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BIBLIOGRAPHICAL

 
Long before I began the papers which make up this

volume, I had meant to write of literary history in New
England as I had known it in the lives of its great
exemplars during the twenty-five years I lived near them.
In fact, I had meant to do this from the time I came among
them; but I let the days in which I almost constantly saw
them go by without record save such as I carried in a
memory retentive, indeed, beyond the common, but not so
full as I could have wished when I began to invoke it for my
work. Still, upon insistent appeal, it responded in sufficient
abundance; and, though I now wish I could have
remembered more instances, I think my impressions were
accurate enough. I am sure of having tried honestly to
impart them in the ten years or more when I was
desultorily endeavoring to share them with the reader.

The papers were written pretty much in the order they
have here, beginning with My First Visit to New England,
which dates from the earliest eighteen-nineties, if I may
trust my recollection of reading it from the manuscript to
the editor of Harper’s Magazine, where we lay under the
willows of Magnolia one pleasant summer morning in the
first years of that decade. It was printed no great while
after in that periodical; but I was so long in finishing the
study of Lowell that it had been anticipated in Harper’s by
other reminiscences of him, and it was therefore first
printed in Scribner’s Magazine. It was the paper with
which I took the most pains, and when it was completed I
still felt it so incomplete that I referred it to his closest and
my best friend, the late Charles Eliot Norton, for his
criticism. He thought it wanting in unity; it was a group of



studies instead of one study, he said; I must do something
to draw the different sketches together in a single effect of
portraiture; and this I did my best to do.

It was the latest written of the three articles which give
the volume substance, and it represents mare finally and
fully than the others my sense of the literary importance of
the men whose like we shall not look upon again.
Longfellow was easily the greatest poet of the three,
Holmes often the most brilliant and felicitous, but Lowell,
in spite of his forays in politics, was the finest scholar and
the most profoundly literary, as he was above the others
most deeply and thoroughly New England in quality.

While I was doing these sketches, sometimes slighter and
sometimes less slight, of all those poets and essayists and
novelists I had known in Cambridge and Boston and
Concord and New York, I was doing many other things: half
a dozen novels, as many more novelettes and shorter
stories, with essays and criticisms and verses; so that in
January, 1900, I had not yet done the paper on Lowell,
which, with another, was to complete my reminiscences of
American literary life as I had witnessed it. When they were
all done at last they were republished in a volume which
found instant favor beyond my deserts if not its own.

There was a good deal of trouble with the name, but
Literary Friends and Acquaintance was an endeavor for
modest accuracy with which I remained satisfied until I
thought, long too late, of Literary Friends and Neighbors.
Then I perceived that this would have been still more
accurate and quite as modest, and I gladly give any reader
leave to call the book by that name who likes.

Since the collection was first made, I have written little
else quite of the kind, except the paper on Bret Harte,
which was first printed shortly after his death; and the
study of Mark Twain, which I had been preparing to make
for forty years and more, and wrote in two weeks of the
spring of 1910. Others of my time and place have now



passed whither there is neither time nor place, and there
are moments when I feel that I must try to call them back
and pay them such honor as my sense of their worth may
give; but the impulse has as yet failed to effect itself, and I
do not know how long I shall spare myself the supreme
pleasure-pain, the “hochst angenehmer Schmerz,” of
seeking to live here with those who live here no more.

W. D. H.



 

MY FIRST VISIT TO NEW ENGLAND

 

I.

 
If there was any one in the world who had his being more

wholly in literature than I had in 1860, I am sure I should
not have known where to find him, and I doubt if he could
have been found nearer the centres of literary activity than
I then was, or among those more purely devoted to
literature than myself. I had been for three years a writer of
news paragraphs, book notices, and political leaders on a
daily paper in an inland city, and I do not know that my life
differed outwardly from that of any other young journalist,
who had begun as I had in a country printing-office, and
might be supposed to be looking forward to advancement
in his profession or in public affairs. But inwardly it was
altogether different with me. Inwardly I was a poet, with no
wish to be anything else, unless in a moment of careless
affluence I might so far forget myself as to be a novelist. I
was, with my friend J. J. Piatt, the half-author of a little
volume of very unknown verse, and Mr. Lowell had lately
accepted and had begun to print in the Atlantic Monthly
five or six poems of mine. Besides this I had written poems,
and sketches, and criticisms for the Saturday Press of New
York, a long-forgotten but once very lively expression of
literary intention in an extinct bohemia of that city; and I
was always writing poems, and sketches, and criticisms in
our own paper. These, as well as my feats in the renowned
periodicals of the East, met with kindness, if not honor, in



