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Nathaniel Hawthorne – A Biographical Primer
 
By Edward Everett Hale
 
American novelist: b. Salem, Mass., 4 July 1804; d.
Plymouth, N. H., 19 May 1864. The founder of the family in
America was William Hathorne (as the name was then
spelled), a typical Puritan and a public man of importance.
John, his son, was a judge, one of those presiding over the
witchcraft trials. Of Joseph in the next generation little is
said, but Daniel, next in decent, followed the sea and
commanded a privateer in the Revolution, while his son
Nathaniel, father of the romancer, was also a sea Captain.
This pure New England descent gave a personal character
to Hawthorne's presentations of New England life; when he
writes of the strictness of the early Puritans, of the forests
haunted by Indians, of the magnificence of the provincial
days, of men high in the opinion of their towns-people, of



the reaching out to far lands and exotic splendors, he is
expressing the stored-up experience of his race. His father
died when Nathaniel was but four and the little family lived
a secluded life with his mother. He was a handsome boy
and quite devoted to reading, by an early accident which
for a time prevented outdoor games. His first school was
with Dr. Worcester, the lexicographer. In 1818 his mother
moved to Raymond, Me., where her brother had bought
land, and Hawthorne went to Bowdoin College. He entered
college at the age of 17 in the same class with Longfellow.
In the class above him was Franklin Pierce, afterward 12th
President of the United States. On being graduated in 1825
Hawthorne determined upon literature as a profession, but
his first efforts were without success. ‘Fanshawe’ was
published anonymously in 1828, and shorter tales and
sketches were without importance. Little need be said of
these earlier years save to note that they were full of
reading and observation. In 1836 he edited in Boston the
American Magazine for Useful and Entertaining
Knowledge, but gained little from it save an introduction to
‘The Token,’ in which his tales first came to be known.
Returning to Salem he lived a very secluded life, seeing
almost no one (rather a family trait), and devoted to his
thoughts and imaginations. He was a strong and powerful
man, of excellent health and, though silent, cheerful, and a
delightful companion when be chose. But intellectually he
was of a separated and individual type, having his own
extravagances and powers and submitting to no
companionship in influence. In 1837 appeared ‘Twice Told
Tales’ in book form: in a preface written afterward
Hawthorne says that he was at this time “the obscurest
man of letters in America.” Gradually he began to be more
widely received. In 1839 he became engaged to Miss
Sophia Peabody, but was not married for some years. In
1838 he was appointed to a place in the Boston custom
house, but found that he could not easily save time enough



for literature and was not very sorry when the change of
administration put him out of office. In 1841 was founded
the socialistic community at Brook Farm: it seemed to
Hawthorne that here was a chance for a union of
intellectual and physical work, whereby he might make a
suitable home for his future wife. It failed to fulfil his
expectations and Hawthorne withdrew from the
experiment. In 1842 he was married and moved with his
wife to the Old Manse at Concord just above the historic
bridge. Here chiefly he wrote the ‘Mosses of an Old Manse’
(1846). In 1845 he published a second series of ‘Twice Told
Tales’; in this year also the family moved to Salem, where
he had received the appointment of surveyor at the custom
house. As before, official work was a hindrance to
literature; not till 1849 when he lost his position could he
work seriously. He used his new-found leisure in carrying
out a theme that had been long in his mind and produced
‘The Scarlet Letter’ in 1850. This, the first of his longer
novels, was received with enthusiasm and at once gave him
a distinct place in literature. He now moved to Lenox,
Mass., where he began on ‘The House of Seven Gables,’
which was published in 1851. He also wrote ‘A Wonder-
Book’ here, which in its way has become as famous as his
more important work. In December 1851 he moved to West
Newton, and shortly to Concord again, this time to the
Wayside. At Newton he wrote ‘The Blithedale Romance.’
Having settled himself at Concord in the summer of 1852,
his first literary work was to write the life of his college
friend, Franklin Pierce, just nominated for the Presidency.
This done he turned to ‘Tanglewood Tales,’ a volume not
unlike the ‘Wonder-Book.’ In 1853 he was named consul to
Liverpool: at first he declined the position, but finally
resolved to take this opportunity to see something of
Europe. He spent four years in England, and then a year in
Italy. As before, he could write nothing while an official,
and resigned in 1857 to go to Rome, where he passed the



winter, and to Florence, where he received suggestions and
ideas which gave him stimulus for literary work. The
summer of 1858 he passed at Redcar, in Yorkshire, where
he wrote ‘The Marble Faun.’ In June 1860 he sailed for
America, where he returned to the Wayside. For a time he
did little literary work; in 1863 he published ‘Our Old
Home,’ a series of sketches of English life, and planned a
new novel, ‘The Dolliver Romance,’ also called ‘Pansie.’ But
though he suffered from no disease his vitality seemed
relaxed; some unfortunate accidents had a depressing
effect, and in the midst of a carriage trip into the White
Mountains with his old friend, Franklin Pierce, he died
suddenly at Plymouth, N. H., early in the morning, 19 May
1864.
 
