell, "to transform this reserve inteo a sense of deeper

estrangement."29 His confession that he "did not expect to

28§§i§~ 29Robert Cantwell, Nathaniel Hawthorne, p. 313.
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be moved at the time"™ would certainly serve to verify this
suspician';f an old psychological battle between Hawthorne
and his mother.

(éis early family life gives us a picture of abnormality
and gloom. In 1808, when Hawthorne was four years of age,
his father diaé;) A sister Louisa was bora that same year;

and he had a sister, Elizabeth, who was two years older than

he 30 The death of the father meant that Nathaniel was the
only male in his family, & bad situation in any case, but
one which was rendered worsé by the manner in whieh his
mother chose to live thereafter; Cantwell observes that it
was unfortunate for Hawthorne that "so much of his life was

spent among women." He goes on to say:

His early stories deal often with the ratheryuprti-
fying masculine experience of encountering women whdse
sexual experience is greater than his own., The theme
comes again and again into his work,\ sometimes in a
comic, or at least an ironic sense, and more often with
its tragic implications, setting in motion the doubts,
the self-distrust and the doubts of others that may
lead to tragedy. Yet coupled with this wry acknowl-
edgment of his perennial innocence, there was a pere
ception of feminine tenderness deeper and more
poignant than that expressed by any other American
writer. The sisters in "The Wives of the Dead,Hester
in The Secarlet Latte§, the Quaﬁarss wﬁ?ﬁ”in,wg% ngtlg
Boy, the farmer's wite in The Canterbury ?il%r ms8, an
the hundreds of simple women who appear in his works,
working, sacrificing themselves, and making their sim-
ple statements that reveal the unconscious herolsm of
thelir lives, are a people of guch purity and innocence
that worldly wisdom and malicious humor are the last
gualities that could be attributed to thenm,

At every turn in the story of Hawthorne's life
one comes upon the poignant figure of his mother. In
his manhood, the thought of the tragic emptiness of

301pid., p. 383.
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her life was unbearable to her son. She did nothing,
nothing at all. She spent her girlhood in her father's
house, married & sea captain who lived next door, and
then, after hls death, vanished from the world as com-
pletely as if she too had taken one of those mysterious
voyages to Surinam. BExcept for the few years in
Raymond, she lived in an upstairs room and seldom left
it. She bought no new clothes, but continued to wear
the old-fashioned dresses, the costumes of before the
War of 1812, that she had worn when her husband was
alive. Thus she lived for forty years.

Around her the household changed, her sisters and
brothers grew older, her children grew older, the town
of Salem changed, the ships disappeared, the stage-
coaches no longer ran, and one after another of the
great famillies that had dominated the town left it fore
ever. From time to time her brothers sought her out,
for her signature was needed on the deeds when they sold
another tract of land in iaine. 3he left proof of her
continued existence in the office of the land records
of Cumberland County in Portland. There were two
volumes of them. Otherwise the. world might well ques-
tion whether she ever had a real being, and was not an
imagined figure to fulfill the requirements of the ro-
mantic story of the time. :

She was twenty-elght when her husband died,
though her seclusion had probably begun before. At
sixty~seven she took her first meal with the familyw=
and not with her ggmily, but with Hawthorne, his wife
and his children.

(?his mother imposing upon herself a living-death to come
memorate her husband's passing must have given the house a
"death scent" which the nostrils of little Nathaniel were
guick to ?erceivéT> Here in front of his youthful eyes was
& woman living in the past-~or rather not living at all.

The horror of such an existence staved with him for life.
"Hawthorne could not bear to think about her 11fe,”32 says
Cantwell, recalling the notebook's account of the author's

visit to his dying mother's bedside. Heviewing in his

Bl}:bid.’ pgl 36"’31* BZIbidg, p. 38£l.
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mind his mother's strange and completely eupty existence, he
thought if this were all there was to her life, that God must
be a fiend.

v Hawthorne had said that his mother was s@raﬂgnwilled.33
e find evidence scattered here and there throughout his
1ife, that‘he was, in faect, dominated by this strange 1aéy;)
and we have reason to believe that she had a strong hold upon
hin which he resented. Zii a letter to his mother which was
written March 7; lssz)after he had returned from Raymond to
ﬁgiem.in order Lo prepare for Gallege,(g; said desparingly,
”%&he happiest days of my life are gone . . « Why was I not

a girl that I might have pinned all my life to my mother's
apran?'“3k:)

When {as very much of an adult} Hawthorne went to Brook
Farm, there are letters extant to indicate that the females
of nir family still smothered him with a possessive sort of
love. They worried agbout little Hathaniel's working in the
hot sun; they feared that he was not taking care of himself;
his mother was outraged by the amount of work that the farm
was imposing upon him.2

As if the weird isolation of his mother, and this stif-
ling female domination were not enough to wisshape his child-

hood, fate struck another blow at Hawthorne in the form of

33&?&@*; p. 31, BhVan Doren, op. git., p. 15,
35cantwell, op. eit., p. 335.
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a foot injury:

The femininity of Hawthorne's world was increased
when, at the age of nine, he injured his foot. The
circumstances of the injury are vague. It was said o
that one foot ceased to grow and that he was threatened
with lameness. At any rate, it was plain that he could
not go to school. He was delighted and magg the most
of the mysterious ailment to stay at home. ;) o

The external world, filled mostly with people whose

backgrounds were as far removed from Hawthorne's as can be
imagined, must have presented a confusing and even I{righten-
ing strangeness to Hawthorne. He was always glad to avoid
it when poasible. With no other place to turn, he escaped |
into salitﬁée, into a dream world of his own creation. in-
equipped for a normal life and repelled as he was by the
unwholesome atmosphere and female dominanece in his own home,
he could do nothing else. |
Ho other family in the world would have made so
few demands on cne's sociability as this family in
which geclusion, now that Elizabeth and Louisa had
fallen into theix mother's ways, was the very prin-
ciple of household ritual--this family in which meals
were rarely eaten in cowmmon, and most frequently
served in the privacy of separate bedrooms. Here onse
could believe, almost without effort, that the real-
ities of the nineteenth century were no realities at
all, but vague and dublous rumers, less substantial
than the presences of one's Puritan forebears, less

credible than the men and women of romance, less ur-
zent than the voices of one's own quixotic dreaming‘a?

If the visions he encountered there were even darker
than the realities of his homelife, they at least had the in-

estimable advantage of being visions. In this world

3%ipid., p. 33 yeupon Arvin, Hawthorne, p. 35.



Hawthorne could be his own boss and manipulate his phantoms
to suit himself, Other explanations have been offered for
his retreat--that he merely followed the example of his
family, that he wished to preserve his artistry from the
roughness of life-~, but he himself dislike the "cursed,
habit of solitude™; there seemed to be an element of com-
pulsion in it which he himself failed to understand. He
wrote in a letter to Longfellow:

By some witcheraft or other-«for I really cannot
assign any reasonable why and wherefore-~~1 have been
carried apart from the main current of life and find
it impossible to get back again. 3Since we last met
/2t college7 , « » « I have secluded myself from
society; and yet I never meant any such thing . . .

I have made & captive of myself, and put me into a

dungggn, and now I cammnot find the key to let myself
out.*

It was, of course, while he was wrapped in the shroud
of solitude that he created from his visions the tales and
romances which made him famous. It has already been sug-
gested that a monomanial fixation upon his own ancestors was
the common denominator of all his thoughts. The question of
why he might have become so obsessed must now be congidered.
It has already been shown {on page five) that Hawthorne said
"the figure of that first ancestor, invested by family tra~
dition with a diw and dusky grandeu ; was present to my
boyish imagination as far back as I can remember." The

solitary circumstances in which the Hawthowrnes lived suggest

38%arren, 2p. cit., pp. xiii-xiv.
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that he could have received the chronic exposure to this trae
dition so necessary for impressing a young mind only from hig
mother, 1t is probable from what we know about her great
sorrow upon the cccasion of her husband's death and her re~
sultant solitude~-that her mind reverted to "the good old
days® of the Hathorne family. In her poverty and obscurity,
she could at least have taken comfort in family rride. This
contention is strengthened by the fact that her brothers,
Richard and Robert Manning, were enjoying a substantial
prosperity concurrent with her own poverty. Richard operated
a stage line, was a Jjustlice of the peace, and a store keeper.
He kept servants and lived in considerable luxury.3? It was
Robert who bullt the large and pretentious home at Raymond,
Maine, known to the villagé as "danning's Folly¢“&g Robert
planned and subsidized Hawbthorne's educatian,ﬁl a fact which

must have been humiliating both to Hawthorne and to his
mother. The mother's pride in the Hathorne ancestry was the
only wealth which her umore fortunate brothers could not
share, s0 it is not surprising that Hawthorne's earliest re-
collection of the family tradition was imbued with a "dim
and dusky grandeur." He doubtless heard of the persecutions
perpetrated by these ancestors and the resultant curse from
the same source, bub Ygrandeur" was emphasized by his

mother.

39%Cantwell, op. git., p. 40.  4OInig., p. 37.
blivid., p. bi.
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hs a result of his estrangeuent toward his mother and
her living exemplification of the baneful effects of the
past, his mind settled upon the curse. Was it, passi%ly; a
subconacious rebellion against his umother which led him to
be obsessed with the dark side of his ancestry?

Certainly, as he hiuself pointed out, his ancestors
had rendered many useful and kindly services to their com-
munity. An objective evaluation of their behavior might
lend credit to the thought that thelr persecuting spirit
W&a; after &11; & product of the times., DBubt Hawthorne was
sure that the influence of their black deeds far cutlasted
that of their good ones. He elected that attitude at the
expense of remembering their eminence. It is doubtful that
he consciously did so, for this association of hig kinsmen
with the spilling of innocent blood was painful to him. He
felt on the strength of i1t that the Hathornes deserved to
be cursed. But by rencuncing them, and painting them as
villains; he deprived his mother of all she had left. He
thus asserted the independence of his own will.

(E%ia earliest reading also contributed something to his

consciousness of grim :uritan ancestry. He read Pilgrim's
Lrogress at the age of six;¥? g4 first book he bought was
The Faerie jueen’’ The first of these, particularly, ime

parted the gloom of his Furitan Hew England. ) Both reflected

b2yan doren, op. cit., p. 10. 53Ibid«

A————.
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the rigid moral codes of the Puritans, and both gave him
models for his art form. Here he saw his own kind of alle~
gory; for the plece and pecple of Bunyan and Spenser are not
places and veople at all, but the symbols of various virtues
and vice&.(}ﬁw&harne alsp found Cotton lMather's The Eccle-

siastical History of New England, or The\%&gnalia.“h Here he

found mention of his own ancestors William and John as as-
sistant magistrates of MNew England. The Maznalig saye a
great deal concerning witcheraft and the persscution of the
aceuaeé:) It discusses at some length how some who were ac-
cused were acquitted because 1t was officially proclaimed
that often demons and devils took on the shape of the finest
people in the community and then went about their mischiel,

as seen in Hawthorne's Ycung Goodman Brown. Jome, however,

insisted that God would not permit "an innocent person to
come under such a spectral representatlon; and that a con-
currence of so many circumstances would prove an accused

person to be in confederacy with daemons thus afflicting of

the neighbours."®® 1y ig also evident from already quoted
passages of the introduction to The Scarlet Letier that
Hawthorne had one further rationalized reason for his pathe
ological fixation upon the family curse. It was a convenient

explanation, not only for generations of migfortune in the

Metpsa,, p. 70,
k5Cotton hMather, Magnalis, Vol. 1, p. 209.
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family, but more s;pecifically, for his own keenly~felt
obscurity as a writer.

Thogse wno knew him intimately never failed to recognize
a certain duality in his nature. Austin Warren says:

The undeniable gloom of Hawthorne'!'s imagination bee-
lied his personal temper. The devil Indeed got into his
inkpot when he sat down to write his best things; but
no devil lacerated the man-~on the point, his family
testify truly. Hawthorne's personal temperament was
quiet, pensive, bzg not morose; cheerful, even, in an
autumnal fashion.

and:
~ "He was almost as much a puzzle to himself," says
an English biographer," as he was to anyone else.’ le
seemed, in fact, to be two men; and the one was con-
stantly in the attitude of watching and commentling on
the other, He walked through the world like one both
in it and not in it--very much present, for everybody
remarked upﬁg his good hard sense, yet noticeably
absent too.
(E?ereAwera, then, "two Hawthornes™; one was the artist
who in defiance of female domination "locked himself in a
dungeon,® there to lose himself in dreams, to become ob-
sessed with the family curse and the Puritannical darkness
surrounding it; the other was the healthy Hawthorne who
wondered why he had taken such a course when he had no cone
scious intention of doing s0.) It was the strain of health
in his complax‘miﬁd which rebelled at the twelve years of

isolation he imposed upon himself after Bowdoin. Be saw the

4Oyarren, op. git., p. xv.

47yan Deren, op. ¢it., p. 220.
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dangers of living away from the trafflec of common affairs;
but in the war with his dark twin,«- his "other self" -~ he
could never &as@er the stren&th necessary for final victory.

(lﬁ was his auaranas% of danger, perhaps, which introduced

the notion that isolation brings in its wake a Ysensation of

moral cold that makes the spirit shiver as if it had reached
the frozen solitudes around the pales."hg Brooks says that
Hawthorne's soliauﬁe‘gave his genius its unigue caste; but
threatened at the same time to undo hi%;) "He was threatened

nk

with melancholla and knew it. He generalized this fear

regarding himsell into & mistrust of science. In the cold
objectivity of its method, he saw the death of the warm human
heart. Deliberate violation of the sanctity of a human heart
was, then, the one unpardonable sin-~or 8o the rational
Hawthorne decided. All through his fietion a warfare between
these two sides of Hawthorne ig visible; ggwgge one haad the
old obsession with the evils of the past, theufniversality of
sin, and fixed destiny. On the other, & healthy suspicion

of isolation, belief in the sanctity of every human hﬁ&rt;
and & desire to establish warm contact with the chain of

human affairs. These latter thewes are best exemplified in

4$Natnaniel Hawthorne ﬁawtn@rna‘s work

b2 EOTHS VGIQ ’?
"The Artist of the Baaatxfél W liogses FLom & gn’ﬁld mggg
0ld ianse Edition, p. 307.

#gﬁrooka, Ope €lte, p. 22.
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such tales as "Wakefield," "The Man of Adament,™ "Ethan
Brand,™ "Hapaccini's Daughter,” and "The Artist of the
Beautiful." They represent @ desire for personal rather
than intellectual reform. {4 consciousness of the evil of
isolation and a respect for the sanctity of the heart are
perfectly at home with a bellief in original sin, predestina-
tion, hidden guilt, and the notions of the past's he#yg aviiZ)
They are emotionally compatible too, since ﬂawﬁh&rne(éﬁear»
porated them into some of the best of his works without re~
lieving their turitannical darkness in the slightaa%é They
are simply the watchdogs of sanity.

Occaslonally Hawthorne engaged in composition which re-
leased his imagination from the ancestral dungeon; but when
he did, out hopped something inferior; or even vulg&r; liké
Yhirs. Bullfrog.® Scme of his sketchaa; like "4 Hill from
the Town Pump" and "Little Annie's Hamble™ sre well written
prose, but really of little consequence. His masterly works
were purchased at the price of an internal temsion which
was slowly pulling him apart.

(}kwmﬁsrna’s marriage was an attempt to escape, both
from the domination of his family and from the hell imposed
upon him by the nightmares of his solitary visiaaaz) Unce
the wedding becane imminant,(i@here sesmed to be no longer

any fear on Hawbthorne's part but that he was a citizen of



reality, and « « . a héppy @n&.";§> iiis delight in having, at
last; found a warm human cantaetfwas very apparent when he
wrote to Sophia:
é& never; till now, had a friend who could give ne
repose; all this disturbed me, and, whether for pleas~

ure or for pain, it was st%il disturbance. DBut peace
overflows from your heart.

(%is family had not lost their hold on him, for he had

to "nerve himself to %tell his mother and his sisters of his

plans.“§§> Elizabeth wrote a very cool note to Sophia, ex-

pressing her indignation at having been kept for so long in
ignorance of the arrangemenh.§3 (}his marriage was probably |
never agreeable to any of them; the last words of his mother |
were a plea to take care of his sisters, despite the fact J
that he had a family of his own by that tire and was wonder~

ing how he was going to support theu.) It is to be remembered,

taﬁ; in appraising the attitude of the family that Louisa ~=

despite Hawthorne's eurnest entreaties -- came to visit him

after his marriagé only once.ok She, his younger sister, was
perhaps closer to his heart than either Elizabeth or ﬁia

mother. This visit was wmade only after many letters of ene

treaty. At the end of the summer, Hawthorne and Sophia

visited his family. The visit was not a pleasant one.

50Cantwell, gp. cit., p. 336.
5lyan Doren, op. cit., p. 100.
52Cantwell, op. git., p. 336.