my own city which ought to have given me grave doubts
whether I was any real prophet. But it only intensified my
literary ambition, already so strong that my veins might
well have run ink rather than blood, and gave me a higher
opinion of my fellow-citizens, if such a thing could be. They
were indeed very charming people, and such of them as I
mostly saw were readers and lovers of books. Society in
Columbus at that day had a pleasant refinement which I
think I do not exaggerate in the fond retrospect. It had the
finality which it seems to have had nowhere since the war;
it had certain fixed ideals, which were none the less
graceful and becoming because they were the simple old
American ideals, now vanished, or fast vanishing, before
the knowledge of good and evil as they have it in Europe,
and as it has imparted itself to American travel and
sojourn. There was a mixture of many strains in the capital
of Ohio, as there was throughout the State. Virginia,
Kentucky, Pennsylvania, New York, and New England all
joined to characterize the manners and customs. I suppose
it was the South which gave the social tone; the intellectual
taste among the elders was the Southern taste for the
classic and the standard in literature; but we who were
younger preferred the modern authors: we read Thackeray,
and George Eliot, and Hawthorne, and Charles Reade, and
De Quincey, and Tennyson, and Browning, and Emerson,
and Longfellow, and I—I read Heine, and evermore Heine,
when there was not some new thing from the others. Now
and then an immediate French book penetrated to us: we
read Michelet and About, I remember. We looked to
England and the East largely for our literary opinions; we
accepted the Saturday Review as law if we could not quite
receive it as gospel. One of us took the Cornhill Magazine,
because Thackeray was the editor; the Atlantic Monthly
counted many readers among us; and a visiting young lady
from New England, who screamed at sight of the periodical
in one of our houses, “Why, have you got the Atlantic



Monthly out here?” could be answered, with cold
superiority, “There are several contributors to the Atlantic
in Columbus.” There were in fact two: my room-mate, who
wrote Browning for it, while I wrote Heine and Longfellow.
But I suppose two are as rightfully several as twenty are.

 

II.

 
That was the heyday of lecturing, and now and then a

literary light from the East swam into our skies. I heard
and saw Emerson, and I once met Bayard Taylor socially, at
the hospitable house where he was a guest after his
lecture. Heaven knows how I got through the evening. I do
not think I opened my mouth to address him a word; it was
as much as I could do to sit and look at him, while he
tranquilly smoked, and chatted with our host, and quaffed
the beer which we had very good in the Nest. All the while I
did him homage as the first author by calling whom I had
met. I longed to tell him how much I liked his poems, which
we used to get by heart in those days, and I longed (how
much more I longed!) to have him know that:

 
     “Auch ich war in Arkadien geboren,”
 
that I had printed poems in the Atlantic Monthly and the

Saturday Press, and was the potential author of things
destined to eclipse all literature hitherto attempted. But I
could not tell him; and there was no one else who thought
to tell him. Perhaps it was as well so; I might have perished
of his recognition, for my modesty was equal to my merit.

In fact I think we were all rather modest young fellows,
we who formed the group wont to spend some part of every
evening at that house, where there was always music, or



whist, or gay talk, or all three. We had our opinions of
literary matters, but (perhaps because we had mostly
accepted them from England or New England, as I have
said) we were not vain of them; and we would by no means
have urged them before a living literary man like that. I
believe none of us ventured to speak, except the poet, my
roommate, who said, He believed so and so was the original
of so and so; and was promptly told, He had no right to say
such a thing. Naturally, we came away rather critical of our
host’s guest, whom I afterwards knew as the kindliest heart
in the world. But we had not shone in his presence, and
that galled us; and we chose to think that he had not shone
in ours.

 

III

 
At that time he was filling a large space in the thoughts of

the young people who had any thoughts about literature.
He had come to his full repute as an agreeable and
intelligent traveller, and he still wore the halo of his early
adventures afoot in foreign lands when they were yet really
foreign. He had not written his novels of American life,
once so welcomed, and now so forgotten; it was very long
before he had achieved that incomparable translation of
Faust which must always remain the finest and best, and
which would keep his name alive with Goethe’s, if he had
done nothing else worthy of remembrance. But what then
most commended him to the regard of us star-eyed youth
(now blinking sadly toward our seventies) was the poetry
which he printed in the magazines from time to time: in the
first Putnam’s (where there was a dashing picture of him in
an Arab burnoose and, a turban), and in Harper’s, and in
the Atlantic. It was often very lovely poetry, I thought, and I



still think so; and it was rightfully his, though it paid the
inevitable allegiance to the manner of the great masters of
the day. It was graced for us by the pathetic romance of his
early love, which some of its sweetest and saddest numbers
confessed, for the young girl he married almost in her
death hour; and we who were hoping to have our hearts
broken, or already had them so, would have been glad of
something more of the obvious poet in the popular lecturer
we had seen refreshing himself after his hour on the
platform.