The works of Hawthorne consist of novels, short stories,
tales for children, sketches of life and travel and some
miscellaneous pieces of a biographical or descriptive
character. Besides these there were published after his
death extracts from his notebooks. Of his novels ‘The
Scarlet Letter’ is a story of old New England; it has a
powerful moral idea at bottom, but it is equally strong in its
presentation of life and character in the early days of
Massachusetts. ‘House of the Seven Gables’ presents New
England life of a later date; there is more of careful
analysis and presentation of character and more
description of life and manners, but less moral intensity.
‘The Blithedale Romance’ is less strong; Hawthorne seems
hardly to grasp his subject. It makes the third in what may
be called a series of romances presenting the molding
currents of New England life: the first showing the factors
of religion and sin, the second the forces of hereditary good
and evil, and the third giving a picture of intellectual and
emotional ferment in a society which had come from very
different beginnings. ‘Septimius Felton,’ finished in the
main but not published by Hawthorne, is a fantastic story



dealing with the idea of immortality. It was put aside by
Hawthorne when he began to write ‘The Dolliver Romance,’
of which he completed only the first chapters. ‘Dr.
Grimshaw's Secret’ (published in 1882) is also not entirely
finished. These three books represent a purpose that
Hawthorne never carried out. He had presented New
England life, with which the life of himself and his ancestry
was so indissolubly connected, in three characteristic
phases. He had traced New England history to its source.
He now looked back across the ocean to the England he
had learned to know, and thought of a tale that should
bridge the gulf between the Old World and the New. But
the stories are all incomplete and should be read only by
the student. The same thing may be said of ‘Fanshawe,’
which was published anonymously early in Hawthorne's life
and later withdrawn from circulation. ‘The Marble Faun’
presents to us a conception of the Old World at its oldest
point. It is Hawthorne's most elaborate work, and if every
one were familiar with the scenes so discursively
described, would probably be more generally considered
his best. Like the other novels its motive is based on the
problem of evil, but we have not precisely atonement nor
retribution, as in his first two novels. The story is one of
development, a transformation of the soul through the
overcoming of evil. The four novels constitute the
foundation of Hawthorne's literary fame and character, but
the collections of short stories do much to develop and
complete the structure. They are of various kinds, as
follows: (1) Sketches of current life or of history, as ‘Rills
from the Town Pump,’ ‘The Village Uncle,’ ‘Main Street,’
‘Old News.’ These are chiefly descriptive and have little
story; there are about 20 of them. (2) Stories of old New
England, as ‘The Gray Champion,’ ‘The Gentle Boy,’ ‘Tales
of the Province House.’ These stories are often illustrative
of some idea and so might find place in the next set. (3)
Stories based upon some idea, as ‘Ethan Brand,’ which



presents the idea of the unpardonable sin; ‘The Minister's
Black Veil,’ the idea of the separation of each soul from its
fellows; ‘Young Goodman Brown,’ the power of doubt in
good and evil. These are the most characteristic of
Hawthorne's short stories; there are about a dozen of them.
(4) Somewhat different are the allegories, as ‘The Great
Stone Face,’ ‘Rappacini's Daughter,’ ‘The Great Carbuncle.’
Here the figures are not examples or types, but symbols,
although in no story is the allegory consistent. (5) There
are also purely fantastic developments of some idea, as
‘The New Adam and Eve,’ ‘The Christmas Banquet,’ ‘The
Celestial Railroad.’ These differ from the others in that
there is an almost logical development of some fancy, as in
case of the first the idea of a perfectly natural pair being
suddenly introduced to all the conventionalities of our
civilization. There are perhaps 20 of these fantasies.
Hawthorne's stories from classical mythology, the ‘Wonder-
Book’ and ‘Tanglewood Tales,’ belong to a special class of
books, those in which men of genius have retold stories of
the past in forms suited to the present. The stories
themselves are set in a piece of narrative and description
which gives the atmosphere of the time of the writer, and
the old legends are turned from stately myths not merely to
children's stories, but to romantic fancies. Mr. Pringle in
‘Tanglewood Fireside’ comments on the idea: “Eustace,” he
says to the young college student who had been telling the
stories to the children, “pray let me advise you never more
to meddle with a classical myth. Your imagination is
altogether Gothic and will inevitably Gothicize everything
that you touch. The effect is like bedaubing a marble statue
with paint. This giant, now! How can you have ventured to
thrust his huge disproportioned mass among the seemly
outlines of Grecian fable?” “I described the giant as he
appeared to me,” replied the student, “And, sir, if you would
only bring your mind into such a relation to these fables as
is necessary in order to remodel them, you would see at



once that an old Greek has no more exclusive right to them
than a modern Yankee has. They are the common property
of the world and of all time” (“Wonder-Book,” p. 135).
‘Grandfather's Chair’ was also written primarily for
children and gives narratives of New England history,
joined together by a running comment and narrative from
Grandfather, whose old chair had come to New England,
not in the Mayflower, but with John Winthrop and the first
settlers of Boston. ‘Biographical Stories,’ in a somewhat
similar framework, tells of the lives of Franklin, Benjamin
West and others. It should be noted of these books that
Hawthorne's writings for children were always written with
as much care and thought as his more serious work. ‘Our
Old Home’ was the outcome of that less remembered side
of Hawthorne's genius which was a master of the details of
circumstance and surroundings. The notebooks give us this
also, but the American notebook has also rather a peculiar
interest in giving us many of Hawthorne's first ideas which
were afterward worked out into stories and sketches.
 