53Van Doren, gp. git., p. 103.
5“Léuiaa Tharp, The Peabody Sisters of Salem, p. 159.



Hawthorne's nmother refused to bresk her solitude to welcome
Sophia, and Llizabeth wes extremely hostile toward her,??

Later the Hawthornes had financial trouble and were obliged
to leave the Old Manse so that the owner, who nseded his house,
could move in. Hawthorne could not live with Mrs. Uezbody and
Elizabeth; sc on August 2&; 1845, Sophia wrote Louisa asking
to come to the Hathorne residence. She received no answex .50

Un September 1, Sophia wrote a note of panic. Hipley
wanted thew oub of the house within the week. Loulsa wrote
this time; telling Sophia that she could have the parlor and
Hathaniel his old bovhood room. 21 In Hay of 1846; the
Hawthornes go?ed to Boston.

Again, when Sophia was expecting her second child, she
wrote asking Louisa to come and help out., She received no
reply;58

-

(iﬁawtharn& married & woman whose bemperament was diamet-
ricaily opposed to that of his wother., "The beliefs she
éald led her to seek constantly for & higher type of being
and a better kind of 1ife than she could finﬁ*”5g> Gfﬁhér
stay in Cuba before she met ﬁawtherne; Cantwell says:

Slowly a tropical strain was woven into the plain
fabriec of her New England experience and never left it,

5§Ib§&., 5élb§(§¢, P 178: E?Ebiéﬂ’ j2 l7g'

I

581bid., p. 182.  59oanewell, op. git., p. 254
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something vivid and exotic, & Latine-American duskiness
and humor, a segs for life, and a frankness and freedom
in enjoying it.
and:
In the early days of their marriage, Scphia danced
the "Cach a Cha" for Hawthorne. This was a dance she
~had seen the Cuban girls do but had never dared dance
herself before. With its conclusion, Hawthorne egi
served that she deserved John the 3aptist's head,

It is difficult to imagine Hawthorme's mother dancing a
"Cach & Cha," Certainly, then, Sophia was well qualified to
give Hawthorne welcome relief from his iother's personality.
He could appreciate her ¥zest for living" without agreeing
with the ideas she had.

te thought her wonderful, aand yet he thought her
view of life was wrong, and the problem he set for him-

self was that of making credible to her thg unreality
of that visionary island she had lived in. 2

Hawthorae had promised Sophia that he would base a story
on her Cuban diary. The ocutcome was "Hdward Randolph's Vor-
trait" in which Sophia appears as Alice, "an ethereal girl
always dressed in white as Sophla wass, a girl with artistic
gifts, edueatedvgbraad, with something wayward and childlike
about her."%3 It is interesting to notice that this story
dwelling as it does upon an essentlally mental experlence
that Sophia had in Cuba {painting an effective portrait of

a young Don Fernando and then spoiling it) is not powerfully

601bid., p. 252. 6l Tharp, op. git., p. 156.

62¢antwell, op. git., pe 254  S3pia.. p. 255.
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written as are his tales extracted from paln; yet the fact
that the subject is Sophia, his medium of escape, called
vaguely to his mind the reflections of his old horrors. He
moved the scene from Cuba back to old New England and in-
cluded in it "the awful weight of a people's curse,® a por- i  |
trait whose expression reveals some "hidden guilt;”ék the
ability of passing time to impart to the portrait a more in-
tense depth and darkness of expression.és Hutehinson, who
made a fatally bad decision under the eye of the grim por-
trait, died "erying out that he was choking on the blood of
its Vicgimﬁs“éé while taking on "the expression of the pore
trait on the wall,"®7

Here was the old curse trying to torture Hawthorne,
even at a time of great happiness; but that it failed to do
so is evidenced by the lack of convietion with which he ma-
nipulated his familiar "stage properties." Indeed,
Hawthorne found the whole period immediately following his
marriage unproductive and could not understand it.68 He
devoted his energies to collecting some of his old mandg
scripts under the title of liosses from ap (1d Hange and

doing hackmwriting.ég The curse was not to be denied

Obibid, 651pigd., p. 256. OOrpig. 67rpig4.

681pid., p. 396. 591014,
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indefinitely, however; it merely sat down to await the pro-
pitious moment.

The opportunity for the curse to re-assert itself canme
when he was compasing(iﬁg Scarlet ggtte£§§{§he death of his
mather; the loss of his job, and the attack of his poliaieal
enamiss; all bearing down upon him at once must surely have
made him feel that the family curse had singled him out as
its favorite vietin.) He could certainly believe in the doc~
trine of original sin now, for just as Adam's sin had been
visited upon the whole of mankind, so the sins of the
Hathorne "Adams" of the Hew World seemed to be striking out
at him after twoe hundred and twenty years. ﬁiaxstruggle was
a hopeless fight against the unalterable course of fate.
Circumstances over which he had no control were crushing
him. {§15 great despondency was fed particularly, perhaps,
by the death of his mother which symbolized so clearly to
him the aimlessness of lifaz;}fhe occasion of her death
brought unexpected tears of compassion to the eyes of
Hawthorne; she still had & hold upon him in spite of the
years he had struggled to release himself; e was so moved
as he sat beside her holding her hand that it was, he con~-
fessed, the darkest moment of his life. It so distressed

him that he fell into & sort of "brain fever.®/0 (Eh@ re-

#orse he felt on this occasion was the result of a deep

7QSt&wart, op. cit., ». 91.
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seated feeling of gullt; even while he rebelled against the
domination of his mother and his ugly childhood, he loved
her~-or tried to do so. Verhaps the depths of his spirit
whispered gruffly to him that he hated his mother) If so,
this was an intimate guilt and one which he would prefer to
carry within him rather than to confess--~even to himself.
It might account, along with the reasons already cited, for
his preoccupation with the guilt of his ancestors; it
reached conscious expression in that guise. It would cer-
tainly account for Hawthorne's insistence upon the destruc-
tive powers of "secret sin."

His defense against the three~fold sgonies of 1849 was
again the escapism of composition. égain(%e traded real
tragedy for the imaginary and, as always, dressed up his
own frustrations in the dreary cloth of his ancestral
?uritanisﬁ?tﬁ@his time he transformed the»ald monomania
into 2 maatarpiace{) His mind, to be sure, was greatly agl-
tated; it probably reverted for a time to the sort of horror
and madness he had desecribed years earlier in The Haunted
Lind as:

® . » « this nightmare of the soul; this heavy
heart; this indistinct horror of the ind.til =
3

This is the dark, unhealthy side of Hawthorne; while

this side of his nature imparts its tone to The Scarlet

7liathaniel Hawthorne, Hawthorne's Works, Vol. 1I,
The Haunted lind, Twice~Told-Tales, OId Fanse Edition,

¥+ 98.
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Letter and determines its 0utcome; it is, however, subdued
with the restraint and delicacy necessary to make the final
effect devastating. (ggwthmrae managed 1g spite of his state
of mind to control the black fruits of his anguish with sanity.
The theme is sin in all of its familiar fsrméz}

(Eﬁ Hester, it is the sin of the broken l&&?} Hester is as
aware as anyone else that she has committed a sin. In the
sympathetic picture given of her; Hawthorne made no effort to
deny the importance of her transgression. Gg%?athe§>aeemed
to say that the deed, having been coumitted, is destined to
have endless r&verberatisnfs)(ghe narrowness of the Puritan
morality which made life so difficult for Hester in Boston is
c&ndamned; but the fact of her sin is her real tragedy) She
could never have left it behind her by leaving Boston. At
her own raqnast; the scarlet letter follows her to the grave.
@@a sin is too deeply impregnated for her ever %o relieve her-
self of ity The insulficlency of good works is pointed out
by her ceaseless helpfulness wherever nae@eé, accompanied ale
ways by the glow of the scarlet letter, (§§§e, then, is a
Calvinistic consciousness of the reality of sin and its undye
ing aansaqnanaas; ideas neither new nor strange for Haw%harne;‘
but in Hester they are humanized to a degree never to be
achieved by Hawthorne in any other ylaceﬁ}

(ﬁgaﬁer, unlike Dimmesdale, had sufficient strength to
bear the burden of siﬁé <g§s always with Hawthorne's women,"

observes Van Doren, "she has more courage than the man with
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whom her lot is JﬁiREd¢“j§>(§awth@rna; perhaps, depicts this
strength ln women as a result of his own domination by them
in childhaodé}

The child Fearl and her relation to Hester is best
described by Hawthornme:

But it was a remarkable attribute of this /red/
garb, and, indeed, of the child's whole appearance,
that it irresistibly and inevitably reminded the be-
holder of the token which Hester Prynne was doomed to
wear upon her bosom. It was the scarlet letter in
another form; the scarlet letter endowed with life!
The mother herself-was if the red ignominy were so
deeply scorched into her brain that all her concep-
tions assumed its forme~had carefully wrought out the
gimilitude; lavisghing upon it many hours of morbid in-
genulty, to create between the object of her affection
and the emblem of her guilt and tortwre. But in truth,
FPgarl was the one as well as the other; and only in
consequence of that identity had Hester contrived so
perfectly §o represent the scarlet letter in her ap-
pearanca'7

This identity of a love object and an emblem of guilt is
interesting. It may point to Hawthorne's tangled feelings
with respeet to his mother. He later asserted that love and
hatred may at the bottom be the same thing.7#

bimmesdale embodied both secret guilt and the hunger for
confession; this identifies him with Hawthorne himself, as
does also his tendency towaﬁa solitude. (gg is an essentially

plous man but lacks the courage necessary for sharing with

72Van Doren, op. Cit., p. 154
73Hawthorne, The Searlet Letter, Vol. VI, p. 1lih.
Thipig,, p. 376. Vi




Hester her public canaure:}
He tortures but cannot purify himself. And there

igs no man for whom purity is more important, no man
who more loves truth and loathes the lie. %et he maine
tains the lie and so diminishes his very existence.
"It is the unspeakable misery of & life so false as
his,™ says Hawthorne at one point, "that it steals the
pith and substance out of whatever realities there are
around us, and which were meant by Heaven to be the
spirit's joy and nutriment . . . The only truth which
continued to give Fr. Dimmesdale a real existence on
this earth was the anguish of his inmost soul, and the
undissembled expression of it in his aspect. Had he
once found the power to smile, and wear a face of
gayety, there would have been no such man.n75

(ﬁ?illingwcrth is a stock Hawthorne villain; he is the
aged and misshapen scientist who is consumed by his desire
for revengéf} He probes Dimmesdale for the secrets of his
soul. After he had found the minister's secret emblazoned
on his bosom over the heart, he became an asctor in
Dinmesdalets visions. He drove hls patient into fits of ter-
ror and fright. Shortly Dimmesdale began to keep viglls and
to fast; he made a little whip and lashed himself each night.
Hone of these measures dispelled his terrors or purifiad him.
Chillingworth is the only one, then, who copmits the unpar-
donable sin of coldly and deliberately violating the sanctity
of & human heart. gﬁg is unique as this type of villain,
however, in that he 1s Hester's husband and therefore has an
acceptable human motive for his conduct.

Even the crowd fits into the tone of the book and plays

a funetional part:

75Yan Doren, op. ¢it., p. 153.
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The crowd here is the whole of society which when
it appears, as Constance Rourke has said "appears wmain-
ly as a mob under strong emotion . » . " No crowd in
Hawthorne is like this one, either at the beginning,
around Hester's scaffold, or at the conclusion on
election day. Again the reason lies in the fierceness
of its relevance to his individuals. Hester and
Arthur Dicmesdale have all of life for their audience.
They want no audience, yet they need one too. They
have it, ironieally, in this mgg whose repulsive is
equal tc its attractive power. :

The Scarliet Letter is a picture of unrelieved Furitanni-
cal gloom. It points out the dire need for true repentance
and confession, but it leaves the question of what happens
after that unanswered. Confession soothes the soul in this
world, but what does it provide for in the next? In the
final scene on the scaffold Hester beseeches the minister for
comfort, saying, "surely, surely, we hav§/yan$amed one
another with all this woe!"?7 But he bids her think only
about the law that they broke. "It may be;" he said, "that,
when we forgot cur God,~- when we violated our reverence
each for the other's soul,-- it was henceforth vain to hope
that we could meet hereafter, in an everlasting and pure re-
union. Ged knows; and He is marciful£”73

The past was fate and the future in the next world is

fearful to centemplate; These were the dark conclusions of

The Scarlet lLetter. Hawthorne and his publisher felt that

761vid., p. 160.
77Hawthorne, The Scarlet Letter, Vol. VI, p. 371.
781bid., p. 371-372.



the story was too lacking in sunshine to sell well, but the
book was an immediate success--partially, perhaps, because
of its theme, regarded at the time as "shocking," but mostly
because of the great power and sincerity of the story.
Hawthorne suspected the worst from the public because he hime
self found the book 80 cheerless. V‘erhaps it frightened him
a little to realigze that he had written it; at any rate, he
planned never agaln to tread so deeply in despalr.) He said:
« « . my old native town will loom upon me through
the haze of memory . , . Henceforth it ceases to be a
reality of my 1life. I am a citizen of somewhere else .
. « for--though it has been as dear an object as any,
in my literary efforts, to be of some importance in
thelr eyes, and to win myself a pleasant memory in this
abode and burial place of s0o many of my forefathersw-
there has never been, for me, the genial atmosphere
which a literary man requires in ordesr to ripen the

best harvest 8f his mind. I shall do better amongst
other faces.?’

Hawthorne apparently felt that he had delved for long
encugh in the burial place of his forefathers., He had never
enjoyed being there; now, having pulled from it his purest
drop of misary; he wished to turn elsewhere, to forget these
ancestors by leaving their graveyard,

This desire to escape from hie grim visions into a whole-
some world of reality was a constant concern of his mind.

Cé?e House of the Seven Gables was pre-eminently an effort of

Hawthorne to purge his restless soul of the family curse and

the past?} In it, he pointed out the baneful influence of
&

791bid., pp. 63«64,
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the past, the evil of living in close conjunction with it.
G%y might aﬁﬁ,main; he manipulated his plot to end the curse
and bring about a happy state of affeirs for the contemporary
generation of Pymeh&ens‘ In the course of the story, he con~
demned old houses, old b@aka; dead men's decisions, and generw
ally rebuké& the hold which the past always has upon the futﬁfe«
Perhaps he felt that bringing the Pyncheons-- who were really
Hathornes in every detall -« to happiness through absolution
from the old curse upon them, that he could relieve his mind
of the great weight it felt.

Years before this "heyday™ of The Scarlet Letter and The

House of the Seven Gableg he had entertained thought of
another scheme for ending the curse:
In 1831, he was in Hew Hampshire, whence he wrote
to Louisa and others that the Shakers at Canterbury had
so interested him that he thought seriously -~ just how

seriously is now 1@@955%81@ to say -~ "about beconming a
member of the society.®

Van Doren thinks that Hawthorne was jesting when he
wrote this, but he may not have been. In & moment of dese
peration he may_have felt that the only way %o relieve the
human race of its burden of old sins was annihilation. The
ﬁhakersg%ﬁépite their profound ignorance had been so aware of
our depravity as to believe this; they therefore forbade withe
in tuelr cult marriage as it is usually understood. If the

understanding of Hawthorne's mind here advanced is correct,

80y an Doren, op. cit., p. 39.
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he may very well have been intrigued by such a remedy. A&t
any rate, his interest was deep encugh to produce two tales,
“The Canterbury Pilgriwms" and "The 3haker Dbridal.™ He later
decided that he had not the slightest use for the Shakers,
but this decision would not necessarily belie the posgsi-
bility of a former genuine interest.

It might be well to conclude by gathering together the
far-flung conjectures of this paper with respect to
Hawthorne's life énd mind: He had a dreary childhood, the
churacter of which proceeded from the death of his father and
his mother's subsequent isolation. As the only male member
of the family he went into isolation and the escapism of a
dream world in order to elude his home environment and domiw
nation by his mother. His fancy fell upon the ancestral
curse because of the Hathorne tradition heard from the mother
and because his early reading centered upon it; and because
by emphasizing the sins rather than the virtues of his ances-
tors; he c¢ould further rebel against his mother. The ances-
tors account for the dark tone of his Puritanism and for his
preoceupation with sin, and his faith in the undiluted sorrow
af‘Calvinism. Hig rebellion against his mother produced hig
- theme of "hidden guilt." He imposed upon this the notions
of the sanctity of the human heart and the evil of isolation
in an effort to return to narmality; g,gg; to save his sanity.

This then, is the Hawbhiorne who turned to the past; it
is also the Hawthorne who was obliged to face the broad day-

light of everyday affairs.