He remained for nearly a year the only author I had seen,
and I met him once again before I saw any other. Our
second meeting was far from Columbus, as far as remote
Quebec, when I was on my way to New England by way of
Niagara and the Canadian rivers and cities. I stopped in
Toronto, and realized myself abroad without any signal
adventures; but at Montreal something very pretty
happened to me. I came into the hotel office, the evening of
a first day’s lonely sight-seeing, and vainly explored the
register for the name of some acquaintance; as I turned
from it two smartly dressed young fellows embraced it, and
I heard one of them say, to my great amaze and happiness,
“Hello, here’s Howells!”

“Oh,” I broke out upon him, “I was just looking for some
one I knew. I hope you are some one who knows me!”

“Only through your contributions to the Saturday Press,”
said the young fellow, and with these golden words, the
precious first personal recognition of my authorship I had
ever received from a stranger, and the rich reward of all my
literary endeavor, he introduced himself and his friend. I do
not know what became of this friend, or where or how he
eliminated himself; but we two others were inseparable
from that moment. He was a young lawyer from New York,
and when I came back from Italy, four or five years later, I
used to see his sign in Wall Street, with a never-fulfilled
intention of going in to see him. In whatever world he



happens now to be, I should like to send him my greetings,
and confess to him that my art has never since brought me
so sweet a recompense, and nothing a thousandth part so
much like Fame, as that outcry of his over the hotel register
in Montreal. We were comrades for four or five rich days,
and shared our pleasures and expenses in viewing the
monuments of those ancient Canadian capitals, which I
think we valued at all their picturesque worth. We made
jokes to mask our emotions; we giggled and made giggle, in
the right way; we fell in and out of love with all the pretty
faces and dresses we saw; and we talked evermore about
literature and literary people. He had more acquaintance
with the one, and more passion for the other, but he could
tell me of Pfaff’s lager-beer cellar on Broadway, where the
Saturday Press fellows and the other Bohemians met; and
this, for the time, was enough: I resolved to visit it as soon
as I reached New York, in spite of the tobacco and beer
(which I was given to understand were de rigueur), though
they both, so far as I had known them, were apt to make
me sick.

I was very desolate after I parted from this good fellow,
who returned to Montreal on his way to New York, while I
remained in Quebec to continue later on mine to New
England. When I came in from seeing him off in a calash for
the boat, I discovered Bayard Taylor in the reading-room,
where he sat sunken in what seemed a somewhat weary
muse. He did not know me, or even notice me, though I
made several errands in and out of the reading-room in the
vain hope that he might do so: doubly vain, for I am aware
now that I was still flown with the pride of that pretty
experience in Montreal, and trusted in a repetition of
something like it. At last, as no chance volunteered to help
me, I mustered courage to go up to him and name myself,
and say I had once had the pleasure of meeting him at
Doctor———-’s in Columbus. The poet gave no sign of
consciousness at the sound of a name which I had fondly



begun to think might not be so all unknown. He looked up
with an unkindling eye, and asked, Ah, how was the
Doctor? and when I had reported favorably of the Doctor,
our conversation ended.

He was probably as tired as he looked, and he must have
classed me with that multitude all over the country who
had shared the pleasure I professed in meeting him before;
it was surely my fault that I did not speak my name loud
enough to be recognized, if I spoke it at all; but the courage
I had mustered did not quite suffice for that. In after years
he assured me, first by letter and then by word, of his grief
for an incident which I can only recall now as the untoward
beginning of a cordial friendship. It was often my privilege,
in those days, as reviewer and editor, to testify my sense of
the beautiful things he did in so many kinds of literature,
but I never liked any of them better than I liked him. He
had a fervent devotion to his art, and he was always going
to do the greatest things in it, with an expectation of effect
that never failed him. The things he actually did were none
of them mean, or wanting in quality, and some of them are
of a lasting charm that any one may feel who will turn to
his poems; but no doubt many of them fell short of his
hopes of them with the reader. It was fine to meet him
when he was full of a new scheme; he talked of it with a
single-hearted joy, and tried to make you see it of the same
colors and proportions it wore to his eyes. He spared no toil
to make it the perfect thing he dreamed it, and he was not
discouraged by any disappointment he suffered with the
critic or the public.

He was a tireless worker, and at last his health failed
under his labors at the newspaper desk, beneath the
midnight gas, when he should long have rested from such
labors. I believe he was obliged to do them through one of
those business fortuities which deform and embitter all our
lives; but he was not the man to spare himself in any case.
He was always attempting new things, and he never ceased



endeavoring to make his scholarship reparation for the
want of earlier opportunity and training. I remember that I
met him once in a Cambridge street with a book in his hand
which he let me take in mine. It was a Greek author, and he
said he was just beginning to read the language at fifty: a
patriarchal age to me of the early thirties!

I suppose I intimated the surprise I felt at his taking it up
so late in the day, for he said, with charming seriousness,
“Oh, but you know, I expect to use it in the other world.”
Yea, that made it worth while, I consented; but was he sure
of the other world? “As sure as I am of this,” he said; and I
have always kept the impression of the young faith which
spoke in his voice and was more than his words.

