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PREFACE.

e awe™

In the “ BLrmaEDpALE ” of this volume many readers will,
probably, suspect a faint and not very faithful shadowing
of Brook FaArwm, in Roxbury, which (now a little more than
ten years ago) was occupied and cultivated by a company
of socialists. The author does not wish to deny that he
bad this community in his mind, and that (having had the
good fortune, for a time, to be personally connected with
it) he has occasionally availed himself of his actual remin-
iscences, in the hope of giving a more life-like tint to the
fancy-sketch in the following pages. He begs it to be un-
derstood, however, that he has considered the institution it-
self as not less fairly the subject of fictitious handling than
the imaginary personages whom he has introduced there.
His whole treatment of the affair is altogether incidental to
the main purpose of the romance ; nor does he put forward
the slightest pretensions to illustrate a theory, or elicit a
conclusion, favorable or otherwise, in respect to socialism.

In short,-his present concern with the socialist com-
munity is merely to establish a theatre, a little removed
from.the highway of ordinary travel, where the creatures
of his brain may play their phantasmagorical antics, with-
out exposing them to too close a comparison with the act-
ual events of real lives. In the old countries, with which
fiction has long been conversant, a certain conventional
privilege seems to be awarded to the romancer; his work
is not put exactly side by side with nature; and he is al-
lowed a license with regard to every-day probability, in
view of the improved effects which he is bound to produce

* thereby. Among ourselves, on the contrary, there is as

yet no such Faery Land, so like the real world, that, in a
suitable remoteness, one cannot well tell the difference, but
with an atmosphere of strange enchantment, beheld through
which the inhabitants have a propriety of their own. This
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atmosphere is Wha\, the American romancer needs, In ita
absence, gs of imagination are c-ompel ed to 3L‘w
them%l\'ea in the same eg as actually living mortals;
a necessity that generally ren the pain{ and 1.».1w:w:=.vd
of their compositiony but teo painfully di*C"rni‘u?e With
the idea of pf'rt.a’l\ uh\ g this difficulty (the sense of
which ‘has aiways pr véry heavily upon him), the
uthor has went nml to make free with his old and affec-
tionately remembered home at Brook FAny, as being cer-
fainly th" most romantic. episode of his own life,—ess
tially = day-dream; 'and' yet a {: ‘-;.——‘;nd thus offe
amilal)ln «_*, l> tween ﬂ- "'. Aq ity. Further-
pl I\(\Y.:‘t €8

Tnv»c chara 3 "
fictitious. It would, ind ul fc rn{'-v ring how few
qualities he distributes among hi inary ;mv" nys
& most grievous wrong to L‘ B lu* ner excellent associates,
were the or to allow be: supposed that he has
been gketehing of their likenesses, | Had he attempted
it, they wmnl at ; ’1 mo trmt
friendly pencil. B )
self~eoncentrated Bhi I - hx '(1-«.n“_ul \\ oman,
bruising herself against the narrow limitations of her sex';
the weakly Maiden, w > tremulous nerves endow he
with sibylline attribn m’ \ullur Poet, beginning I;¢
with strenuous aspirs 3, Wh » die out with his youthful
fervor ;—all these ani Ln en- looked for at Broox
Fary, but, by some accident, never made their appe rance
-there.
The aunthor eannot close his reforence
without ‘_AI)}I X WIS
the man
mterest in 1.Lwt en
history. Ripley 1 Who ts
o"the institution, Dw_... wight, .w:..: ng, L.r. on, 1 rer,
mcw.nm,_wth others, whom h e dares not pame, be-
couse they veil themselves from m.«, publie sy c.-ﬂw.*uur
BE 13 the ability to con vey bom mlﬁ r‘utv\;‘a,r(l narrative
inner truth and ¢ $
t’uc lessons which tl g v
have elaborated, for the be hoof of {i jrlle e xis(\“u), ntalists.

Even the brillians Howadji might find 28 pich a thema in

e youthful reminisce

novel one—close at band as it
has since made so distant a p
and along the current of the \.le.

CoxXooRD (Mass, ), MAY, 155%‘

'

to seek, in Syna

rM, end & more
1 those which he
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THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE

CHAPTER L
OLD MOSDIE.

Tre evening before my departure for Blithedale, T was
returning to my bachelor apartments, after attending the
wonderful exhibition of the Veiled Lady, when an elderly
man, of rather shabby appearance, et me in an obscure
part of the street.

“Mr. Coverdale,” gaid he, eoftly, * can  speak with you
& moment 7”?

As I have casually alluded to the Veiled Lady, it may
not be amiss to mention, for the benefit of such of my
readers as are unacquainted with her now forgotten celeb-
rity, that she was a phenomenoén in the mesmeric line; one
of the earliest that had indicated the birth of a new science,
or the revival of an old humbug. Sinee those times, her
sisterhood have grown too numerous to attract much indi-
vidual notice ; nor, in fact, has any one of them ever come be-
fore the publie under such skilfully contrived circumstances
of stage-effect as those which at once mystified and illumine
ated the remarkable performances of the lady in question,
Now-a-days, in the management of Rhis “ subject,” “ clair.
voyant,” or “ medium,” the exhibitor affects the simplicity
and openness of scientific experiment ; and even if he pro-
fess to tread a step or two across tbe boundaries of the
spiritual world, yet earries with him the laws of our actual
life, and extends them over his preternstural conquests.
Ty or fifteen years ago, on the contrary, all the arts of

tysterious arrangement, of picturesque disposition, and

artistically contrasted light and shade, were made available,

in order to set the apparent miracle in the s atti-

$ude of opposition to ordinary facts. In the case of the
B
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Veiled Lady, moreover, the interest of the spectator was
further wrought up by the enigma of her idex.m.xty, and an
absurd rumor (probably set atloat by the exhibitor, and at
one time very prevalent), that a beautiful young {mly of
family and fortune, was enshrouded within the misty drapery
of the veil. It was white, with somewhat of a subdued
silver sheen, like the sunny side of a cloud; and, falling
over the wearer from head to foot, was supposed to insulate
her from the material world, from time and space, and to
endow lher with many of the privileges of a disembodied
spirit.

Her pretensions, however, whether miraculous or other-
wise, have little to do with the present narrative ; except,
indeed, that I had propounded, for the Veiled Lady’s pro-
phetic solution, a query as to the success of our Blithedale
eaterprise. The response, by the by, was of the true Sibylk
line stamp —nonseasical in its first aspect, yet, on closer
study, unfolding a variety of interpretations, one of which
has certainly accorded with the event. I was turning oves
this riddle in my mind, and trying to eatch its slippery pur-
port by the tail, when the old man above mentioned inter
rupted me. 3

“Mr. Coverdale -—Mr. Coverdale!?” said he, repeating
my name twice, in order fo make up for the hesitating and
ineffectual way in which heutteredif. * I ask your p:":rxlon,
sir, but I hear you are going to Blithedale to-morrow.”

I knew the pale, elderly face, with the red-tipped nose, and
the patch over one eye; and likewise saw something char-
acteristic in the old fellow’s way of standing under the areh
of a gate, only revealing enough of himself to make me
récognize him as an acquaintance,, He was a very sh}: per-
sonage, this Mr. Moodie; and the trait was the more singu-
lar, as his mode of g.ttang his bread necessarily brought
him into the stir and hubbub of the world more than the
generality of men.

% Yes, Mr. Moodie,” I answered, wondering what interest
he could take in the fict, it is my intention to go to

Blithedale to-morrow. Can I be of any service to yon be-
fore my departure?”

“Tf you pleased, Mr. Coverdale,” said he, * you might do
me a very great favor.”

“A very great onef” repeated T, in a tone that must
have exprcsséd bug little alacrity of beneficence,although §

THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE 1

was ready to do the old man any amount of kindness in-
volving no special trouble to myself. “ A very great favor
do you say? My time is brief, Mr. Moodie, and I havea,
good many preparations to make. But be good enough to
tell me what you wish.”

“ Ah, gir,” replied Old Moodie, “ I don't quite like to do
that; and, on further thoughts, Mr. Coverdale, perhaps 1
hfad better apply to some older gentleman, or to some lady,
if you would have the kindness to make me known to one,
who may happen to be going to Blithedale. You are a
young man, sir!”

“Does that fact lessen my availability for your pur-
pose?” asked I. “ However, if an older man will suif yon
better, there is Mr. Hollingsworth, who has three or four
Yyears the advantage of me in age, and is a much more solid
character, and a philanthropist to boot. I am only a poet
and, so the crities tell me, no great affair at that | But;
what can this business be, Mr. Moodic ? It begins to inter-
est me; especially sinca your hint that a lady’s influence
might be found desirable, Come, I am really anxious to be
of ‘gervies to you.”

But the old fellow, in his eivil and demare manner, was
both freakish and obstinate; and he had mow taken some
notion or other into his head that made him hesitate in his
former design.

“I wonder, gir,”” said he, “ whether you know a lady
whom they call Zenobia 7 ¥

“ Not personally,” I answered, « althongh I expect that
pleasure to-morrow, as she has got the start of the rest of
us, and is already a resident at Blithedale. But have you
a literary turn, Mr. Moodie ? or have youn taken uj thead- .
vocacy of ‘women'’s rights ? or-what else can have interested
you in this lady? Zenobia, by the by, as I suppose you
know, is merely her public name ; a sort of mask in which
she comes before the world, retaining all the nrivileges of
privacy,—a contrivanee, in ghort, like the white dmpEry of
the Veiled Lady, only a little more transparent. Buf it is
late. Will you tell me what T can do for you?®

“ Please to excnse me to-night, Mr, 'Coverdale,” said
Moodie. “ You are very kind; but I am afraid I have
troubled you, when, after all, there may be no need. Per-
haps, with your good leave, I will come to your lodgzings

to-morrow moraing, before you set out for Blithedale, I
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wish yon a good-night, sir, and beg perdon for stopping
you.”

And 80 he slipped away ; and, as he did not show Limself
the next morning, it was only through subsequent events
that I ever arrived at a plausible conjecture as to what Lis
business could have been. - Arriving at my room, I threwa
lnmpof cannel coal upon the grate, lighted & cigar, and
spent an hour in musings of every hue, from the brightest
to the most sombre; being, in truth, not so very confident
as at some former periods that this final step, which would
mix me up irrevocably with the Blithedale affair, was the
wisest that could possibly be taken. It was nothing short
of midnight when I went to bed, after drinking & glass of
particularly fine sherry, on which I used to pride my ,in
those days. It was the very last bottle; and I finished it,
with a friend, the next forenoon, before setting out for
Blithedale. :

i

CHAPTER IL

BLITHEDALE,

THERE can hardly remain for me (who am really getting
to be a frosty bachelor, with another white hair, every
week or so, in my moustache), there can hardly flicker up
again 80 cheery a blaze upon the hearth, as that which I res
member, the next day, at Blithedale. 1t was a wood-fire,

in the parlor of an old farm-house, on an April afternoon,

but with the fitful gusts of 8 wintry snow-storm rearing in |

at fireside re-create itself, as

the chimney. Vividly does th
my memory,and

1 rake away the ashes from the embers in :
blow them up with a sigh, for lack of more inspiring breath.
Vividly, for an instant, but, anon, with the dimmest gleam,
and with just as little feryency for my heart as for my
fingerends! The stanch oaken logs ' were long ago burnt
out. Their genial glow must be represented, if at all, by the
merest phogphoric glimmer, like that which exudes, rather
than shines, from damp fragments of decayed trees, delud-
ing the benighted wanderer through a forest. Around
such chill mockery of a fire some few of us might sit on the
withered leaves, spreading out each & palm toward the

PHE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE.

ary warmth, and talk over our exploded scheme for

12 the life of Paradise anew.
Puradise deed | Nobody else in the world, I am bold
frm,—nobody, at least, in our bleak little world of New
—?x;ul dreamed of Paradise that day, except as the
sts the tropic. Nor, with such materials as were
nost skilful architect have constrncted
itation of Eve's bower than might be seen in
But we made a summer of

¥, as already hinted, and well toward
' month. When morning dagvned upon
town, its temperature was mild enongH to be pro-
even balmy, by a lodger, like myself, in one of
nost h'mzs\.-su:‘ a brick block,—each htouse‘partaki'n
of the warmth of all the rest, besides the sultriness of itgs
Individual fnrnacesheat. Buty toward noon tb;re haa
;:)-;_»me SnOW; dri_\’cu'along the street by a n’orth-easterlv
bi}f{f{eszjfg;m“ 1‘,”,151?.“?" up roofs and Vside—walks with a
: 2 perseverance that would have done credit
to our severest January tempest. It set about its
task apparently as much in earnest as if it had been
guaranteed from a thaw for months to come. The
greater, surely, was my heroism, when, puffing out & final
oi cigar-smoke, I quitted my cosey puirnof bachelor-
—with a good flre burning in the grate, and a closet
right at hand, where there wasstilla bottle or two iﬁ tah'
cuz;ru;’{1;11L~i):tsi<et, and a vesiduum of claret in a bo‘:—‘j
quitted, [ say, these comfurtable quarters, and plunged into
Z: heart-of the pitiless snow-storm, in quest of & better
A,
Possibly, it would hardly look so, now:
ooked go then. The greatest c-bsta’cle to
e doubt wheths mas 1

o o e Ay et S
solf 2 ths troest heroism ia, to resist the
whe profoundest wisdom, to know when bought

\; and when o be obeyad.
or zll, let us acksowledge it wiser, if not mose
us, $o fbllow out one’s day<dream to its naturel con.
1on, a:zh‘:mgh, if the vision have been worth the hav-
IS certain never to be consummated otherwise than
ure:  And what of that? Tts airiest fragments,

Moey masgy be, will possess o value thet Ruis
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not in° the most ponderous realities of any practicable
scheme. They are not the rubbish of the mind. What-
ever else I may repent of, therefore, let it be reckoned
neither among my sins nor follies that I once had faith and
force enough fo form generous hopes of the world's destiny,
—yest—and' to 'do what in me lay for their accomplish-
ment; even to the extent of quitting a warm fireside, fling-
ing away a freshiy-lighted cigar, and traveling far beyond
the strike of city elocks, through a drifting snow-storm,

There were four of wus who rode together tlrough the
storm ; and- Hollingsworth, who had agreed to be of the
numbier, was accidentally delayed, and set forth at a later
hour nlone. | As/we threaded the streets, I remeémber how
the buildings on- either side seemed to press too closely
upon us, insomuch that our mighty hearts found barely
room enough to threb beétween them. The snow-fall, too,
looked inexpressibly dreary (I had almost called it" dingy),
coming down through an atmosphere ‘of city smoke, and
alighting on the side-walk only to be menlded into the im-
press \of' semebody’s  patched boot or ever-shoe. Thus the
track of an old conventional
freshest from the-slky. it . g
aud our muflled hoof-tram)s beat upon a desolate extentiof
country road, and-were eflfaced by  the unfettered blast
soon as-stamped, then there was better air to breathe.
that had not-been breathed once l again! a
not been spoken into wo 3 ( mality and error,
like all.the air of thedusicy cit

“ How pleasant it is !’ ked I. while the snow-flakes
flew .into ;my- mouth-the -moment it-was opened; -+ How
very mild and balmyis this country air! "

rdale, don’t lough at w
3 1 V (.‘ '

JATT

5 : Yo o T G ) S | =32}
atmosphere is really exhila:

1 never call ot 18el

ter shall be as ¢

took cours

<}
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puffed the smoke of country fires, strongly impregnated
with the pungent aroma of burning peat. Sometimes, en-
countering a traveler, we shouted a friendly greeting ; and
he, unmufiling his ears to the bluster and the snow-spray,
and listening eagerly, appeared to think our courtesy worth
less than the trouble which it cost him. The churl! He
understood the shrill whistle of the blast, but had no intel-
ligence for our blithe tones of brotherhood. This lack of
faith in our cordial sympathy, on the traveleris part, was
one among the innumerable tokens how difficult a task we
had in hand, for the reformation of the world. We rodeon,
however, with still unflagging spirits, and made such good
companionship with the tempest that, at our journey’s end,
we professed ourselves almost loth to bid the rude blusterer
good-by. But, to own the truth, I was little better than an
icicle, and began to be suspicious that I had caught a fear-
ful cold.

And now we were seated by the brisk fireside of the old
farm-house,—the same fire that glimmers so faintly among
my reminiscences at the beginning of this chapter. There
we sat, with the snow melting out of our hair and beards,
and our faces all a-blaze, what with the past inclemency and
present warmth. It was, indeed, a right good fire that we
found awaiting us, built up of great, rough logs, and knotty
limbs, and splintered fragments, of an oak-tree, such as
farmers are wont to keep for their own hearths,—since
these crooked and unmanageable boughs could never be,
measured into merchantable cords for the market. A fam-
ily of the old Pilgrims might have swnng their kettle over
precisely such ‘a fire as this, oaly, no doubt, a bigger one
and, contrasting it with my coal-grate, I felt so much the
more that we had transported ourselves a world-wide dis-
tance from the system of society that shackled us at break-
fast-time.