CHAPTER III
BROAD DAYLIGHT

While Hawthornme sat with his pen and visions under the

eaves of his weird household (the "Castle Mismal“l as he

always called it), New England folk on the outside bustled
right along without his éid or abatement. Hawthorne and his
neighbors had one thing in camﬁan; they all felt the stifling
pessimism of thelr Puritan heritage. Hawthorne's distinction
from the others lay in the fact that he had become too ob~
sessed with bygone days to surrender certain of their
Calvinigtic dogmas, however unpleasant they might be to him
personally. A web of unfortunate circumstances in his life
and temperament had forced him to believe them. The rest of
New England felt merely a discomfiture which they were now
maneuvering to relieve through new religious thinking and new
intellectual horizons. Thus it was that the general theology
shifted under Hawthorne's nose from Puritanism to Unitari-
anism; leaving him a solitary mourner in the old ancestral
blackness. During Hawthorne's lifetime; Unitarianism shifted
its emphasgis several tiwgﬁ;!bub remained the champion theo-

logy of the New England progressives. By 1840, it was the

iouise Tharp, The Pesbody Sisters of Salem, p. 142.
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rage in Boston, and had also found an sarly snd enthusiastic
audience in Salem. While Hawthorne plodded along in his
solitary walks, his Salem and Boston neighbors enlivened
their fireside conversations with praises of Channing's
latest serumon.

The name "Unitarianisam® is derived from the belief in
the oneness of God the Father as opposed to the older belief
in the Trinity. The real significance of the movement, how-
ever, lay in its teachings concerning mankind, nature, and
the work of Jesus Christ. The movement was an old one by
thé»miéﬁie of the nineteenth century. It had its beginnings
on the continent of Burope but was first called "Unitarianism"
in England. In 1792, the "upstart" Unitarian Church sent a
petition to Farliament asserting its right to read and inter-
pret the Holy Scriptures and to declare the results of its
findings publicly.z

The movement had always had, both in its English and
American forms, a two-fold emphasis: First, as implied
above, it embodied a demand for personal freedom, the meni=
festation of whichﬁw&s~fir$t sgeen in England as the Act of
Uniformity (1662). This was a Parliamentary law which de-
prived some two thousand clergymen of their livings because
of their "dangerous™ ideas. Rilchard Baxter was one of these;

he was cast out because he sought to decrease the humber of

Z”Hnitarianism,“ Encyclopedia Oritanuica, edited by
Franklin H. Hooper, Vol. QXTT, 14th ed., p. 709.
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essentials in the matter of orthedoxy, to free religious
thinking somewhat in order to permit each individual the
luxury of hils own views in certain matters. This idea found
an audlence and fathered English Unitarisnism. 3econdly,
Unitarianism insisted upon clear, distinct, and coherent
thought and teaching.? Some of the ejected clergy, in exerw
¢iging their newly-~declared freedom, decided that the
"{rinitarian Scheme" was no essential part of Christianity.
By the doctrine of the Trinity they meant not only the idea
of the Fathar; Sﬁn; and Holy Ghost, but the whole scheme of
salvation as well, with its doctrines of inherited guilsg,
eternal punlishment, and viearious @%oﬁement. The advocacy
of this new Tanity® by Joseph Priestly and the withdrawal
of Theophilus Lindsey from the Church of England resulted

in the founding of the first Unitarian church in London in
the year 1774. The movement first placed its sole emphasis
upon the pible and upon freedom to interpret it; but as a
regult of the growth in sclentific and historical knowledze
during the nineteenth century, the need for supplementing
the Bible with other sources was recognized as necessary to

developing a timely theology., This broadening Qf gcope was

f;ﬁ through the influence of Theodore Farker and
illlam &llery Channing in New England, and by Tayler, Thom,

and James Martineau in England. Through the influence of

3Ipig.
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these men, Unitarians began to supplement the Bible with re-
ligious history and experience; they interpreted the meaning
of Seripture with the aid of reason and conscience.®

In America, the church passed through the same stages
as in England: Armenianism, Arianism, and anti-tritheisnm,
to rationalism and & modernism. Their new theology was
based on & broad-minded acceptance of the results of the
sclentific and comparative study of 31l religions. First
official acceptance of Unitarianism in the United States was
by the King's Chapel in Boston in the year 1782. By 1803;
William Ellery Channing occupied the pulpit of the Pederal
Street Congregational Church in Boston. He quickly becane
the leader of the movement in America. He identified hime
self with the "Catholic Christians," who aimed at bringing
Christianity into harmony with the progressive spirit of the
vimes.”

flawthorne lived through two important periods in the
development of American Unitarianism. The first extended
from 1800 through about 1835, and was largely a formative
period. It was influenced mainly by English philosophy
and seml-supernaturalism. It was luperfectly rationalistic
and devoted primarily to practical Christianity. Channing
was the distinguished exponent of Unitarianism at this time.

The second periocd extended roughly from 1835 through 1885

hlbid »y PP ?09""‘?3«0 » 53:hié .
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and was profoundly influenced by German ldealism. It was ine
ecreasingly ratﬁanaliatic; though its theology was still {fla~
vored by mysticism. The leaders during this second period
were Halph Waldo ZEmerson and Theodore Parker.® Oddly enough,
Channing, Parker, and Bwerson were all three brought into con=
tact with Hawthorne. It was not by the cheice of anyone con=
cerned, but rather by what Hawthorne would probably ecall
"fate."

Channing was a Kindly, affectionate wan with very strong
moral sentiments and a "straight forward rectitude of purpose
and action."’ He was bitterly opposed to slavery and his op-
position to Calvinism was so great that in 1812, he declared
%gexistenca a curse' if Calvinism be true.“$ He was a strong
agvseate of spiritual and intellectual freedom. His theology
wag relatively simple. He believed in "'the goodness of God,
the essential virtue and the perfectibility of man, and the
freedom of the will with its consequent responsibility for
action.'? e asserted that a child enters the world free

of 8in.10 These doctrines he preached with a force residing

61vid.

W

TvChanning,” Encyclopedia Britannica, edited by
franklin H, Hooper, Vol. 5, 1hth ed., p. 533.

B’I‘m" Pe 23&" 9?1’1&:‘}3, _QE« ma; P 24‘00
10Ipid., pp. 320-321.
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in his person and delivery., He was short and slight. He had
very large éamyalling eves and 8 clear volce. He was not a J
great pastor because he lacked social tact; but he was adored
by his cl&sg friends,1l The Teabody family of Salem admired
him greatly; most especially was this true of Eliszabeth,
Sophiats sldef sister, who attached herself to Channing as a
sort of unofficial &aarstary; preparing his sermons for pube
lieation. This was a typical experience for Eliaabeth; bew
cause she derived from it great personal satisfaction and

no pay. Channing becaue for her & sort of "father confessor”
to whom she went for advice and spiritual comfort. Channing
objected to the name "Unitarian® because it was to him as
abstract as "Trinity." He wished to express the close
fatherly relation which he felt existed between God and nan.

In his latter days, he strongly protested against the growth

Unitarian orthodoxy" and its increasing narrowness. He
believed in historic Christianity and the story of the
resurrection. He thought of the Scriptures not as inspired,
but as the record of inspiration. In wost controversies, he
displayed & broad mind; he felt that the differences in the
various Hew England churches were largely verbal. He eyed
the new ideas within Unltarian circ;es with suspicion and

took great pains to refute young Theodore Farker, who had

11“&ﬁanning " Incyelopedia Britanni edited by
Franklin H. anpér, §g¥. V, 1hth ed., D» %53&
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denied 511 the miracles in the Bible. He assured Elizabeth
that "to belicve in thew was the simplest act of fai%h.”lg

Farker was rather chrenically antagonistic toward the
theology of his day. He had been ordained av VWest Roxberry
in 1837 and preached there until 1846. On Hay 19; 1841, he
preached in Boston on "the trangient and perwmanent in
Ghristianity;” wherein he presented the germ of most of his
later rationalistic thought. Boston Unitarian clergy {par=
ticulary Channing) denounced him; deciding that he should be
"gilenced.” This opposition notwithstanding, he lectured in
Masonic Hall during the winter of 1841-42; and beginning in
l@hﬁ; he preacheﬁ te the Twenty-Eighth Congregational Sceliety
of Boston.t3 He was a friend of the Peabody fawmily. He
shared wembership with Ellzabeth in the radical "Hedge's
Club." HMargaret Fuller, Emerson, lHedge, ﬁlﬁﬁtt; Ripley,
Fr&ncis; and James F. Clark were also members.:¥

It wag, gerhaps; Ralph Waldo BEmerson who assuned the
greatest degree of leadership in the second phase of Unitarian
thinking. He too was a friend of the Peabodys at the tiwe
that Hawthorne began his courtship with Sophia. Elizabeth

was the one, of course, wiho had first Ydiscovered" Hawthorne

127yarp, op. cit., p. 208.

3nparker,® Zncyclopedia Britannica, edited by Franklin
H. Hooper, Vol, XVII, 1Lth edition, p. 3i0.

litharp, op. cit., p. 139.
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and forced him to exchange his solitude for the {rivolities
of a Peabody open house. To Hawthorne's horror, Elizabeth
immediately toock his future welfare upon her own back. 3She
carried his Iwice-Told Tales to Emerson while visiting Cone-
cord.

baweh to her disappointment, Emerscn had preferred
the mad poet, Very, and found Hawthorne hopelessly
wordy, impossible to read. (She did not tell him that 15
Hawthorne felt the same way about Emerson's philosophy.)™
Emerson was later a neighbor to Sophia and Hawbthorne at

Concord. They were still contrary minds, of course; but
Hawthorne could adnire Emerson and feel the power of hisg
charm without agreeing with him. Emerson's followers, how-
ever, were quite another thing.

Emerson's light, said Hawthorne, attracted not
enly "uncertain, troubled, earnest, wanderers through
the midnight of the moral world" but -« and these were
the majority -~ "bats and owlsy" "Hever was a poor
little country village infested: with such a variety of
queer, strangely dressed, oddly behaved mortals, most
of whom tock upon themaaives to be important agents

of the wﬁvldffééestiﬂy, vet were simply bores of the
firat water.”

Concord assailed Hawthorne with all sorts of radicals,
He met Thoreau wiom he found to be "'ugly as sin, long-nosed,
and Q“ﬁﬁ?*mﬁuth%ﬁ~‘“17 On occasions, Thoreau was "'a healthy

and wholesome man to knaw,'”lg but at other tines, he was

151bid., p. 117.
1rark Van Doren, Nathaniel Hawthorne, p., 120.
71bid., p. 121. 18pp44,
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"1an intolerable bore.'"d e "renome, yelept Bllevy
Channing . « » was but 1ittle better than an idiet.’”za
{This wus the poet nephew of the great Unitarian minister.)
Of the people he met in Concord Hawthorae was congenial only
with felville, who perceived the saue noral gloom in the
world that haunted him. Even this friendship was not of long
duration.

Emerson had been too remote, William Zllery

Channing too erratic, and Thoreau, whe came the close-

est of the Concord group, %ﬁ& really seened to prefer

the society of woodchucks.

Sophia adored Emerson, and must have prompted a friend-
ship between her husband and him. She doubtlessly encouraged
the walks they sometimes took together, but she knew that the
effort to unite their spirits had failed and took the defleat
with customary optiumisn.

"iir, Emerson delights in him," she wrote her
mothier, "he talks to him all the time and ir.

Hawthorne locks answers. He seems to fascinate ir.

Pngrson. Whenever he comes to see him, hwe takes him

away . . +» Liss Hoar says that persons about Nr.

Emerson 80 generally echo him, that it ls refreshing

to him to find th%g perfect individual, all himself
and nobody elge.”

It certainly would have been gtrange had these two men
been able to understand sach other, for just as Hawthorne's

gonius was for gloom and unhappiness, so umerson's was for

191bid. 201p1d.  *Lrharp, op. cit., pp. 196-197.

22?&& Doren, gp. ¢lt., p. 123,
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sunshine and happiness.

If Emerson had read any of Hawthorne's great
stories, he would have supposed that their author
was only pretending to take guilt and sorrow serious~
ly; for to Emerson such matters as original sin were
outnoded ~« %the soul's mumps and measles," he called
them in 1841, Emerson sang anthems to Seiiﬁmé&, the
very scul of vhosse name soothed him and wade him beau.
It terrified Hawthorne . . . solitude for Hawthorne
was not an idea, it was a fact with which he lived .
« » he had wrestled with it in his art, and he did
not throw it down. He would never throw it down and
did not expect to ., . . 1t was the dark angei whom no
Furitan had congquered either; it was the vaduum of
ennui and despair which no religion had ever filled
}» iageed, to recognize it was what religion was

O'e

Emerson's own supreme task was "'to befriend and guide
the inner life of men,'"24 He was greatly influenced by
Coleridge, Swendenborg, Wordsworth, and Carlyle. Emerson
always lived in the sunshine, denying the reality of shadows.
He admired self-reliance, directness; and moral courage, &8=
serting that all the good or evil that can befall a wman ia
contained within himself.

¥There is a correspondence between the human soul
and everything that exists in the world; more properly,
everything that is known to man. Instead of studying
things without, the principles of thenm &ll may be pene-
trated from within him . . . The purpose of life seens
t0 be to acquaint man with himself . . . The highest
revelation is that God is in every man.,® This is the
easence of that intuitional philosophy called Transcen-
dentalism , . . Something in bis imperturbable kindly
presence, his commanding style of thought and speech
announced him as the possessor of the great sscret

231bid., pr. 125-126,
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which many were secking e th% seeret of a freer,
deeper, more harmonious life.<>

It was his lectures which won Emerson fame. Like
Channing and Parker, he liked to talk whether he was in the
pulpit or sitting informally with friends. He spoke at the
Hasonic Temple in Boston in late 1835 and early 1836. He
talked to the graduating class in the divinity school of
Cambridge in 1838, His subject was "the defects of historiw
cal Christianity." In the course of thlis discussion he nade
his plea for self-reliance and a new inspiration of religion.

*In the soul," he said; "let redemption be sought .

« » Cast conformity behind you, and acguaint men at

first hand with the Deity . . « The infinitude of the
private rnan® was always Hmerson's these. Hi 6wmrka are

always fused with a steady glow of optimisn,.”

Unitarianism is, then, a doctrine of "sunghine and
light." o one is born in sin; sin itself is merely "the
soul's mumps aﬁﬁ measles.” There is no such thing as deter-
minism since this cannot be reconciled with a free will; a
man has within himself a capaclity for choosing his own dese
tiny in terms of good or evil; only after choosing must he
take inevitable consequences., God is good and loves mankind
as a father loves his son, only infinitely more.

Could such a doctrine have possibly been intellectually
acceptable to Hawthorne? It was this same Hawthorne of whom

Austin ¥Warren says:

Hawthorne's habltual determinism was not so dark
as Chillingworth's. In Italy he confronted Michael




sin:

Angelo's painting of the Three Fates and was drawn in
retrospect to a copy of it he had seen in boyhood. He
recalled "being struck, even then, with the terrible,
stern, passionless severity, neither loving nor hating
us, that characterizes these uzly old women. If they
were angry, or had the least spite against human kind,
it would render them the more tolerable. They are a
great work, containing and representing the very idea
that makes a belief in fate such a cold torture to the
human soul. God give me the sure belief in his Provi-
dencel”
This striking meditation invites comment. Is

Hawthorne contrasting the fatalism of others with his

own belief in Providence? or is he contrasting the
cold fatalism which, in faet, habitunally tortures him
with that reassuring belief which {because he has it
not)} he prays God to give him? The latter seems sure~
ly the cobvious exegesis. But a belief in Providence
may itself be determinism; between the {to him) de-
pressing belief in a relentlessly abstract and imper-
sonal operution of law and the {to him) cheering belief
that a God in some degree ggggg and ﬁg gonal controlled
the destinies of mankind. wthorne been as skep-
tical of Providence as he was of men he would have been
helplessly melancholy.®

Hawthornet's deterministic belief in a Providence
which works out its purposes as much in spite of men's
righteocusness as of their crimes, emerges notably in
a letter written from Liverpool to his philanthropic
sister-in~law, Miss Peabody: %I only know that I have
done no good -- none whatever. Vengeance and benefi-
¢ence are things that God claims for Himself. His
instruments have no consciousness of His purpose; if
they lwmagine they have, it is & pretty sure token that
they are not His instruments. The good of others, like
our own happiness, i1s not to be attained by direet ef-
fort, but incidentally. All history and observation
confirm this . . . God's ways are in nothing more
mysterious than in this matter of trying to do gaad.ﬁz?

Warren also aptly sums up Hawthorne's obssssion with

The Rew England conscience prevails in llawthorne's
characteristic writing -~ sometimes to morbidity. It
discerns sin everywhere -~ in the open sinner, and

27hustin Warren, Nathaniel Hewthorne, Introduction,

ppe xxxilliexxxiv.
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almaaﬁaaxultaatly, in those whom men deem good and
holy.

Hawthorne could not be a fatalist who discerned sin
everywhere and still open his arms to Unitarianism, His un-
happy gospel insisted, as already shown, upon confession and
repentance, Even when the sinner had confessed and repented,
Hawthorne could offer him no assurance. That Hawthorne
wished to find some such assurance is altogether likely, but
it is no wonder that he could not find it among men and doc=
trines which denled what to him was the center of reality.