I saw him last in the hour of those tremendous adieux
which were paid him in New York before he sailed to be
minister in Germany. It was one of the most graceful things
done by President Hayes, who, most of all our Presidents
after Lincoln, honored himself in honoring literature by his
appointments, to give that place to Bayard Taylor. There
was no one more fit for it, and it was peculiarly fit that he
should be so distinguished to a people who knew and
valued his scholarship and the service he had done German
letters. He was as happy in it, apparently, as a man could
be in anything here below, and he enjoyed to the last drop
the many cups of kindness pressed to his lips in parting;
though I believe these farewells, at a time when he was
already fagged with work and excitement, were notably
harmful to him, and helped to hasten his end. Some of us
who were near of friendship went down to see him off when
he sailed, as the dismal and futile wont of friends is; and I
recall the kind, great fellow standing in the cabin, amid
those sad flowers that heaped the tables, saying good-by to
one after another, and smiling fondly, smiling wearily, upon
all. There was champagne, of course, and an odious hilarity,
without meaning and without remission, till the warning



bell chased us ashore, and our brave poet escaped with
what was left of his life.

 

IV

 
I have followed him far from the moment of our first

meeting; but even on my way to venerate those New
England luminaries, which chiefly drew my eyes, I could
not pay a less devoir to an author who, if Curtis was not,
was chief of the New York group of authors in that day. I
distinguished between the New-Englanders and the New-
Yorkers, and I suppose there is no question but our literary
centre was then in Boston, wherever it is, or is not, at
present. But I thought Taylor then, and I think him now, one
of the first in our whole American province of the republic
of letters, in a day when it was in a recognizably flourishing
state, whether we regard quantity or quality in the names
that gave it lustre. Lowell was then in perfect command of
those varied forces which will long, if not lastingly, keep
him in memory as first among our literary men, and master
in more kinds than any other American. Longfellow was in
the fulness of his world-wide fame, and in the ripeness of
the beautiful genius which was not to know decay while life
endured. Emerson had emerged from the popular darkness
which had so long held him a hopeless mystic, and was
shining a lambent star of poesy and prophecy at the zenith.
Hawthorne, the exquisite artist, the unrivalled dreamer,
whom we still always liken this one and that one to,
whenever this one or that one promises greatly to please
us, and still leave without a rival, without a companion, had
lately returned from his long sojourn abroad, and had given
us the last of the incomparable romances which the world
was to have perfect from his hand. Doctor Holmes had



surpassed all expectations in those who most admired his
brilliant humor and charming poetry by the invention of a
new attitude if not a new sort in literature. The turn that
civic affairs had taken was favorable to the widest
recognition of Whittier’s splendid lyrical gift; and that heart
of fire, doubly snow-bound by Quaker tradition and Puritan
environment; was penetrating every generous breast with
its flamy impulses, and fusing all wills in its noble purpose.
Mrs. Stowe, who far outfamed the rest as the author of the
most renowned novel ever written, was proving it no
accident or miracle by the fiction she was still writing.

This great New England group might be enlarged
perhaps without loss of quality by the inclusion of Thoreau,
who came somewhat before his time, and whose drastic
criticism of our expediential and mainly futile civilization
would find more intelligent acceptance now than it did
then, when all resentment of its defects was specialized in
enmity to Southern slavery. Doctor Edward Everett Hale
belonged in this group too, by virtue of that humor, the
most inventive and the most fantastic, the sanest, the
sweetest, the truest, which had begun to find expression in
the Atlantic Monthly; and there a wonderful young girl had
written a series of vivid sketches and taken the heart of
youth everywhere with amaze and joy, so that I thought it
would be no less an event to meet Harriet Prescott than to
meet any of those I have named.

I expected somehow to meet them all, and I imagined
them all easily accessible in the office of the Atlantic
Monthly, which had lately adventured in the fine air of high
literature where so many other periodicals had gasped and
died before it. The best of these, hitherto, and better even
than the Atlantic for some reasons, the lamented Putnam’s
Magazine, had perished of inanition at New York, and the
claim of the commercial capital to the literary primacy had
passed with that brilliant venture. New York had nothing
distinctive to show for American literature but the decrepit



and doting Knickerbocker Magazine. Harper’s New
Monthly, though Curtis had already come to it from the
wreck of Putnam’s, and it had long ceased to be eclectic in
material, and had begun to stand for native work in the
allied arts which it has since so magnificently advanced,
was not distinctively literary, and the Weekly had just
begun to make itself known. The Century, Scribner’s, the
Cosmopolitan, McClure’s, and I know not what others,
were still unimagined by five, and ten, and twenty years,
and the Galaxy was to flash and fade before any of them
should kindle its more effectual fires. The Nation, which
was destined to chastise rather than nurture our young
literature, had still six years of dreamless potentiality
before it; and the Nation was always more Bostonian than
New-Yorkish by nature, whatever it was by nativity.