One element in Hawthorne's intellectual make-up was his
interest in the observation of life and his power of
description of scenes, manners and character. This is to be
seen especially, as has been said, in his notebooks and in
‘Our Old Home,’ and in slightly modified form in the
sketches noted above. These studies make up a
considerable part of ‘Twice Told Tales’ and ‘Mosses from an
Old Manse,’ and represent a side of Hawthorne's genius
not always borne in mind. Had this interest been
predominant in him we might have had in Hawthorne as
great a novelist of our everyday life as James or Howells. In
the ‘House of Seven Gables’ the power comes into full play;
100 pages hardly complete the descriptions of the simple
occupations of a single uneventful day. In Hawthorne,
however, this interest in the life around him was mingled
with a great interest in history, as we may see, not only in



the stories of old New England noted above, but in the
descriptive passages of ‘The Scarlet Letter.’ Still we have
not, even here, the special quality for which we know
Hawthorne. Many great realists have written historical
novels, for the same curiosity that absorbs one in the
affairs of everyday may readily absorb one in the recreation
of the past. In Hawthorne, however, was another element
very different. His imagination often furnished him with
conceptions having little connection with the actual
circumstances of life. The fanciful developments of an idea
noted above (5) have almost no relation to fact: they are
“made up out of his own head.” They are fantastic enough,
but generally they are developments of some moral idea
and a still more ideal development of such conceptions was
not uncommon in Hawthorne. ‘Rappacini's Daughter’ is an
allegory in which the idea is given a wholly imaginary
setting, not resembling anything that Hawthorne had ever
known from observation. These two elements sometimes
appear in Hawthorne's work separate and distinct just as
they did in his life: sometimes he secluded himself in his
room, going out only after nightfall; sometimes he
wandered through the country observing life and meeting
with everybody. But neither of these elements alone
produced anything great, probably because for anything
great we need the whole man. The true Hawthorne was a
combination of these two elements, with various others of
personal character, and artistic ability that cannot be
specified here. The most obvious combination between
these two elements, so far as literature is concerned,
between the fact of external life and the idea of inward
imagination, is by a symbol. The symbolist sees in everyday
facts a presentation of ideas. Hawthorne wrote a number of
tales that are practically allegories: ‘The Great Stone Face’
uses facts with which Hawthorne was familiar, persons and
scenes that he knew, for the presentation of a conception of
the ideal. His novels, too, are full of symbolism. ‘The



Scarlet Letter’ itself is a symbol and the rich clothing of
Little Pearl, Alice's posies among the Seven Gables, the old
musty house itself, are symbols, Zenobia's flower, Hilda's
doves. But this is not the highest synthesis of power, as
Hawthorne sometimes felt himself, as when he said of ‘The
Great Stone Face,’ that the moral was too plain and
manifest for a work of art. However much we may delight
in symbolism it must be admitted that a symbol that
represents an idea only by a fanciful connection will not
bear the seriousness of analysis of which a moral idea must
be capable. A scarlet letter A has no real connection with
adultery, which begins with A and is a scarlet sin only to
such as know certain languages and certain metaphors. So
Hawthorne aimed at a higher combination of the powers of
which he was quite aware, and found it in figures and
situations in which great ideas are implicit. In his finest
work we have, not the circumstance before the conception
or the conception before the circumstance, as in allegory.
We have the idea in the fact, as it is in life, the two
inseparable. Hester Prynne's life does not merely present
to us the idea that the breaking of a social law makes one a
stranger to society with its advantages and disadvantages.
Hester is the result of her breaking that law. The story of
Donatello is not merely a way of conveying the idea that
the soul which conquers evil thereby grows strong in being
and life. Donatello himself is such a soul growing and
developing. We cannot get the idea without the fact, nor
the fact without the idea. This is the especial power of
Hawthorne, the power of presenting truth implicit in life.
Add to this his profound preoccupation with the problem of
evil in this world, with its appearance, its disappearance,
its metamorphoses, and we have a due to Hawthorne's
greatest works. In ‘The Scarlet Letter,’ ‘The House of Seven
Gables,’ ‘The Marble Faun,’ ‘Ethan Brand,’ ‘The Gray
Champion,’ the ideas cannot be separated from the
personalities which express them. It is this which



constitutes Hawthorne's lasting power in literature. His
observation is interesting to those that care for the things
that he describes, his fancy amuses, or charms or often
stimulates our ideas. His short stories are interesting to a
student of literature because they did much to give a
definite character to a literary form which has since
become of great importance. His novels are exquisite
specimens of what he himself called the romance, in which
the figures and scenes are laid in a world a little more
poetic than that which makes up our daily surrounding. But
Hawthorne's really great power lay in his ability to depict
life so that we are made keenly aware of the dominating
influence of moral motive and moral law
 
 
 
The Marble Faun
 
 
Introductory Note to The Marble Faun
 
By George Parsons Lathrop
 
The last of Hawthorne's completed romances was also
thought by its author to be his best. "The Marble Faun"
certainly was the outcome of copious observation and
mature deliberation; and it was produced after he had
rested from composition for the space of five years. He
began the book in the winter of 1859, at Rome, while
harassed by illness in his family, and to some extent
distracted by the number of interests appealing to him on
all sides--" interruptions," as he expressed it, "from things
to see and things to suffer."
 