He had to find his comfort in some other doctrine which rece
ogniges these grim realities, recognizes man's inability to
effect any real good of his awn; and gtill finds the road to
salvation.

Hawthorne went to Brook Farm because it offered a home
for him and his bride~to-be. As presented to him by the
founder, George ﬁipley; it was to be a place in which he
would farm for about three hours a day and write the rest
of the time. As it so turned out, he labored in the fields
from sunup to sundown; and he was too tired at night to write
anything. Closeness to the soll was a nauseatingly uninspir-
ing business. He did manage to fill his notebook with obserw
vations while there. He scrutinized his colleagues with a

detachment that made them feel like bottled spiders. They

28Xﬁi§v, pe xaxix.
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could never feel that Hawthorne was one of them, as, indeed,

he was not.

His letters to Sophia, who had doubtless influenced him

toward Brook Farm, indicated his tongue-in-cheek attitude

toward the project,

went

ﬂ?@ « « I went to see our cows foddered yesterday
afterntion. We have eight of our own and the number ig
now increased by a Transcendental heifer balan%ing o
tilgs Margaret Fuller. She is very fractious, 1 be-
lieve, and apt to kick over the pall. Thou knowest
best whether in_these tralts of character she resembles
her mistress.'”

His mind was not attuned to the lntellectual huwm which

on there.

Fargaret Fuller, an occasional guest, held Conver-~
sations on Perfection and other topics; but Hawthorne
wag more interested in Ya little seamatress from
Boston, about seventeen years old," who came in
October and delighted him with her vivacious ways.“BG

By the spring of 1842, Hawthorne decided to leave in

spite of entreaties by the others to stay. He was regarded

as an excellent worker by the others, but the honors and of=-

fices they bestowed upon him in the organization could not

digsuade him from his feeling that Brook Farm was not the

answer to his prayers. The place had grown Yqueer" to him.

Hawthorne did not leave (o posterity any necessity for

speculating on his attivtude toward Unitarianism. Some of

29an Doren, op. git., pe 110.
Orvid., p. 1l4.
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his tales == especially *The Christmas Banguet" and "The
Cale&ﬁial Railroad? -~ make his attitude quite clear:

"The Celestial Railroad,"™ coumposed at the 0ld
Hanse, so caustically satirized religious liberalisms
that it was immediately reprinted by an Evangelical
tract soclety and has never ceased to eirculate as
weapon against the wiles of the modernists. Here
Hawthorne, teking his stand with his old and constant
favorite, Bunyan, for the strait and narrow way, ridi-
cules ali manner of modern ilmprovements in religion.
The Transcendentalists, in their abundance of catholi-
city, had supplemented the Hebrew and Christian Scrip-
tures with the bibles of other religions, and eked out
these ancient testimonies to "natural reiigian” with
the philosophy of Kant and Cousin and Coleridge. The
0ld, Slough of Despond has been filled up with "volumes
of French philosophy and (erman ratiocnalism; . « . eX~
tracts from Plate, Confucius, and varlious Hiﬁéeo sages,
together with a few ingenlous commentaries upon texts
of Seripture {explaining away their obvious sense), all
of which by some scientific process, have been converted
into a mass like granite.® No longer is St. Paul a
true witness in his assertain that "Not many wise nen
after the flesh, not many mighty are ¢alled.”
Unitarianism has changed all that; and "Instead of a
lonely and ragged man with a huge burden on his back
plodding along sorrowfully on foot while the whole
eity hooted after him, here were parties of the f{irst
gentry and most respectable people of the neighborhood
setting forth towards the Celestial City as cheerfully
as if the pilgrimage were merely a summer tour," At
the end of the Valley of the 3hadow, where dwelt, in
Bunyan's day, Pope and Pagan, there now lurked the
Giant Transcendentalist, a German by birth, who fat-
tened his victims on "smoke, mist, moonshine, raw po-
tatoes, and sawdust,® and who spoke so strange a
jargon as to be unintelligible. Vanity Fair, once the
county seat of worldliness, has turned ecolesiastical:
almost every street has its church, and "the reverend
clergy are nowhere held in higher respect than at
Vanity Fair." Here labor == not for the salvation of
souls (for souls are naturally good), but, shall we
say? for their polishing ~-- the Rev. Messrs. Shallow-
deep, Stumble-at-truth, "that fine old clerical char-
acter, the Rev. HKr. Th{a»tawday, who expects shortly
to resign his pulpit to the Rev. Hr. That-to-morrow;
together with the Rev, Kr. Bewilderment, the Rev. Mr.
Clog~the-Spirit, and, last and greatest, the Rev. Dr,
Windeof~doctrine." Arrived at Death's dark river, the
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the travgléirs find a steam ferry awaiting to trans-
port them.

and?

One of the wretched guests at "The Christmas Ban-
gquet™ was a clergyman, once "apparently of the genuine
dynasty of those old Puritan divines whose faith in
thelr ecalling and stern exercise of it, had placed
them among the mighty of the earth," who yet had sur-
rendered the dogmas of Czlvinism for the insubstantial
theories and sentiments of the Transcendentalists.
Yielding te "the speculative tendency of the age, he
had gone astray from the firm foundation of an ancient
faith, and wandered into a c¢loud region, where every-
thing was misty and deceptive, ever nocking him with
a semblance of reality, but still dissolving when he
flung himself upon it For support and rest. His ine
stinct and early training demanded something stead-
fast; but lﬁok%ng forward, he beheld vapors piled on
Vapors « o IQQB

Keither the forces of his environment nor his love for
his wife were sufficient to divorce Hawthorne from his old
convictions.

Hawthorne nowise wmore strikingly exhibits his dew
tachment from 1is own day than in his aversion to the
Transcendentalist movement which garnered into its
harvest most of the high-minded idealists of his day.
It met him on every turn: at Brook Farm, at Concord:
in the persons of Ripley, Jones Very, Emerson, Alcott,
Thoreau. At most intimate range, he met it in his
wife's family, the Peabodys, and in his wife., Sophia
Peabody was a reader of Plato and Fenelon, an admlirer
of Very, a venerator of Emerson; she thought Zmerson
"the greatest man that ever lived, As a whole, he is
satisfactory . . « He is indeed a 'Superna sion' .
« « Pure Tone." Ecstasy could scarcely go farther.

But Hawthorne's intellectual independence was not to
be weakened even by the ardors of his wife. He loved
her devotedly without making any effort to share the
religious and philosophical viewg proper Lo the atmosg-
phere in whieh she had grown up. 3

3lIbid., pp. xxii-xxiv. 32Ibid., p. xi.
331@1%:3 ppa Xl"x}.ia
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where Hawthorne perceived sin in man; the Unitarians saw
transcendent goodness. Where Hawthorne a$W'd@termiaiﬁm; they
saw free will; where he saw the futility of man's struggle;
they saw progress through selfereliance. %hﬁre>ha saw gloom,
they saw light; where he dreaded isolation, they welcomed
solitude; where he beheld secret guilt, they saw posgitive
potentiality; while he dreaded a God of wrath, they embraced
a God of love.

His courtship and his l1life associstion with Sophia and
the other members of the Peabody family could bring Hawbhorne
forth from the darkness of dreams into the realities of broad
daylight, but they could not foree him to accept them.
Hawthorne blinked with incredulity in the bright sunshine of
3nitariani$m;\this "real world" which he had sought for so
long was a world of illusion indeed. It solved problems
only by denying them, He hated it, and shuttled back into
the darkness of ?uriﬁaniam;'thare to wait for some more ac-

ceptable way out of his dilemma,



CHAPTER IV
THE WILD HOSE

When Hawthorne published The Blithedale Homance in
1852, he expressed his distaste for Eﬁit&rianism; Trunge
cendentalism, and reform in genéral. He also produced a
book which by its very nature was dated almost at once.
It dealt with affalrs which were entirely the products of
the day and was therefore doomed to be of temporary inter-
est only., iils expression of displeasure for the blind op-
timism of the Unitarians in no sense lessened his own
feeling of isolation and sadness, He atill could see no
egcape from the grip of fate or the problem of sin.

His labor henceforth was to be a search for some
deep secret he never found. Or, perhaps some shallow

secret. It was a herolic search. It became a tragedy
itself.l

{gﬁwtharne had escaped the unpleasant realities of his
childhood by entering the world of his own dark visionsz.
Ea; in turn; had spent most of his 1life trying to escape
from the éreamworid into a world of warm reality. That
was why he married; that was why he had written The House
of the Seven Qﬁﬁlﬁg:) But the ancestral curse still guided

his destiny. It had dealt him external misfortunes and

Liark van Doren, ﬁachanie; Hawthorne, p. 191.
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was still manifesting itself diabelically by trapping his
goul in the old Puritan cell block of his imagination. It

had pulled him into its darkest rscesses to produce for him

The Scarlet Letter. So unrelieved was the gloom of his
masbarpiae@; that Hawthorne stooped by the old prison door
where his story had its beginning to pluck a wild rose,
offering the blessom to the readsr in the hope that it

Tmight relieve the darkening close of a2 tale of human frail-

ty and sorrow."? Would that the symbol might offer him re-
lief from the gloom and point the way to the deep, warm
secret of living happily in the present.

r/“”**ﬁg:g@w successfully warriage warded off the madness of
his Puritan~hell is a mere matter of canjecture; for it is
impossible to predict what might have happened had he not
marrie&iﬁ;But it may be said with certainty that it did not
raleaseﬁhim; it served only to relieve the pressure for &
timef§ The iife; en@rgy; and optimism of Sophia cheered
Hawthmrne.,iihe warmth of her happy nature may have served
to thaw an icicle or two in Hawthorne's soul, but hers was
the secondary warmth of radiatiagzﬁ It never entered into
his blood stream; nor could it suétain him when his thoughts
carried him far away from its source. He always judged

Sophiats happiness to be the result of the same sort of

2Nathaniel Hawthorne, Hawthorne's Work ' Vol. VI
The Scarlet Letter, Old Manse LAition, pe 67. '
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irrational, unjustifiable optimism that cheered so many
others of hies day. He neither sought to change her nor to
put his own mind in harmony with hers. His solution -~ his
wild rose of confort «- would have to be a doctrine intel-
lectually acceptable, fully recognizing the problem of sin,
the inescapability of fate, and the need for repentance and
confeggion., It could aﬁly be a form of optimisn which
translates cold "fate™ into a pleasing providence,

During his years in Burope, he certainly expected to
find no answer. Hde went to Italy in 1858 largely upon the
ingistence of Sophia, who wished to realize her girlhood anw
bition teo see the meny masterpleces of art which resided
there. He toured the c¢ity with her, glumly at times, but
with enough interest to record meticulously his observa-
tions in the notebook.

The three months that he spent in Home made him
aware of the existence of a world of which he had
hitherto been all but ignorant; a world that, by con-
trast, made his previous environment even meager,
vulgar, and provineial; a world whose tones of rich-
ness and splendor moved him profoundly in spite of
his confessed incapacity to completely assimilate and
possess them. Rome aroused his dormant creative im~

pulse, and furnished ig with its most impresgively
significant materials.

\Romd, with its antiquity, its cathedrals, and its
Catholic faith slowly wooed him; and, while he made a relucw-

tant suitor, Home made herself heard. lHere was her church

3Lloyd Morris, The Rebsllious Puritan, p. 320,
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blooming forth like the rose at the prisen door, offering
to the condemned Hawthorne the thought that "the deep heart
of Bature could pity and be kind to him."™® It too had, "by
a strange chance, been kept alive in hiatﬁry“5 watching the
decline of the Homan Empire, its invasion by barbarians,
and, finally its death.

He wandered through all of her cathedrals, recording -
usually with the objectivity of a cub-reporter -- their
miracles of richness, vastness, and mystery. iuch of it he
disapproved of, much he admired, and nost he did not under=
stand. Iany of those that he did not like arcused a reli=
gious sentiment however. He said in his Italian Hotebook:

-/ Looking over what I have sald of Sodonma's Christ

Bound, at Siena, I see that I have omitted to notice

what seeus to me one of its striking characteristies,

-= its loneliness. You feel as if the Saviour were

deserted, both in heaven and earth; the despair is in

him which made him say, "My God, why hast thou for-
saken we? Even in this extrﬁmity, however, he is
gtill Divine, and Sodoma almost seems to have recons
ciled the impossibilities of combining an omnipresent
divinity with a suffering and outraged humanity. But

this is one of the cases in which the spectator's
imaginatien completes what the artist merely hints
at.

iH

Heconciling these "impossibilities. he mentioned was,

of course, the major religious need of Hawthorne. To do it

biawthorne, The Scarlef Letter, Vol. VI, p. 66,
5Ibid.

6Nathaniel Hawtliorne, Hawthorne's sorks, Vol. XIII,
Notes of Travel, Old Manse Editiom, pp. 31I~312.



66

would require a church with power tc soothe and the insight
to grant the reality of sin.

On February 19, 1858, he wrote in the notebook, "I felt
what an influence pictures might have upon the devotional
part of our nature,"?

Hawthorne expressed his admiration for painting as a
mode of conveying religious ideas and the tremendous nystery
of religlous emotion much more emphatically than the two
previous quotations indicate. The Iollowing quotation was
also an entry in Hawthorne's notebook, but does not appear
in the published version because of the editorship of his
wife. After his death; she took the liberty of making un-~
limited deletions and emendations. Lloyd Horris in prepare
ing The Rebellious Puritan had access to such of the
original manuscripts as are still extanqﬁmhreugh the courw
tesy of the Horgan Library.8 411 passages quoted from
Morris are not included in the Riverside Edition of
Hawthorne's works. All such passages show a strong adumi-
ration for C&thalicism; and we can only assume that Sophia
deleted them from the published version because she did
not wish them known. Her probable reasons for these with-

holdings will be discussed later,

13

7ibid., p. 225.
aﬁorria, op. ¢it., Acknowledgment, p. vii.
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Ceccasionally today, after a visit to a gallery,
I was sensible of a certain degree of emotion in lookw
ing at an old picture; as, for example, by a large,
dark, ugly picture of Christ, bearing the Cross and
sinking beneath it, when somehow or other, a sense of
His agony and the fearful wrong which mankind did
{and does] its Hedeemer, and the scorn of His enemies
and the sorrow of those who leoved Him, came knocking
at my heart and got entrance there. Once more I deen
it a pity that Protestantism should have entirely laid
asi&egthis mode of appealing to the religious senti-
ment.

An eﬁtry in the notebook which typifies Hawthorne's gene
eral impfesaicns of 3t, Feter's Cathedral runs as follows:

Again I went to the Cathedral this morning, and
spent an hour listening to the music and looking
through the orderly intricacies of the arches where
many vistas open away among the columns of the choir
« « » This Cathedral has certainly bewitched me, te
write about it so much, effeseting nothing with ay
pains . . . 1 never shall succeed even in reainding
myself of the venerable magnificence of this minster,
with its arches, its columns, its cornice of popes’
heads, its great wheel-windows, its manifold orna~
ment, all combining in one vast effeig, though many
men have laborsed individually . . . '

Hawthorne's fondness for these cathedrals was always
modified by his re;uctance to become too impressed with
thiem. It is apparent in frequent bursts of enthusiasm
that they filled him with awe and gave to him for the first

. time a éense of closeness to the Diety, but he denies that

xkzg\%thia sense is anything "real™ and tells himself over and

S ey

"%é&é ' .

~%

over that he is not impressed.

91bid., p. 315.

Ouawthorne, Notes of Iravel, Vol. XXIL, pp. 276-277.
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All the time we were in the church some great
ceremony had been going forward; the organ playing
and the white-robed priests kewing, gesticulating,
and making Latin prayers at the high altar, where at
least a hundred wax tapers were burning in constella-
tlons. Everybody knelt except ocurselves, yet seemed
not to be troubled by the echoes of our passing foot-
steps, nor to require that we should pray along with
them. They consider us already lost irrevocably, no
doubt, and therefore right enough in taking nc heed
of their devotions; not but what we take so much heed,
however, as to glve the smallest possible disturbance.
By and ﬁy we sat down in the nave of the church, till
the ceremony should be concluded; and then my wife
let mé go in quest of yet another chapel, where
either Cimabue or Giotto, or both, have ieft some of
thelr now ghastly decorations. While she was gone I
threw my eyes about the church, and came to the con-
clusion that, in spite of its antiquity, its size,
its architecture, its painted windows, {ts tombs of
great men, and ail the reverence and interest that
broods over them, it is not an impressive edifice.
Any little Norman church in England would impress me
a§; much, and more. There is something, I do not know
what, but it is in the region of the heart, rather

- than in the intellect, that Italian arehiteetgia, of
what ever age or style, never seems Lo reach.

In so far as the externals of "the Popish Faith" are
concerned, iHawthorne in his frequent visits to the masses
could not have wmissed the symbolism involved in iv.

To see the world in terms of allegory or in the
light of symbols, was second nature to him. At
twelve, hls grandfather gave him a notebook and asked
him to write his iupressions out--a few every day.