Philadelphia had long counted for nothing in the literary
field. Graham’s Magazine at one time showed a certain
critical force, but it seemed to perish of this expression of
vitality; and there remained Godey’s Lady’s Book and
Peterson’s Magazine, publications really incredible in their
insipidity. In the South there was nothing but a mistaken
social ideal, with the moral principles all standing on their
heads in defence of slavery; and in the West there was a
feeble and foolish notion that Western talent was repressed
by Eastern jealousy. At Boston chiefly, if not at Boston
alone, was there a vigorous intellectual life among such
authors as I have named. Every young writer was ambitious
to join his name with theirs in the Atlantic Monthly, and in
the lists of Ticknor & Fields, who were literary publishers
in a sense such as the business world has known nowhere
else before or since. Their imprint was a warrant of quality
to the reader and of immortality to the author, so that if I
could have had a book issued by them at that day I should
now be in the full enjoyment of an undying fame.

 



V.

 
Such was the literary situation as the passionate pilgrim

from the West approached his holy land at Boston, by way
of the Grand Trunk Railway from Quebec to Portland. I
have no recollection of a sleeping-car, and I suppose I
waked and watched during the whole of that long, rough
journey; but I should hardly have slept if there had been a
car for the purpose. I was too eager to see what New
England was like, and too anxious not to lose the least
glimpse of it, to close my eyes after I crossed the border at
Island Pond. I found that in the elm-dotted levels of Maine
it was very like the Western Reserve in northern Ohio,
which is, indeed, a portion of New England transferred
with all its characteristic features, and flattened out along
the lake shore. It was not till I began to run southward into
the older regions of the country that it lost this look, and
became gratefully strange to me. It never had the effect of
hoary antiquity which I had expected of a country settled
more than two centuries; with its wood-built farms and
villages it looked newer than the coal-smoked brick of
southern Ohio. I had prefigured the New England
landscape bare of forests, relieved here and there with the
tees of orchards or plantations; but I found apparently as
much woodland as at home.

At Portland I first saw the ocean, and this was a sort of
disappointment. Tides and salt water I had already had at
Quebec, so that I was no longer on the alert for them; but
the color and the vastness of the sea I was still to try upon
my vision. When I stood on the Promenade at Portland with
the kind young Unitarian minister whom I had brought a
letter to, and who led me there for a most impressive first
view of the ocean, I could not make more of it than there
was of Lake Erie; and I have never thought the color of the



sea comparable to the tender blue of the lake. I did not hint
my disappointment to my friend; I had too much regard for
the feelings of an Eastern man to decry his ocean to his
face, and I felt besides that it would be vulgar and
provincial to make comparisons. I am glad now that I held
my tongue, for that kind soul is no longer in this world, and
I should not like to think he knew how far short of my
expectations the sea he was so proud of had fallen. I went
up with him into a tower or belvedere there was at hand;
and when he pointed to the eastern horizon and said, Now
there was nothing but sea between us and Africa, I
pretended to expand with the thought, and began to sound
myself for the emotions which I ought to have felt at such a
sight. But in my heart I was empty, and Heaven knows
whether I saw the steamer which the ancient mariner in
charge of that tower invited me to look at through his
telescope. I never could see anything but a vitreous glare
through a telescope, which has a vicious habit of dodging
about through space, and failing to bring down anything of
less than planetary magnitude.

But there was something at Portland vastly more to me
than seas or continents, and that was the house where
Longfellow was born. I believe, now, I did not get the right
house, but only the house he went to live in later; but it
served, and I rejoiced in it with a rapture that could not
have been more genuine if it had been the real birthplace
of the poet. I got my friend to show me

 
       “——the breezy dome of groves,
        The shadows of Deering’s woods,”
 
because they were in one of Longfellow’s loveliest and

tenderest poems; and I made an errand to the docks, for
the sake of the

 
       “—-black wharves and the slips,



        And the sea-tides tossing free,
        And Spanish sailors with bearded lips,
        And the beauty and mystery of the ships,
        And the magic of the sea,”
 
mainly for the reason that these were colors and shapes

of the fond vision of the poet’s past. I am in doubt whether
it was at this time or a later time that I went to revere

 
       “—the dead captains as they lay
        In their graves o’erlooking the tranquil bay,
        where they in battle died,”
 
but I am quite sure it was now that I wandered under
 
       “—the trees which shadow each well-known street,
        As they balance up and down,”
 
for when I was next in Portland the great fire had swept

the city avenues bare of most of those beautiful elms,
whose Gothic arches and traceries I well remember.