Good, comfortable Mrs. Foster (the wife of stout Silas
Foster, who was to manage the farm; at a fair stipend, and
be our tutor in the art of husbandry) bade us a hearty wel-
come. At her back—a back of generous breadth—appeared
two young women, smiling most hospitably, but looking
rather awkward withal, as not well knowing what was tobe
their position in our new arrangement of the world. We
shook hands affectionately, all round, and congratulated
ourselves that the blessed state of brotherhood and sisters
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Bood, at which we aimed, might fairly be dated from thig
moment. OQur greetings were hardly concluded, when the
door opened, and Zenobia,—whom I had never before seen,
important as was her place in our enterprise,—Zenobia en~
tered the parlor.

This (as the reader, if ateall acquainted with our literary
biography, need scarcely be told) was not her real name.
She had assumed it, in the first insta nce, as her magazine
signature ; and, as it aceorded well with something imper-
ial Which her friends attributed to this lady’s figure and de-
portment, they, half-laughingly, adopted it in their familiar
intercourse with her. She took the appellation in good
part, and even encouraged its constant use ; which, in fact,
was thus far appropriate, that our Zenobia—however hume
ble looked her new philosophy—had as much native pride
88 any queen would have known what to do with,

CHAPTER III
A ENOT OF DREAMERS,

ZeNoBrA bade us welcome, in a fine, frank, mellow voice,
and gave each of us her hand, which was very soft and
warm. She had something appropriate, I recollect, to say
to every individual ; and what she said to myself was thiss

“T have long wished to know you, Mr. Coverdale, and to
thank you for your beantiful poetry, some of which I haye
learned by heart; or, rather, it has stolen into my memory,
without my exercising any choice ‘or volition about the mat-
ter. Of course—permit me to say—you do not think of re-
linquishing an occupation in which you have done yourself
#0 much credit. I would almost rather give you up as an
associate; than that the world should lose one of its true
poets | ”

“Ah, no; there will not be the slightest danger of that
especially after this inestimable praise from Zenobia,” said
E,Isrgiling, and blusl]in‘giz.m <’1Aou’;’.'-, with excess of pleasure.

ope, on the confrary, now to produce something that
shall really deserve to be called poetry.—true
ural, and sweet, as is the life which we are go
something that shall have th I

, strong, nat-
1o to lead,—

€ notes of wild birds twitter

R e, e
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ing through it, or 2 strain like the wind-anthems ix the
woods, as the case may he

Is b0 yon to hear your own verses sung 77

asked h tracious smile. “If so, I am very

sorry, for you will ¢ y hear me singing them, some-

times, in the summ "

* Of all thi
me most.”
; poke to my compan-

<ing note of Zenobia's aspect ; and it ime-
n me 8o dist ly, that I can now summon

her up, like a ghost, a little wanner than the life. but other-

wige idenfical witl as dressed as simply as pos-

sible, in an American pring (I think the dry goods people

call it so), but witl ilken kerchief, between which and

her gown there was one glimpse of a white shoulder, It

- 4

I
struck me as a great piege of goodfortune that there should
be just that glimpse. Her hair, which'was dark, glossy,
and of singular abundance, was put up rather soberly and

1

primly, without eurls;or other ernament., except a single
flower, « It was an exctie, of rara b auty, and as fresli as if
the hot-house gardener Iad just elipped it from the stem
That flower has struck deep root into my memory. I can
both see it and smell it, at this moment, So 1 rilliant, 8o
rare, so costly, asit must have been. and Yet enduring only
for a day, i was more indicative of the pride and pomp
which had a Inxuriant growth in Zenobia’s character tha
if a great diamond had sparkled among her hair.

Her hand, though very soft, was larger than most women
would like to have, or than .y -~could afford to have,
though not-a whit too large in proportion with the spacious
plan of Zen '8 entite development. It did one zood to
see a fine intell cally was, although its natural
tendency lay in another direction than toward literature)
so fitly e . i mirable figure of a
wonan, jus richest, maturity,
with-a combination of Ires which' it is safe to call re.
markably beautiful, even if some fasti persons might

pronounce them a lit and delicas
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their sake only. In her quiet moods, she seemed rather ine
dolent ; but when really in earnest, particularly ir there were
a spice of bitter feeling, she grew all alive, to her finger-tips.

“Iam the first comer,” Zenobia went on to say, while
her smile beamed warmth upon ugall ; “ so I take the part of
hostess, for to-day; and welcome you as if to m y own fire-
side. Yon shall be my guests, too, at supper. To-morrow,
if you please, we will be brethren and sisters, and begin our
ney life from daybreak.”

“Have we our various parts assigned 777 ‘asked some
one.

“0, we of the softer sex,” respended Zenobin, with her
mellow, almost broad laugh —most delectable to hear, but not
in the least like an ordinary woman’s laugh —% we women
(there are four of us here already) will take the domestic
and indoor part of the business, as a matter of cotrse.. To
bake, to boil, to roast, to fiy, to stew,—to wash, and iron,
and scrub, and sweep,—and, at our idler intervals, to repose
ourselyes on knitting and sewing,—these, I suppose, must
be feminine occupations; for the present. By and by,
perbaps, when our individual adaptations begin to develop
themselves, it may be that some of us who wear the petti-
coat will go a-field, and leave the weaker brethren to take
our places in the kitchen.”

“ What a pity,” I remarked, “that the kitchen,and the
house-work generally, ¢annot be left out of our system alto-
gether! It is odd. enough that the kind of labor which
falls to the lot of women is just that which chiefly distin-
guishes artificial life—the life of degenerated mortals—from
the life of Paradise., Eve had no dinner-pot, and'no ¢lothes
to mend, and no washing-day.”

“T am afraid,” said Zenobia, with mirth gleaming out of
her eyes, “ we shall find some difficulty in adopting the
Paradisiacal system for at least a month to come. Look at
that snow-driff sweeping past the window |
figs ripe, do you think? Have the pine-apples been gath-

Are there any

ered, to-day? Would you like a bread-fruit, or a cocoa-nut ?
Shall I run out and pluck you some roses? No, no, Mr.
Coverdale ; the only flower her is the one in my hair,
which I got out of a green-ho s morning. As for the
garb of Eden,” added sh i olayfully, “T shall not
assume it till after May-day |7

Assuredly, Zenobia could not have intended it ;—the fauls
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must have been entirely in my imagination. But these ‘la]st
words, together with something in her manner, irresistibly
brought up a picture of that fine, perfectly developed figure,
in Eve's earliest garment. Her free, c“zlrelusls_, generous
modes of expression, often had this effect, of creating 1mages,
which, though pure, are hardly felt to be quite decorous
when born of a thonght that passes between man and worman,
I imputed it, at that time, to Zenobia's noble courage, cons
scious of no harm, and seorning the petty restraints which
take the life and color out of other womens conversation,
There was another peculiarity about her. We seldom meek
with women, now-a-days, and in this country, who impresd
us as heing women at all ;—their sex fades away, s:ml fglg?a
for nothing, in ordinary intercourse. Not so with /,em.: Dis
One felt an influence breathing out of her such as we might
suppose to come from Eve, W}wn she wai Jt)}.»;t, mﬂld}(j'- 331_(1
sher Creator brought her to Adam, saymng, _behuld hereis
a woman!” Not that I would eonvey the idea of cspr;-‘m_al
gentleness, grace, modesty and shyness, but of a certain
warm and rich charaeberistic, which seems, t_”m.‘ the most
part, to have been refined away ont of the feminine syslem.

% And now,” continued Zenobia, “ I must go and hclpgt:l
supper. Do you think yov ean be confent, 1:.=ste§ul of ﬂ,zb
pine-apples, and all the other delicacies of Adam’s sﬂul)}'yu-’
table, with tea and toast, and a certain modest supply of
ham and tongue, which, with the instinct of a house-wife, I
brought hither in a basket? And thereshall be l_)ro’nd and
milk, too, if the innocence of your taste demands it.”

The whole sisterhood now went about their domestic avo-
cations, utterly declining our offers to assist, farther than
by bringing wood, for the kitchen-fire, from a huge _p_ﬂ.e in
the back yard. After heaping np more than a sufficient
quantity, we returned to the sitting-room, drew our chairs
close to the hearth, and began to talk over our prospects.
Soon, with a tremendous stamping in the entry, appeared
Silas Foster, lank, (stalwart, uncouth, and grisly-bearded,
He eame from fod oy ) 1d from the
feld, where he had be hing, until the depth of the
:x rendered it impossi iraw a furrow. He greeted
usin pretty much the same tonea 1¢ were speaking to his
oxen, took a quid from his iron tobacoo-box, pulled off his wet

cow-hide boots, smd st down before the fre in bis stoeking,
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feet. The steam arose from L1 soaked garments, so that
the stout yeoman looked va >us and spectre-like,

“ Well, folks,” rer d Silas, “ vou'll ])L m:mm;our-
selves Luk to tmvn again, W er holds.”

And, true ex 10ug 1‘. llulc Wwas a 1 0k f\I ul., m, as the twi-
light fell silently and s , its gray or sable
flakes mh rminglin tiiu 1-';«.:<i descending

SNOW. (h('i«i(ﬂ“;
dreary. - Ve 1 for our especial behoof,
—a 8y mlml of Llwe cald, desol: ate, distrostful phantoms 1‘7*1t
invariab Iy haunt the mind, on the eve of adventurous »'rit-ul‘

39 ack w
p;me , to warn us back within the boundaries of ordinary
life.

1 ¢

But our courage did not quail. | We would not allow our-
Belves to be depressed by the snow-drift traili ing past the
window, an 1y more than if it B "1 been tlhe sigh of a summer
wind among rust ling boughs. There have been few brighter
ns for us than that.| If ever men nmight Ia ..Aullv
dream awake, and give utterance to the ir wildest visions
without thd of laug " or seorn orn the ‘part of the .’rlll(]’-
ience s—¥es, and speak rr[ unr 11y hay 11 iness, .ul therx .l"l\'oq
and ma ukm((, as an objéct to be hopeful Wy striven f;‘:’ and
probably attained —we who made tm\ litile semi Lj ;CI(
round the blazing fire, were those ve ry men. We had left the
1usty iren frame-work of societ v behin ; we had .f;;‘ ‘{el:

throt igh many hmnmmr- 8 that are powet 5r:1 enough %o kee
most ]:L‘UI)H‘ on H*\ weary tre: -11“11 of the est: 2
tem, even while they feel its irksomeness almost as intoler-
able ac we did. We had stepped down from the pulpit ; we
113:14} [h'nrr aside }hc‘ V.-; had sk p the ledger: we
ac at sweet, L &‘:n.L\_'Hl-l'»’ enervating ip d(»
nost t’f'umuwn ts

g Purpose— I'

C(.AL xnu\, ..11n1 absurd, no l!« abt, ,.l' full luf D (‘1\

.(_, 0 o1

E.'n\].v d \\c-

£ :lan.. u

uel p'm-:-i"cs on
d,
ves from pride

ll,lll;ll'tl’]"' our due sha f it at the cost of

d sinews. We swaut our peolld by n.u(«wwi.,

our ow
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instead of wresting it by the strong hand from an enemy,
or filching it «-m'm from those less shrewd than ourselves
(if, indeed, there weré any such in New England), or win-
ning it by selfish competition with a neighbor; in one or
another of which fashions every son of woman both per-
petrates and suffers his share of the common evil, whether
he chooses it or no. And, as the basis of our institution,

purposed to offer up the earnest toil of our bodies, as a
prayer no less than an effort for the :t(,l\m:r:emcut of our
race.

Therefore, if we built 51-1un«1i11 castles (phalansteries,
perhaps they might be more fitly called), and pictured beau-
tiful scenes, among Hu i ils of the hearth around
which we were clustering, a1 Ul went to rack with the
crumblir ; embers, and L.me never since arisen outiof the
ashes, let us take to ourselves no shame. In my own be-
half, I rejoice that I could et better of the world's
improvability than it dese rved. It is a mistake into which
men seldom fall twice in s lifetime ; or, if so, the rarer and
higher iz the mature that can thus magnanimously persist
in error.

Stout Silas Foster mingled little in our conversation;
but when he did &peak, it was very much to some practical
purpose. For instance:

“ Which man among yeun,” quoth he, * is the best ju(l'*e
of swine? Some of us must go to the next Brighton fair
and buy halfa dozen pi;

Pi; Good heavens ! had we come out from among the
swinish- multitude for this? And, again;in reference to
gsome discussion aboub raising early vegetables for the
market :

“ We shall ‘never make any han 1ﬂt market-cardening,”

id Silas Foster,* unless the women folks will undertake
to do all the weeding. We haven’t team enough for that
and the regular farm-work, reckoning three of you city
folks as worth one common field-hand. No, no; I tell you,
we should have to get up-a little fooearly in the morning,
to compete with the market-ratdners rot 1‘ ¢ Boston.”

It struck me as rather odd, that one ef the first questions
raised, after our separation fi the g Y, stru m'lm'r
self:seeking world, shoul
ting the ac dyantagze over t tside barh: 1S in tm’ r ()Wn

neld of labor. but to own t.xe t.uth T vary goon became
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sensible that, as regarded society at large, we stood in g
position of new hostility, er 1l new brotherhood.
Nor could this fail to be the case, in some degree, until the
bigger and better half of iety should range itself on our
side. Constituting so pitiful & minority as now, we were
inevitably estranged from the rest of mankind in pretty
fair proportion with the strictness of our mutual bond among
ourselves.

This dawning idea, however, was driven back into my
inner consciousness by the entrance of Zenobia. She eame
with the welcome intelligence that supper was on the table.
Looking at herself in the glass; and perceiving that her one
magnificent flower had grown rather langnid (probably by
being exposed to the fervency of the kitchen fire), she flung
it on the floor as unconcernedly as a village girl would
throw away a faded violet. The action seemed proper to
her character, although, methought, it would still more
have Befitted the bounteons nature of this beauntiful woman
to scatfer fresh flowers from her hand, and to revive faded
ones by her touch. Nevertheless, it was. a singular but
irresistible effect; the presence of Zenobia caused onr
Leroic enterprise to show like an illasion, a masquerade, 8
pastoral, a counterfeit A readia, in which we Zrown-up men
and women were making a play-day of the years that were
given us tolive in. T tried to analyze this impression, but
not with much suceess.

“If really vexes me,"” chserved Zenobia, as we left the
room, “ that Mr. Hollingsworth should be such a laggard.
¥-should not have thouzht him at al] the sort of person to
be turned back by a puff of contrary wind, or a {ew. snow-
flakes drifting into his face.”

* Do you know Hollingsworth personally 7% Tinquired.

“No; only as an auditor—audit 8, I mean—of some of
his Jectures,” said she. “ What a voice ke has! and what a
man he is!  Yet not so much an intellectual man, I should
81y, as a great heart; at least, he moved me more deeply
than I think myself capable of béing moved, except by the
stroke of a true, strong heart against my own. Itisa sad
pity that he should have devoted his glorious powers to
Buch a grimy, unbeautiful and positiy ely hopeless object as
this reformation of criminals, about which he makes him-
self and his wretchedly small audiences so very miserable,

.
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o tell you a secret, I never could tolerate a philanthropxst‘

fore. Could you?” ' ! .
befug\ u(o \;ucmls." I answered ; nuthclr Sin(ifl?l:. s
«They are, indeed, an k)'huii?l_\ ¢ th:\’?-r‘l\i\r etk

stals.” continued Zenobia. 1 :ix_umld Jmi,: o) e
eorths rreat deal better, if the philanthropy had been lei%;
vorth '{\i‘gl‘:l‘lu;n‘\'f\n‘s \< a mere matter of taste, I 1sh.1§e
(:;E;l:'lxi‘cbt the bad pc’l_»]}h.‘. alone, and try tq“bc-.n.c-{jt Zl;o:{ci 1‘;1)2

» not already past his help. DO‘_\,'UU suppose he oo
a.r('t?l;,‘L t?) <1)01{~1 his life, or even a few n}m_lths of 11t:,k.lmou§
;g'lzx‘mbl\ virtuous and comfortable individuals, like
it it,”? said “ If we wish to

Tp ny Wwor doubt it,” said I. £
aie Ll'l-lr::n \:'?:L\h \1?1?\’( {nasn s}'<$<-’!aunti('al‘1.}' coxumlt_, z}F llfasfi;
o apiece! Mere peceadilloes will not satisfy Jum.
w C”m": 'zli‘f&l‘ s'i‘.lr-llm-', a strange kind of a glance upon

/A"m')bul Ht” : T could make out what it meant, we had
T‘nrf;éri"\\lxt{h: };’.it“ch.ﬁn ‘w‘::'»r\*, in accordance with the rustic
entere \ ’

gimplicity of our new life, the gupper-table was spread.

CHAPTER IV,
THE SUPPER-TABLE.
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ight! T must still keep harping el
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sensible that, as regarded society at large, we stood in g
position of new hostility, er 1l new brotherhood.
Nor could this fail to be the case, in some degree, until the
bigger and better half of iety should range itself on our
side. Constituting so pitiful & minority as now, we were
inevitably estranged from the rest of mankind in pretty
fair proportion with the strictness of our mutual bond among
ourselves.