He described a child named Betty Tarbox as "[litting
awong the raﬁe?%shes, in and out of the arbour, like
a tiny witch."

(%;rtually everything in Catholicism is s symhel:) its

robes, its pageantry, its art, its pope, the mass itself all

1ipid., pp. 132-33.

2van Wyk Brooks, The Flowering of New England, p. 214.
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stand for spiritual meanings which cannot ke exactly ex-
pressed in a visible menuner. Hawthorne's symbolism ia;
perhape, his nost constant and distingulshing feature as an
artist. it is probable when one considers the difficulty
he always had in distinguishing between his symbeols and
reality thai he found it a charming idea to consider the
blessed bread and wine of the Catholic communion to be the
sctual body and blood of Christ. At least, the church
argued with him in his own lanpuage and rooted itself in an
antiquity far exceeding that of the Puritan past which had
exsrted such a hold upon his imagination.

Hawthorne expressed the effect of these externals upon

the New England mind in The iMarble Faun through their im-

pact uvpon Hilda:

One afternoon, as Hilda entered St. reter's in
sombre mood, its interior beamed upon her with all
the effect of a new creation. It seemed an embodi-
ment of whatever the imagination could conceive, or
the heart desire, as a magnificent, comprehensive,
majestiec symbol of religious faith‘ A1l splendor was
included within its verge, and there was space for
all. ©She gazed with delight even at the multiplicisy
of ormament. She was glaé at the cherubim that {lut-
tered upon the pilasters, and of the marble doves,
hovering unexpectedly, with green olive-branches of
precious stones. She could spare nothing, now, of ’
the manifold magnificence that had been avished
2 hundred places, richly enough t0 have made wmrid
famous shrines in any other church, but which here
melted away into the vast sunny breadth, and were of
no separate account. Yet each contributed its little
all towards the grandeur of the whole.l3

13 . _ ’
Nathaniel Hawthorne, Hawthorne's Works, Vol. X
The Marble Faun, 0ld %&nsa’h&itian, PP. ?§3 .
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She had vigited the cathedral before without belng ime
pressed, Her artist's eye had rebelled against the church's
unsuccessful efforts to reconclile its rich adernment and its
spaciousness. It gave Hilda the impression of a greatly
nagnified jewel-casket, It got in its own way; one could
see an aisle or a transept, the nave or the tribune; but bew
cause of the many obstructions it was impossible to get an

impression of wholeness. 14

(%a Hilds thought of these ﬁbjec%ion5; the great church
seemed to suile, saying; #tLock at me' in endless repeti-~
tion."13 4s ghe experienced the breathless excitement of
really perceiving these heauties, she realiged that "if
you choose 10 see these thinga; they present themselves; if
you deem them unsuitable and out of place, they vanish, in-
dividually, but lsave their life upon the w%lla.“lé

In order to demonstrate Hawthorne's enthusiasm for
these externals of Catholicism, these impressions of Hilda
have been shswggy

(in order to apply these reactions in any way %o
Hawthorne personally, it must be shown, of course, that the
author was letting his character speak his own santimanté)
That she probably was will be shown later by comparing

Hilda's impressions with Hawthorne's as seen in the

41Ivid., pp. 195-196.  1°Ibid., p. 196.
161pid., p. 197.



remaining manuscript of the notebook. Hany of the passages
are exactly the same, not only sentiment for santiment; but
word for word.

(If, then, Hawthorne found the externals of Catholicism
attr%?tiva;‘&id he also find its content «- its dogma <= ine
tellectually and emotionally acceptable? It might be well
to consider the compatibility of Hawthorne's major ideas
with the declared views of Catﬁalicia&é)

Hawtbhorne's contempt for the efforts of man to pregress
on his own initiative have already been seen in the pre-~
ceding chapter., In reply tc those who subordinate every-
thing else to the purpose of "going ahead,"” Hawthorne's
inevitable question is "where is ahead?".

And was going there more important than "standing
still or going to sleep?” He asked this question in
the last book he published, but it was always with him,
Its earlier form had been something like the following
-~ How do those who chafe and fret teo change the world
know that the particular change they desire is the one
most needed next -- And can they be sure that if
brought about it will not upset some balance, some
providential equilibrium, of which no person can pogs-
ibly be aware . . . He was not certain what things
were worth defending, what things were due to he done
anew. Lf the picture of Hawthorne in his times is
the picture of a bewildered man, hesitating and guess~
ing, and sometimes blundering, the reéason is an imagi-
nation that never abdicated in faver of phrases or
causes.,

and:

YNo human effort on a grand scale has ever result-
ed sccording to the purpose of its projectors. The

17Van Doren, op. cit., p. 115.
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advantages are ai&&yﬁ ineddental. Han's acclidents ave
God's _urposes."+%

The artist, too, is a tool of God. If he does not feel

thisg Superior Power, the results of his work are inferior:

When he saw the Houses of Parliament in London he
decided with some disappointment that the architect
had felt no power higher and wiser than himself, mak-
ing him its instrument, and therefore had missed Lhe
crowning glory «- that being a happiness which God out
of his pure grace, mixes up with only the simple~
nearted, best efforts of men.l9

Jometimes Hawthorne's readers are given ocecasion to
doubt that it is possible for us as individuals to regard
the Will of God as providential; in The House of the Seven
Gables, he said that Hepzibah Pyncheon felt:

" ., « « the wretched conviection that providence
inter-meddled not in these petiy wrongs of one indi-
vidual to his fellow, nor had any balm for these
little agonies of a solitary soul; but shed its jus=-
tice and its mercy, in & broad, sunlike sweep, over

half the %niverse at once, Its vastness made it
nothing,.n<0

&§hangin§ this attitude toward God's providence into a
personal thing thg; is capable of focusing its concern upon
the inﬁivi@ual is the only sort of reformation that might
have given Hawthorne's mind a deep~seated acceptance of
life and an excuse for aptimis§§

(@pvieualy; the Catholic Gﬁurch, with its elaborate

1Ibid., p. 127.  1pig.. . 146,

20yathaniel Hawthorne, Hawthorne's W *ks‘ Vol., VII
The House of the Seven Gables, Oid %aﬁaé“ﬁﬁigien, p. 357.
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means of conveying the wishes of men to QQ@ - through
prayers of the priests and the interveniny saints -- with
its denial of the possibility of salvation apart from the
church, and with its institution of the confessional,
could have little aae"ﬁgr Emerson's views on “selfe
reliance,” or the efforts of reformers to change God's
world. fﬁn the matter of a belief in CGod as the sole
worker of realities, Hawthorne and the Catholics agree.
The difference between them lies in the fact that the
Catholic Church provides a means of establishing relations
between man and God, thus giving man peace and assurance in
the knowledge that he l1s one with God through the shura%})
Closely related to this idea of Cod as the worker of
realities is the attitude toward conscience. Hawthorne
had little faith in the public reputation of a man as an
index %o the condition of his soul. In Judge Fyncheon,
Hawthorne showed us a man who was undeservingly pralsed
by his community. Koreover, the judge's conscience, which
should have been writhing in agony, was entirely dormant.
The judge, beyond all question, was a man of
eminent respectability. The church acknowledged it;
the state acknowledged it . . . His consecience,
therefore, usually considered the surest witness to
a man's inﬁagrity, -« Nig conscience, unless it
might be for the little space of five minutes in
thie twenty-four hours, or now and then, some black
day in the whole year's circle, ~- his conscience

bore an aecng%ant testimony with the world's laud-
atory voice.

2l1pid., p. 332.
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(%he Catholic Church\§§§>recagnized the inadequacy of
conscience, if conscience means "natural law" alone as
Hawthorne intended. The church defines conscience as "the
voice of God within 1Man™@? and embraces in its concept of
conscience not only an inherent sense of right and wrong
but revealed law of the church as well.) Natural consclence
remains a valid guide post in moments of doubt - in situe-

ations not specifically covered by church 1aw,23 put the

extensiveness of this law indicates that the church shares
Hawthorne's suspicions. Judge Pyncheon could not have read
his catechism undisturbed, hed he been a good Catholic.

Hitherto, Hawthorne had found nothing to soften the
cruelty of his determinism, C@hat Tthe ways of God are mys-
terious" and beyond our scrutiny was the only chilly come
fort to be found in Cslvinism. The disbance between the
Omnipotent God and frail man was vast indeed. Some interw
vening link vast enough €0 be c¢lose to both man and God
seened n&cass&rﬁ?) Catholicism had the answer:

Hilda saw peasants, citigens, soldiers, nobles,
women with bare heads, ladies in their gilks, enterw
ing the churches individually, kneeling for moments,
or for hours, and directing their inaudible devotions
to the shrine of some saint of their own choice, In
nis hallowed person, they felt themselves possessed

of an own friend in heaven. They were too humble to
approach the Deity directly.) Conscious of their

2210uis ¥orrow, iy Catholic Faith, p. 171.
®3Ibid.
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unworthiness, they asked the mediation of thelr syme
pathizing patron, who, on the score of his ancient
martydom, and after many ages of celestial life,
right venture to talk with the Divine Presence, ale
most as friend with friend. Though dumb before its
Judge, even despair could speak, and pour oul the
misery of its soul like water, to an advocate so
wise to comprehend the case, and eloguent to plead
it, and powerful to win pardon, whatever the gullt.
Hilda witnessed what she deemed to be an example of
this species of confidence between a young man and
his saint. He stood before a shrine, writhing,
wringing his hands, contorting hig vhole frame in an
agonyg o remorseful recollection, but finally knelt
down %o weep and pray. If this youth had been a
Protestant, he would have kept all that torture pent
up in his heart, and let it burn there till it
gseared him into indifference. o

Often and long, Hilda lingered before the shrines:
and chapels of the Virgin, and departed from them with
reluetant steps. Here, perhaps, strange as it may
seem, her delicate appreciation of art stood her in
good stead, and lost Catholiclism a convert. If the
painter had represented Mary with & heavenly face,
poor Hilde was now in the very mood to worship her,
and adopt the faith in which she held so elevated a
position. But she saw that 1t was merely a flattered
portrait of an earthly beauty; the wife, at best, of
the artist; or, it might be, a peasantegirl of the
Cawmpagna, or some Homan princess, to whom he desired
to pay his court, For love, or some even less justi-
fiable motive, the old painter had apotheosized these
women; he thus gained for then, as far as his skill
would go, not only the need of ilmmortality, but the
privilege of presiding over Christian altars, and of
being worshipped with far holier fervors than while
they dwelt on earth. Hilda's fine sense of the fig¢
and decorous could not be betrayed into kneeling at
such a shrine.

She never found just the virgin mother whom she
needed. Here, 1t was an earthly mother, worshipping
the earthly baby in her lap, as any and every mother
does, from Evels time downward. In another pleture,
there was a dim sense, shown in the mother's face,
of some divine gquality in the child. In a third,
the artist seemed to have had a higher perception,
and had striven hard to shadow out the Virgin's joy
at bringing the Savicur into the world, and her avwe
and love, inextricably amingled, of the little form
wnich she pressed against her bosom. 8o far was
good. But still, Hilda looked for something more;
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a face of celestial beauty, but human as well as hea~
venly, and with the shadow of past griefl upon it;
bright with immortal youth, yet matronly and motherly;
and endowed with a queenly dignity, but infinitely
tender, a§ the highest and deepest attribute of her
divinity.<%

Above all the intervening saints at the disposal of
ﬁathclics;(é&wtharna envied maét@%? all their idea of the
Blessed Yirgﬁé%) This may be 3&&3%23 The Blithedale
Romance, before his wisit to Rome:

Oh, in the better order of things, Heaven grant
that the ministry of souls may be left in charge of
wonen! The gates of the Blessed City will be thronged
with the multitude that enter ln, when that day comes.
The task belongs to woman - God meant it for her -
He has endowed her with the religlious sentiment in
its utmost depth and purity, refined from that gross,
intellectual alloy with which every masculine theolo~
gist -- save only One, who merely veiled himself in
mortal and masculine shape, but was, in truth, divine
-= has been proven to mingle it ~f§i have always
envied the Catholics their faith In that sweet,
sacred Virgin kHother, who stands between them and the
Deity, intercepting somewhat of his awful splendor,
but permitting his love to stream upon the worshipper
more intelligibly to human conmprehension through the
nedium of a woman's tenderness.<>

Hilda in her "dangerous errand" of discovering how
closely the "popish faith applied itself to human

aﬂzé

occasion is haunted constantly by recollections of her

dead mother. Her hesitance and her enthusiasm for this

strange faith are both prompted by undertones of her

" .
24Hawthorne, Harble Faun, Vol. X,pp. 191-2.

254athaniel Hawbthorne, Hawthorne's Works, Vol. VIII
The Blithedale Romance, 01d Fanse Ldition, pp. 172-3.

zéﬁawtharne, Larble Faun, Vol. X, pp. 190-1.




motherts influence.

"ih, thought Hilda to herself, "why should not
there be a8 woman to listen to the prayers of women?
a mother in heaven for all motherless girls like me?
In all Cod's thought and care for us, can he havg
withheld this boon, our weakness so much needs?"<7

As she approached the confessional, it was as if she
were returning to the comfort and understanding of a
mother's love:

If she had heard her mother's voice from within -
the tabernacle, calling her, in her own mother~tongue,
to come and lay her poor head in her lap, and sob out
&1l her troubles, Hilda could not have responded with
& more inevitable obedience. She did not think: she
only felt. Within her heart was a great need. Close
at haaﬁ/githin the veil of the confesgsional was the
relief.2

As Hilda prepared for her visit %o the confessional,
the ghost of her mother seemed to be prompting her to be
cautious:

Hilda dipped her fingers, [in hcly-watar] and had
almost signed the cross upon her breast, but Forebore,
and trembled, while shaking the water f{rom her finger
tips. She felt as if her mother's spirit, somewhere
within the domei were looking down upon her child, the

daughter of Puritan forefathers, and weepling to behold
her ensnared by these gaudy superstitions.?

(@tris interesting to notice ~=- especially if we iden~
tify Hilda with Hawthorne himself -~ that this infatuation
with Catholicism is all tied up with these reflections
upon her Hothexr. The mother serves to pull her both ways.

She is drawn to the church seeing it as a substitute for

27moid., p- + Brbig., p. . 4., p .
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the Mother-love her soul craves, but is at the same time
repelled from it by Puritan consclence in the form of a
stern %a?ﬁing fram the spirit of her m&ther:)

Cjawthgrme had b@eriﬁmsappsinted in his own Hother.
She had xaila& to give him ‘the kindness and understanding
he needed. She had managﬁd and bossed him without surren-
dering that isclation which established between her son and
herself that'coldness of intercaurse;i) Her loyalties were
migspent. Instead of devoting herself to her cehildren, she
had locked herself up with the memory of her dead hushand;,
managing the externals of her children's affairs and permite
ting their hungry spirits to shift for themselves. '

C}aw*hurne had denictad a mother-son relationship which
paralleled his own inﬁfha lentle BovJ)] The wmother of
‘Ilbrahim had wandered "on a miataxea‘errané, neglectful of
the noblest trust which can be committed to a woman,.30
3he had devoted herself to martyrdom in the Quaker sect
rather than the care of her son. The boy was adopted by
kindly Puritan folk, but they could not sustaln him against
the miseries of isolation and persecution which he suffered
in thelr community.

Sometimes at nignt and grobably in his dreams, he

was heard to cry "Hotherl Lwotherl®™ as 1f her place,
which a stranger had supplled while [lbrahim was

39&athanzel Hawthorne iag%horne’ Yorks, Vol,II,
Twice-Told-Tal MThe Fent s oV Old manse’ﬁditiaﬂ, Pe 9,
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happy, adudtted of no substitute in his extreme
affliction.31

This w&a(gne of Hawthorne's early stories,)which ap-
peared in{TwicewTal ~Tale§?pn 1837. ?arhapa(%e was hope-
ful that his wmother might see the point as it applied to
herself when Ilbrahin's mother saw her mistake in a flash
of insight.)