The fact is that in those days I was bursting with the most
romantic expectations of life in every way, and I looked at
the whole world as material that might be turned into
literature, or that might be associated with it somehow. I do
not know how I managed to keep these preposterous hopes
within me, but perhaps the trick of satirizing them, which I
had early learnt, helped me to do it. I was at that particular
moment resolved above all things to see things as Heinrich
Heine saw them, or at least to report them as he did, no
matter how I saw them; and I went about framing phrases
to this end, and trying to match the objects of interest to
them whenever there was the least chance of getting them
together.

 



VI.

 
I do not know how I first arrived in Boston, or whether it

was before or after I had passed a day or two in Salem. As
Salem is on the way from Portland, I will suppose that I
stopped there first, and explored the quaint old town
(quainter then than now, but still quaint enough) for the
memorials of Hawthorne and of the witches which united to
form the Salem I cared for. I went and looked up the House
of Seven Gables, and suffered an unreasonable
disappointment that it had not a great many more of them;
but there was no loss in the death-warrant of Bridget
Bishop, with the sheriff’s return of execution upon it, which
I found at the Court-house; if anything, the pathos of that
witness of one of the cruelest delusions in the world was
rather in excess of my needs; I could have got on with less.
I saw the pins which the witches were sworn to have thrust
into the afflicted children, and I saw Gallows Hill, where
the hapless victims of the perjury were hanged. But that
death-warrant remained the most vivid color of my
experience of the tragedy; I had no need to invite myself to
a sense of it, and it is still like a stain of red in my memory.

The kind old ship’s captain whose guest I was, and who
was transfigured to poetry in my sense by the fact that he
used to voyage to the African coast for palm-oil in former
days, led me all about the town, and showed me the
Custom-house, which I desired to see because it was in the
preface to the Scarlet Letter. But I perceived that he did
not share my enthusiasm for the author, and I became more
and more sensible that in Salem air there was a cool
undercurrent of feeling about him. No doubt the place was
not altogether grateful for the celebrity his romance had
given it, and would have valued more the uninterrupted
quiet of its own flattering thoughts of itself; but when it



came to hearing a young lady say she knew a girl who said
she would like to poison Hawthorne, it seemed to the
devout young pilgrim from the West that something more of
love for the great romancer would not have been too much
for him. Hawthorne had already had his say, however, and
he had not used his native town with any great tenderness.
Indeed, the advantages to any place of having a great
genius born and reared in its midst are so doubtful that it
might be well for localities designing to become the
birthplaces of distinguished authors to think twice about it.
Perhaps only the largest capitals, like London and Paris,
and New York and Chicago, ought to risk it. But the authors
have an unaccountable perversity, and will seldom come
into the world in the large cities, which are alone without
the sense of neighborhood, and the personal
susceptibilities so unfavorable to the practice of the literary
art. I dare say that it was owing to the local indifference to
her greatest name, or her reluctance from it, that I got a
clearer impression of Salem in some other respects than I
should have had if I had been invited there to devote myself
solely to the associations of Hawthorne. For the first time I
saw an old New England town, I do not know, but the most
characteristic, and took into my young Western
consciousness the fact of a more complex civilization than I
had yet known. My whole life had been passed in a region
where men were just beginning ancestors, and the
conception of family was very imperfect. Literature, of
course, was full of it, and it was not for a devotee of
Thackeray to be theoretically ignorant of its manifestations;
but I had hitherto carelessly supposed that family was
nowhere regarded seriously in America except in Virginia,
where it furnished a joke for the rest of the nation. But now
I found myself confronted with it in its ancient houses, and
heard its names pronounced with a certain consideration,
which I dare say was as much their due in Salem as it could
be anywhere. The names were all strange, and all



indifferent to me, but those fine square wooden mansions,
of a tasteful architecture, and a pale buff-color,
withdrawing themselves in quiet reserve from the quiet
street, gave me an impression of family as an actuality and
a force which I had never had before, but which no
Westerner can yet understand the East without taking into
account. I do not suppose that I conceived of family as a
fact of vital import then; I think I rather regarded it as a
color to be used in any aesthetic study of the local
conditions. I am not sure that I valued it more even for
literary purposes, than the steeple which the captain
pointed out as the first and last thing he saw when he came
and went on his long voyages, or than the great palm-oil
casks, which he showed me, and which I related to the tree
that stood

 
        “Auf brennender Felsenwand.”
 
Whether that was the kind of palm that gives the oil, or

was a sort only suitable to be the dream of a lonely fir-tree
in the North on a cold height, I am in doubt to this day.