He wrote to Mr. Fields at this time: "I take great credit to
myself for having sternly shut myself up for an hour or two
almost every day, and come to close grips with a romance
which I have been trying to tear out of my mind. As for my
success, I can't say much. . . . I only know that I have
produced what seems to be a larger amount of scribble
than either of my former romances, and that portions of it
interested me a good deal while I was writing them."
 
He had already begun to sketch the romance during the
previous summer while at Florence, where he wrote, in his
journal, with reference to this new scheme: "It leave" me
little heart for journalizing and describing new things; and
six months of uninterrupted monotony would be more
valuahie to me just now, than the most brilliant succession
of novelties." Soon after this he removed from his quarters
in the city to the villa of Montauto on the hill called
Bellosguardo, about a mile from Florence. This is a lovely
spot, and the view from it over the valley of the Arno has
since been described by a sympathetic traveller, himself a
poet, as suggesting an outlook upon some "glade of
heaven." The villa itself, which remains standing, and is
occasionally occupied by American tenants, is a capacious,
old-fashioned building, with a tower, and served as the
model for Donatello's ancestral home, Monte Beni. At the
time of Hawthorne' s residence there, it was invested with
a sort of tradition not likely to lessen its desirability for
him--that of being haunted. A murder was said to have been
committed at some epoch conveniently remote, in a small
oratory, in the tower; and from time to time semi-
unaccountable sounds--the rustling of unseen robes,
stealthy steps, and groans from the oratory,--were heard,
which passed as evidence that the tragedy was reenacting
by the murderer and the victim. Here Hawthorne
continued, no doubt, to dream over his new story, perhaps
putting an occasional touch to it. On the journey thence to



Siena, in October, he left the manuscript in a bag, under
one of the seats in the railway carriage; but, as he notes
down, on going to search for his luggage, "At last the whole
of our ten trunks and tin bandbox were produced, and
finally my leather bag, in which was my journal and a
manuscript book containing my sketch of a romance. It
gladdened my very heart to see it."
 
While in Rome, hawthorne went on laboring and meditating
upon "The Marble Faun," the general theme and scope of
which he occasionally descanted upon to his friend John
Lothrop Motley, during the rambles which they took
together; though the romancer never gave the historian
any clew to the whole problem of his still unfinished work.
Partly because of the interruptions already mentioned, and
partly for other reasons, the book did not progress beyond
the stage of an elaborate sketch until Hawthorne quitted
the Continent. "I find this Italian air," he had said in a letter
from Florence, "not favorable to the close toil of
composition, although it is a very good air to dream in. I
must breathe the fogs of old England, or the east-winds of
Massachusetts, in order to put me into working trim."
Finally, on getting to England, he systematically set about
concluding his task, as Mrs. Hawthorne has explained.
 
"More than four months were now taken up in writing 'The
Marble Faun,' in great part at the seaside town of Redcar,
Yorkshire, Mr. Hawthorne having concluded to remain
another year in England, chiefly to accomplish that
romance. In Redcar, where he remained till September or
October, he wrote no journal, but only the book. He then
went to Leamington, wbere he finished 'The Marble Faun,'
in March [1860]."
 
"The long, hairy ears of Midas," in the "Virtuoso's
Collection," have already been spoken of as furnishing a



slight intimation of Hawthorne's interest in such a
phenomenon, long before he went to Italy. But the first
positive trace of the conception, which was to ripen into
"The Marble Faun," appears in the "French and Italian
Note-Books," under the date of April 22, 1858. Setting
down a brief account of his visit to the Capitol, Hawthorne
says:-- "We afterwards went into the sculpture gallery,
where I looked at the Faun of Praxiteles, and was sensible
of a peculiar charm in it; a sylvan beauty and homeliness,
friendly and wild at once. The lengthened but not
preposterous ears, and the little tail which we infer, have
an exquisite effect, and make the spectator smile in his
very heart. This race of fauns 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 . . . the pretty hairy ears should occasionally
reappear in members of the family; and the moral instincts
and intellectual characteristics of the faun might be most
picturesquely brought out, without detriment to the human
interest of the story. Fancy this combination in the person
of a young lady!"
 
It is believed by a member of the author's family that one of
the Counts of Montauto, whose personal appearance and
grace were known to have made an impression on
Hawthorne, furnished him with suggestions which
established a connection between the Faun of Praxiteles
and the Montauto villa as it afterward appeared, under the
guise of Monte Beni. This living figure may also perhaps
have assisted him in giving reality to his conception of
Donatello. The young Italian of the romance, whose
resemblance to the statue is made an important point,
receives appropriately the name of a famous Italian
sculptor; a name of which the associations form a link
between the marble and the man. The assertion has often



been put forth in private, and it may be in print also, that
Hawthorne made studies for other personages in the story
from people of his acquaintance, and even from members
of his own family or household. It is perhaps advisable to
state here that there is no authority whatever for such an
assertion, excepting the unaided fancy of those who, having
known something of his connections, chose to trace purely
imaginary resemblances. With the problem of Donatello's
development into a being with a conscience was
interwoven the mystery of Miriam's situation, concerning
which no more need be said in this place than that it was
evidently inspired by the author's reflections upon the story
of Beatrice Cenci. Of the original of Hilda's tower in the Via
Portoghese, at Rome, a description is given in the "Note-
Books" (May 15, 1858), together with the legend
accounting for the perpetual light at the Virgin's shrine on
the tower. (Among Italians, this story has imparted to the
building the name of Torre del Simio.)
 