By the words she uttered, it would seem that the
indulgence of natural love had given her nind a momen
tary sense of its errors, and made her know how far

she had strayed from duty in following the dictates
of a wild fanaticism.32

This mother said:

" .°. . son, son, I have borne thee in my arms
wien my limbs were tottering, and I have fed thee with
the food that I was fainting for; yet I have ill~
performed a mother's part by thee in life, and now 1
leave thee no inheritance but woe and shame. Thou
wilt go seeking through the world, and find all
hearts closed against thee and their sweet affections
turned to bitterness for my sake. My child, my child,
how many a pan§ awaits thy gentle spirit, and I the
cause of allin33

(%awtherne resented the misspent life of Catherine and
her failure to provide Ilbrahim with love. He resented the
same thingAin his'awn mother, and spent his life trying to
£ill the void of spiritual coldness which she left in his
souly That he looked For an antidote in religious faith is
indicated by his treatment of Hilda and by many passages in
the notebook. For example, he had just seen a picture of

Jesus "not looking in the least like the Savior of the

31Ibid., p. - 32Ipid., p. . 337314,
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world,” but judging the damned while grimwlaaking saints
looked on with pleasure, and demons whisked the people away
before they were scarcely awake. Hawthorne was horrified.
This was not what religion must show him at all:

‘It would be a very terrible picture to one who
should really see Jesus, the Saviour, in that in-
exorable judge; but it seems to me very undesirable
that He should ever be represented in that aspect
when it is essential to our religion to believe uim
infinitely kinder and better towards us than we de-
serve. At the last day -- I presume, that is, in all
future days, when we see ourselves as we are - man's

only inexorable judge will be himself, and the p§ﬁ§sh~
ment of his sins will be the perception of them.

i%hera is a remarkable shortage of mother-son relatione
ships in Hawthorne's fictiaﬁ) but had they been abundant,
they probably would have followed the Catherine-Ilbrahim
pattern. Q@hinkiﬂg about his own relation tc his mother
was always painful to hiﬁE) He preferred to sublimate the
difficulties involved in it into crestive fancy. The pro-
bability that his obsession with secret guilt had its deep-
est roots in his feeling toward his mcther has already been
discussed. The passage just gquoted shows his idea of hell
to be perceiving his own sins for what they are, He had
always aveided this by reverting to writing. The gullt come
plex hagé%ﬁ&n shown to be related also to his identity with
aneestorgﬁanﬁ his serious respect for the curse huriéd down

upon him. In Italy, during the twilight of his life he

3§Hawtherne, Notes of Iravel, Vol. ZXI, p. 375.
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8t1ll retained his fear of curses. On May 24, 1858, he
wrote in his notebook:

le left Rome this morning, after troubles of

various kinds, and a dispute in the first place with
Lalla, our female servant, and her mother . . .
Mother and daughter expleded into a livid rage and
cursed us plentifully, -~ wishing that we might all
break our necks or die of apoplexy, =~ the most aw-
ful curse that an Italian knows how to invoke upon
his enemies, becguse it precludes the possibility of
extremne unction.

and again on October 17, 1858:

In the afterncon, I walked with Rosebud to the
kHedici Gardens, and, on our way thither, we espied our
former servant, Lalia, who flung so many and such bite-
ter curses after us, on our departure ggam RBome + «
Thank God, they have not taken effect.

ige called the Italians "superstitious” for their belief
in such things as curses and "evil eyes™ but he took his
place beside them temperamentally and even emploved their
methods of avoiding "evil eyes™:

I walked into town with J vhis morning,
and, meeting a wonk in the Via Fornace /[monks pre-
sumably possessed evil eyes? , I thought it no more
than reasonable, as the good father fixed his eye on
me, to provide againat the worst by putting both

hands behind me, %h the forefingers and little
fingers stuck out.’?)

(iﬁis burden of secret gullt, so intimately connected
with his wmother and the family curse, led Hawthorne to an

unreserved adumiration for the confessional. . . Here was

3%Ipid., pe 39%. 36Ipid., Vol. XXII, p. 308.
371pid., p. 384.
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the only means in his experience whereby the sinner could un-
burden the 30££;> Were a sin to become known by the preacher
in his Kew England churches; it would very likely become pub-
lic scandal before very long. <§he average sinner is, like
Dimmesdale, too weak to reveal his sin when he knows that
his confesgsion of it would mean public censure.) His fears
persuade him to lock it up in his breast where it grows and
feeds upon bhis soul until it destroys hin. (@immesdala Was
faced constantly with the need to confess. He did, in fact,
confess to Heéter in the forest interview, but this was in-
sufficient. Until he resigned himself to his fate and
joined Hester upon the scaffold, he was not able to make his
prayer heard by God; and God must hear it il the confession
is to afford the soul relief. Lﬁandall Stewart points out
that Hawthorne toyved with the idea of pcermitting Dimmesdale
to confess to a Catholic priest, but probably dropped the
idea because Deston's shortage of priests in the 1630's made

the episode uncanvincing.gg)

Kenyon said in The Marble Faun that "intercourse with

nature™ is good for "all ordinary cares and griefs," but
that "her mild influences fall short in their effect upon
the ruder passions and are altogether powerless in the

dread fever-fit or deadly chill of guilt,"39

383andall Stewart, Hawthorne: A Biography, p. 198.
393awthorne, The Marble Faun, Vol. X, p. 121.



<fﬁn February 20, 1858, Hawthorne recorded in the note-
booles

+ + « L strolled round the great church, and find
that it continues to grow upon me both in magnitude
and beauty, by comparison with the many interlors of
sacred edifices which I have lately seen. At tinmes,

a single, casual, monmentary glinmpse of 1ts magnifi-
cence pleams upon my soul, as it were, when I happen
to glance at arch opening bevond arch, and I am sure
prised inte admiration. 1 have axpariencad that a
landscape and sky unfold the deepest beauty in a simi-
lar way . » » Passing near the confessionals for
foreigners today, I saw a Spaniard, who had just come
out of the one devoted to his native tongue, taking
leave of his confessor, with an affectionate reverence,
which =-- as well as the benign dignity 8f the good
father -- it was 700d to behold . . . ¥ )

Sophia deleted Hawthornet's most extravagant admiration
for the confessional. The following passage is an example:

St. Peter's offers itself as a place of worship
and religious comfort for the whole human race, and in
one of the transepts I found a range of confessionals,
where the penitent might tell his sins in the tongue
of his own country whether French, German, Polish,
English, or what not -« If I had a murder on con=-
science, or any great sin, I think that I should have
been inclined to kneel down there and pour it inte
the safe secrecy of the confessional., What an insti-
tution that is! Ian needs it so it seems as if God
must have ordained it. The popish religion certainly
does apply itself most closely and comfortably to hu-
man occasions; and I can not but think that a great
many people find their spiritual advantage in it who
would [ind none at all in our formless mode of wor-
ship. You c¢an not think that it is all a farce when
you see peasant, citizen, and soldier coming into the
church each on his own hook and kneeling for moments
or for hours, directing his gilent devotlon to some
saint who stands beside the Infinite Presence. In
the Church of San Carles, yesterday, I saw a young
man standing before a shrine, writhing and wringing
hils hands in an agony cof contrition. If he had been

hgﬂawthcrne, Hotes of Travel, Vol, XXI, pp. 226-27.



dly

a Protestant, I think he would have shut all that up
Withﬁ? his heart and let it burn there until it seared
hinm.

Hil&é pursued this admiration farther than Hawthorne
did -=- or at least, if Hawthorne went so far as Hilda, there
remaines no proof of it.glﬂilda actually confessed, and it
would be interesting tc know if Hawthorne cver did. Fer-
haps he might have during the four months of Una's illness.
He was under too wuch pressure to kecp his notebook at that
time; and he msy very well have found the sane éamfert that
e permitied Hilda, Certainly, he felt, as Hilde did,that
the Catholics should not be the scle jossessors of the Cone-
fessional.

Around this portionm of the church are ranged a
number of confessionals. They are small tabernacles
of carved wood, with a closet for the priest in the
centre; and, on either side, a space for a penitent
to kneel, and breathe hig confession through a per-
forated auricle into theizood father's ear. Observing
this arrangement, thoughlalready familiar to her, cur
poor Hilds was anew impréssed with the infinite con-
venisnce -- if we may use 50 poor a phrase - of the
Catholic religion to its devout believers.

¥ho, in truth, that considers the matter, ca&n re-
sist a similar impressioni In the hottest fever-fit
of life, they can always find, ready for their need,
8, coelg quiet beautiful place of worship. They may
enber its sacred precincts at any hour, leaving the
fret and trouble of the world benhind them, and puri-
fying themselves with a touch of holy water at the
threshold. In the calm interior, fragrant of rich
end soothing incenss, they may hold converse with
sone saint, their aw%ul, kindly friend. And, nost
precious privilege of all, whatever perplexity, sor-
row, guilt, nmay weigh upon their souls, they can
fling down the dark burden at the foot of the cross,

4lp3oyd Worris, The Rebellious Puritan, pp. 313-31i.
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and go forth -~ to sin no more, nor be any loager dis-
quieted; but to live again in the freshness and elasti-
city of innocence.

"Do not these inestimable advantages,” thought
Hilda, "or some of them at least, belong to
Christianity itself? Are they not a part of the blesg-
ings which the systen was meant to bestow upon mankind?
Can the faith in which I was born and bred be perfect,
if it leave a weak girl like me to wanderé desolate,
with this great trouble ¢rushing me down?

A poignant anguish thrilled within her breast; it
was like a thing that had life, and was struggling to
et out,

“Ch, help! Oh, help!™ cried Hilda; "I cannot,
cannot bear itin42

Afger  Hilda had confessed, the great burden was gone:

And, ah, what a relief! When the hysteric gasp
toe strife between words and sobs, had subsided, whaé
& torture had passed away from her soul! It was all
gone; her bosom was as pure now as in her c¢hildhood.
She was a glirl again; she was Hilda of the dove-cote;
not what doubtful creature whom her own doves had
hardly recoghized as their mlstress and playmate, by
reason of the death-scent that clung to her garmeﬁt!“3

Hilda wished to borrow the confessional on her own

terms. She refused absolution on the groua&s that only God
could forgive her sins., Hawthorne insartedjinta the general
kindliness of Hilda's priest a profaasionalﬁcraftiness where~
by he sought unsuccessiully to convert har.i The old priest
shook his head in dismay; unable to understand her hesitancy

after receiving so much comfort from her confession. He

A

stretched forth his hands in the act of benedictian%@and

%2Hawthorne, The iiarble Faun, Vol. X, pp. 201-203.

“31bid., p. 206.
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Hilda "knelt down and received thé blessing with as devout
a simplicity as any Catholic of them all."hk

Hawthorne so projected himself into Hilda's adventure
that he could not resist interpolating some of his own res-
ervations. He saild:

X To do it justice, Catholicism is such a miracle
of fitness for its own ends, many of which might seem
to be adnirable ones, that 1t is difficult to imagine
it a contrivance of mere man. Iits mighty machinery
was forged and put together, not on middle earth, but
either above or below. If there were but angels to
work it, imstead of the very different class of engi-
neers who now manage its cranks and safety-valves, the
system would aggn vindicate the dignity and holiness
of its origin.

He may have been picturing a part of hils nature that he
could not reconcile to Catholicism in Kenyon. Kenyon had
observed Hilda's confession and been greatly disturbed. He
resolved to "save" her from "that mass of unspeakable cor-
ruptimn; the Homan Church."%® e said of the Cathedral:

baylight, in its natural state, ought not to be
adimitted here. It should stream through a brilliant
illusion of saints and hierarchies, and old scrip-
tural images, and symbolized dogmas, purple, blue,
golden, and a broad flams of scarlet. Then it would
be just such an illumination as the Catholic faith
allows to its believer=. But, give me == tﬁ live and
die in -~ the pure, white light of heaven!®47

#ilda explained her pilgrimage to the confessional in

terms of the heavy need to unburden her soul. She told

Kenyon that she had little reason to believe that she would

bhibid., p. 213.  %51pi4,, p. 189.

¥01bid., p. 218. &?Ibid., p. 219.
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ever suflfer such need again and predicted that she would
never return. 3She became introspective, trying to convey
her beliefs to Kenyon:

¥Really, I do not gquite know what I am,™ replied
Hilda, encountering his eyes with a frank and simple
gaze. "I have a great deal of faith, and Catholicism
seems to have a great deal of good, Why should not I
be a Catholic, if I find there what I need, and what
I cannot find elsewhere? The more I see of this wor-
ahip, the more I wonder at the exuberance with whie¢h
it aé&p@a itself to all the demands of human infirmity.
If its ministers were but a little more huwnan, above
all error yuig from all iniquity, what a r&ligian
would it bel®

This sounds, of course, very much like Hawthorne's own
dilemma. He appears to be answering himself from the mouth

of Kenyon.

*Y need not fear your conversion to the Catholic
faith," remarked Kenyon, "if you are at all aware of
the bitter sarcasm implie& in your last observation.
It is very just. Only the exceeding ingenuity of the
system stamps it as the contrivance of man, or some’
worse author; not an ganation.af the broad and simple
wigdom from on high,%4 . :

Hilda geized Kenyon's idea of the inappropriateness of
white light in a Catholic cathedral and recalled the lost
seven-~-branched golden candlestick, the holy candlestick of
the Jews. BRemoving all doubt of her identity with the au-
thcr; she sald:

"When it is found again . . . the whole world
will gain the illumination whiech it needs. Would not

this be an admirable idea for a mystic story or par-
able, or seven-branched allegory, full of poetry, art,

48Ipid., p. 221. 49144,

blop——



philosophy and religion? It shall be called 'The He-
covery of the Sacred Candlestick.'! As each branch is
lighted, it shall have a differently colored lustre
from the other sixj and when all the seven are kin-
dled, their radi%gee shall coabine into the intense
light of truth."

Some of Henyon's ramarks; irreverent though they be;
were based upon the notebook. But they are not recorded
originally by Hawthorne with any similar degree of irrev=
erence. On February 7, 1858, he recorded:

I have been four or five times to 8t. Peter's, and
always with pleasure, because there is such a delight-
ful, suumer-like warmth the moment we pass beneath the
heavy, padded leather curtains that protect the en-
trances., Lt is almost impossible not to believe that
this genial temperature is the result of furnace heat,
but, really, it is the warmth of last summer, which
will be included within those massive walls, and in the
vast immensity of space, till, six months hence, this
winter's chill will just have made its way thither.

It would be an excellent plan for a valetudinarian to
lodge during the winter in St. Feter's, perhaps es-
tablishing his household in one of the papal tombs,5l

Kenyon says the same thing, but the tone is altogether
different:

"The best thing I know of St. Peterls,”™ observed
he, "is its egquable temperature. ¥We are now enjoying
the coolness of last winter which a few months hence,
will the warmth of the present sunmer. It has no cure,
I suspect, in all its leangth and breadth, for a sick
soul, but it would make an aduirable atmospheric hos-
pitai for sick bodies . . . Winter and summer are
married at the high altar and dwell together in perfect
harmony . « « These architectural tombs of the popes
might serve for dwellings, and each brazen sepulchral
doorway would become a domestic threshold. Then the

01pid., pp. 225-226.
53*Hawtherna, Notes of Travel, Vol. XII, pp. 192»19‘3.
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lover, if he dared, might say to his mistress, 'Will
you share my tomb with me?' and, winning her soft con-
sent, he wonuld lead her to the altar, and thence to
yonder sepulchre of Pope Uregory, which should be
their nuptial home. What a %fa would be theirs,
Hilda, in this marble Eden."

<%he eriticisms of the Catholie church visible in ZThe
tarble Faun sound like the rationalizations of an irresolute
convert. Hawbthorne rejected the church because its inge-
nuity suggests that it could be only of human origin, though
the advantapges he finds in it have suggested that it could
be only of divine origin; he objected to the fact that it is
operated by human agents, although he certainly realized that
it is not unique as a church in this respect and could hardly
be directly under the celestial thumbs of archangels.) His
grumbling about its human frailties run all through the note-
book. The following examples of his remarks are typical but
by no means exhaustive:.

Yesterday forenoon my wife and I went to St.

Peter's to see the pope pray at the chapel of the Holy

Sacrament. . . His holiness should have appeared pre-

cisely at twelve, but we walted nesrly half an hour

beyond that time; and it seemed to ume particularly

ill-mannered in the pope, who owes the courtesy of

being punctual to the people, if not to 5t. Peter . . .

I am very glad I have seen the pope, because now he

may b% crossed out of the list of sights to be
seen. 23

(gg sometines inferred that the benefits derived from

confessionals are incidental to how well the penitent's

52Hawthsrna, The Marble Faun, Vol. X, pp. 222~223.

§3anth0rne, Notes of Travel, Vol., XXI, p. 298.
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renarks are audited by the sweabing priaats, The people,

too, were disappointing at times:

and?

Yesterday morning, in the Cathedral, 1 watched a
woman at confession, being curious to see how long it
would take her to tell her sing, the growth of a week
perhaps. I know not how long she had been confessing
when I first observed her, but nearly an hour passed
before the priest came suddenly from the confessional,
looking weary and moiast with persplration, and took
his way out of the Cathedral. The woman was leflt on
her knees. This morning I watched another woman, and
she too was very long about it, and I could see the
face of the priest behind the curtain of the confes-
sional, scarcely inclining his ear to the perforated
tin through which the penitent communicated her out-
pourings. It must be very tedious to listen, day
after day, to the minute and commonplace iniquities
of the muititude of penitents, and it cannot be often
that these are redeemed by the treasure~trove of a
great sin. When her confession was over the woman
came and sat down on the same bench with me, where
her broad-brimmed straw hat was lying. ©She seemed to
be & country woman, with a sim_.le, matronly face,
which was solemnized and softened with the coumfort
she had obtained by disburdening herself of the soll
of worldly frailties and receiving absclution. 4An
old woman, who haunts the Cathedral, whispered to her
and she went and knelt down where a procession of
priests were to pass, and then the old lady begged a
crazia of me, and got a halfepaul. It almost invarie.
ably happens, in a church or cathedral, that beggars
address their prayers to the heretic viaihcr} and pro-
bably with more unction than to the Virgin or saints.
However, 1 have nothing to say against the sincerity of
this peoplets devotion. They give ?il the proof of it
that a mere spectator can estimate.