This dawning idea, however, was driven back into my
inner consciousness by the entrance of Zenobia. She eame
with the welcome intelligence that supper was on the table.
Looking at herself in the glass; and perceiving that her one
magnificent flower had grown rather langnid (probably by
being exposed to the fervency of the kitchen fire), she flung
it on the floor as unconcernedly as a village girl would
throw away a faded violet. The action seemed proper to
her character, although, methought, it would still more
have Befitted the bounteons nature of this beauntiful woman
to scatfer fresh flowers from her hand, and to revive faded
ones by her touch. Nevertheless, it was. a singular but
irresistible effect; the presence of Zenobia caused onr
Leroic enterprise to show like an illasion, a masquerade, 8
pastoral, a counterfeit A readia, in which we Zrown-up men
and women were making a play-day of the years that were
given us tolive in. T tried to analyze this impression, but
not with much suceess.

“If really vexes me,"” chserved Zenobia, as we left the
room, “ that Mr. Hollingsworth should be such a laggard.
¥-should not have thouzht him at al] the sort of person to
be turned back by a puff of contrary wind, or a {ew. snow-
flakes drifting into his face.”

* Do you know Hollingsworth personally 7% Tinquired.

“No; only as an auditor—audit 8, I mean—of some of
his Jectures,” said she. “ What a voice ke has! and what a
man he is!  Yet not so much an intellectual man, I should
81y, as a great heart; at least, he moved me more deeply
than I think myself capable of béing moved, except by the
stroke of a true, strong heart against my own. Itisa sad
pity that he should have devoted his glorious powers to
Buch a grimy, unbeautiful and positiy ely hopeless object as
this reformation of criminals, about which he makes him-
self and his wretchedly small audiences so very miserable,

.
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market, is as niggard
California gold.

But it was fortunate for us, on that wintry eve of our
untried life, to enjoy the warm and radiant luxury of a
Bomewhat too abundant fire, I it served no other purpose,
it made the men look so full of youth, warm blood, and
n, at least, as were an y-

hope, and the Women—such of they
agic—so very beautiful, that I

Wwise convertible by its ‘m

would cheerfully have spent ‘my last dollar to prolong the
blaze, As for Zenobia. there was a'glow in her cheeks
that made me think of Pandora, fresh from Vulean’s work-
8hop, and full of ithe celestial warmth'by dint of which he
had tempered and moulded her.

* Pake yonr places, my dear friends all,” eried she ; % seat
Yourselves without C€remony, and you shall be made hap-
With such tea as not many of the world’s working-peoyfe,
€xcept yourselves, will find in thejr cups-to-night. After
this one supper, youmay drink butter-milk, if you please.
Tonight we will qua tar, which, I assure you,

ly of each stick as if it were a bar of

aff this nee
could not be bought with gold.”
We all sat down,—grisly /i
mate, and ‘the two bouncing handmaidens, included,—and
looked at one another in g friendly but rather awkward
way. It was the first practical trial of our theories of
equal brotherhood and sisterhood ; and we people of super-
lor eulfivation and refinement (for as such, I presume, we
unhesitatingly reekoned ourselves) felt ag if something were
already accomplished toward the millennium of loye. The
truth is, however; that the laboring.oar was with our un-
polished companions: it being far easier to condescend
ondescension. Neither did I refrain

las Foster, his rotund help-

than to accept of c
from questioning, | in_seeret,  whether some of us—and
Zenobia among. the rest—would go quietly have taken our
places among these good people, save for the cherished con.
sciousness that it was not by necessity, but choice. Though
We saw fit to drink onr tea out of earthen eups tonight,
and in earthen company, it was at our own option to use
ictured porcelain and handle silver forks again to-morrow
his same salvo, as to the power of
position, contributed much. |
which we subsequently 1
humiliations of s life of tojl If

regaining our former
fear, to the ¢ nimity with
oore many of ti wdships

: 8 and
s toil. ever 1 have deserved
(which has not often been the case, and, I think, never),
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but if ever I did deserve to be soundly cuffed by 2 fgl}o“':
mortal, for secretly putting weight upon some Rn‘g‘g_mar)
social advantage, it must have been while I was .bﬁx_ll.Im(C{'-'t(f
prove myself ostentatiously his equal, and N0 TOTE. - Ll"ju-
while I sat beside him on his cobbler’s beneh, o%‘um; \,("i..‘rh".'<
hoe against his own in the corn-field, or l_,'%'&,tlfe tf"f same
crust of bread, my earth-grimed hand to bis, gt'OX..{ Ixi;f;ri;
tide lunch. The poor, prond man should look at bot
i ' sympathy like this. .
ild’;ié)isﬁerﬂgg \\-}hich full-;;wcd. upon our smt?znglc%:wuhta
table grew-rather oppressive ; indeed, it 3':15‘,3“5}.51;_\ rbr,(mcr:
by & word, during the first round of Zenobia's fragrant
te‘?‘.I hope,” said I, at l:xst,"‘t'h'f}t our 1'11..'}7':1.11; x.vin\_}(iwa
will be visible a ' great way off. There is nothing 50 p eas-
ant and encouraging to a solitary t.rfn‘clc-r. on a :.Lr{nm}
night, as a flood of fire-light seen amid the e‘luwm.} i .I~lt,b-€i
ruddy window-panes cannot fail to cheer.the l{n::}x L::'_’l.il}
that look at them. Are they not warm and bright with
the beacon-fire which we have kindled for hm‘uzum).. L,
“The blaze of that brush-wood will only last a H‘Hnll\_f,“ 01
two longer,” observed Silas Foster ; but whether he r“m::l.n;‘
to insinuate that our moral illamination would have as brief
annot say. .
: tpr\l?e.xlnt(‘xfrgq(’)’t sai}d Zenobia, * it may serve to guide some
i o a shelter.”
Wa‘\;l(;‘,erptlst as she said this, there eame a knock at the
house-door. gt
“ There is one of the world's wayfarers, sz‘nd_ L -
“ Ay, ay, just sol” quoth Silas Foster. ‘()z:;r firelight
will draw stragglers, just as a candle draws dorbugs; on a
er night.,”
sul\l‘lfnlie{hm: to enjoy a dramatic suspetmse, or t‘Lnt we wera
selfishly contrasting our own comfort with ‘:nr: f:]nll‘l‘ :.I,}l'i.l
dreary situation of the unknown person iltAtAJ(“lt:II'(:?‘[.L.}l‘lj.
or that some of us city-folk felt a little startled at HL;
knock which ecame so nnseasonablyy Lhz'uugn. night anc
storm, to the door of the lonely farm-honse,—so it happened,
that nobody, for an instant or I
snmmons. Pretty soon, ¢
first had been moderately lon
forcibly that the knuckles of the applicant mus

their mark in the door-panel

P

e b A T

» e = Y S P—




THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE.

“ He knocks as if he had a right to come in,” said Zete
obia, laughing. “ And what are we thinking of? It must
be Mr. Hollingsworth!

Hereupon, 1 went to the door, unbolted, and flung it
wide open. There, sure enough, stood Hollingsworth, his
shaggy great-coat all covered with snow, so that he looked
quite as much like a polar bear as a modern philanthros
pist.

“ Sluggish hospitality this!” said he, in those deep tonea
of his, which geemed to'come out of a chest as capacious as
a barrel. © It would have served you right if I had lain
down and spent the night on the door-step, just for the sake
of putting you to shame. But here is a guest who will
need 8 warmer and softer bed.”

And, stepping back to the wagon in which he had jour
neyed hither, Hollingsworth received into his arms and des
posited on the door-step a figure enveloped in a cloak. I
was evidently a woman; or, rather —judging from the ease
with which he lifted her, and the little space which she
geemed to flll in his arms,—a slim and unsubstantial girl.
As she showed some hesitation about. entering the door,
Hollingsworth, with bis usual direetness and lack of cere-
mony, urged her forward, not merely within the entry, but
into the warm and strongly-lighted kitchen.

“ Who'is this 7" whispered I, remaining behind with him
while he was taking off his great-coat.

“ Who? Really, Idon’t know,” answered Hollingsworth,
Jooking at me with some surprise. “ It is a young person
who belongs here, however ; and, no doubt, she has been ex-

scted. Zenobia, or some of the women-folks can tell you
sll sbout it.”

# I think mot,” said I, glancing toward the new comer
gnd the other occupants of the kitchen. *“ Nobody seems
to welcome her. I should hardly judge that she was an ex-
pected guest.”

« Well, well,” said Hollingsworth, quietly.  “ We'll make
it right.”

The stranger, or whatever she were, remained standing
precisely on that spot of the kitchen floor to which Hol-
lingsworth’s kindly hand had impelled her. The cloak fail-
ing partly off, she was seen to be a very young woman,
dressed in a poor but decent gown, made high in the neck,
and without any regard to fashion or smartness. Her
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brown hair fell down from beneath a hood, not in eurls, but
with only a slight wave; her face was of a wan, almost
siekly hue, betokening habitusl seclusion from the sun and
free atmosphere, like a flower-shrub that had done its best
to blossom in too scanty light. To complete the pitiable:
ness of her aspect, she shivered, either with cold, or fear, or
nervous excitement, so that you might have beheld her
shadow vibrating on the fire-lighted wall. In short, there
has seldom been seen so depressed and sad a figure as this
young girl’s; and it was hardly possible to help being an-
gry with her, from mere despair of doing anything for her
comfort. The fantasy occurred to me that she was some
desolate kind of a creature, doomed to wander about m
gnow-storms ; and that, though the ruddiness of our win-
dow-panes had tempted her into a human dwelling, she
would not remain long enough to melt the icicles out of her
hair.

Another conjecture likewise came into my mind. Recs
ollecting Hollingsworth’s sphere of philanthropic action, I
deemed it possible that he might have brought one of his
guilty patients, to be Wwrought upon, and restored to spir-
jtual health, by the pure influences which our mode of life
would create.

As yet, the girl had not stirred. She stood near the door,
fixing a pair of large, brown, melancholy eyes upon Zenobis
—only upon Zenobia | —she evidently saw nothing elseim
the room, save that bright, fair, rosy, beautiful woman. It
was the strangest look I ever witnessed; long a mystery to
me, and forever a memory. Once she seemed sbout to
move forward and greet her,—I know not with what warmth,
or with what words;—but, finally, instead of doing so, she;
drooped down upon her knees, elasped her hands, and gazed
piteously into Zenobia's face. Meeting no kindly reception,
her head fell on her bosom.

I never thoroughly forgave Zenobia for her conduct on
this occasion, ~But women are always more cautious in
their casual hospitalities than men.

“ What does the girl mean? ™ cried she, in rather a sharp
tone. “Isshe crazy? Has she no tongue?”

And here Hollingsworth stepped forward.

“ No wonder if the poor child’s tongue is frozen in her
mouth,” said he,—ané I think he positively frowned at Zen-
obia. “The very heart will be frozen in her bosom, unless
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you women 0an warm ;t nmong you, with the warmth that
ought to be in your own!”

Hollingsworth’s appmrqnce was very striking at this
moment. He was then about t‘mtv years old, but looked
several years-older, with his great shagey hmd his heavy
brow, his dark complexion, his abundant beard, and the
rude strength with which his features seemedd to have been
hammered out of iron, rather than chiselled or moulded from
any finer or softer material., Hisfigure wasnot tall, but mas-
sive and brawny, and well humn‘ﬂr his original uccupa.tlon,
which—as the reader probably knows—was that of a blacks
gmith. As for externa! polish, or mereeourtesy of manner,
he never possessed more than a tolerably educated bear;
althonch, in ‘his gentler moods, there was a tenderness in
his voice, eyes, mouth, in- his gt,:.mv and in every inc des
scribable manifestation, u} ich few men could resist, and no
woman. 'But he now looked stern and rm:ru‘uliul, and ib
was with that inauspicious meaning in his glance that Hol-
lingsworth first met ‘Zenobia's eyes, and benun his influence

upon her life.

To my surprise, Zenobia—of whose haughty spirit I had
been t« 1d so many examples—ab solutely (.Lﬂll”’(,d(()lf)l' and
gecmed mortified and confused.

“You do not quite do me justice, Mr. Hollingsworth,”
she said, almost Humbly. \* I'am willing to be kind to the
poor girl. Isshea protegée of yours? ‘What can I do for
L(—_!  H

“ Have you anything to ask of this lady ? " said Hole
lingsworth, kindly, to the girl, “I remember you men-
tioned her name before we left town)’

“Only that she will shelter me,” replied the girl, trem-

ly 'l"> t she will let me be always near her: 4

« Well, inc lu 2dy? e::iu.mm.l Zenobia, recovering herself,

and laughing, “ this is an adventure, and well worthy to be

the first um«luut in our life of love and free-heartedness!

But I accept it for the present, without further question,—

enly,” adde xl she, *'1t would Iu: a convenience if we knew
your name.”

e Prisvili:a." said the girl ; and it appeared to me that she
hesitated whether to add anything more, and decided in the
negative. ‘ Pray du not ask me my other name,—at lea

not yet,—if you will be so kind to a forlorn creature.”

Pnabllla |—Priscilla} I reptated the name to myeelfy

e g ———i———————
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three or four times; and,in that little space, this quaint
?,ud prim cognomen had so ..Au‘«luzam..u-.l itself with my
idea of the girl. that it seemed as if no other name could
have adhered to her for a moment. Here LHI"IP the poor
thing had nof shed any tears; but now that she found her
gelf received, and at least temporari ly established, the big
drops began to coze out from lxr neath her eyelids, asif s
were full of them. Perhaps it showed the iron substanee
of my heart, that I could not help smiling at this odd scene
of unknown and unaccountable calar mity into which our
cheerful party had been entrapped, without the liberty of
choosing whether to sympathize or no. Hollingsworth’s
behavior was certainly a great deal more creditable than
mine.

“Let us not pry further into her secrets,” he said to
Zenobia and the rest of us, apart—and his dark, s f
face I m.ml really beautiful with its expression of tho
ful benevolence. ** Let us conelude that Providence has

sent her to us,as the first fruits of the world, which we
have undertaken to make happier than we find it.
warm her poor, shivering bunu with this good five,

poor, shivering heart with our best l ndness.
her, and make her one of us. As we do by

girl, so shall we prosper. And,in good time, :
desirable for us to know will be melted out of her, asinevi-
tably as those tears which we see now.”

“ At least,” remarked I, “ yon may tell us how and where
you met with her.” '

‘* An old man brought her to my lod g, answered
Hollingsworth, ** and begged me to convey her to Blithe-
dale, Were——to I understood h m—she 1:.:1<1 friends ; and
this is po:mv ely all 1 know about rtter.’ ‘

Grim Silas b(mtcr, all this while,
supper-table, pouri
with no more sense 09 its axqu
coction of oatnip; hc]!',“"" him
oa the flat of "'-" kn

table-cloth ;
glice after *:hne “of ham: r- =*; ¢
with the butter-plate; and,in :”' nm_
less like a civilized Christian 1’. an
egre. Lumr by this time f" xll\ g
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then favored us with his opinion ahont the business in hand,
And, certainly, though they proceeded out of an unwiped
mouth, his expressions did him honor.

*“ Give the girl a hot cup of tea, and a thick slice of this
first-rate bacon,” said Silas, like a sensible man as he was.
“ That's what she wants. Let.her stay with us as long as
she likes, and help in the kitchen, and take the cow-breath
at milking-time ; and, in a week or two, she’ll begin to look
like & creature of this world.”

So we sat down again to supper, and Priscilla along with
us.

CHAPTER Y.
UNTIL BED-TIME.

Stuas FosTer, by the time we concluded our meal, had
stripped off his coat, and planted himself on a low chair by
the kitehen fire, with a lapstone, a hammer, a piece of sole-
leather, and some waxed ends, in order to cobble an old pair
of cow-hide boots; he being, in his own phrase, “ some-
thing of a dab” (whatever degree of skill that may imply)
at the shoemaking business. “'We heard the tap of his ham.
mer, at intervals, for the rest of the evening. The remain-
der of the party adjourned to the sitting-room. Good Mrs.
Foster took her knitting-work, and soon fell fast asleep, still
keeping her needles in brisk movement, and, to the best of
my observation, absolutely footing a stocking out of the
texture of & dream. And a very substantial stocking it
seemed fo be. One of the two handmaidens hemmed a
towel, and the other appeared to be making a ruffle, for her
Sunday’s wear, out of a little bit of embroidered muslin,
which Zenobia had probably given her.

It was curious fo observe how trustingly, and yet how
timidly, our poor Priscilla betook herself into the shadow
of Zenobia's protection. She sat beside her on a stool, look-
ing up, every now and then, with an expression of humbls
delight, at ber new friend’s beauty. A brilliant woman is
often an object of the devofed sdmiration—it might almost
be termed wprship, or idolgtryw-of some young girl, who
perhmpe beindis the eynosuts only st anawtl dlevsnee, ud
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has as little hope of personal intercourse as of climbing
among the stars of heaven. We men are too gross te
comprehend it. Even a woman, of mature age, despises or
laughs at such a passion. There oceurred to me no mode
of accounting for Priscilla’s behavior, except by supposing
that she had read some of Zenobia’s stories (as such litera-
ture goes everywhere), or her tracts in defence of the sex,
and had come hither with the one purpose of being her
slave. There is nothing parallel to this, I believe,—nothing
so foolishly disinterested, and hardly anything so beautiful,
—in the masculine nature, at whatever epoch of life;
or, if there be,a fine and rare development of character
might reasonably be looked for from the youth who should
prove himself capable of such self-forgetful affection.