Several names were proposed for the romance, and among
them "The Transformation of the Faun." This the English
publishers shortened to "Transformation," while in America
the work was brought out with the better known title,
preferred by Hawthorne himself, "The Marble Faun: a
Romance of Monte Beni." Among the many tokens of
success which its publication brought to Hawthorne was a
letter from Motley, with an extract from which this note
may close:--
 
"Everything that you have ever written, I believe, I have
read many times. . . . But the 'Romance of Monte Beni,' has
the additional charm for me that it is the first book of yours
that I have read since I had the pleasure of making your
personal acquaintance. My memory goes back at once to
those walks (alas, not too frequent) we used to take along
the Tiber, or in the Campagna; . . . and it is delightful to get



hold of the book now, and know that it is impossible for you
any longer, after waving your wand as you occasionally did
then, indicating where the treasure was hidden, to sink it
again beyond plummet's sound. . . . . With regard to the
story, which has been some what criticized, I can only say
that to me it is quite satisfactory. I like these shadowy,
weird, fantastic, Hawthornesque shapes flitting through the
golden gloom which is the atmosphere of the book. I like
the misty way in which the story is indicated rather than
revealed; the outlines are quite definite enough from the
beginning to the end, to those who have imagination
enough to follow you in your airy flights; and to those who
complain, I suppose that nothing less than an illustrated
edition, with a large gallows on the last page, with
Donatello in the most pensile of attitudes--his ears revealed
through a white night-cap--would be satisfactory."
 
In replying to this, Hawthorne wrote: "You work out my
imperfect efforts and half make the book with your warm
imagination; and see what I myself saw, but could only hint
at. Well, the romance is a success, even if it never finds
another reader."
 
 
Volume I
 
 
Chapter I
 
MIRIAM, HILDA, KENYON, DONATELLO
 
Four individuals, in whose fortunes we should be glad to
interest the reader, happened to be standing in one of the
saloons of the sculpture-gallery in the Capitol at Rome. It
was that room (the first, after ascending the staircase) in



the centre of which reclines the noble and most pathetic
figure of the Dying Gladiator, just sinking into his death-
swoon. Around the walls stand the Antinous, the Amazon,
the Lycian Apollo, the Juno; all famous productions of
antique sculpture, and still shining in the undiminished
majesty and beauty of their ideal life, although the marble
that embodies them is yellow with time, and perhaps
corroded by the damp earth in which they lay buried for
centuries. Here, likewise, is seen a symbol (as apt at this
moment as it was two thousand years ago) of the Human
Soul, with its choice of Innocence or Evil close at hand, in
the pretty figure of a child, clasping a dove to her bosom,
but assaulted by a snake.
 
From one of the windows of this saloon, we may see a flight
of broad stone steps, descending alongside the antique and
massive foundation of the Capitol, towards the battered
triumphal arch of Septimius Severus, right below. Farther
on, the eye skirts along the edge of the desolate Forum
(where Roman washerwomen hang out their linen to the
sun), passing over a shapeless confusion of modern
edifices, piled rudely up with ancient brick and stone, and
over the domes of Christian churches, built on the old
pavements of heathen temples, and supported by the very
pillars that once upheld them. At a distance beyond—yet
but a little way, considering how much history is heaped
into the intervening space—rises the great sweep of the
Coliseum, with the blue sky brightening through its upper
tier of arches. Far off, the view is shut in by the Alban
Mountains, looking just the same, amid all this decay and
change, as when Romulus gazed thitherward over his half
finished wall.
 
We glance hastily at these things,—at this bright sky, and
those blue distant mountains, and at the ruins, Etruscan,
Roman, Christian, venerable with a threefold antiquity, and



at the company of world-famous statues in the saloon,—in
the hope of putting the reader into that state of feeling
which is experienced oftenest at Rome. It is a vague sense
of ponderous remembrances; a perception of such weight
and density in a bygone life, of which this spot was the
centre, that the present moment is pressed down or
crowded out, and our individual affairs and interests are
but half as real here as elsewhere. Viewed through this
medium, our narrative—into which are woven some airy
and unsubstantial threads, intermixed with others, twisted
out of the commonest stuff of human existence—may seem
not widely different from the texture of all our lives.
 
Side by side with the massiveness of the Roman Past, all
matters that we handle or dream of nowadays look
evanescent and visionary alike.
 
It might be that the four persons whom we are seeking to
introduce were conscious of this dreamy character of the
present, as compared with the square blocks of granite
wherewith the Romans built their lives. Perhaps it even
contributed to the fanciful merriment which was just now
their mood. When we find ourselves fading into shadows
and unrealities, it seems hardly worth while to be sad, but
rather to laugh as gayly as we may, and ask little reason
wherefore.
 