The cool, dusky refreshment of these holy places,
affording such a refuge from the hot noon of the
streets and plaszzas, probably suggests devotional
ideas to the people, and it may be, when they are pray-
ing, they feel a breath of Paradise fanning them. If

Shivid,, Vol. XXII, pp. 271-272.
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we could only see any good effects in thelr daily life,
we might deem it an excellent thing to be able to find
incense and a prayer always ascending, to which every
individual may Jjoin his own. I really ggn&ar that the
Catholics are not better men and women.

Hawthorne declared that the Catholic mode of worship
may lead the people into sin at times:

A8 one instance of the little influence the rell-
gion of the Italians has upon their morals, he /lir.
Powera™] told a story of one of his servants, who desired
leave To set up a small shrine of the Virgin in their
room =--~ a cheap print, or bas-relief, or image, such
as are sold everywhere at the shops -~ and to burn a
lamp before it; she engaging, of course, to supply the
oll at her own expense.

By and by, her oil-flask appeared to possess a
miraculous property of replenishing itself, and ir.
Powers tock measures to ascertain where the oil came
from. It turned out that the servant had all the tine
been stealing the oil from them, and keeping up her
daily 5acrif%ga and worship to the Virgin by this con-
stant theft.

He looked with eyes of suspicion upon the priests:

While we were in the Cathedral, we saw several perw
sons kneeling at their devotions on the steps of the
chancel and elsewhere. Une dipped his fingers in the
holy water at the entrance: by the by, I looked into
the stone basin that held it, and saw it full of ice.
Could not all that sanctity at least keep it thawed?
Priests -- jolly, fsat, mean-loocking fellows, in white
robes -- went hithgs and thither, but did not inter-
rupt or accost us.

Running true to the old patterns of his mind, Hawthorne

found the nuns more agreeable vessels of holiness.

-

Between the nave and the rest of the church there
is a high railling, and on the other side of 1t were two
kneeling figures in black, so motionless that I at
first thought them statues; but they proved to be two

550 . 6., ‘
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nung at thelr devotions; and others of the sisterhood
came by and joined them. HNuns, at least these nuns,
who are French, probably ladies of refinement, having,
the education of young girls in charge, are far pleas-
anter objects to see and think about than monks; the
odor of sanctity, in the latter, not being an agree-
able fragrance. /They had gone the day before to the
Capuchins!/ . But these holy sisters, with their
black crape and white mus%én, looked really pure and
unspotted from the world.

(The obsession with antiquity was still with Hawthorne
during the European travels. Just as he was interested
primarily in the old and deep-rooted elements in the Salém
culture, so he dwelt upon the much more remote pasts of
London and Ramé:> He was horrified by the British Museunm,
but compelled by a forece he could not deny to visit it
many times., 4s he looked at the museum's "old shells out

of which human life has long emerged,“59 he wondered how

the future could stagger on under the growing weight of
the past.

(%a the result of personal experience, he always
thougﬁ; of the past as a curse. While in England, he went
to a market place in Uttoxeter to seek out the very spot in
which Samuel Johnson had stood to confess publicly the sin
which had burdened his conacience:€@9

(%he-antiquizy of the Catholic Church did not, of

S——

course, escape Hawthorme., It lent its doctrine the respect-

ability which he always assoclated with age, but, at the

5$Ibid‘, pPe 133-134. %y Doren, op. git., p. 209.
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same time, it led him to think of it in an unpleasant light
and to suspect that the life had gone out of it:

The ecclesiastics of old time did an excellent
thing in covering the interiors of their churches with
brilliant frescoes, thus filling the holy places with
saints and angelsa, and almost the presence of the
Divinity. The modern ecclesiastics do the next best
thing in obliterating the wretched remnants of what
has had its day and done its office. These frescoes
might be looked upon as the symbol of the living spirit
that made Catholicism a true religion, and glorified it
as long as it did live; now gge glory and beauty have
gone from one and the other,

C%a was too ahserving; however, to miss the fact thatﬁ
its eséabiiﬁhed rituals exerted a tremendous influence upon
its believer%) He voiced his fear of disaster for those who
uprooct themseives from the religlon $o which they were born:

This morning too we went to the Cathedral, and sat
long listening to the music of the organ and voices,
and witneasing rites and ceremonlies which are far
clder than the ancient edifice where they were ex-
hibited. A good many people were present, sitting,
kneeling, or walking aboub, -~ a freedom that con-
trasts very agreeably with the grim formalities of
English Churches and our own meeting~houses . . . The
people of whatever class are wonderfully tolerant of
heretics, never manifesting any displeasure or annoy-
ance, though they must see that we are drawn thither
by curiosity alone, and merely pry while they pray.

I heartily wish the iriests were better men, and that
human nature, divinely influenced, could be depended
upon for a constant supply and succession of good and
pure ministers, their religion has so many admirable
points. And then it is a sad pity that this noble and
beautiful cathedral should be a mere fossil shell, out
of which the life has died long ago. But for many a
year yet to come the tapers will burn before the high
altar, the Host will be elevated, the incense diffuse
its fragrance, the coniessionals be open to receive the
penitents. I saw a father entering with two little bits

6lﬁawthorne, Notes of Iravel, Vol. XXII, p. 3.
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of boys, just big enough to toddle along, holding his
hand on either side. The father dipped his fingers
inte the marble font of holy water, =~ which, on its
pedestals, was two or three times as high as those
sm&ll.ﬂhr{stiams, -=- and wetted a hand of each, and
taught them how to cross themselves. When they come
to be men it will be impossilile to convince those chil-
dren that there is no efficacy in holy water without
plucking up all religious faith and sentiment by the
roovs. Generally, I suspect, when people throw off the
faith they were born in, the ggat soil of their hearts
is apt to cling to its roots.

These final lines volecing Hawbthorne's mistrust of throw
ing off the faith of one's birth are eapecially interesting.
They show not only that he is possibly interested in making
a change himself at the time he wrote this but algo that he
fears to do so. Cﬁ;s attempts to explain away his interest in
Catholicism were never quite successful. He could never
quite close his eyes to the benefits which the faithful de-~
rive from the Homan Church. Like Hilda, he was juét a "poor
heretic® looking enviously at the comforts and peace of the
Catholics )

I suppose there was hardly a man or woman who had

not heard mass, confessed, and said their prayers; a

thing which -~ the prayers, I mean -~ it would be ab-

surd to predicate of London, Hew York, or any Protes-
tant City. In however adulterated a guise, the

Catholies do get a draught of devotion to slake the

thirst of their souls, and methinks it must needs do

them good, even 1f not so sure as if it came fromégatn
ter cisterns, or from the original fountain head. )

He marveled at the singularity with which Catholics

applied thewselves to their devotlions:

621pid., pp. 272-273.  O31pid., Vol. XXI, p. 237.
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When I first came to Rome, I felt embarrassed and
unwilling to pass, with my heresy, between a devotee
and his saint; for they often ghoot their prayers at
a shrine almoat quite across the church. But therg
seems L0 be no vielation of etiquetie in so doing.” ™

and:

Kneeling against many of the pillars there were
persons in prayer, and I stepped softly, fearing lest
my tread on the marble pavement should disturb them,
-= & needless precaution, however, for nobody seems
ga g§§ect it, nor to be disturbed by the lack of

te

(ﬁawthcrne could not refrain from making comparisons
between Protestantism and Catholicism; the former usually
suffered in the aompariao§>\

A number of persons were sitting or kneeling
around; others came in while I was there, dipping
their fingers in the holy water, and bending the knee,
as they passed the shrines and chapels, until they
reached the one which, apparently, they had selected
as the particular altar for their devotions., Every-
body seemed so devout, and in a frame of mind so
guited to the day and place, that it really made me
feel a little awkward not to be able to kneel down
along with them. Unlike the worshippers in our own
churches, each individual here seems to do his own
individual acts of devotion, and I cannot but think
it better so than to make an effort for united prayer
as we do. It is my opinion that a great deal of de-
vout and reverential feeling is kept algge in people's
hearts by the Catholic mode of worship.

(CThe privilege of confession always remained the most
coveted pogsession of the fai€H3 and lead him to remark on
May 1, 1858, that(igrctestanism needs a new apostle to cone

vert it into something pesitive.“é?) Here was the only

Shbid., p. 194  ®Spiq., p. 199. 6mig., p. 235.
©7¥an Doren, ». 126,
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practical element in Hawthorne's experience for dealing
with man's deepest and most troublesome problems. It had
indeed, for him, something "positive," |

Whatever positive elements the old New England faith
might &ave had were totally unperceived by Hawthorne. The
type of faliawmhip which it presented consisted largely of
such artificialities as hand~clasping, restrained smiles,
and perceptions of sin in other people. This sort of thing
could never warm Hawthorne's sympathies for his fellow man
or serve to make him feel that he was a part of the race.
It is probably safe te conjecture that he preferred the
Cathelic mass, for here was a world-wide fellowship of
souls. The mass does nét depend upon the persoconality of
the priest for its character and is in that sense relieved
of human frailties. It is conducted in precisely the sanme
manner in évery land and has for centuries remained essen-
tially unchanged, In its observance, there is an abstract
union between men living, men aead; and men yet unharn;

brought into a wlrm sympathy with each other through God

and the ehurgh. ﬂkﬁ is a union unspeiled by the treachery
of human paﬁéérsenesa; it is the only kind of union of
which Hawthorne was capable.

(In leaving Rome, he felt he was leaving behind the
only city he acd ever found that was truly congenial to his
nature., He left his heart on the high altar of St. Peter's,
but resolved to forget about if)
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« » = L looked at everything as if for the last
time; nor do I wish ever to see any of these objects
again, though no place ever took so strong & hold of
my b@ing as Home, nor ever seemed so c¢loge Lo me and
so strangely famdliar. I seewm to know it better than
ny birthplace, and to have known it longer; and though
I have been very nmiserable there, and languld with the
effeets of the atmosphere, and disgusted with a thou-
sand things in dally life, still I cannot say I hate
it, perhaps might {sirly own a love for it. But life
b&ing too short for such questionable and traublasegg
enjoyments, I desire never to set eyes on it again.

(%ut he did not forget about it; he found his mind wan-
dering back to Home whether he willed that it should or not;
in France during May of 1859, he recorded his impressions
of the cathedrals there; he found them to be an anti-climax
after his visitation in I§a1y£>

« » «» vuch else that would have been exceedingly
interesting before 1 went to RHome., DBut Rowe takes

the charm out of zll inferior antiquity as well as
the life out of human beings.

In June during a visit to Geneva, he blamed the inhos~
pitality there on its Protestanism. He went again to a
cathedral.

This being a Protestant country, the doors were
all shut, -~ an inhospitality that made me half a
Catholiec, It is funny enough that a stranger generally
profits by all that is worst for the inhabitants of the
country where he himself is merely a visitor. Despot-
ism makes things all the pleasanter for the ﬁtr&ngﬁg
Catholicism lends itself admirably to his purposes. 0

Even after his return to England, he found his feet
carrying him through cathedrals, his mind sbsorbed with the

ipid., p. 375.
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confessional:

« + « I walked to VWarwick yesterday forenoon, and
went into 3t. Mary's Church, to see the Beauchawmp
Chapel., . » On one side of it were some worn steps as-
cending to a confessional, where the priest used to
sit, while the penitent, in the hody of the church,
poured his sins through a perforated suricle into this
unsesn recepbacle.
~

i@@e nogt vivid of his after-inmpressions of Home, of

course, was The Harble Faun.) The ldea was conceived and

partially developed in Rome,) but written in its final form

after his return to England. On April 18, 1858, he jotted
down the germ of an idea, born out of his interest in the

Faun of Praxiteles. -

» » « & Faun, copied {rom that of Praxiteles, and
another who seems to be dancing, were exceedingly plea-
sant to look at. I like these strange, sweet, playful,
rustic creatures, . . . linked so pretiily, without
monstrosity, to the lower tribes . . . Their character
has never, that I know of, been wrought out in liter-
ature; and something quite good, funny, and philo~
sophical, as well as poetic, might very likely be
educed from them. . . The faun is a natural and de-
lightful link betwixt human and brute lif% with some-
thing of a divine character intermingled. 2

On April 27, he returned to the gallery where the Faun
again commanded his attention. The ilea for a story prog-

regssed;

e afterwards went into the sculpture-gallery,
where I locked at the Faun of Praxiteles, and was
sensible of a peculiar c¢harm in it; a sylvan beauty
and homeliness, friendly and wild at once. The length-
ened, bub not preposterous ears, and the little tail,
which we infer, have an exqulisite effect, and make the
spectator smile in his very heart. This race of fauns

Tlipid., pp. 406-407.  T21piq. . Vol. ¥XI, p. 327.
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was the most delightful of all that antiquity imagined.
It seems to me that a story, with all sorts of fun and
pathos in it, might be contrived on the idea of their
species having become intermingled with the human race;
a family with the faun blood in them having prolonged
itself from the classic era till our own days. The
tail might have disappeared, by dint of constant inter-
marriages with ordinary mortals; but the pretty hairy
ears should occasionally reappear in members of the
family; and the moral instincts and intellectual char-
acteristics of the faun might be most picturesquely
brought out, without detriment to the human interest
of the story. _Faney this combination in the person of
a young ladyl73

<:£ first draft of the story was actually completed in

Italy"by January of 1859; but Una's long illneﬁs; which had
started in the preceding October diverted his mind; and he
was unable to put it inte any publishable form.”d The guess
that Hawthorne might himseif have gzone o confession during
the troubled wonths of Una's illness has éiﬁéé&}mﬁééﬁ ven-
nuraéé; He could not, a§parantly; retreat from this trouble
into ;ompositian. (His mind had been tinged by Catholicism
and his moral convictions lacked the sharpness and singu-
larity of forumer days. FPossibly his doubts concerning his
own relatisn to Catholicism made this retreat too diffiuuigz

{%his confusion is reflected even in the final version of The
~;fiarble Faun. The emphasis is diffused as Hew England gloom
is intermingled with Roman aanctuariaé. Through the vague-
ness a view of sin never before suggested by Hawthorne

emerges:

731vi4., pp. 334-335.

Thyan Doren, on. cit., pp. 222-223.
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Is sin then -~ which we deem such a dreadful blacke
ness in the universe ~« it it, like sorrow merely an
element of human education through which we struggle to
a higher and purer state than we could otherwise have
attalned? Did Adam fall that we might ultimately rise
to a far loftier Paradise than hig?/>

<%hia was not & new idea to Hawthorne, for he had read

Paradise Lost in childhood; but he apparently felt in his

Roman environment that it was an idea which deserved his at-
tention. Fate; at lasb; had become Frovidence; and what had
formerly seemed to Hawthorne the blackest of realities was e
in some nysterious way destined by God to yield the race gmad)
(&h@ speculation that he may have referred his secret
sins to the confessional during Una's illness is strengthe
ened by Hilda's insistence that she was carried thence only
by a great burden and her own weaknesst) She told Kenyon
that she probably would never agaln be faced with a problem
of similar magni?uda and hence would probably never return
to confession. iif it is permissible to identify her once
more with Hawthé;ne, the inference that Hawthorne inter-
preted Una's illness as a visitation of the curse and the
fruits of his own sins at once presents i%selfjt)ﬂna's
death, which for a time seemed imminent, was certainly the
darkest hour in his life, (beubtlessly, when he thought

about it, he viewed it in light of past misfortunes -- the

"5Hawthorne, The Marble Faun, Vol. X, p. 212.



1l

death of his wmother, the death of Loulsa, financial rever-
sals, his struggles for literary recognition, the attacks
upon hig name. ALl these he had assoclated with the curse
and hisz own apportionment of gui1$;>(éa had nevg;} iike
Samuel Johnson, or his own Dimm@sd&le,{faced the realities of
sin as they applied to him persamally;)ﬁe had never con-
fessed them in a manner accepbable e Qoé;) He mey, then,

in this supreme hour of tribulation have decided that he
must do so. @f he did meke such a decision and act upon it
by geing to confession, he was at least reassured by events,
for Una reccvaraéjlehis would have made it possible for him
to formulate a happier view of sin -~ not by lessening its

tragedy, but by sanctifying it with a new wneaning.