Zenobia happening to change her seat, I took the oppors
tunity, in an under tone, to suggest some such notion as
the above.

¢ Since you see the young woman in so poetical a light,*
replied she, in the same tone, “ you had better turn the afl
fair into a ballad. It is a grand subject, and worthy of
supernatural machinery. The storm, the startling knock
at the door, the entrance of the sable knight Hollingsworth
and this shadowy snow-maiden, who, precisely at the stroka
of midnight, shall melt away at my feet in a pool of ices
cold water, and give me my death with a pair of wet slips
pers! And when the verses are written, and polished quite
to your mind, I will favor you with my idea as to what the
girl really is.”

“ Pray let me have it now,” said I; *it shall be woven
info the ballad.”

“She ig neither more nor less,” answered Zenohia, “ than
& seamstress from the city; and she has probably no more
transcendental purpose than fo do my miscellaneous sews
ing, for I suppose she will bardly expect to make my
dresses.”

* How can you decide upon her so easily 7' I inquired.

“0, we women judge one another by tokens that escapa
the obtuseness of masculine perceptions,” said Zenobia.
“There is no proof which you would be likely to appreei
ate, except the needle-marks on the tip of her fore-finger.
Then, my supposition perfectly accounts for her paleness,
ber nervousness, and her wretched fragility. Poor thingl
She has been stifled with the Leat of a salamander-stove, i
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a small, close room, and has drunk coffee, and fed upon
dough-nuts, raisins, candy, and all such trash, till she is
scarcely half alive; and so, as she has hardly any physique,
8 poet, like Mr. Miles Coverdale, may be allowed to think
Ber spiritual.?

- #Took at her now | ¥ whispered 1.

Priscilla was gazing toward us, with an inexpressible sor-

row in ber wan face,and great tears running down her
cheeks. | It was difficuit to resist the impression that, cau-
tiously as we nad lowered our voices, she must have over-
heard and been wounded by Zenobia’s scornful estimate of
her character and purposes.

* What ears the girl must havel” whispered Zenobia,
with a look of vexation, partly comic, and partly real. “I
will confess to you that I cannot quite make her out. How-
ever, I am positively not an ill-natured person, unless when
very grievously provoked ; and as you, and especiaily Mr,
Hollingsworth, take so much interest in this odd creature,
—and she Knocks, with a very slight tap, against my
own heart, likewise,—why, I mean to let herin. From this
moment, I will be reasonably kind to her. There is no
pleasure in tormenting a person of one’s own sex, even if
she do favor one with a little more love than one ean cone
veniently dispose of;—and that, let me say, Mr. Cover
dale, is the most troublesome offence you can offer to a
woman.”

* Thank you,” said I, smiling ; “ I don't mean to be guilty
of it."

She went toward Priscilla, took her hand, and passed her
own rosy finger-tips, witly a pretty, caressing m()\'ement.‘
over the girl’s hair.. The fouch had a magical effect. - So

vivid a look of joy flushed up beneath those fingers, that it
seemed as if the sad and wan Priscilla had been snatched
away, and another kind of ereature substituted in her place.
This jone caress; bestowed voluntarily by Zenobia, was evi
dently received as a pledge of all that the stranger soughs
from her, whatever the unuttered boon might be. From
that instant, too, she melted in quietly amongst us, and was
no longer a foreign element. Though always an object of
peculiar interest, a riddle, and a theme of frequent disenss
sion, her tenure at Blithedale was thenceforth fixed. We
no more thought of questioning it, than if Priscilla had
ben recognized as a domestic sprite, who had haunted the
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rustie fireside, of oid, before we had ever been warmed by
its blaze.

She now produced, out of a work-bag that she had with
ker, some little wooden instruments (what they are called,
I never knew), and proceeded to knit, or nef, an article
which ultimately took the shape of a gilk purse.
work went on, I remembered to have seen just su
before; indeed, I was the possessor of one. Their peculiar
excellence, besides the great delicacy and beauty of the
manufacture, lay in the almost impossibility that any un.
initiated person should discover the aperture; nl:hough, to
a practiced touch, they would open as wide as charity or

digality might wish. I wondered if it were not a syms
bol of Priscilla’s own mystery.

Notwithstanding the new confidence with which Zenobia
had inspired her, our guest showed herself disguieted by
the storm. When the strong ovuils of wind spattered the
snow against the windows, and made the oaken frame of the
farm-honse creak, she looked at us apprehensively, as if to
inquire whether these tempestuous outbreaks did not ‘he.
token some unusual mischief in the shrieking blast. She
had been bred up, no doubt, in some close nook, some inaun-
gpicionsly sheltered court of the city, where tho uttermost
rage of & tempest, though it might scatter down the slates
of the roof into the bricked area, could not shake the case-
ment of her little room. The sense of vast, undefined space,
pressing from the outside against the black panes of our
uncurtained windows, was fearful to the poor girl, hereto.
fore accustomed to the narrowness of human limits, with
the lamps of neighboring tenements glimmering across the
gtreet. . The house probably seemed to her adrift, on the
great ocean of the night. A little parallelogram of sky was
all that she had hitherto known of nature, so that she felt
the awfulness that really exists in its limitless extent.
Opce, while the blast was l.uullowmg, she caught hold of
Zenobia’s robe, with precisely the air of one who hears ner
own name spoken at a distance, but is unutterably reluct-
ant to obey the call. il .

We spent rather an incommunicative evening. Hollings-
worth hardly said a word, unless when repeatedly and per-
tinaciously addressed. Then, indeed, he would glare upon
us from the thick shrubbery of his meditations like a figer

out of a jungle, make the briefest reply possible, and betake
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himse!f back into the solitude of his heart and mind. The
poor fellow had contracted this ungracious habit from the
intensity with which he contemplated his own ideas, and
the infrequent sympathy shich they met with from his
auditors,—a circumstanece that seemed only to strengthen
the .implicit confidence that he awarded to them. His
beart, I imagine, was never really. interested in our social-
iat scheme, but was forever bu sy with his strange, and, as
most pvupl(, thoughtit, impracticable plan, for the reforma-
tion of criminals tln'cm;h an appeal to their higher instinets.
Much as I liked Hollingsworth, it cost:me many a groan
to ftolerate him on this point. He ought to have com-
menced  his investigation of the wm,wt by pmpetmtmg
some huge sin in his proper person, and examining the
condition of his higher instincts afterward.

The rest of us formed ourselves into a committee for pro-
viding our infant community with an appropriate name,—
a matter of greatly more difficulty than the uninitiated
reader would suppose. Blithedale was neither good nor
bad. . We should have resumed the old Tndian name of the
premises, hathit possessed the oil-and-honey flow which the
aborigines . were so often happy in communicating te their
local appellations; but it ehanced to be a harsh, ill-con-
nu’toll ""-l inters rmm le W()!‘KI, wi :(‘11 sr-mm:d to fill the

I.ln-m\ Z nobi # Sunny . as expres-
sive of a \'Esl:z. into a better 57\'5':11('1 \()L‘n(i}. This we
turned over and over, for a while, acknowledging its'pretti-
ness, but concluded i : '
a name/(a faunlt inevitable by literary ladies,in such st
tempts) for sun-burnt men to work under., I ventured to
whisper “ Utopia, ‘hich, however, was wunanimously
scouted down, and the proposer very harshly maltreated,
as if he had intended a laten «w)" Some were for call-
ing onr instit m : m view of; its being the
one ¢ the mor, ste of the world; but
others insistes oviso for reconsi lering the matter at
a twelve-month’s end, n a final (Iui sion might be had,
C 18 1 ] "or Sahara. \ﬂ at Id&t/,
r out anything better, wé
resolved that the spot should still be Blithedale, as being
af go ')\1 al i

'r too fine and sentimental ;
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wupon us through the windows, gloomy, wild and vague,
Bke another state of existence, close beside the little
sphere of warmth and light in which we were the prattiers
and bustlers of a moment. By and by, the door was
opened by Silas Foster, with & cotton handkerchief abotit
his head, and a tallow c mrlh in' his hand.

“ Take my advice, brother farmers,” said he, with a
great, broad, bottomless yawn, “ and get to bed as soon as
you can. I shall sound the horn at daybreak ; and we've
got the cattle to fodder, and nine cows to milk, and a dozen
other things to do, before breakfast.”

Thus ended the first evening at Blithedale. I went
shivering to my fireless chamber, with the miserable con-
sciousness (which had been U‘Iu“ll.__ upon me for seversal
hours past) that I had canght a fremendous cold, and
should probably awaken, at ‘v ~I.\; f the horn, a fit sub-
ject for a hospital. The uiqht proved a fever Dur-
ing the greater part of it, I was in that vilest of states
when & fixed idea remains in the mind, like the nail in
Sisera’s brain, while innumerable other ideas go and come
and flutter to and fro, eombining con at;mt transiti 1
intolerable sameness. Had I inade a record of that nig
half-waking dreams, it is my belief that it would L Ve
ticipated several of the chiefincidents of' this narr: I
cluding a dim shadow of its f‘.ii;:.\n"'i;n& Starting 4p in
bed, at length; T saw that the st was past, and the
moon was ah.n.n" on the snowy landscape, which looked
like'n lifeless copy of the world | inn

From the bank of the distant river, which was shimmer-
ing in the moonlight, c¢ime theblack shadow of the.« nly
eloud in heaven, driven ﬂ.’i(‘tl_\' by the wind, an J
over meadow and hillock, vanishing amid tufts
trees, but reiippearing on the hither side, unt 11 it
across our door-step.

How cold an Arcadia was this!
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88 sleep-dispelling as if this hard-hearted old yeoman had
got hold of the trump of doom.

On all sides I could hear the creaking of the bedsteads,
as the brethren of Blithedale started from slumber, and
thrust themselves | into their habiliments, all awry, nc
donbt, in their haste to begin the reformation of the world.
Zenobia put ber head into the entry, and besought Silas
Foster to cease his clamor, and to be kind cnoucrh to leave
an armful of firewood and a pail of water at her chamber-
door. Of the whole household,—unless, indeed, it were
Priscilla, for whose habits, in this particular, I cannot
vouch,—of all our Lmuatuhs society, whose mission was to
bless mankind, Holl 1uvsv.nnh, I apprebend, was the only
one who hc«"nl the eanterprise with prayer. My sleeping-
room ‘uun'f but; thinly, partitioned from his, the solemn
murmur of his voice made its way to.my ears, compelling
me to be an auditor of his awful privacy with the Creator.
It affected me with a deep reverence for Hollingsworth,
which ‘no familiarity then existing, or that afterward grew
more intimate h( tween us,—no, nur my subsequent percep-
tion of his own great errors—ever quite effaced. It is so
rare, in these tmxca to'meet with a man of prayerful habits
(cxupl of course®in the pmpn) that such an one is de-
cidedly marked out by 2 light of transfiguration, shed upon
him in the divine interview from which he passes info his
dﬂ. ‘ life,

As for me, I lay abed; and if I said my prayers, it was
backward, cursing my day as bitterly as patient Job him-
gelf, The truth was, the hot-honse warmth of a town-resi-
dence, and: the luxurious life in which I indulged myself,
bad tfxlxen much of the rvth out- of my physical system;

and the wintry blast of the precrdmg day, together with
the general chill of our airy old farm-house, had got fairly
into my heart and the marrow of my bones. In this pre-
dlC&LﬂkUt I seriously 'wished—selfish as it may appear—
that ‘the reformation of socisty had been po\t')omd abont
'L' alf a century, or, at all events, to such 2 date 28 should
ave pu‘ my intermeddling with it untlrely out of the

ense, had I to do with
any better s ty then Thed alwayslivedin? It had satis-
fled me well enough. chelor-parlor, sunuy

aud sbadowy, curtainid .ui argmw Witk the betkghombar
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adjoining ; my centre-table, strewn with books snd periode

s; my writing-desk, withea half-finished poem, in a
stanza of my own contrivance ; my morning lonnge at the
reading-room or picture-gallery ; my noontide walk ‘110110
the cheery pavement, with the suggestive succession
human faces, and the brisk throb of human life, in which I
ghared ; my dinner at the Albion, where I had a hundred
dishes at command, and could banquet as delicately as
the wizard Michael Scotb when the devil fed him from the
King of France’s kitchen ; my evening at the bxlzuni club,
the concert, the theatre, or at somebody’s party, if I pleased;
—what could be better than all this? Was it L:tu_x to h(_)@,
to mow, to toil and moil amidst the :1('c\1mul:uin:v.:1§ of a
barn-yard ; to be the chamberanaid of two yoke of oxen

and a dozen cows; to eat salt beef, and earn it with the

sweat of my brow, and thereby take the tough morsei out
of some wretch's mouth, into whose vocation I had thrust
myself? Above all, was it better to have a fever, and die
blaspheming, as I was like to do? [ ‘

In this wretched plight, with a furnace in my heart, and
another in my head, by the heat of which I was kept cone
stantly at the boiling point, yet chivering at the bare idea
of extruding so much as a finger into the icy atmosphere
of the room, I kept my bed until breakfast-time, when Hol-
lln"m orth hnm‘kud 'lf tln door, and entered.

* Well, Coverdale,” cried he,* you bid fair to make an
admxmble farmer ! Don t you mean to get-up to-day?”

¢ Neither to-day nor to-morrow,” said I, hopelessly. “1I
doubt if I ever rise again!”

% What is the matter, now {7 he asked.

I told him my piteous case, and besought him to send me
back to fmm in a close carriage.

“No, no!” said Hollmmwo rth, with kindly sonoucn 85,
“TIf you are really sick, we must take care of you.

Accnr«lmf'lv he built a fire in my chamber, snr’i having
little clse to do while the snow lay on the 'rmm‘u estabs
lished himself as/my nurse. A doctor was t fur, who,
being homaopathie, gave me as much medicine, 'in the
course of a fortnight’s attendance, as would have izin on
the point of a needle. They fed me on water-gruel, and I
speedily becam.: a skeieton ai\c- e vrmmd But, after all, 1
have many precious recollections connected with thas fit of
sicknesa.

k1 Ah_“bn.,-.df‘_l-w"' A
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Hollingsworth’s more than brot herly atfendance gave me
inexpressible comfort. Most men—and certainly I eculd
not always claim to be one of the exceptions—have
natural indifference, if not an abso lutely hostile feeling,
‘LOW'U(I those whom disease, or weakness, or alamity ot
any kind, causes to falter and faint amid the rude jostle of
our co!ﬁsL existence., The education of Christianity, it is
true; sympathy of a like experience, and the example
of womm may soften, and, pOA\lbly, subyert, this ugly
(‘hdrﬂf_t(,ribtl(, of our sex hut it is orlvnmlh there, and
has likewise | its  ana ]Uf’} in the practice of our brute
brethren, who hunt the sick or disabled member of the herd
from among them, as an enemy. It is for this reason that
the stricken deer goes apart,\and the sick lion grimly with-
draws himself into his den. Except in love, or the attach-
ments of kindred,or other very long and habitual affection,

wi really have no tenderness. But there was something of
the woman moulded into the great, stalwart frame of Hol-
lingsworth ; nor was he ashamed of it, as men often are of
what is bth in thiem, nor seemed ever to know that there
was such a soft place in his heart. I knew it well, how-
ever, at that time, although afterward it came mvh to be
f(!AE’:OtLLU. Mauuuth there could not be two such men
alive as Hollingsworth, - There never was any blaze of a
fireside that warmed and cheered me, in the down- sinkings
and shiverings of iy 8pirit, soef nuL"IIs as did the llght
out, of those eyes, which lay so deep and dark under his

ippy the man that has such a friend beside him when |,

he comes to die! and unless a friend like Hol llingsworth be
at hand,—as most pr uuaM} there will not,—he had better
make up his mind to die alone., How many men, I wonder,
does one meet with, in a lifetime, whom he would choose for
his death-bed ulmmn.nu‘l At the erisis of my fever, I be-
sought Hollingsworth to let I\ubud\' else enter the room, but
cu_nmu‘.]h to make me sensible of his own presence, hv

grasp of the hand, a‘word, a prayer, if he thought good %o
utter it; and that then he shonld be the witness how cour-
ageously I would encounter the worst. It still impresses
me as almost a matter of regret, that I did not die then,
when T had tolerably made up my mind to it ; for Hodmgs-
worth would have gone with me to the hither verge of life,
and have sent his friendly and hopeful accenta far qver om

r

.
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the other side, while T should be treading the unknown
path. Now, were I to send for him, he w would hardly come
to my bed-side, nor should I depart the easier for his pres-
ence. . .

“ You are not going to die, this time,” said he, gravely
smiling. “ You know nothing about sick n~~\, .md think
your case a great deal more desperate than it is.’ )

« Death should take me while I am in the mood,” replied
I, with a little of my customary levity.

“ Have you nothing to do in life,” ‘asked Hollingsworth,
¢ that you fancy j‘our;ﬂ-lf go ready to leave it?" .

