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Nathaniel Hawthorne -- Tales

From "The Old Manse," from Mosses from an Old Manse (1846)

Door to Old Manse (Concord, Mass.) "a kind of spiritual medium, seen through which, the edifice had not quite the aspect of belonging to the material world."

Concord River "a symbol that the earthliest human soul has an infinite spiritual capacity, and may contain the better world within its depths.  But, indeed, the same lesson might be drawn out of any mud-puddle in the streets of a city -- and, being taught us everywhere, it must be true." 
There were circumstances around me, which made it difficult to view the world precisely as it exists; for, serene and sober as was the old Manse, it was necessary to go but a little way beyond its threshold, before meeting with stranger moral shapes of men than might have been encountered elsewhere, in a circuit of a thousand miles.
Never was a poor little country village infested with such a variety of queer, strangely dressed, oddly behaved mortals, most of whom took it upon themselves to be important agent of the world's destiny, yet were simply bores of a very intense water.
These fitful sketches, with so little of external life about them, yet claiming no profundity of purpose, -- so reserved, even while they sometimes seem so frank, -- often but half in earnest, and, never, even when most so, expressing satisfactorily the thoughts which they profess to image -- such trifles, I truly feel, afford no solid basis for a literary reputation. 
Preface to the 1851 edition of Twice-told Tales
Hawthorne describes himself as "for a good many years, the obscurest man of letters in America."

Tales have "the pale tint of flowers that blossomed in too retired a shade -- the coolness of a meditative habit, which diffuses itself through the feeling and observation of every sketch.  Instead of passion, there is sentiment; and, even in what purports to be pictures of actual life, we have allegory, not always so warmly dressed in its habiliments of flesh and blood, as to be taken into the reader's mind without a shiver...." 
Preface to The Snow-Image
"There is no harm, but, on the contrary, good, in arraying some of the ordinary facts of life in a slightly idealized and artistic guise." 
From The American Notebooks
"There is a fund of evil in every human heart, which may remain latent, perhaps through the whole of life; but circumstances may arouse it to activity.  To imagine such circumstances."  
"The human Heart to be allegorized as a cavern; at the entrance there is sunshine, and flowers growing about it.  Yet step within, but a short distance, and begin to find yourself surrounded with a terrible gloom, and monsters of divers kinds; it seems like Hell itself." 
