
Å the transformation of writers into celebrities and objects of veneration

Å the heyday of the urban showcase mansion -- and recourse of the country 
hideaway

Å19thŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǊȅ ΨƘŀǳƴǘǎΩ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǊƛƴŜǎ ςand the 
impact of higher-tech illustration.

ÅThe accelerating erosion of privacy -- and the performance of public-private 
life
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Blest was the death that said, Go, sin no m ore.
God loveth us. We rest .

I passed to where a youthful lover lay,
By death divided from his love. And thus,

I cried, he slum bers who in death is nam ed
Miserrim us.

And lo! a voice from out the stony lips
Replied, O m ortal, wherefore judge of Fate?
We are but parted for a f leet ing space.

God loveth us. We wait .

And then I lingered where a hero lay,

One of the world's predest ined rulers. He,
Who might have won a crown, yet lieth low,

Must taste death's m isery.

Again an answer from the realms of death:

Who plucks the Dead Sea fruit shall never keep.

What though the ashes all untasted fell,

God loveth m e. I sleep.

And then I m oaned, Shall I no tenant find

For this fair tom b that I have shapen thus?
God giveth His beloved sleep. Where lies

Miserrim us?

And lo! an aged man, upon whose brow
The life yet lingered, slowly cam e to m e,

And said, in broken accents, Yonder word

Befit s m y m isery.

Mine are the days that bring no joy or hope,

The grass is green above the lips I pressed;

I have out lived all love and all delight ,

And have not yet found rest .

Yes, I, the liv ing, well m ay claim to dwell
Behind yon pale slab from Pentelicus.

Who hopeth not , nor resteth, thou m ay st nam e
Miserrim us.

** HARRIET P. SPOFFORD.

HARRIET PREscot t Spofford, a writer of
brilliant novelet tes and stories, who has con
t r ibuted to all the leading m agazines, is the
daughter of Joseph N. Prescot t , of Calais,

Maine. She was born in that town, April 3,

1835. In her childhood, she becam e a resident

at Newburyport , Massachuset ts, and graduated

at the Putnam Free School. After spending

three years at an academ y in Derry, New
Ham pshire, she returned to Newburyport ,

where she was m arried to Mr. Richard S. Spof.
ford, a lawyer who pract ices at the Boston
bar.

Her f irst notable sketch, In a Cellar, a leaf
from the event ful life of a diplom at at Paris,
appeared in the At lant ic in 1858. Sir Rohan's
Ghost , her first rom ance, a story of crim e and

it s ret ribut ion, was printed the year follow
ing. The Am ber Gods, and Other Stories, a
collect ion of seven tales contributed to the
At lant ic, appeared in 1863; and Azarian: An
Episode, in 1864. Seven years later a volum e

of New England Legends was published, con
taining a series of old t im e rem iniscences con
nected with Charlestown, Salem , Newbury
port , Dover, and Portsm outh. In 1872 appeared

The Thief in the Night , a novelet te art ist ic in

it
s unity o
f

act ion, though perhaps somewhat
overcharged with a

n intensity o
f passionate in

cident , the plot turning upon a suspected m id
night m urder o

f
a husband b

y

his wife, for the
sake of a lover.

** SAMUEL LANGHORNE CLEMENS,

Who is widely known b
y

h is signature o
f

Mark
Twain, a

n

Am erican hum orist o
f

decided and
peculiar originalit y, and the possessor o

f
a de

script ive style o
f great vigor and clearness, was

born in the village o
f

Florida, Monroe County,
Missouri, Novem ber 30, 1835. His only school
ing was in the ordinary dist rict school a

t Han
nibal, from the age o

f

f ive to t hirteen, when h
e

was apprent iced to the print ing business in a

newspaper office o
f

that town. He worked a
t

his t rade in St . Louis, Cincinnat i, Philadel
phia, and New York, after the m anner o