“\oth » anawered I; “nothi ng, that I know of, unless
to make pxuty verses, and play Ilult with Zenobia and
the rest of the amateurs, in our zﬂworﬂ It seems n.nt an
unsubstantial sort of business, as viewed through a mist o_f
fever. But, dear Hollingsworth, your own vocation is evie
dently to be a priest, and to :pmnl your days and nights in
helping your fellow-creatures to draw peacefal dying
breaths.” B . 1

% And by which of my gualities,” mquu"’cd he, * can you
suppose me fitted for this awful ministry

% By your tenderness,” I gaid. It seems to me the re-
flection of God's own love.”

“ And you call me tender!” repeated Hollingsworth,
thotmhtfulh. # 1 ghould rather say that the most marked
trait in my character is an inflexible severity of purpose.
Mortal man has no right to be so_inflexible as it is my
nature and necessity tu be.!

« I do not believe.it,” I uplicrl :

But, in due time, I remembered what he said.

Probably, as Hol llingsworth suggested, my disorder was
never so serions as, in my ignorance of such matters, I was
inclined to consider it. After so much tragic al prépara-
tion, it was positively rather mortifying to find myself on
the mending hand.

All the other members of the Con 'mm
tkindness according | to the full measure of 1

ty showed me
1eir capacity.

' Zenobia brought me my grue l every -?-n' made by her own

hands (not very mulnm\.n nth m ln‘ ?ul.ll)'; and
whenevor T seemed ine ] to conver w,-:iul git by my
bed-side, and talk with so mu ity s

ratuitous throbs to my puise.

gﬂ(cts never half did justice

A el ¥ madin Vit
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the lack of a fitter avenune that drove her to seek develop-
ment in llreratuw She was made (among a thousand
other things that she might hve been) for a stump-ora-
tress. I recognized no severc ¢! itur in Zenobia ; her mind
was full of weds. It startled me, sometimes, m my state
of moral as vell-as bodily faint-heartedness, to observe the
hardihood of her mx‘o:apn\. She made no scrnpl ofuvcr-
setting all human institutions;.and scattering them as with
a breeze from her fan. A female reformer, in hr: attacks
upon society, has an instinctive sense of where the life lies,
end ig inclined to aim directly at that spot. Especially the
y relation between the sexes is natumll} among the earliest
to atiract her notice.
Zenobia was fruly

;Alfu'ent woman. The homely
simplicity of her dres

s could mot ‘conceal, nor scarcely
diminish, the queenliness ot her pu\nn(m. The image of
her form and face should have been mul Itiplied all over the
earth. It was wronging the rest of mankind tm rc ain_her
as the spectacle of only a fow. The st would have been
her proper sphere. She should hayve made it a point of
duty, moreover, to sit endlessly to pain lu~ and senlptors,

and preferabl r to the latter; becausethe cold decoram ot
th marble m..,m congist with the utmost scantiness of
drapery, so that the eye might chastely be gladdened with
her material perfection in its entireness. I knowmnet well
how to express, that the native glow of coloring in her
cheeks, and even the flesh-warmth over her round arms, and
what was visible of her full bust,—in a W")I‘(I her woman-
liness incarnated,—compelled me, sometimes. to elose my
eyes, as if it were not quite the privilege of modesty to
gaze at her. - Illness and exhaustion, no doubt, had made
me morbidly sensitive,

I noticed—and wondered how Zenobia contrived it—that
she had always a new flower in her hair. And still it wasa
hot-house flower,—an outlandish flower,—a flower of the
tropics, such as .1ppvund to have sprung passionately out
of a soil the very weeds of which would be fervid and spicy.
Unlike as was thr flower of each successive day to the pre-
ceding one, it yct so assimilated its ricliness to the rich
beauty of the woman, that I uouc'ht it the only flower fit
0 be worn; so fit,indeed, that Nature had e\'dvmh created
this floral ger, in a happy exuberance, for the one purpose
of worthily adorning Zenobia’s head, It might be that my
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; I-
foverish fantasies clustered themselves about this pecul
inrity, and caused it to look more Zorgeous and wonderful

: ‘l e '~‘ YO Y
then if beheld with temperate eyes. In the height m‘ m ‘t,
iliness, as I well recollect, I went sc far as to pronounce 1

g, §
reternatural.
IJ“«kte mehantress | whispered 1 once to Hol-
“ Zenobia is an enchant hae
lingsworth. * She is a sister of the Veiled Lady. 13

SWU yhle o o ; :
ﬂox% or in her hair is a talisman. If you were to \Imtil it
away, she would vanish, or be transformed into something

- !
el:f‘ o L s

& What does he say ? " asked Zenobia. -
“ Nothing that has an atom of scnse 1N n].“ ;13?\1515
i ort] i ittle beside himself, 1 believe
Hollingsworth. “ He is s Imh h.\ le l.x-i\n~ ,“Auirqi
i bel itcl some Magice
and talks about your being a Wiicl, and of some mag
property in the flower that 3.‘=1 &\\.LH in your 1“:1'[ et
~ « It is an idea worthy of a feverigsh poet, : d she,
s ) 4 v out the flower.
laughing rather compas ately. and ta gu_m.?. Lll( f M;
« I scorn tn owe anything to magic. Here, -fll.. :' 1111}‘!1—1 :
worth. vou may keep the spell whiléitihas any virtuel t,;:
' J - . w1t F ew one to
but I cannot promise you not to appea with a nes u}); .
morrow. 1t is the one relic of my 1nore brilliant, my hap
v
191 f:"n.s ) L Thiad ‘ o afta
. The most curious part o la,: mafter was, thav \x.A;l “,.Li‘
4 S lont aced, as
my slight delirium b : —as long, indeed,
continued to know :
flower afiected my imagination, th yugh more s Ik
; : v The son mu av e
in yery much: the same way. ¢ Treason 3; '1 Kbt
that. whether intentionally on her part or not, this fa
at, whet I

] £ i ression of Zenobia's
crnament was ‘.u_h\.l ly a subtile exp 1

character. ot —_— —
One subject, about which—very 1mpf itly, moreover
ne su p i

le woman,—her daily
11"]lt.\‘. yet

~—1 perple sed myself with 2 grea Phe I it must

thlul/rlm»“l' d ever been maryie idea, 1 (. ,—
- k N nar aronmatance
uw-kr‘tuui s unaunthorized by any eircumstance.o

:)ti 4 ion that h: ul made its way to my ears. S0 JFOunbg

3 l ‘\| UL v As . ¢ K A : =18

S eheld her, and the freshest.and rosiest woman of'a

th “& >1k there ’\\ as cert no need of imputing to l‘mr: a

;uo“p;d.-. . .,‘(;..;1'».1, .+ the. probability was far

lestiny al y /accompl 3 ) 1 y

greater ul 1er comil i

aring. | e \

e It was a ridiculous

e r - imagine that this besutls

piece @& .um.ul ¢, undoubtedly, tu

Tt it 42




YUE premEnaLE ROMANCE.

ful personape, wealthy as she was, and holding a position
that might fairly enough be called distinguished, could
Ve given herself away so privafely, but tha
and suspicion, and, by degrees, a full understanding of the
fact, would eventually be blown abroad. But then, as I
failed not to consider, her original hore was at a distance
of many hundred miles, Rumors might fill the social at-
mosphere, or might once have filled it, there, which would
travel but slowly, against the wind, toward our north-east-
ern metropolis, and perhaps melf into thin ajr before reach-
ing if.
There was not—and I distinctly repeat it—the slightest
foundation in my knowledge for any surmise of the kind,
But there isa species of intaition—éither q spiritual lie, or
the gubtle recognition of a fact,—which comes to us in a re.
duced state of the corporeal system. The soul gets the
better of the body, after wasting illness, or when g vege-
table diet may have mingled too much either in the blood,
Vapors then rise up to the brain, and take shapes that
often image falsehood, but sometimes truth. The spheres
of our companions have, at such periods, a vastly greater
influence upon our own than when robust health gives us g
repellent and self-defensive energy. Zenobia's sphere, I im-
agine, impressed itself powerfully on mine, and transformed
me, during this period of my weakness, into something like
& mesmerical clairvoyant,
Then, also, ag anybody e
deportment (though, to g

t some whisper

ould observe, the freedom of her
ome tastes, it might commend it
self as the utmost perfection of manner in a youthful widow
or a blooming matron) was not exactly maiden-like. What
girl had ever laughed as Zenobia did? -~ What girl had ever
6poken in her mellow. tones 7 Her unconstrained and in-
evitable manifestation, I said often to myself, was that of a
woman to whom wedlock had thrown wide the gates of
mystery. Yet sometimes I strove to be ashamed of these
conjectures. I acknowledged it as a masculine grossness—
a gin of wicked interpretation, of which man is often guilty
toward the other sex,—thus to mistake the sweet, liberal,
but womanly frankness of a noble and generous disposition.

8till, it was of no avail to reason with myself, nor to up-
braid myself. Pertinaciously the thought, “ Zenobia is g

wife,—Zenobia has lived and loved! There is no folded

petal, 0o latent dew.drop, i this perfectly-developed rose |

=3
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1 other ¢ JIngsl . 88
frresistibly that thought drove out all other conclusions,
gist ab g out all o
s m i everted to the subject.
i s o el of my observation, though not, I
Zenobia . was conscious of mjy ‘1 1
1me, of oint rhich it led me.

sume, of the point to whic ‘ ol I . -
pre‘sl\llﬂ‘l L‘i»\"‘-}'rl-gle ” gaid she, one day,asshe .sn]wi me xlv:;tc‘h

Bciieid e 0 e o table. & lave
ing her, while she arranged my gruel on that.l}u : e, e
e o deal of eye-shot in the few years

y SEC 'eat (es 1 eye-s00 yeal

exposed to-a great deal of ej S G geead

b%n;i&];in r in thg world, but never, I think, to )‘H,‘ll[bd“l
byt a1 2 Wwith.

nxll}ch glances as you are in the habit of favoring mcl B

v =2 ST : 11 ,' » ar '.'_'v S

Zcemuto interest youn very much; “i“uI }f(':mw:,n co
’s instinet is for e deceived—I cannc cko
an’s instincet 1s for once %) HIOb X6
Yo 48 in: admirer. What are you seeking to discover in
you 4s an ac - 3
o z surprised into
o " vour life,” answered T, surprised i

“The mystery of your life,” answe ‘L‘.T:l. P i

the trath by the unexpectedness of her attack. 3
. M )

ill never tell me. . . e
Wléh: bent her head toward me, and let mtl'lm?kl 1:‘x.11?into
eyes Jaa if challenging me to drop a plummet-line do

v" - JAAL  § = S E s
the depths ‘of her conscz::ncr}e]a?. P
ing now,” said I, closingmy ow1 €yes,

b Nl‘ ntrl):é”flh%e ‘of a sprite laughing at me from the bot-
less it be 8] g

o deen well? B
tolflll v ‘dli(!;“:lw-rvs feels himself defrauded, when hh(é
pacielor alwiy : B it A
fs 1y woman of his acquaints

< , or suspects, that any Wwomsan ecqual '
1\{10“’5.101 'fp'uv“s' Otherwise, the matfel (,l.l}llkl :1)'1;;

- 1erseilt away. s el eeulatives 1«
{Il\‘»ﬁuno concern of mine, 1t was purely s _('(;‘lll'i.i:{iu 15vo
}{;(ulrl n(»t. under any cireums '._lll'-\'tf ‘il;t)we\'(»r' £
; ')l Zenohid. The riddle made meso nervous, s .lm

£ e JIA, = o I 5 hig most x
et sitive condition of mind and body, that st U
rkbetily Hesan t wish that she would let me alone. Then,

Aol 5 oqan to wish that si ey | & Tt
gmulm“}ff}x?[;fl was very wretched. stuil, ““,’:, Jlun.:l.,t:]lt)(
too, her gruel wi iy iy i T g A

f pine smoke upon it, IKe

rariably thé.sméll of pine smoke ppon i i Y e e
‘3”“1')1.‘ llii to mix itselfwp with a'w xt:,h’s best "(—O'lh.?);her

1t is sail 3 7 FN s Bl X :
:‘]l“}bt;gq s Why could not shie hay .:'.AI!Z-.A‘\'\ one n.‘[.lnn“iioht

:u’n en to take the gruel in charge! _\\ Amh-}'sil el »;'q Py
be'hior zifte \ ture certainly never intended Zeno i
ookl s ~)~Lh!(" she 1d -have meddled only with the

ook «. if -s0. -she ould hayve RO y Wwith
L?Ubk. 11 lel,d]f«pidtqt dishes, and’such as are to be tasted at

: = 5 o h ¥ S W Y ¥ S
Fa= yeen draughts Ol IntOXICaling wine.
benquets, between draug
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CHAPTER VIL

’IHE GONVALESCENT,

.{.s 800N a8 my incommodities allowed me to think of
pasf foceurrences, I failed not to inguire what had become
of the «‘rl»fvl_ little guest whom Hollingsworth had been the
medinm of infroducing among us. -1t now appeared that
poor Priscilla had not so literally fallen out of the cloudsas
we were af first inclined to suppose. A letter, which should
have introduced her, had since been received from ons

er, since been received from one of
the eity 1111:“!:)1111 ,containing a certificate of character
v 115 10y s 3 ) . 4
&m(li an_ allusion 1 1 p8 Whic l, in the writer’s
o 2 v desi
dgment, mad ally sirable that she should find
A uni There was g hint, no
Shelipr : ! ) Ll as 8 , not very
nﬂtj(;lh;_.) " : o ier that Priscilla had reeently
escaped from il irksomeness of
else that she was still liable to this danger or
ou “ ywhatever~it might be. should ill have de-
ael‘\‘{,( bl ". ! DY 1 T N0 v frator ")
S Ap‘ Tepu f ent fraternity, had we
nesitated to; entertain s l.vl_-w.w_um in such ncul, and so
strongly. recommended to onr kindness; not to mention
I o tranoe Tl N )
moreover, that the stran had set he mli diligently
to work, and was doi d ice with her needle. But
& slight mist of U'ﬂ«t’l«'!lllt\' still floated about Priseilla, and
kept her, as yet, from { x?:z_xv_r ery decided place among
ereatures of flesh-and blood. 9

The mysterious attraction, which, from her first entrance
on our scene, she evineed for Zenobia, h:‘,l lost nothing of
its force. I often lu'wl }mr footsteps, soft and Imvc'lo-
20 P4 Vine e i ( y ok
companying ‘( 1‘,.»: ,, : the latter up the

airca imv.m.,_‘ y her new friend's

, and = pausino /m* -!, *hg ¢

| pamising’ e Zenobi chamber.
Jocasionally, 10bia would be a little a ] i_‘ﬂ,‘ Prig.
mlm 8 too close ] 3
“‘c" sant ai
barn, Lmu g out 1'11 . e to
with her, wheu at lns re, Enmut willa found but

-

L
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scanty requital for her love. Holling gsworth was likewisen
great favorite with her. For geveral minutes together,
sometimes, while my auditory nerves 1« etained the suscepti-
bility of delicate health. I used to hear a low, pleasant
murmur, ascending from the room below ; and at last as-
certained it to be “Priscilla’s voice, babbling like a little
brook to Hollingsworth. She talked more largely and
freely witi him than with Zenobia, towar rd whom, indeed,
her feelings seemed not so much to be coniic dence as in-
volunmry affection. I should 1 have thought all the better
of my own qualities, had Priscilla maz me out for the
third pucp in her regards. But, though she ap m.-rnd to
like me tolerably well, I could never flatter m yself with
being dia'tiugmahul by her as Hollingsworth and Zenobia
were.

One forenoon, during my con valescence, there came &
gentle tap'at my chamber-door: Iimmediately said, “ Cume
in, Priscillal® with an acufe sens ¢ of the <i./1| ican
t&t\ Nor was I deceived. It was res
palu large-eyed liftle woman (for she had Mm far
into her teens to be, at least,on the outer limit of ynmowh
but much less wan than at my previous view of her, and
far better conditioned both s to health and s irita. As I
first saw her, she had n.mmml me of *'.mta that one

sometimes obw; es doing their best to vegetate among the
bricks of an enc ’;’s .d court, where there is scanty c(nl. dnd
never any sunshine. At prese nt, 1h'm +h with no approsch
to bloom. there were indications that the girl had human
blood in her veins

Priscilla came wﬂ'\ to my, bed-side; "r'd held ouf am
artic lv of snow-white linen, very (xut ly and vlmx-th!
ijroned. She did not seer bashful g

kly condition, I su ’-pu?‘., .«;1, ..Z ¢
which she could approach me.

“Do pot you mzen.l this?” asked she. “I have made it
for you.”

) I never had on 3
Bdt perhaps it will be better for me
one, now that I am a miserable inval ‘(1 HOW ad-

mirably you have done it
—raonubr m_‘(ﬂ_] ah leld{e

lh'_w A bl T cmtiign1
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unless it be in the day-time, when I sit up to receive come
pany.”

“It is for use, not beauty,” answered Priscilla. “I
could have embroidered it, and made it much prettier, if I
pleased.”