Of these four friends of ours, three were artists, or
connected with art; and, at this moment, they had been
simultaneously struck by a resemblance between one of the
antique statues, a well-known masterpiece of Grecian
sculpture, and a young Italian, the fourth member of their
party.
 
"You must needs confess, Kenyon," said a dark-eyed young
woman, whom her friends called Miriam, "that you never



chiselled out of marble, nor wrought in clay, a more vivid
likeness than this, cunning a bust-maker as you think
yourself. The portraiture is perfect in character, sentiment,
and feature. If it were a picture, the resemblance might be
half illusive and imaginary; but here, in this Pentelic
marble, it is a substantial fact, and may be tested by
absolute touch and measurement. Our friend Donatello is
the very Faun of Praxiteles. Is it not true, Hilda?"
 
"Not quite—almost—yes, I really think so," replied Hilda, a
slender, brown-haired, New England girl, whose
perceptions of form and expression were wonderfully clear
and delicate. "If there is any difference between the two
faces, the reason may be, I suppose, that the Faun dwelt in
woods and fields, and consorted with his like; whereas
Donatello has known cities a little, and such people as
ourselves. But the resemblance is very close, and very
strange."
 
"Not so strange," whispered Miriam mischievously; "for no
Faun in Arcadia was ever a greater simpleton than
Donatello. He has hardly a man's share of wit, small as that
may be. It is a pity there are no longer any of this congenial
race of rustic creatures for our friend to consort with!"
 
"Hush, naughty one!" returned Hilda. "You are very
ungrateful, for you well know he has wit enough to worship
you, at all events."
 
"Then the greater fool he!" said Miriam so bitterly that
Hilda's quiet eyes were somewhat startled.
 
"Donatello, my dear friend," said Kenyon, in Italian, "pray
gratify us all by taking the exact attitude of this statue."
 



The young man laughed, and threw himself into the
position in which the statue has been standing for two or
three thousand years. In truth, allowing for the difference
of costume, and if a lion's skin could have been substituted
for his modern talma, and a rustic pipe for his stick,
Donatello might have figured perfectly as the marble Faun,
miraculously softened into flesh and blood.
 
"Yes; the resemblance is wonderful," observed Kenyon,
after examining the marble and the man with the accuracy
of a sculptor's eye. "There is one point, however, or, rather,
two points, in respect to which our friend Donatello's
abundant curls will not permit us to say whether the
likeness is carried into minute detail."
 
And the sculptor directed the attention of the party to the
ears of the beautiful statue which they were contemplating.
 
But we must do more than merely refer to this exquisite
work of art; it must be described, however inadequate may
be the effort to express its magic peculiarity in words.
 
The Faun is the marble image of a young man, leaning his
right arm on the trunk or stump of a tree; one hand hangs
carelessly by his side; in the other he holds the fragment of
a pipe, or some such sylvan instrument of music. His only
garment—a lion's skin, with the claws upon his shoulder—
falls halfway down his back, leaving the limbs and entire
front of the figure nude. The form, thus displayed, is
marvellously graceful, but has a fuller and more rounded
outline, more flesh, and less of heroic muscle, than the old
sculptors were wont to assign to their types of masculine
beauty. The character of the face corresponds with the
figure; it is most agreeable in outline and feature, but
rounded and somewhat voluptuously developed, especially
about the throat and chin; the nose is almost straight, but



very slightly curves inward, thereby acquiring an
indescribable charm of geniality and humor. The mouth,
with its full yet delicate lips, seems so nearly to smile
outright, that it calls forth a responsive smile. The whole
statue—unlike anything else that ever was wrought in that
severe material of marble—conveys the idea of an amiable
and sensual creature, easy, mirthful, apt for jollity, yet not
incapable of being touched by pathos. It is impossible to
gaze long at this stone image without conceiving a kindly
sentiment towards it, as if its substance were warm to the
touch, and imbued with actual life. It comes very close to
some of our pleasantest sympathies.
 
Perhaps it is the very lack of moral severity, of any high and
heroic ingredient in the character of the Faun, that makes
it so delightful an object to the human eye and to the frailty
of the human heart. The being here represented is
endowed with no principle of virtue, and would be
incapable of comprehending such; but he would be true
and honest by dint of his simplicity. We should expect from
him no sacrifice or effort for an abstract cause; there is not
an atom of martyr's stuff in all that softened marble; but he
has a capacity for strong and warm attachment, and might
act devotedly through its impulse, and even die for it at
need. It is possible, too, that the Faun might be educated
through the medium of his emotions, so that the coarser
animal portion of his nature might eventually be thrown
into the background, though never utterly expelled.
 