I heard, not without concern, that the neighboring
industry of Lynn was penetrating Salem, and that the
ancient haunt of the witches and the birthplace of our
subtlest and somberest wizard was becoming a great shoe-
town; but my concern was less for its memories and
sensibilities than for an odious duty which I owed that
industry, together with all the others in New England.
Before I left home I had promised my earliest publisher
that I would undertake to edit, or compile, or do something
literary to, a work on the operation of the more distinctive
mechanical inventions of our country, which he had
conceived the notion of publishing by subscription. He had
furnished me, the most immechanical of humankind, with a
letter addressed generally to the great mills and factories
of the East, entreating their managers to unfold their



mysteries to me for the purposes of this volume. His letter
had the effect of shutting up some of them like clams, and
others it put upon their guard against my researches, lest I
should seize the secret of their special inventions and
publish it to the world. I could not tell the managers that I
was both morally and mentally incapable of this; that they
might have explained and demonstrated the properties and
functions of their most recondite machinery, and upon
examination afterwards found me guiltless of having
anything but a few verses of Heine or Tennyson or
Longfellow in my head. So I had to suffer in several places
from their unjust anxieties, and from my own weariness of
their ingenious engines, or else endure the pangs of a bad
conscience from ignoring them. As long as I was in Canada
I was happy, for there was no industry in Canada that I saw,
except that of the peasant girls, in their Evangeline hats
and kirtles, tossing the hay in the way-side fields; but when
I reached Portland my troubles began. I went with that
young minister of whom I have spoken to a large foundry,
where they were casting some sort of ironmongery, and
inspected the process from a distance beyond any chance
spurt of the molten metal, and came away sadly uncertain
of putting the rather fine spectacle to any practical use. A
manufactory where they did something with coal-oil (which
I now heard for the first time called kerosene) refused itself
to me, and I said to myself that probably all the other
industries of Portland were as reserved, and I would not
seek to explore them; but when I got to Salem, my
conscience stirred again. If I knew that there were shoe-
shops in Salem, ought not I to go and inspect their
processes? This was a question which would not answer
itself to my satisfaction, and I had no peace till I learned
that I could see shoemaking much better at Lynn, and that
Lynn was such a little way from Boston that I could readily
run up there, if I did not wish to examine the shoe
machinery at once. I promised myself that I would run up



from Boston, but in order to do this I must first go to
Boston.

 

VII.

 
I am supposing still that I saw Salem before I saw Boston,

but however the fact may be, I am sure that I decided it
would be better to see shoemaking in Lynn, where I really
did see it, thirty years later. For the purposes of the present
visit, I contented myself with looking at a machine in
Haverhill, which chewed a shoe sole full of pegs, and
dropped it out of its iron jaws with an indifference as great
as my own, and probably as little sense of how it had done
its work. I may be unjust to that machine; Heaven knows I
would not wrong it; and I must confess that my head had
no room in it for the conception of any machinery but the
mythological, which also I despised, in my revulsion from
the eighteenth-century poets to those of my own day.

I cannot quite make out after the lapse of so many years
just how or when I got to Haverhill, or whether it was
before or after I had been in Salem. There is an
apparitional quality in my presences, at this point or that,
in the dim past; but I hope that, for the credit of their
order, ghosts are not commonly taken with such trivial
things as I was. For instance, in Haverhill I was much
interested by the sight of a young man, coming gayly down
the steps of the hotel where I lodged, in peg-top trousers so
much more peg top than my own that I seemed to be
wearing mere spring-bottoms in comparison; and in a day
when every one who respected himself had a necktie as
narrow as he could get, this youth had one no wider than a
shoestring, and red at that, while mine measured almost an
inch, and was black. To be sure, he was one of a band of



negro minstrels, who were to give a concert that night, and
he had a light to excel in fashion.

I will suppose, for convenience’ sake, that I visited
Haverhill, too, before I reached Boston: somehow that
shoe-pegging machine must come in, and it may as well
come in here. When I actually found myself in Boston, there
were perhaps industries which it would have been well for
me to celebrate, but I either made believe there were none,
or else I honestly forgot all about them. In either case I
released myself altogether to the literary and historical
associations of the place. I need not say that I gave myself
first to the first, and it rather surprised me to find that the
literary associations of Boston referred so largely to
Cambridge. I did not know much about Cambridge, except
that it was the seat of the university where Lowell was, and
Longfellow had been, professor; and somehow I had not
realized it as the home of these poets. That was rather
stupid of me, but it is best to own the truth, and afterward I
came to know the place so well that I may safely confess
my earlier ignorance.

I had stopped in Boston at the Tremont House, which was
still one of the first hostelries of the country, and I must
have inquired my way to Cambridge there; but I was
sceptical of the direction the Cambridge horse-car took
when I found it, and I hinted to the driver my anxieties as
to why he should be starting east when I had been told that
Cambridge was west of Boston. He reassured me in the
laconic and sarcastic manner of his kind, and we really
reached Cambridge by the route he had taken.