While holding up the night-cap, and admiring the fine
needle-work, I perceived that Priscilla had a sealed letter,
which she was waiting for me totake. It had arrived from
the village post-office that morning. 'As I did not imme-
diately offer to receive the letter, she drew it back, and
held it against her bosom, with both hands clasped over i,
in a way that had probably grown habitual to her. Now,
on turning my eyes from the night-cap to Priscilla, it forci.
bly struck me that her air, though not her figure, and tha
expression of her face, but not its features, had a resem
blance to what I had often seen in a friend of mine, one of
the most giffed woman of the age. I cannot deseribe if.
The points easiest to convey to the reader were, a certain
curve of the shoulders, and & partial elosing of the eyes,
which seemed to loock more penetratingly into my own eyes,
through the narrowed apertures, than if they had been open
at’ full width. It swas a singular anomaly of likeness ea
éxisting with perfect dissimilitude.

“Will you give me the letter, Priscilla?” said I.

She started, put the letter into my hand, and quite lost
the look that had drawn my nofice.

“ Priscilla,” I inquired, * did yon ever see Miss Margaret
Fuller??

% No,” she answered.

“ Because,” said I; *yon reminded me of her, just now
and it happens, strangely enough, that this very letter is
from her.”

Priscilla, for whatever reason, looked very much discom
posed.

“ I wish people would not fancy such odd thingsin mel™
she said, rather petulantly. “How could I possibly.maks
myself resemble this lady, merely by holding her letter in

my hand 7"

¢ Certainly, Priscilla, it would puzzle me to explain it,*
I replied; “mnor « appose that the lefter had anything
to do with it. It was just a coincidence, nothing more.”

She hastened out of the room, and this was the last that I
saw of Priscilla until I censed to be sn iveiid,

]
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* pretty certain indications that we were
of a pl \ ness in the girl, and con-
s quite able to look after her own interests, or
i with the world. And Hollingsworth—per-
haps becanse he had been the mesns of introducing Priscilla
to her new abode—appeared to recognize her us his own
especial cha -

Her simple, careless, childish flow of spirits often made
me sad. She seemed to me like a butterfly at play in a
flickering bit of sunshine, and mistaking it for a broad
and eternal summer. We sometimes hold mirth to a
stricter accountability than sorrow ;—it must show good
cause, or the echo of its laughter comes back drearily.
Przs:mll:l 8 gayety, moreover, was of a nature that showed
me how delicate an instrument she was, and what fragile
hnr[‘:—snug:gs were her nerves. As they made sweet musio
at the airest toueh, it would require but-a stronger one to
burst them all asunder. Absurd as it might be, I tried to
reason with her, and persuade her not to be so joyous
thinking that, if she would draw less lavishly upon her
fund of happiness, it would last the longer. I remember
doing so, one summer evening, when we tired laborers sat

=
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liumng on, like Goldsmith's’ old folks under the village
t ul{’\tlu A\j.‘n.»le the young Peopie were at their sporta.

. What is the use or semse of heing 8o very gay?” I
s\m-}_ to Priscilla, while she was t ing breath, after a great
irolic. I love to see asufficient canse for everything ; and
I ¢an see none for this. Pray tell me, now, what kind of a
world you imagine this to be, which vou are 80 merry in.”

& S o RNy B ' " - e )
3 I ne ver think aboutit at :111: answered Priscilla, laugh- |
ing. 1:!1? this T am sure of, that it is & world Where
everybody is kind to me, and where I love everybody, My

~ 1. o r |5 ¢ . 1 . . -’ <" -
heart keeps dancing within me, and all the foolish things
which yon sée me do are only the motions of my heart.
I.Il‘)‘“' can I be dl.-sm.jn], if my heart will not let me?”

Have you nol ng dismal to rémember??” I suggested.
" 3

IfIZO?:.t‘I)(/{!. m'lru:d. You are very fortunate |

“ Ahl” said Priscilla, slowly.

And then came that unintelligible gesture, when she
seemed to listen to a distant voice,

“ For my part,” I continued, beneficent]v seeking to over.
shadow her with my own sombre humor. « my past life hag
. P OEATE O s ol y S
been a tiresome one ough; yet I would rather look back.

5
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ward ten times than forward once. For, little as we kuow
of cur life to come, we may be very surle, for one thing,that
the good we aim ab will not be attained. People never do
get just the good they seek. If it come at all, it is some-
thing else, which they neyer dreamed of, and did not par-
ticularly want. Then, again, we may rest certain that oursy
friends of to-day will not be our Triends of a few years
hence; but, if we keep one of them, it will be at the ex-
pense of the others; and, most probably, We shall keep
none.To be sure, there are more to be had; but who
cares about making a new set of friends, even should they
be better than those around us ™

“Not Il said Priscilla, *1I will live and die with
these!”

« Well ; but let the future go,? resumed L. As for the
present moment, if we conld look into the hearts where we
wish to be most valued, what should you expect to see ?
One’s own likeness, in the innermost, holiest niche? AR!
I don’t know! It may not be there at all. It may bea
dusty image, thrust aside into a corner, and by and by to
be flung out-of doors, where any foot may trample upon it.
If not to-day, then tomorrow! And so, Priscilla, I do not
gee much wisdom in being so very merry in this kind of &
world.”

It had taken me neatly seven years of worldly life to hive
up the bitter honey which I here offered to Priscilla. And
ghe rejected it!

%] don't believe one word of what you gay1” she re-
plied, laughing anew. « Yon.made me sad, fora minute,
by talking about the past ; but the past never coraes baclk
ggein. Do we dream the same dream- twice? There 18
mothing else that I am afraid of.”

So away she ran, and fell down on the green grass, a8 it
was often her luck to do, but got np again, without any
harm.

& Priscilla, Priscilla!” cried Hollingsworth, who was sit-
ting on the doorstep; % you had better not run aiy more
to-night. You will weary your If too much. And donob
sit down out of doors, for thereis & heavy dew beginning %0
fall.”

At his first word, she went and sat down under the
porch, at Hollingswort fect, entirely contented and
happy. Whai charm was there in his rude masslveness
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that soattracted an I
go attracted and soothed this shad ike oi
st rigiinit ted this shadow-like girl? Tt ap-
= > always been curious in such mat-
4'S vague a eemingly
S Yague and seemingly causeless flow of
g was th t with which love blesses inex-
bs, I.u re they begin to suspect what is going
t troanannrfe t1 =
t transports them to the seventh heaven:
PhE +hao -
oht them thither, they neither

ut cherished an ecstatie faith

onv

and,

3 from Hollingsworth.
a ver) ir way. Indeed, it
g at, an i ‘
feet of that dark S i
eet of that dark, powerful figure
tly mr.rblrat, delicate and virgin-like, t‘lo:
i o L ) \7 I‘[f.-llfle_zs\'.">3'1n. attracted to him, and
SEeely. 5 _mr»-_wt*.)"]’u:b upon his strength. I could
T ey 1y .,“?l eyes, but; hoped that nobody, save
e o ol \\:'ifil‘i.il‘-jm~l~v witnessing this p.i.r'tnr('. It is be-
St .mn‘mo;“:.... evening twilight a little deepened by

“ Come hither, Priscilla?? sai
‘ me hitl riscilla,” said Zenobi S
Wl e T cilla,” said Zenobia. “I have some-

o |

noted h

She spolke in little more
: pokse in little more than a whisper. But it is strange

110 W exp S8iv 1 S 5 L 3 )
5 XPressive ol Ill"-()(]" a V'i'." = o E ! i
‘l 4 ol i' Lif l)( 1 Ill.‘l} oiten hL. 1 I‘i::‘(.ﬂ.l:‘l.

“ :thing had gone wrong.

; ]siw asked, rising slowly,
nd stand re Zenobia in a drooping attitude. * Whs
L.:..\. \J dong I hope youn are not angry | > T

NO, 110 ‘ | » : i 1 <
gy 2% 200, ! said I‘ivwlln:;mv(wth, smiling. “I
) i 2 e 18 nots ou are the it =
DY aRerder i ¢ ou are the-onelittle pers

s un.] x\f;_;.;A; whom xfu:;l=» dy can be angry | ” dvr
. with you, child? What a silly ideal” ex
Saimed Zenobia, laughing. “ No, indeed! But, my dear
Pris a. vou are fetting o P AR ot

:tting to be so very pretty that you
Ardge ,-...dmf as I am older than you,
y own dittle’ experience of life, and think
v qaado Ty 4 $ '3

g va’! to fill the place of a

shall give vou Tont o
| give you s lecture, &
:_ | length, on th A anners and
! 5 of social life. When our pastoral 11 be quite
iyl , my worldly wisdom may stand youim

and standine before Zs

“1 am afraid you

o
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¢ills, sadly ; for, while she seemed as impressible as wax,
the girl often showed a persistency in her own ideas as
stubborn as it was gen

“Dear me, y to the child! " cried Zenobis,
in a tone of ]mm.).uu,a ve 1. ““Well, m.-; sinee you
insist on my being angry, come to my room, this moment,
and let me beat youl"”

Zenobig bade Hollingsworth "‘n -night very sweetly, and
nodded to me with a smile. But ,.just ag she turned aside
with Priscilla into the dimness of the porch, I caught an-
other glance at her countenance. It would have made the
fortune of a tragic actress, could she have borrowed it for
the moment when she fumblés in her bosom for the con-
cealed dagger, or the exceedingly sharp bodkin, or mingles
the ratshane in her lover’s bowl of wine or herrival’s cup of
tea. Not that'I in the least anticipated any such catas-
trophe,—it being a rémarkable truth that custom has in no
ane pointia greater sway than over our r;'.r.,xdua of wreaking
our wild passions. And; besides, had we beént in Italy, in-
stead of New\ England, it was hardly yet = /crisis for the
dagger or the bowl.

It often amazed me, howéver, that Hollibesworth should
show himself so recklessly tender toward P 11~r-ma, :md
never ence seem to think of the effect which it might hav
upon her heart. / But the man, as I have endeayored to ex-
plain, was thrown completely -off' his mor:! balance, and
quite bewildered as to his pe
excrescence of a philanthropic scheme, 1 xwul m au, or
fancy, indications that he was mot altogether obtuse to
Zienobia's influence as & woman. No doubt, however, he
had “a stilll more exquisite enjoyment of Priscilla’s silent
sympa tl\ wit h Inx purposes, 'so” unalloyed with critic
awl the -.nre e gratefu than any intellectual app

ble reserve of latent
censure. A_ m 111—-;:“- , or whatever hs V*nv be—
readily persuades himself of hi all the worship
that 1s val:n:&' ily %K‘.C‘EI“-\; .Vq‘iul of so T x,u bope-
fils as he was %o confer upon mankind, i would have been
ard to deny Hollingsworth the simple FO.ch of & & young
girl’'s heart, which he held in his hand, and s ;lux"(‘ to, like
rosebud. But what if, nhnlk pressing 1.\ fragrance,
%ie should crush the tender rosebud in 1»1\ *msp
45 for Leachia. I pear %o ovomsion o give mysell anw
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tronble. With her native stre ".cn and her experience of
the world, she could not be supposed to need any help of
mine. Nevertheless, I was rmhg, generous enough to fesl
some little interest likewise for Zenobia, With all her
faults (which m'_'pb have been a great many, besides the
abundance that I knew of), she possessed noble traits, and
a heart which must at least have been valuable while new.
And she seemed ready to fling it away as uncalculatingly
as Priscilla herself, I could not but suspect that, if merely
al play with Hollingsworth, she was sporting with a power
which she did not fully estimate. Or, if in earnest, it
t chance, between Zenobia’s passionate force, and his
dark, self-delusive egotism, to turn out such earnest as
would develop itse 1f in some sufficiently tragic catastrophe,
thouch tlw dagger and the bowl should go for nothing in it.

Meantime t;x gossip of the Community set them down
as a pair of lovers. They took walks together, and were
not seldom encountered in the Wnod-mth_ ; Hollingsworth
deeply discoursing,in tones solemn and sternly pathetie.
Zenobia, with a rich glow on her cheeks, and her eyes goft-
ened from their ordinary brightness, looked so beautiful,
that, had her companion been ten times & philanthropist, it
gseemed impossible but that one glanee should melt him
back into a man. Oftener than anywhere else, they went
to a certain point on the slope of a pasture, commanding
nearly the whole of our own domain, besides a view of the
river, and an giry prospect of y distant hills. The
bond.of our. Community. was, such, that the members had
the ;'11\:7»' re of building cottages for their own residence
within our precinets, thus laying a hearth-stone and fencing |
iz 8 home private and pecn liar to all desirable extent, w hile
yet the inhabitants should continue to'share the ~1r’1\'m‘.mges
of an associated life. It was inferred that Hollingsworth
and Zenobis intended to rear their dwelling on this favorita
Fl‘()l

I mentioned these rumors to Hollingsworth, in & playfal
way.

“ Had you consulted me,” I went on to observe, *“1 should
have recommended a site further to the left,just a little
withdrawn into the wood, with two or three peeps at the
prospect, among the trees. You will be in the shady vala
of years, long before you can raise any better kind of shade
around your coftage, if you build it on this bare slope.”




THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE.

L] o
x Il?ut I offer my edifice as a sp o the
an?)thngs‘;:(ffth’ “that it may take example and build many

eér like it. Therefore, I mean to set it on ¢ :

sehil . , 1 mear 8 on the ope
hill-side.” 2R
| mest these words how I might, they offered no very sat-
is ac‘ﬁox); import. It seemed hasdly probable that Hollings-
gort shounld care about educating the public taste in the

epartment, of cottage archifecture, desirable as such im-
provement certainly was,

CHAPTER X.
A VISITOR FROM TOWN.

HorrinasworTH and I-—we had been hoeing potatoes
tt-hat for'enoon, while the rest of the fraternitvwere uw ‘1«rezl’
in a, distant quarter of the farm—sat lui:h-rkalt*lliiﬁof
maples, eating our eleven o'clock lunch, when we :‘zlw 3
stranger approaching slong theedoe of LLZ 1"1;]1'1 ‘]l‘: had
admitted himself from the road-side throneh -v"vn;t!il(
and seemed to have n purpose of speaking avith {;:L R

And, by the by, we were favored with ms \:.\'i“"“‘ af
Blithedale, especially. from people wi G 3 wit
our theories, a-¢ perhaps  held themselye:

In our actual ¢ | =ent as-soon as there should appear

reliable promis of its success. It was ";:im”'\l‘:‘{i'iu:::j&
indeed—(to me, at least, whose enthusiasm h'u;l ix:‘"c-n*:)i‘)lb’
been exhaled, together with the perspiration s s b
day’s toil),—it was absolutely funny, therefore. £ et

3 : Cooslelyaunny, therefore, (fo iobserve
what a glory was shed- about ous life and labor
imagination of these longing ]n-.;,:;.'j\',».; Ih
We were as poetical as Arcadian: sides |
:zl?dthe hardest-fisted h

n ; 18 true. sne nue 11 i 3
or wﬁ%lgrﬁoturu;’l;‘l)ftnxi Il?\lh tf“'.w {5 R B toun sheep,

! 05 Y Locenu loves Lo the sisterhood. But thev
gave us credit.for imbuine the ord ary rustic occuns x :
with a kind of religious poetry rfm-l- Th“ﬁ o paulond
cow-yards and pig-sties were :‘l.’\"(’:; . ;.‘l:‘(j-l"--u_]‘f“«wr*\ery
flower-garden. Nothing use R S
one of these lay enthusia ate MHL' Da ;):‘j,i“m\f Eim? s
=il A N i e a5 tley were

Y prone to do, and set to work with g vigor that per-

1 8, in the
in their view,

cadians, h::mns being as practical
usbandmen in Massachusetts, We
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haps earried him through about a dozen ill-directed strokes,
Men are wonderfully soon gatisfied, in this day of shameful
bodily enervation, when, from one end of life to the other,
such multitudes never taste the sweet weariness that fol-
lows accustomed toil. I seldom saw the new enthusiasm
that did not grow as flimsy and flaceid as the proselyte’s
moistened shirt-collar, with a quarter of an hour’s active
labor under & July sun.

But the person now at hand had nof af all the air of one of
these amiable visionaries. He was an elderly man, dressed
rather shabbily, yet decently enough,in & gray frock-coat,
faded toward a brown hue, and wore a broad-brimmed white
hat, of the fashion of several years gone by. His hair was
perfect silver, without a dark thread in the whole of it; his
nose, though it had a scarlet tip, by no means indicated the
jollity of which a red nose is the generally admitted symbol.
He was a subdued, undemonstrative old man, who would
doubtless drink a glass of liguozr, now and then, and probably
more than was good for him ;—not, however, with & purpose
of undue exhilaration, but in the hope of bringing his
spirits up to the ordinary level of the world’'s cheerfulness.
Drawing nearer, there was a shy look about him, as if he
were ashamed of his poverty; or, at any rate, for some
reason or ofther, would rathér have us glance at him side-
long than fake a full front yiew. He had a queer appear-
ance of hiding himself behind the path on his left eye.

Y1 know this old gentleman,” said I to Hollingsworth,
as we sat observing him ; “ that is, I have met him a hun-

o =

dred- times in town, and have often amused my fancy with
wondering what he was before he came to be what he is.
He hannts restaurants and such places, and hasan odd way
of lurking in cornérs or getting behind a door, whenever
practicable, and holding out his hand, with some little
erticle in it which he wishes you to buy. The eye of the
world seemas to trouble him, although he necessarily lives so
 much in it. I never expected to see him in an open field.”
1 “ Have you learned anything of his history?” asked
{ Hollingsworth.