The animal nature, indeed, is a most essential part of the
Faun's composition; for the characteristics of the brute
creation meet and combine with those of humanity in this
strange yet true and natural conception of antique poetry
and art. Praxiteles has subtly diffused throughout his work
that mute mystery, which so hopelessly perplexes us
whenever we attempt to gain an intellectual or sympathetic



knowledge of the lower orders of creation. The riddle is
indicated, however, only by two definite signs: these are the
two ears of the Faun, which are leaf shaped, terminating in
little peaks, like those of some species of animals. Though
not so seen in the marble, they are probably to be
considered as clothed in fine, downy fur. In the coarser
representations of this class of mythological creatures,
there is another token of brute kindred,—a certain caudal
appendage; which, if the Faun of Praxiteles must be
supposed to possess it at all, is hidden by the lion's skin
that forms his garment. The pointed and furry ears,
therefore, are the sole indications of his wild, forest nature.
 
Only a sculptor of the finest imagination, the most delicate
taste, the sweetest feeling, and the rarest artistic skill—in a
word, a sculptor and a poet too—could have first dreamed
of a Faun in this guise, and then have succeeded in
imprisoning the sportive and frisky thing in marble. Neither
man nor animal, and yet no monster, but a being in whom
both races meet on friendly ground. The idea grows coarse
as we handle it, and hardens in our grasp. But, if the
spectator broods long over the statue, he will be conscious
of its spell; all the pleasantness of sylvan life, all the genial
and happy characteristics of creatures that dwell in woods
and fields, will seem to be mingled and kneaded into one
substance, along with the kindred qualities in the human
soul. Trees, grass, flowers, woodland streamlets, cattle,
deer, and unsophisticated man. The essence of all these
was compressed long ago, and still exists, within that
discolored marble surface of the Faun of Praxiteles.
 
And, after all, the idea may have been no dream, but rather
a poet's reminiscence of a period when man's affinity with
nature was more strict, and his fellowship with every living
thing more intimate and dear.
 



 
Chapter II
 
THE FAUN
 
"Donatello," playfully cried Miriam, "do not leave us in this
perplexity! Shake aside those brown curls, my friend, and
let us see whether this marvellous resemblance extends to
the very tips of the ears. If so, we shall like you all the
better!"
 
"No, no, dearest signorina," answered Donatello, laughing,
but with a certain earnestness. "I entreat you to take the
tips of my ears for granted." As he spoke, the young Italian
made a skip and jump, light enough for a veritable faun; so
as to place himself quite beyond the reach of the fair hand
that was outstretched, as if to settle the matter by actual
examination. "I shall be like a wolf of the Apennines," he
continued, taking his stand on the other side of the Dying
Gladiator, "if you touch my ears ever so softly. None of my
race could endure it. It has always been a tender point with
my forefathers and me."
 
He spoke in Italian, with the Tuscan rusticity of accent, and
an unshaped sort of utterance, betokening that he must
heretofore have been chiefly conversant with rural people.
 
"Well, well," said Miriam, "your tender point—your two
tender points, if you have them—shall be safe, so far as I
am concerned. But how strange this likeness is, after all!
and how delightful, if it really includes the pointed ears! O,
it is impossible, of course," she continued, in English, "with
a real and commonplace young man like Donatello; but you
see how this peculiarity defines the position of the Faun;
and, while putting him where he cannot exactly assert his



brotherhood, still disposes us kindly towards the kindred
creature. He is not supernatural, but just on the verge of
nature, and yet within it. What is the nameless charm of
this idea, Hilda? You can feel it more delicately than I."
 
"It perplexes me," said Hilda thoughtfully, and shrinking a
little; "neither do I quite like to think about it."
 
"But, surely," said Kenyon, "you agree with Miriam and me
that there is something very touching and impressive in
this statue of the Faun. In some long-past age, he must
really have existed. Nature needed, and still needs, this
beautiful creature; standing betwixt man and animal,
sympathizing with each, comprehending the speech of
either race, and interpreting the whole existence of one to
the other. What a pity that he has forever vanished from the
hard and dusty paths of life,—unless," added the sculptor,
in a sportive whisper, "Donatello be actually he!"
 
"You cannot conceive how this fantasy takes hold of me,"
responded Miriam, between jest and earnest. "Imagine,
now, a real being, similar to this mythic Faun; how happy,
how genial, how satisfactory would be his life, enjoying the
warm, sensuous, earthy side of nature; revelling in the
merriment of woods and streams; living as our four-footed
kindred do,—as mankind did in its innocent childhood;
before sin, sorrow or morality itself had ever been thought
of! Ah! Kenyon, if Hilda and you and I—if I, at least—had
pointed ears! For I suppose the Faun had no conscience, no
remorse, no burden on the heart, no troublesome
recollections of any sort; no dark future either."
 
"What a tragic tone was that last, Miriam!" said the
sculptor; and, looking into her face, he was startled to
behold it pale and tear-stained. "How suddenly this mood
has come over you!"



 
"Let it go as it came," said Miriam, "like a thunder-shower
in this Roman sky. All is sunshine again, you see!"
 
Donatello's refractoriness as regarded his ears had
evidently cost him something, and he now came close to
Miriam's side, gazing at her with an appealing air, as if to
solicit forgiveness. His mute, helpless gesture of entreaty
had something pathetic in it, and yet might well enough
excite a laugh, so like it was to what you may see in the
aspect of a hound when he thinks himself in fault or
disgrace. It was difficult to make out the character of this
young man. So full of animal life as he was, so joyous in his
deportment, so handsome, so physically well-developed, he
made no impression of incompleteness, of maimed or
stinted nature. And yet, in social intercourse, these familiar
friends of his habitually and instinctively allowed for him,
as for a child or some other lawless thing, exacting no strict
obedience to conventional rules, and hardly noticing his
eccentricities enough to pardon them. There was an
indefinable characteristic about Donatello that set him
outside of rules.
 