The beautiful elms that shaded great part of the way
massed themselves in the “groves of academe” at the
Square, and showed pleasant glimpses of “Old Harvard’s
scholar factories red,” then far fewer than now. It must
have been in vacation, for I met no one as I wandered
through the college yard, trying to make up my mind as to
how I should learn where Lowell lived; for it was he whom I



had come to find. He had not only taken the poems I sent
him, but he had printed two of them in a single number of
the Atlantic, and had even written me a little note about
them, which I wore next my heart in my breast pocket till I
almost wore it out; and so I thought I might fitly report
myself to him. But I have always been helpless in finding
my way, and I was still depressed by my failure to convince
the horse-car driver that he had taken the wrong road. I let
several people go by without questioning them, and those I
did ask abashed me farther by not knowing what I wanted
to know. When I had remitted my search for the moment,
an ancient man, with an open mouth and an inquiring eye,
whom I never afterwards made out in Cambridge,
addressed me with a hospitable offer to show me the
Washington Elm. I thought this would give me time to
embolden myself for the meeting with the editor of the
Atlantic if I should ever find him, and I went with that kind
old man, who when he had shown me the tree, and the spot
where Washington stood when he took command of the
Continental forces, said that he had a branch of it, and that
if I would come to his house with him he would give me a
piece. In the end, I meant merely to flatter him into telling
me where I could find Lowell, but I dissembled my purpose
and pretended a passion for a piece of the historic elm, and
the old man led me not only to his house but his wood-
house, where he sawed me off a block so generous that I
could not get it into my pocket. I feigned the gratitude
which I could see that he expected, and then I took courage
to put my question to him. Perhaps that patriarch lived only
in the past, and cared for history and not literature. He
confessed that he could not tell me where to find Lowell;
but he did not forsake me; he set forth with me upon the
street again, and let no man pass without asking him. In
the end we met one who was able to say where Mr. Lowell
was, and I found him at last in a little study at the rear of a
pleasant, old-fashioned house near the Delta.



Lowell was not then at the height of his fame; he had just
reached this thirty years after, when he died; but I doubt if
he was ever after a greater power in his own country, or
more completely embodied the literary aspiration which
would not and could not part itself from the love of freedom
and the hope of justice. For the sake of these he had been
willing to suffer the reproach which followed their friends
in the earlier days of the anti-slavery struggle: He had
outlived the reproach long before; but the fear of his
strength remained with those who had felt it, and he had
not made himself more generally loved by the ‘Fable for
Critics’ than by the ‘Biglow Papers’, probably. But in the
‘Vision of Sir Launfal’ and the ‘Legend of Brittany’ he had
won a liking if not a listening far wider than his humor and
his wit had got him; and in his lectures on the English
poets, given not many years before he came to the charge
of the Atlantic, he had proved himself easily the wisest and
finest critic in our language. He was already, more than any
American poet,

 
        “Dowered with the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn,
                  The love of love,”
 
and he held a place in the public sense which no other

author among us has held. I had myself never been a great
reader of his poetry, when I met him, though when I was a
boy of ten years I had heard my father repeat passages
from the Biglow Papers against war and slavery and the
war for slavery upon Mexico, and later I had read those
criticisms of English poetry, and I knew Sir Launfal must be
Lowell in some sort; but my love for him as a poet was
chiefly centred in my love for his tender rhyme, ‘Auf
Wiedersehen’, which I can not yet read without something
of the young pathos it first stirred in me. I knew and felt his
greatness some how apart from the literary proofs of it; he
ruled my fancy and held my allegiance as a character, as a



man; and I am neither sorry nor ashamed that I was
abashed when I first came into his presence; and that in
spite of his words of welcome I sat inwardly quaking before
him. He was then forty-one years old, and nineteen my
senior, and if there had been nothing else to awe me, I
might well have been quelled by the disparity of our ages.
But I have always been willing and even eager to do
homage to men who have done something, and notably to
men who have done something in the sort I wished to do
something in, myself. I could never recognize any other
sort of superiority; but that I am proud to recognize; and I
had before Lowell some such feeling as an obscure
subaltern might have before his general. He was by nature
a bit of a disciplinarian, and the effect was from him as well
as in me; I dare say he let me feel whatever difference
there was as helplessly as I felt it. At the first encounter
with people he always was apt to have a certain frosty
shyness, a smiling cold, as from the long, high-sunned
winters of his Puritan race; he was not quite himself till he
had made you aware of his quality: then no one could be
sweeter, tenderer, warmer than he; then he made you free
of his whole heart; but you must be his captive before he
could do that. His whole personality had now an instant
charm for me; I could not keep my eyes from those
beautiful eyes of his, which had a certain starry serenity,
and looked out so purely from under his white forehead,
shadowed with auburn hair untouched by age; or from the
smile that shaped the auburn beard, and gave the face in
its form and color the Christ-look which Page’s portrait has
flattered in it.

His voice had as great a fascination for me as his face.
The vibrant tenderness and the crisp clearness of the
tones, the perfect modulation, the clear enunciation, the
exquisite accent, the elect diction—I did not know enough
then to know that these were the gifts, these were the
graces, of one from whose tongue our rough English came