“ Not a circumstance,” I answered ; “ but there must be
gsomething curious in if. I take him to be a harmless soré
of a person, and @ tolerably honest one; but his manners,

so furtive, remind me of those of a rat,—a rat with-

out the mischief, the fierce eye, the teeth to bite with, or the
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desire t¢ bite, See,now! He means to skulk along that
fringe of bushes, and approach us on the other side of our
clump of maples.”

We sion heard the old man’s velvet tread on the grass,
indicatirg that he had arrived within a few feet of where we
sat,

“ Goul-morning, Mr. Moodie,” said Hollingsworth, ad-
dressiny the strangerasan d(‘(ﬂl‘lil\t‘lL"C‘ ; * you must have
had s ] t.and tiresome walk from the city. Sit down, and
take a morsel of our bread and cheese.”

The visitor made a grateful little murmur of acquies.

cence, and sat down in a spot somewhat, removed ; so that,
glancing round, I could see his gray pantaloens and dusty
ghoes, while his upper part was mostly hidden behind the
‘shrubbery. Nor did be come forth fromthis retirement
during the whole of the interview that followed. We
handed him such food as we had, together with a brown jug
of molasses and water (would that it had been brandy, or
something better, for the sake of his chill old heart!), like
priests offering d;m:" gaerifice to an enshrined and invisi-
ble idel: I have no idea that he really lacked sustenance;
but it was quite touching, nevertheless; to hear him nib-
bling aiwvay at our crusts.”

" ,"'.A. Moodie;” said I, “do yon remember selling me one
of thoss very pr<~“ v little silk purses, of which you seem

to bave a muuupo y in the market? I keep it to this day,
I can assure you.”

% Ah, thank you,” said our guest. * Yes, Mr. Cover-
dale, I used to sell a good many of those little purses.”

He spoke languidly, and only those few words, like a
watch with an inelastie spring, that just ticks a moment or
two, and stops again. He seemed s very forlorn old man,
In the wantonness of youth, strength, and comfortable con.
dition,—making my prey of peop le's individualities, as my
custom was—1 tried to identify my mind with the old fel.
low’s, and take his view of the world, as if looking through
& smoke-blac \emd glass at' the sun. ) Tt robbed the land-
scape of all its li Those ph:wn;ly swelling slopes of
onr j‘-u‘n_} desce pqmrr toward the wide meadows, through

] yrimful tide of the ":ule;,,

lmmz and ‘um er shores;
that pecul-
8 :md headlands
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put themselves boldly forth upon the perfect level of the
meadow, as into a green lake, with inleta between the
pzomuntnxus. the shadowy v.uof!hnd with twinkling show-
ers of light falling into its depths; the sultry hest-vapor,
which rose everywhere like incense, and in which my soul
delighted, as il'tiil‘:u‘ll" so rich a fervor in the passionate
day, and in the earth which was burning with its love ;—I
beheld all these things as through old Moodie’s 5 eyes. When
my eyes are dimmer than tl_n_\ have yet come to be, I will
go thither again, :ul see if I did not catch the tone of his
mind aright, and if the cold and lifeless tint of his percep-
tions be not then repeated in my own.

Yet it was unaccountable to myself, the interest that I
leL in him.

“ Have you any (ngcohon said I, “to telling me who
made those little purses?’

“ Gentlemen have often asked me that,” said Moodie,
slowly ; “but I shake my head, and say little or nothing,
and creep out of the way as'well as I'ecan. T am a man of
few words; and if g,umhmcn were to be told one thing,
they would be very apt, I suppose, to ask me another.
But it happens, just mow, Mr! Coverdale, that you can tell
me more about the maker of those little purses than I can
tc]l you.”

“Why do you tronble him with needless questions,
Coverdale?” interrupted Hollingsworths * You must have
known, long ago, that it was Priscilla. And so, my good
friend, "you have come to see her? “Well, T am ghd of it.
You will find her altered very much for the better, since
that winter evening when you put her into my charge.
Why, Priscilla has a bloom in her cheeks, now !”

“Has my palée Iittle girl a bloom??” rt,poated Moodie,
with a kind of slow wonder. “Priscilla with a bloom in
her cheeks! Ah, I am m;nd I shall not know my little
girl. And is she lb.m‘n &

“Just as happy as a bird,” answered Hollingsworth.

“Then; gentlemen,” said our guest, apprchemlvely R

don’f think it well for me to go any 11uthe1. I crept hither-

ward only, to ask about Priscilla; and now that you have
told me such good news, perhaps I can do no better than to
ereep bac iin.  If she were to see this old face of mine,
the child would remember some very sad times whioch we
have spent together. Some very sad times,indeed! BShe
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has forgotten them, I know,—them and me,—else she could
not be so happy, Tor have a bloom in her cheeks, Yes—
yes—yes,” continued he, still with the same torpid utter-
ance; * with many. thanks to you, Mr. Hollingsworth, I
will creep back to town again.”

“ You shall do no such thing, Mr. Moodie,” said Hollings-
worth, bluflly. \ * Priscilla often speaks of you; and if
there lacks anything to make her cheeks bloon like twa
damask roses, I'll venture to say it is just the sight of your
face, Come,—we will go and find her.”

“Mr. Hollingsworth!” said the old man, in his hesitatr
ing way.

% Well,” answered Hollingsworth.

 Has there been any call for Priscilla?” asked \[Godie:
and thongh his face was hidden from us, lis tone gave
sure indication of the mysterious nod and wink with whic h
he put ‘the question. * You know, I think, sir, what I
m(um n

“1 have not the remotest suspicion what you mean, Mr.
Moodie,” replied Hollingsworth; “nobody, to my knowl-
edge, has called for Priscilla, except yourself But, come;
we are losing time, and I have several things to say to you
by the way.”

“And, Mr, Hollingsworth1” repeated Moodie.

“Well, againl” eried my friend, rather impatiently.
“What now??”

“There is alady here,” 8aid the old man; and his voice
lost some of its wearisome hesitation. * You will account
it a wery strange matter for me to talk about; but I
chanced to know this lady when she was but a little child.
If I am vightly informed; she has grown to be avery
woman, and makes a brilliant figure in the world, with
beaunty, and her talents, and her noble way of spending her
riches. I should recognize this lady, so people tell me, by
a magnificent flower in her hair.”

“ What a rich tinge, it gives to his eolorless ideas, when
he speaks of Zenobial?” 1 whispered to Hollingsworth.
“But how can there possibly be a any interest or connecting
link hetween him and her 77

*The old man, for years past,” whispered Hollings
worth, ‘“has been a little out of his right mind, as yon
probably see, i
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“¥What I wou nire,” resumed Moodie, % 15, whether
this beautiful lady is kind to my poor Priseilla.”
“Very kind,” said Hollingsworth.
% Does she lu\ e her? " asked Moodie. i
answered my friend. * They ave

“1t shonld seem 80,”

always together.’

“ Like a “OH!I(‘WOT‘]‘XD and her maid-servant, I fancy?”
guggested the old man.

Ihme was something so singular in his way of saying
this, that I could not resist the impulse to turn quite
round, o as to catch a glimpse of his face, almost imagin-
ing ghat I should see another person than old Moodie.
But there he sat, with the patched side of his face toward
me.

“ Like an elder and younger sister, rather,” replied Holl-
ingsworth

“Ah!” gaid Moodie, more complacently,—for his lafter
tones had harshness and acidity in them—*it would glad-
den my old heart to witness that. If one thing would make
me happier than another, Mr. Hollingsworth, it would be to
see that beautiful lady holding my little girl by the hand.”

“ Come along,” said Hollingsworth, “ and perhaps you
may."”

After a liftle more delay on the part of our freakish vis-
itor, they set forth together, old Moodie keeping a step or
two behind Hollingsworth, so that the latter could not very
conveniently look him- in the face. I remaineéd under the
tuft of maplcs. doing my utmost to draw an inference from
the scene that had just passed. Inspite of Hollingsworth's
offi-hand explanation, it did not strike me that our strange
guest was really beside ' himself, but only that his. mind
needed screwing up, like jan instrument long out of tune,
the strings of which have ceased fo vibrate smartly and
sharply. Methought it wonld be profitable for us, project-
ors of a happy life, to welcome this old gray shadow, and
cherish. him as one of us,and let him creep about our do-
main, in order that he might be a little. merrier for our
sakes, and we, sometimes, a little sadder for his. Human
destinies look ominous without some perceptible intermix-
ture of the sable or the gray. And then, too, should any of
our fraternity grow feverish with an over- exulting sense of
prosperity, it would be a sort of cooling regimen to slink
off into the woods, and spend an hour, ora dqy, Or as many
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dsys as might be requisite to the cure, in uninterrupted
communion with this deplorable old Moodie |

‘Going homeward to dinner, I had a glimpse of him, be-
hind the trunk of a tree, gazing earnestly toward a par
ticular window of the farm-house ; and, by and by, Priscilla
appeared at this window, playfully drawir ne Zenobia,
who looked as bright as the ve: rday that was blazing down
upon us, only not, by many degrees, so well advanced to-
ward her noon. I was convinced that this pretty sicht
must have been purposely arranged by Priscilla for the old
man to see. But either the girl beld her too long, or her
fondness was resented as too great a freedom ; for Zenobia
suddenly put Priscilla decidedly away, and gave her a
haughty look, as from a mistress to a (L"I‘«"Tﬁ!(‘nt. Old
Moodie shook' his head ; and again and acain I saw him
shake it, as he withdrew along the road: and, at the last
point whence the farm-house was visible, he tyrned, and
shook his uplifted staff, ’ ’

CHAPTER XL
THE WOOD-PATH,

Nor long after the preceding incident, in order to get the
ache of too constaut labor out of my hones, and to re
my spirit of the irksomeness of a scttled routine, I took &
holiday. It was my-purpose-to-spend it, all alone. from
breakfast-time till twilight, in the deep er)(n(i-\‘yci:;<1:""=1)
that lay anywhere around ws.. Tho fond, of! society. I |
was, 80 constituted as to need these occasional retirements
even in a life like that of Blithedale, which was itself char-
acterized by a remoteness from the vorld. Unless A;n-
newed by a yet further withdrawal toward the inh(-;:-‘l-‘ir-cle
of self-communion, I lost the better part of my 51,"‘1“‘{(’3;1‘.1[-
xt_y_.‘ My thonghts became of little 'worth, and myv s;ﬁz:Qi-
bilities grew as arid as a tuft of moss (a tl ; ;
ifx the shade, the rain, or the noontide d
the sunshine, after long expectance of a she
my heart full of a drowsy pleasure. and

ol

1g whose life is

ew), crumbling in

So, with
; { antious not to
Pate my mood by Previous intercourse with any one, I
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Liurried away, and was
over head with boughs
t, I walked very swiftly, as if the heavy flood-tide
: at my heels, and would outstrip
out all the better diligence in my
z more distant windings of the
¢e, and looked about me for some side-
i netuary
al, just as, in human acquaintanceship,
ometimes lets ug, all of a sudden,into the
¢y of a mysterious heart. So much was
8,—or, rather, in my mood, the
i as yet too shapeless to be called
—that footsteps rustled on the leaves, and a figure
, almost without impressing either the sound
N My CONSCiousness.

n rward, I heard a voice at a little distance
beliind me, speaking so sharply and impertinently that it
made a complete discord with my spiritual state, and cansed
the latter to vanish as abruptly as when you thrust a finger
info a soap-bubble.

“ Halloo, friend!” eried this most unseasonable voice.
“Stop a moment, I say | "I must have a word with youl”
I turned about;in a humor ludicrously irate. In the first
place, the interruption, at any rate, was & grievous injary ;
then, the tone displeased me. And, finally, nnless there be
real affection in his heart, a man eannot,—such is the bad
state to which the world has brought itself,—cannot more
etfectually show his contempt for a brother-mortal, nor more
gallingly assume a position of superiority, than by address-
ing him as ¥ friend.”? Especially does the misapplication of
ase’ bring out that'latent hostility which is sure to

liar sects, and those who, with however gener-
estered themselyes from the crowd ;

I e hidden in some dog-ken-

bere In the darkness, but is

dissenting party have geined

gl %o treet theworld generously. For

1ave talien it as far less an insult to be

“clown,” or * bumpkin.” To eithe of

my rustic garb (it was a linen blouse,

ked shirt and striped pagtaloons,a chip-hat on my

ad & rough biclosy-stick in my hand) very fairly
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dsys as might be requisite to the cure, in uninterrupted
communion with this deplorable old Moodie |

‘Going homeward to dinner, I had a glimpse of him, be-
hind the trunk of a tree, gazing earnestly toward a par
ticular window of the farm-house ; and, by and by, Priscilla
appeared at this window, playfully drawir ne Zenobia,
who looked as bright as the ve: rday that was blazing down
upon us, only not, by many degrees, so well advanced to-
ward her noon. I was convinced that this pretty sicht
must have been purposely arranged by Priscilla for the old
man to see. But either the girl beld her too long, or her
fondness was resented as too great a freedom ; for Zenobia
suddenly put Priscilla decidedly away, and gave her a
haughty look, as from a mistress to a (L"I‘«"Tﬁ!(‘nt. Old
Moodie shook' his head ; and again and acain I saw him
shake it, as he withdrew along the road: and, at the last
point whence the farm-house was visible, he tyrned, and
shook his uplifted staff, ’ ’

CHAPTER XL
THE WOOD-PATH,

Nor long after the preceding incident, in order to get the
ache of too constaut labor out of my hones, and to re
my spirit of the irksomeness of a scttled routine, I took &
holiday. It was my-purpose-to-spend it, all alone. from
breakfast-time till twilight, in the deep er)(n(i-\‘yci:;<1:""=1)
that lay anywhere around ws.. Tho fond, of! society. I |
was, 80 constituted as to need these occasional retirements
even in a life like that of Blithedale, which was itself char-
acterized by a remoteness from the vorld. Unless A;n-
newed by a yet further withdrawal toward the inh(-;:-‘l-‘ir-cle
of self-communion, I lost the better part of my 51,"‘1“‘{(’3;1‘.1[-
xt_y_.‘ My thonghts became of little 'worth, and myv s;ﬁz:Qi-
bilities grew as arid as a tuft of moss (a tl ; ;
ifx the shade, the rain, or the noontide d
the sunshine, after long expectance of a she
my heart full of a drowsy pleasure. and

ol

1g whose life is

ew), crumbling in

So, with
; { antious not to
Pate my mood by Previous intercourse with any one, I
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entitled me. As the case stood. my temper darted at onee
to the opposite pole; not friend, but enemy !
“ What do you want with me?” said I, facing g about.

“ Come a little nearer, friend,” said the stra lu'u ; beckon-
mU

“No,” answered T.
out w) much: trouble to mys " say £0. But recollect if
¥you please, ) 5 ’
much less g friend|

* Upon my woud, I helieve not!

me with some curiosity ; and, lifting his hat, he made me a
salute which had-eniough of sarcasm to be ofiensive, and
just enough of dounbtful conrtesy to render any resentment
of it absurd. “ But I ask your pa rdon! T rec gnize a lit
tle mistake. - If I may take the lil ety Lu suppose it, you
sir, are probably one of the wsthetic—or sl all 1 JL].H' \L),
ecstatic f—laborers, who ‘have planted thi mselves here-
abouts. This is your forest of Arde n ; and you are either
the banished Duke in person, or one of the chief nobles in
his train. The melancholy Jaecques, perhaps? Be it so.
In that ease, You can pr m“nl\ do me a favor.” &

quaintance,

I never, in_my life; felt less inclined to confer a favor on
any man.,

‘ T.am busy,” said T,
So um\.pwtml had the stranger
his presence, that he had m on;
and cerlainly a less : appropriate one (taking m'f\ view !'t:
dim woodland solitude nimm us)than n 1uv salvase me am ﬂfr
antiquity, hirsate and cinctured witl
started out of a thicket. = Hewas 5-1;11 \'t“li‘xl".\(,.
little under thirty, of a tall and well-devel yed fic
as handsome a man as ever 1 i J
beauty, however, thou gh
commend itself
know how to dese
it a ki ’2'7 u‘ rude

™

“M: thege yvacue

fﬁ..m::. 2

rétorted he, looking at '
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best—becanse with an intunitive repugnance—by those who
possess least of it.

His hair, as well as his beard and mustache, was coal-
black; his eyes, too, were black and sparkling, and his
teeth remarkably brilliant. He was rather carelessly but
well and fashionably dressed, in a summer-morning costume.
There was a gold chain, exquisitely wrought, across his
vest. I never saw a smoother or whiter gloss than that
upon his shirt-bosom, which had a pin in it, set with a gem
that glimmered, in the leafy shadow where he stood, like a
living tip of fire. He carried a stick with a wooden head,
carved in vivid imitation of that of a serpent. I hated him,
partly, I do believe, from a comparison of my own homely
garb with his well- (ml red 1-)1)1)1»“10\

“ Well, gir,” said I, a littleashamed of my first irritation,
but still with no waste of civility, “ be pleasecl to speak at
once, as I have my own business in hand.”