The Furitanisn of The Scarlet iLetter is not only a
‘matter important to the book, but it is the central fact
in the book. This is not true of the Catholicism in The

Marble Faun?) The chapter devoted %o iillda's pilgrimage to

8t., Peter's are, in fact, beside the point so far as the
main narrative is cancerned.(:;t yould seem that thisg flir-
tatlon with Catholicism was included simply because such
matters were much on the author's mind. Hawthorne was
thinking out loud in terms of all the zood and bad things
he c¢ould say about it, trying to make up his mind jJust
where he stood. It would appear frowm Hilda's irreaolu%ien

that Hawthorne was unable to force an answer, one way or
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the athaf: Instead of crystallizing the answer, he merely
mirrored his problem.

{Et is interesting that it wes Hilda whom Hathorne sent
to confession. This weakened the chapter, because she real-
ly had had nothing to do with the crime apart from her knowe
ledge of it. Why was it not Donatello or Miriam? Although
Donatello lacked the sense of sin; either he or Miriam would
have been better because it was they who shared the guilt of
taking a man's lifé?j The burden was theirs and if anyone
oried out for comfort from the church, it should £y been
one of the§%b

Hawthorne's choice of Hilda was not the dictates of com~
mon sense or artistry. Having her feel guilt because of the
mere knowledge of the sin was not absurd to the aﬁthmr; howe
ever; for he had been similarly affected by the crimes of his
ancestors, Hilde had been presented as an incarnation of
sweetness and light -« Hilda of the dovecote, adored by the
pigeons and doves, This congeniality with nature, & sure in-
dex of sterling character, was expressed in the meticulous
strokes of her paint brush upon the canvas. Unlike her ade~
ventures in the dove-cote, her artistry was not a direct ac-
quaintanceship with nature; she was not able to originate her
own canvasses; she could merely copy the work of other artists,
but this she could do flawlessly. This pale virtue at once
suggests that he patierned this unusual and wost remarkable

character after Sophia. The superficialities of Hilda's
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portralit definitely fit her; but Hilda's infatuvetion with
Catholieism is not Sophia's. As iorris pointed out:

Through the narrow streets shambled illekempt
brown-garbed monks, and Fenitents with faces concealed
under pointed hoods; Sophia bridled at the thought of
their superstition and warned her children against
contamination by their doctrine.?

She was & good New England Unitarian and detested
GCatholicism with all the zeal that blind prejudice could af-
ford her, This probably accounts for her heated denials in
America that Hawthorne had patterned Hilda after her. 3he
would certainly not want Elizabeth or her friends to suspect
her of Catholicism. Hawthorne could scarcsly hope to eme
brace it himself and find the comfort he sc much desired as
long as hils own timidity was coupled with the unrelenting
opposition of Sophia. (%n choosing Hilda as the vessel of
conversion, he may not. only have given his own thoughts ex-
pression, but he may have subconsciously or consciously cone
sidered his wife's conversion as well., To find courage for
such a major aitﬁration, he would have needed a woman's
strength to lean uy@ﬁ?} We can only assume from Sophials
deletion of his Catholic sentiments in the notebook that he
did not find it. She doubtlessly told him how confused he
waa; and contributed whenever possible to the misgivings

he had about what she consldered the Romen superstitions,

She always encouraged Hawthorne to cultivate "sunny®

76%0rris, 0D« git., D« 312.
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individuals like Emerson. She wanbed him to become a person
that he could never be. It is probable that she enpineered
the dissolution of Hawthorne's friendship with FMelville.

In Helville, she recognized the gloom of temperament which
she sought to dispesl in her husband; she dGﬂb?iﬁﬁﬁly COn-
sidered Felville's company a bad influence. It is impor-
tant to notice in connection with her attitude toward
Helville, that she deleted a very important passage in the
notebook pertaining to a visit that the auther of leby Dick
paid the Hawthornes at Liverpool. In it Hawthorne deseribed
the state of Melville's soul. %hatAhe said concerning it
was equally applicable to his own. He displayed marvelous
insight into Melville's agonies becauge he shared them hime
self.

"ielville, as he always does, began to reason of
Providence and futurity, and everything that lies be-
yond human ken, and informed me that he had 'pretiy
wueh made up his mind to be annihilated;' but still
he does not seem to rest in that anticipation; and,

I think, will never rest until he gets hold of a
definite belief. It is strange how he persists -
and hzs persisted ever since I knew him, and probably
long before -- in wendering to and fro over these
deserts, as dismal and monotonous as the sand hills
arid which we were sitting. He can neither believe
nor be uncomfortable in his unbelief; and he is too
honest and courageous not to try to do one or the
other. If he were a religious man, he would be one
of the most truly relipglious and reverential; he has

a ver{ high and noble nature, and better worth ime
mortality. t8gn most of us, "7 '

(i; is difficult to assign any one cause to lawthorne's

TMan Doren, op. git., p. R4,
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failure to become a Sathelié) although it ig probable that
Sophliats opposition was the greatest single factor. (éawﬁharne
had never been gquick to joln anything. His experiences at
Brook Farm and his other Unitarian contacts had proved dige
couraging. FPerhaps he feared that membership in the Roman
Church would prove finally to be only one wmore disillusione
mengzj His first~hand exposure to it had come late in 1i£e;
aﬁﬁ he had alwaye been suspicious of change ~- even when it
was for the better. {ﬁis soul was tortured and Catholicism
seened to be the anﬁwér, but he felt that he must be
cautious; before embracing it he must know whether it was

a cure or merely an oplate as his marriage may have beeﬁ?
Would it serve to give hin peace; or would it have reverw
berations that might destroy him? lis Puritan roots were
deep, and he doubtless felt like a country gentleman infat-
uated with a street-walker. His coumon sense told him that
it would never do to take such a step. <§his hesitancy to
reach conclusions 1s reflected in Hawthorne's reaction to
his friend Hiram Yowers, a loman sculptor. Fowers had evi-
dently devoted much}earnast thought to matters that bothered
Hawthorne, but Hawthorne sald Powers was apt to let an idea-

crystallize into a theory before he could have sufficient

data for iﬁ«?g> Hawthorne avoided this mistake, but nade a

worse one.

?gﬁerris, Q. eit., p. 324.
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Ho returned to Viayside in 18460 s reluctant Protestant,
He rad lost his love for the United States while in Zurope.
Like his old friend Franklin ?ierca; he regarded the Civil
War as a senseless tragedy. He had lost his faith in his
so~called "romance" as an acceptable art farm; and by this
tiwe the confusion in his mind regarding morsl issues had
grown encrmously. His political attachments and opinione
helped to estrange him from saeiaty; and intensified his
deubts and emotional tensions.

Hig efforts in compositon were all crowned with failure
after returning to Wayside.,<ée no longer knew the way
ahead. His confusion over the Catholic issue might well
agcount for iﬁ?) He still was turning the confliet over in
his mind. (At éna moment the Catholic Church seemed in all
its splendé; to be the way; the truth; and the light. Then
again, when viewed in the light of his faith in simplicity,
its structure seemed manatrcqslyartifieia£>~u an opliate
to the dark side of his nature. The down~to-sarth Hew
Englaend side of Hawthorne could not aceept its massive an-
tiquity as the truth. Nor could he find any real funda-
mental objection to it. He could never again focus his
mind upon anything that he could call a real convietion.

He now substituted the contraptions of Gothic romance for
direct discussion of his basic tﬁemes. He lost his nmoral
conpass in Zurope and found himself "adrift." Van Doren

says:
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« « « the mysterious portrait, the moldy parche
ment, the deformed villain, the secret ¢rime, the
11licit elixir, the esoteric research, the devil's
laugh, the gleaming eye, the portentous word. He
was seldom free enough of these contraptions; at the
end, indeed, when his powers were failing, he fell
back into them as into a pit. Dubt at his best he
nade them serve him willingly and well; he forced
them, that is, to do moral and metaphysical work.??

(%is notebooks had changed function entirely since he
had first started keeping them. The rift between the alle-
gory and setting were apparent in The lMarble Faun. Rome
had been too significaﬁt in itgelf for Hawthorne to blend
hig impressions of it with the story. ruch of his de-
scription was borrowed without change Lrom the notebook;
Rome was simply interpolated into the book and not blended
with the &torf} Once back in Concord he was more depen-
dent upon his notes than ever. Van Doren.says:

His first aim had been to store hiz f{ire where
he could get at it when he needed; his last aim was
to provide a substitute for the fire. He began by
making notes between periods of active composition

the notes themselves became at last an actiyity, hop-
ing against hope to justify its own effort. /)

{ He made four fragmentary attempts to write a romance
P,

bﬁ&adNU$0ﬂ findings in Emglané)'@%awﬁéﬁaé to achieve a cone
trast between America and her mother eul%ure?é In it there
wag to be an old estate with an ancestral curse, visibl?
manifesting itself in the form of a bloody footprint at the

castle door. He hoped to make the footprint a symbol of

79?an Doren, op. git., D+ 34. 801bid., e 46.



orowing beauby under his hand, but he had no idea what it

ought to symbolize. [His efforts Lo use this theme becaume

-,

. .

progressively more and wore feeble, The sscond of the
;‘)‘,,,f_ _— ¢ S ’

fragments, Ur. Griwmshaw's Secrebt, is representative. By

the time he made this effort he was coumpletely lost.

anguish? The term is not extravegant. Nobody,

then, and least of all Sophia, knew how many words
Hawthorne was pouring out in his lonely tower; for he
wag lonely again, and in a worse sense than before,
and lost -~ definitely lost. Vhen Julian published
the second fragment in 1883 and called it Dr.
Grimghaw's 3Secret, he did not disclose, nor did he
fully know, how many starts his father had made on
this one work alone. Two drafts of it survive, as
well as six preliminary studies. | A total of thirty-
one such studles and drafts for all the fragments

ig clear proof that Hawthorne had lost his confi-
dence. Formerly he had written with fair speed,
straight along, finishing a work in the same winter
in which it had been begun; for he wrote mainly in
cold months. Now his handwriting became crabbed;

he crowded his pages; he blotted and scratched. He
did not know any longer where straight ashead was.
Whereas he once had played with his reader, suggest-
ing multiple explanations of suvme singular fact, fact
now played with him; he could not choose among his
images, none felt to him-1like fact at all. Hothing
fitted firmly into place, nothing stayed vut, nothing
seemed good enough to go on with. Had he lost his
moral bearings? Had he ceased to belleve, as some~
times he sald he had, that romance was an acceptable
greﬁuct? Had his environment evaporated? Had the
fairy precinct? becgme a foolish nyth? It is hard
to select an answer.

Interestingly aneugh,(%he villain of Dr. Grimshaw's
wecret, tihe master of Braithwaite Hall, is a Cathgliéb
Hawbthorne tried to make the Catholicism an integral part

of his wickedness. <§an Doren assumes that his earlier

81ibid., pp. 239-240.
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filirtation with Catholicism had uow ﬂigaalvaé,az bub it

seeuws more likely that Hawbhorne bitterly resented what
Catholicisw was doing to hdm. He still found it attractive,
but impossible o accept. It had destroyed his literary
powers, and now 80 plagued him that it threatened his sun-
ityZ}{ﬁg&in, ne could aake no specific cherge against the
faith; he offered only an luplied evil in identifying it
with his villaiﬁé The panic he s&ffered in trying to chare
acterize this man indicates that he no longer knew what
wickedness was. Tue wmarginal sotes in toe manusceript ine-
clude the following clues Lo his mental state:

%The Lord of Braithwalte Hall shall be & wretched,
dissipated, dishonorable fellow . . . Something mon-
strous he nust be, yet within nature and romantic pro-
bability -- hard conditions! A murderer - 'twont de
at all. & Hahometan ~- pisih! . . . Nothing mean nmust
he be, but as wicked as you gleaae, Shall he be pre-
ternatural? Not without a plausible explanation. Vhat
natural horror 1s there? A monkey? 4 Frankenstein?

A man of straw? A man without a heart, made of machine
ery? . . « NDonsensel ., . » A z*asurrea%ionmman? What?
Whatt what? A worshipper of the sun? 4 cannibal?

a ghoul? a vawpire? @& uman who lives Dy sucking the
blood of the young and the beautiful? . . . How for

it! How? At any rate, he nmust have dreadful designs
on Elise =~ dreadfull! dreadful!l dreadfull . . . ye
Heavens! . . . What habit can he have? Perhaps that

of having a young child, fricasseed, served up to him
for breaskfast every morning."83

A letter written by Sophia to Hawthorme in July of 1862,

throws an interesting iight upon his wental anguish and the

82, . |
“Ibid., p. 239.  Bppid., pp. 241-242.
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loss of his physical health, Upon Sophia's recommendation

Hawthorne had journeyed with Julian to the seashore in hope
that the salt air wight restore his health. Sophia's let-

ter said:

"Qf a1l the trials, this ls the heaviest to me,
to sen thee go apabhetic, so indifferent and hopeless,
so unstrung. BRome has no sin for which to answer sc
unpardonable as this of wrenching off thy wings and
hanging lead upon thine arrowy feet. Home and all

Rome eagzeé to thee, what a nmixed cup is this to
drink."

Tharp supposes this to refer to Una's illness, but this
seems to be a rather weak conjecture when the "cure' pro-

posed by Sophia later was a return trip to Rome .85 it ap-

pears more likely that the cause of hle illness was preclse-
ly what Sophia said it was ~~ Rome.

(?y 1853, Hawbthorne was avoiding his nelghbors with
more than customary zeal, because he was afraid they might
read in his face his fear that he was losing his mind.g§>
He assented to the idea of going back te Zurope as he felt
it might restore his mental well-being. <éad Unats illness
in itself been the sole cause of his mental callapse; it
is very unlikely that he could have weathered the crisis
of her gravest danger, written a book as good as FThe Marble
Faun, and returned to Concord only to find his delicately

balanced mind collapsing there =« long after Una's rscovery.

S AT

$5vid.  861pid., p. 296.

84Tharp, The Peabody Sisters of Salem, p. 295.



In the 1lizght of Hawthorne's history, it weould seen nore rea-
sonable t¢ suppose that his latter days represented the harde
won victory of elements whieh had pounded at hisg sanity since

childhond,



CHAPTER V
COLOLUSION

In this thesis, an attempt is made to¢ explain the major
facts of Hawthorne's life and the major themes of nis ficw
tion in terms of his relationship to religion. This rela-
tionship has been traced from the important influences of
his childhood to the senile irresoluteness of his latter
days.

//Yiﬁ failurs to find the security of his motherts love
and his consequent feeling of rejection pushed him into
his Puritan world of escapism. The dark ghadows he saw
there became a wmonouania, with hidden gullt, his ancestors,
and a curse as thelr central realities. They created a
horror which he’struggled to escape, but reversals in hls
life forced hlm to believe in the nowers of these shadows.
He forced his way into the world of reality through mare
riage. lHe joined a general revolt against the Puritan past
only to find himself in the arms of Unitarianism which he
found even less congenial than Puritanism. Intellectually
speaking, he had no place to go, no position to take by the
time he Journeyed to Hurope. Here was real lonellness and
isolation. His position was an impossible one. Then he

too Ffound his wild rose of comfort blooming in even more

112
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unlikely soil than that by the prison door. The Catholic
Church of Rome whispered to him, "look at me!"™, and he
found in her countenance evervthing his soul had longed
for, She shared his deepest and darkest convictions and
vet translated them into something beasutiful and hopeful.
This rose wos not without its thorns, however; his inhibi-
tiong would not permit him to assert himgelf. They bade
him to be cautious, and the curse of old Rebececa, at last,
reaped its fullest harvest. His hesitancy to embrace this
long-gought stranger, a stranger, and yet more of a friend
than Salem, lost him his only chance of intellectual sal-
vation.

After his return to America, he realized that he was
lost forever. A loneliness blacker than any he had known
settled upon him, His position was now utterly and com-
pletely hopeless., As this horrible realization grew within
him and tortured him, the string of sanity, held taut for
so many vears, snapped; and Hawthorne was no more, This
time there was no way for relief, much less for cure. Com-
position had sustained him in former years, but now even
that was impossible. Here was the perfect fulfillment of
the ancestral curse.

Along with his mental collapse, Hawthorne sulfered wmys-
terious physical allments, There was, according to the
testimony of examining physicians, no disease to explain

the tottering weakness, the loss of appetite, the pain,



11h

nd vhe loss of Clesh.l e are 1{:3?»2:. only with the suggestive
disgnosls of hoger Chillingworth, made In reference Lo
Dimmesdale, a patient nod wnlike Hewthorne:

A bedily diseauve, vhich we look upon as whole and

entire within itself may after all 3& but a symptom of
gome ailment in the spiritual par

Py

altiiough Unats life was spared in Rome, the curse was

Julian served &

i
o
ok
ot

not idle lu tue next generation, iHis

term in prison, and his daughter Luse, ap 1l Lo overcowpens

sate lor her favther's fallure to join the Catholie Shuren,

was bhe sacrilicial lamb -~ she bacaue a nun.B

lysn Doren, op. €ik., p. 259,

zﬁawthorﬂe, The dearlet Letter, Vol. VI, p. 194.

SRandall 3tewart, ﬁgﬁphorgg;?p. 199.
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