f

t rav
elling journeym en, and was a m ember o

f

the
Typographical Union, though under age,

At

the age o
f twenty h
e

started for New Orleans,

with a capital o
f

about twelve dollars, after
paying his steam boat fare, and the intent ion o

f

shipping thence for the port o
f

Para, exploring

the Amazon, and opening u
p

a t rade in coca,

which he had understood was the concent rated

bread and m eat o
f

the t ribes about the head

waters o
f

the river. This com m ercial venture

was frust rated by finding that n
o

vessel was
likely to leave New Orleans for Para durin

the next generat ion; but h
e

had the com fort o

knowing that h
e

had not arrived too late, if he
had arrived too soon, for n

o

vessel had ever left
New Orleans for Para in preceding genera
t ions. -

Having m ade the acquaintance o
f

som e pilots
and learned to steer o

n

the way down, he de



PREFACE

"pOR som e years it has been the delight ful
*

privilege of the writer of the present

volum e to ram ble and sojourn in the scenes am id

w^ hich his best -beloved authors erst lived and

v^ rrote. He has m ade repeated pilgrim ages to

m ost of the shrines herein described, and has

been, at one t im e or another, favored by inter-

course and correspondence with m any of the

authors adverted to or with their surviving

friends and neighbors. In the ensuing pages he

has endeavored to port ray these shrines in pen-

pictures which, it is hoped, m ay be interest ing

to those who are unable to visit them and help-

ful and companionable for those who can and

will. If certain prom inent Am erican authors

receive lit t le m ore than ment ion in these pages,

it is m ainly because so few objects and places

associated with their lives and writ ings can now

be indisputably ident ified : in som e instances the

writer has expended m ore t im e upon fruit less

quests for shrines which proved to be non-exist -

ent or of doubt ful genuineness than upon others

which are them es for the chapters of this

booklet .

T. F. W.
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foliage was green instead of golden. " I well remem ber,"

Bryant wrote half a century after, " as I passed through

Stockbridge, how m uch I was st ruck by the beauty of the

sm ooth green m eadows on the borders of the lovely river

which winds near the Sedgwick m ansion, the Housatonic, and

whose gent ly flowing waters seem ed t inged with the gold

and crim son of the t rees which overhung them . I adm ired no

less the cont rast between this soft scene, and the steep craggy

hills that overlooked it
,

clothed with their m any colored for-

ests." The m eadows, the winding river, the overhanging

t rees, the forest -

clad hills above,

were all here,

while added
charm s were the

bowery st reets and

pleasant m ansions,

round about the

town center.

Our drive
ended at the Eed

Lion Inn, which

was to be our

hom e for this
night . After refreshing ourselves with a late dinner we

st rolled out into the soft night air, and enjoyed an evening

view of the em bowered town.

The next m orning we again m ade an early start , since for

this day we had also arranged an extensive schedule.

Of the village landm arks, m ainly of interest to us were
" Edwards Hall," the Stockbridge hom e of Jonathan Edwards,

and the Sedgwick m ansion. Edwards Hall, we learned, was

originally the hom e of John Sergeant , the predecessor of

Edwards as m issionary to the Indians, having been built for

him in 1737, when Stockbridge was a sparsely set t led front ier

THE SEDGWICK MANSION HOUSE.
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Dolliver Rom ance " and " Sept im ius Felton " were about The

Wayside and Alcot t 's Orchard House. He was told that a

t radit ion respect ing The Wayside which Thoreau had related

to Hawthorne when he f irst cam e to live here in 1852, that

it had been inhabited a generat ion or two before by a m an who

believed he should never die, revived the idea of a deathless

m an which had long been in the rom ancer's m ind ; and it was

this legendary person whom he em bodied in Sept im ius Felton.

It was at the foot of one of the large pines on the hilltop be-

hind the house, which was Hawthorne's outdoor study when

he was thinking out the t ragedy, that Sept im ius Felton in the

rom ance buried the young English officer.

HAWTHORNE'S WALK ON THE RIDGE.

We now m ounted the hill to the " outdoor study." Haw-

thorne used to ascend it by various clim bing paths under the

larches and pines and scraggy apple-t rees, and his tall form

pacing up and down the long height could be seen through the

t rees from the house lawn. " His daughter Rose, who becam e

the wife of the late George Parsons Lathrop (editor of the