He caught Miriam's hand, kissed it, and gazed into her eyes
without saying a word. She smiled, and bestowed on him a
little careless caress, singularly like what one would give to
a pet dog when he puts himself in the way to receive it. Not
that it was so decided a caress either, but only the merest
touch, somewhere between a pat and a tap of the finger; it
might be a mark of fondness, or perhaps a playful pretence
of punishment. At all events, it appeared to afford Donatello
exquisite pleasure; insomuch that he danced quite round
the wooden railing that fences in the Dying Gladiator.
 
"It is the very step of the Dancing Faun," said Miriam,
apart, to Hilda. "What a child, or what a simpleton, he is! I



continually find myself treating Donatello as if he were the
merest unfledged chicken; and yet he can claim no such
privileges in the right of his tender age, for he is at least—
how old should you think him, Hilda?"
 
"Twenty years, perhaps," replied Hilda, glancing at
Donatello; "but, indeed, I cannot tell; hardly so old, on
second thoughts, or possibly older. He has nothing to do
with time, but has a look of eternal youth in his face."
 
"All underwitted people have that look," said Miriam
scornfully.
 
"Donatello has certainly the gift of eternal youth, as Hilda
suggests," observed Kenyon, laughing; "for, judging by the
date of this statue, which, I am more and more convinced,
Praxiteles carved on purpose for him, he must be at least
twenty-five centuries old, and he still looks as young as
ever."
 
"What age have you, Donatello?" asked Miriam.
 
"Signorina, I do not know," he answered; "no great age,
however; for I have only lived since I met you."
 
"Now, what old man of society could have turned a silly
compliment more smartly than that!" exclaimed Miriam.
"Nature and art are just at one sometimes. But what a
happy ignorance is this of our friend Donatello! Not to
know his own age! It is equivalent to being immortal on
earth. If I could only forget mine!"
 
"It is too soon to wish that," observed the sculptor; "you are
scarcely older than Donatello looks."
 



"I shall be content, then," rejoined Miriam, "if I could only
forget one day of all my life." Then she seemed to repent of
this allusion, and hastily added, "A woman's days are so
tedious that it is a boon to leave even one of them out of
the account."
 
The foregoing conversation had been carried on in a mood
in which all imaginative people, whether artists or poets,
love to indulge. In this frame of mind, they sometimes find
their profoundest truths side by side with the idlest jest,
and utter one or the other, apparently without
distinguishing which is the most valuable, or assigning any
considerable value to either. The resemblance between the
marble Faun and their living companion had made a deep,
half-serious, half-mirthful impression on these three
friends, and had taken them into a certain airy region,
lifting up, as it is so pleasant to feel them lifted, their heavy
earthly feet from the actual soil of life. The world had been
set afloat, as it were, for a moment, and relieved them, for
just so long, of all customary responsibility for what they
thought and said.
 
It might be under this influence—or, perhaps, because
sculptors always abuse one another's works—that Kenyon
threw in a criticism upon the Dying Gladiator.
 
"I used to admire this statue exceedingly," he remarked,
"but, latterly, I find myself getting weary and annoyed that
the man should be such a length of time leaning on his arm
in the very act of death. If he is so terribly hurt, why does
he not sink down and die without further ado? Flitting
moments, imminent emergencies, imperceptible intervals
between two breaths, ought not to be incrusted with the
eternal repose of marble; in any sculptural subject, there
should be a moral standstill, since there must of necessity
be a physical one. Otherwise, it is like flinging a block of



marble up into the air, and, by some trick of enchantment,
causing it to stick there. You feel that it ought to come
down, and are dissatisfied that it does not obey the natural
law."
 
"I see," said Miriam mischievously, "you think that
sculpture should be a sort of fossilizing process. But, in
truth, your frozen art has nothing like the scope and
freedom of Hilda's and mine. In painting there is no similar
objection to the representation of brief snatches of time,—
perhaps because a story can be so much more fully told in
picture, and buttressed about with circumstances that give
it an epoch. For instance, a painter never would have sent
down yonder Faun out of his far antiquity, lonely and
desolate, with no companion to keep his simple heart
warm."
 
"Ah, the Faun!" cried Hilda, with a little gesture of
impatience; "I have been looking at him too long; and now,
instead of a beautiful statue, immortally young, I see only a
corroded and discolored stone. This change is very apt to
occur in statues."
 
"And a similar one in pictures, surely," retorted the
sculptor. "It is the spectator's mood that transfigures the
Transfiguration itself. I defy any painter to move and
elevate me without my own consent and assistance."
 
"Then you are deficient of a sense," said Miriam.
 
The party now strayed onward from hall to hall of that rich
gallery, pausing here and there, to look at the multitude of
noble and lovely shapes, which have been dug up out of the
deep grave in which old Rome lies buried. And still, the
realization of the antique Faun, in the person of Donatello,
gave a more vivid character to all these marble ghosts. Why