“ T regret that my mode of addressing you was a little
unfortunate,” said the stran: oer, -mllmW; for he seemed a
very acute sort of person, and saw, in some degree, how I
stood affected toward him. “1I intended mo offence, and
ghall certainly comport myself with due ceremony hereaf’ter.
I merely wish to make a féew inquiries respecting a lady,
formerly of my acqu-lintm(-e who is now resident in your
Community, and, I believe, largely concerned in your social
enterprise. You eall her, I think, Zenobia.”

“ That is her name in 'literature,” observed I ; “a name,
too, which possibly she may permit bher private friends to
know and address her by,—but not one which they feel at
liberty to recognize when used of her, personally, by
stranger or casual acquaintance.”

“Indeed !” answered this disagreeable person; and he
turned aside his face for an instant with a brief laugh,
which struck me as a note-worthy expression of his character.
"Pe;haps I might put forward a claim, on your own grounds,
to call the lady by & name soa _.proprmte to her splendxd
qualitics. But I am willing to know her by any cognomen
that yon may suggest.”

Heartily wishing that he would be either a little more
offensive, ora good “deal less S0, or break off our intercourse
altogether, I mentioned Zenobia’s real name.

a4 hz'," said he; “and, in general society, I have nevcr
heard her called otherwise. And, after all, our discussion
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of the point has been gratuitous.
quire when, Wm:“e— aml Low, this
ently be seen,”

“ At her present residence, of course,” I r spliec
have but to.go thxt_tr and ask forl *hi
will Tead you ‘within sight | of the
good-morning.”

5 One mouunt if you Please;” sai e stranger. “ The

he I’ One, in
an ouhmrv morni ng ¢ HI jut my business is private,
personnl and somewlhat peculiar, Now, in '\'nmzmmity
like this, I should ju igo that any little ocenrren
to be discussed rather more minut ¥y than would
suitl my views.. T refor sole ly: to myself, you under
and without jintimating that it would be.c ther than a mat-
ter of entire Uldhlc'ulh the lady. In short, I es pecially
desire to see her in private. |If her “»M.u are suchas [
have known them, she is probably often to be met with in
the woods, or by the river- w‘r" w1 think you could «
me the favor to point-out'some favorite walk where, ab G
this huur I might b 1u“m...tu enough to gain an inter-
view.’

I reflected that it would be quitr_\ a supererogatory piece
of Quixotism in me to undertake the cua ip of Zeno-
bia, wha, for m Y pains, would only make me ...v; butt of
endlo:s 11(11' ule; should the fact ever : (u
edge. I lhudmo deseribed a spot wi
other, was Zenobia's rosort at ':;: 1od of the noy
was it so rcmotc fzn"x | '  lierd

1er know !-

= A <1nffle vrord more, " \n’l he; az,l I

led at me, whether wit I fun or m
tainly as xf the devil were pee; 11
your fraternity, I understand, there 1 Cel
benev\ lent hlis .wk\m th; aman of iron./in mora se r~f~ -{: n
j ridual, rather
d, and by no

He is

philanthropical lecturer

scheme of his own, the p~

8 large purchase of land, .'zﬂ'l
edifice, at an expense consi
much as these are to be I'b(.uud"

1volves

A¢ions

e - inas-

n copper or old iron much
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more conveniently than in gold or silv He hammers
away upon his one io' as lustil ver he did upon a
horse-shoe ! ) ¥ ow such a pers

I shook my head, and was turning a \u:'

“Qur llwml Im continued, “ is described to me as a
brawny, shaggy, grim and ill-favored personage, not par
ticularly w calenlated, one would say, to insinuate lum
self with t Ter se Yet, so far has this honest fellow

succeeded with one lady whom we wot oi‘. that he antici-
pates, from her mv-llwnr resource s, tlm ecessary funds for
realizing hi ick and mortar |’

Here th tranger seemed to be so much amused with his
sketch of Hollingsworth's character and purposes, that he
burst into a f, of mer m-m.uz' the : me nature as the
brief, metfallic laugh, already allude , but immensely
prolonged and enlarged. In the excess of his delight, he
opened his niouth wide, and.disclosed a gold band around
the upper part of his teeth, thereby making it apparent
that every one of his brilliant grinders and incisors was &
sham. This diseovery affected me very oddly. I felt as if
the whole man were a moral and physical humbug ; his wons
derfil beauty of'face, for aught 1 knew, might be removable
like a masik; and, tall and comel y as his figure looked, he
was perhaps but a wizened little elf, gray ¢d decrepit,
with nothing genuin ut bim, save the wicked expréssion
of his- grin.. The.fant sy of his .spectral character so
wrought upon me, together with the contagion of his

mirth on my sy mpathies; that I soon began to
; 48 ! t‘.“,
1e; paused all at once ;8o snddenty, indee
my own ¢aehinnation lasted a moment longer.
' said he. * Our inferview seems to
7 than it began.”
‘It Anklw...' ered I. * And T take shame to my-
that my folly has las e the right of resenting younr
ridieule of<a frie 1'3 : .

“Pray allow me,” said the rer, approaching a step
nearer, and laying b ' I on my sleeve. “ One
other favor I must ask of you. i a young person,
here at Bli le, of whaot have heard—-whom, per-
haps, Ih*'n‘.—-u 1 Im W 1,at @ rents, L takea p i
interest. She is one of delicate, nervous young create
ures, not uncommon in New Lh"z.d‘u and whom I sup-

o
=T
SU




pose to have become what we find them by the gradual re-
ﬁmng away of the physical s mong your women.
Some p]_tlf_)::ullhl rs choose to glorify this habit of body by
terming it spiritual; in my opinion, it is rather the
effect of unwholesome food, be l‘..., lack of out t'on,r exer-
cise, and negle u of bathing; on the of these damsels
and their female progenitors; all res

hereditary d} spepsia. Zenobia, even with her uncomfort-
able surplus of vitality, is far the better model of woman-
hood. But-—to! revert again to “this young person—she
goes among you Ly the na une | of Pris l'fx Could you
possibly afford me the fueans of speaking with her? ” ]

“You have made so many inquiries of me,” I observed,
s that‘. I may at|least trouble you with one. | What is your
name 7

He offered me a card, with “ Profe “ estervelt ” en-
graved on it. /At tha‘same time, asif to vindicate his claim
to thie professional dignity, so offen assumed on very ques-
tionable gmm‘.d s, he'\p n g pair of spectacles, which so
altered the character of his face that ¥ hardly knew him
again. But I liked the present aspect no better than the
former one.

“T must de 11m any- further connection with your
affairs,” said I, drawing back. I lave told you where to
find Zenobia! ' As for Priscilla, she l:::e‘ closer friends than
myself, through whom, if they see fit, you can gain access
to her.” -

“In that case,” returned
Taising his ha :

He took his d
the windings of the
tion, I could not helj
broken off fhe intery
clined to continue it.
affecting my three fri

)erer "Lm.ll\’
seemed in-

:n.cy or
eable. I

, €ver gince tbe

ertain whether tm-‘ Ob-
.L.“l here, to-day, was the
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1o one with the other in his in-
] ation with }u h.

"fil':(um'n for rample havm-* been

¢ vicinity of the th pkrha} 3

7 event Wc rrow ouf ef

cbia. My own

w‘nmtmmu It

led that of » Chorus ir ssic play, which seems

set aloof from the pos of p:.‘.\‘uz;:d concern-
ment, _and bestows the whole measure of its hope or fear,
its exultation or sorrow, on the fortunes of others, between
whom-and itself this symj mu is the only bond. Destiny,
it may be,—the most skilful ¢ age-managers,—seldom
chooses to arrange its scenes, an (l carry forward its drams,
without securing the presence of at Jeast one calm observer. -
It is his office to gl\ e applause when due, and sometimes an
inevitable tear, to detect ‘the final fitness of incident to
character, and lll\tll.x in his long-brooding thought the whole

morality ul the y.x!oxzmnut-

Not to be out of the way, in case there were need of me
in my vocation, and, af the same time, to avoid thrusting
myself where neither destiny nor mortals m nb(l\ pire my
presence, I remained pretfy mear the verge of the wood-
lands. . My position was off the track of Zenobia's custom-
ary wi alk, yet not so ]\‘HUH' buu thaf a ILU)C.'hLLLd oceca-
sion might gpeedily have brought me thither.

CHAPTER XII.
COVERDALE'S HERMITAGE.

©ONG since, in this parf rf our circumjacent wood, I had
found out for myself a little herr ml woe. 1t wasa k}nd of
leafy cave, ! npward. into i ¢ the midmost

brar

¥
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fzmcy haf‘ t‘...l\LD me to c.nml.&r up into this seamingly im.

e. The 'n\m(i es ylelded me a pas.
sage, and closed again weath, as if oaly & squirrel or a
bird had passed Far aloft, arout 1 the stem of the central
pine, behold-a perfect mest, {or L,m 1son Crusoe or King
Charles! A hollow chamber of rare seclusion had beex
formed by the decay of son f the pine branches, whick
thé vine had lovingly strancled with its embrace, burying
them/from the ll':h! of day in 4n s pial sepulchre of its own
leaves. It cost me butlittle ingenuity +to enlarge the in-
terior, and open loop-lioles through the verdant walls. Had
it/ ever been my forfune to s )f-m? 8 lmnc} -moon, I should
have thought serionsly of /i u iting my hbride up thither,
where our next.meighbors would haye been two orioles in
another part of the chm;p.

It was an :ui: irable place to ma ake verses, tuning the
rhythm to the breezy symphony that 50 often stirred among
the vine- LLV::; or to 1‘.w tate an essay for the Dial, in
which the many tongues of Nature whispered mysteries,
and seemed "u ask unh a dittle stronger puff of wind to
gpeak out the soluiion of it< riddle, - Being 50 pervious ta
air-eurrents, it.avas just the nook, too, for the enjoymens of
a cigar. /This hermitage was my one'exclusive possession
while 1. eount Ll m'w If a brother of the socialists. ' If
symbolized my idnality, and aided me in keeping 1f
inviolate. f\'o:‘:c sver found me out in if, except, once, &
squirrel. roucht thither no guest, because, after Holl-
ingsworth failed me, there was no longer the man alive with
whom I could t‘ nk of sl all. So there I used to sit,
owl-like, yet no ral and hospitable thoughts. 1
counted tlwv ll.n(l':!kn le clusters. of my vine, and fore
reckoned the abundance f\i’ my vintag t gladdened me
to cmxmmte f the Community, when, like an

rara of Ticl should make my ap
t:--»-,-s'h the "\qﬁ‘:l"ﬂ oc" l’;"f
shed ones ermebning my b«r’r

tarrat, 1 peepsd In turn oud

il
i 40e

€ ‘Lin:;;'(;Ii‘.' { 1 |
midway between the root and fhe topmost b

on, wes, M‘q ‘enough to seve .waam
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gtarry investigations, but for those :uhlnnm'_v natters in
which lay a lore as infinite as that of the planets. 'L'._'wus h
one loop-hole I saw the river lapsing calmly onward, while
in the meadow, near its b I”] ¢, o few of HA Txlet‘ntn were
digging peat for our winter’s fuel. On the interior cart-
road of onr farm, I discerned Holl mrw\om- with a yoke
of oxen hitched to a drag of stones, that were to be ml i |
into a fence, on which we L“Mlmnul ourselves at the odd in-
tervals of other labor. The harsh tones of his voice, shout-
ing to the sluggish steers, made me sensible, even at such a
distance. that he was ill at ease, and that the balked phil-
anthropist had the battle-spirit in bis heart.

“ Haw, Buck | " quoth he. “ C ome along there, ye lazy
ones! What are ye about, now? Gee!l

« Mankind, in Hollingsworth's op yinion,” thonght I, “is
but another yoke of oxen, as stubborn, stupid, ‘and slug-

ish, as our old Brown and Bright. He vituperates us
alond, and cursés us in his heart, and will begin to p rick us
with the goad-stick, by and l.‘. But are we his oxen?
And what right has he to be the driver? And w h\' when
there is enough else to do, shonld we W‘}.\u* our sirer ~rth in
dragging home the ponderous lo: vd of his phila mhropxc ab-
surdities 7 At my height above the earth, the whole matter
looks ridiculous | ”

Turning toward the farm-house, I saw Priscilla (for,
though & great way off, the eye of faith assured me that it
was . she) mutm; at Zenobia’s window, and making little
purses, I suppose ; or, perhaps, mending the Community's
old linen- A bird flew past. my tree; and, as it clove its
way onward into the sunny atmosphere, I flung it 2 mes-
sage for-Priscilla.

¢ Tell her,” gaic ¢that her fragile thread of life has in~
extricably knofted ’*“H with other ﬂni tougher threads,
and most likely it will be broken. Tell her that Zenobia
will not be long her friend. Say that Hollingsworth’s hears
ig on fire with his own purpose, but icy for all human affee-
tion ; and that,if she has given him her love, it is like
casting a flower into a sepulchre. And say that if any
mortal really cares for her, it is myself; and not even I, for
her realities,—poor little seams , a5 Zenobia rightly

C

1
i
x

£

ralled hu‘ |—but for the fancy-work with which I haveidly
decked her out!”
The pleusnnt scent of the wood, evolved by the hot sun,




stole up to my nostrils, as

niche
Many trees mingled the

ne '~~1‘11“-JO
odor. Possibly there was a sensu ll in l]l?(ﬂf"‘ in the broad
light of noon tL it lay "-*uml h me. It may bave been the
eause, in part, that I suddenly found myse If possessed by a
mood of disbelief in moral ],‘.':.'II.‘.\' or hieroism, and a convic-
tion of the folly of attempting to benefit the world. Our
especial scheme of reform, which, from my observatory, 1
could take in with the bodily eye, locked so ridiculous that
it-was impossible not to langh alond.

“But the joke is a little too heayy,” thought I. * It I
were wise, I should get out of the serape with all diligence,
and then laugh at my companions for remaining in it. 2

While thus musing, I heard, with perfect. disti
somewhere in the woo d ber ieath, the pecu
Hayve desecribed as 'one of the d
Professor Westervelt, It br
our recent interview.
man’s influence! the ge
new, had filled my men egard to all life’s
befter purposes. And 1t W 121 A more than
my own, that I ayas luw.-..m a ollingsworth, with his
glorious, if impracticablé dream, ¢ at-the noble earthli-
ness of Zenobia's' character, and even at Priscilla, whose
impalpable 'grace lay 80 singu ];11'1" between disease and
beauty. The essential charm of each had vanished. There
are some spherés the contact w .._h wh
the high, debases the pure, deforms ¢

£ metness,
ar langh which I
.raul le eharacteristics of
back to

y due to this

view which, just

inevitably degrades
he beautiful. It must
be a mind of uncommon strength, ‘md iittlc impressibility,
that can permit itself the habit , and
not be pe 1111“_1'{1{'" deteriorated ; Juvl \c‘ tE‘c l’ rofessor’s
tone ancbu ted tl iat of vw’uls society at

where &
cold scepticism smot t it can of our spiri 11‘\11 aspir-

ations, and makes the rest ridiculous. I detested this kind
of man ; and all the more because a part of my own nature
showed itself responsive to him.

Voices were now approaching th -ough the region of ‘the
wood which lay in the vic tree. Soon I ecaught
glimpses of two figur 1 and a man—Zenobia and
the stranger—earnestl; - r as they advanced.

Zenobia had a rich, thou: ar 1 ]L was, most
of the while, a flame, and anon a s n pa S ’I«:
eyes glowed, so that their
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%o me, as when tne sun throws a aazzle from snme‘lbzig};{t.
object on the ground. Her gestures were fre’e ﬂ?h g
ingly impr ve, The whole an was alive l\:‘\ o gm
gionate i{n 51‘.'}.’, vich T now perceived to be the [] llq;l "
which her beauty culminated. Any 1-\»1”11 would ha

becoine her \w!l\; and pa ve, perhaps, the best of

Hub enge C with
all. This was nof love, but anger, 1arge ly inte rmixed

ed itself upon me, that
sort of etween these two com-
there was a SOt ol 3 ve,—on
panions, necessarily the resu an 1{u1n‘\.l.)tte“_lglzh
Zenobia's part, at h ast.—in days gone by i h&dt
rod itself i te a hatred, for all faturnty.
Prm‘tm‘h n-; -' 1 among the LIe reckless as ber mov ement
A: 1_1: E«‘u-.‘ e hw hem of her frarmcntd
was, sne )
hould not brash against the ~L1:m;_r| r’s person. 1 wondere
whet been a chasm, guarded so relig-

georn. Yeb

whether there had "‘l\‘-"_\~
etwixt b hese two. . v '
mli&is 'IL We -wr\olt he was not a whif more xfﬁléni% t);
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sweef, are among the most pitiable wrongs that mortals
suffer, -

Now, as I looked down from m 1y upper region at this man
and woman y—outwardly so fair a ‘n'flu, and wandering like
two lovers in the wood,—I imagined that Zenobia. at an
earlier period of youth, might have fallen into the mis.
fortune above indicated. | And w hen her passionate woman-
hood, as ‘was inevit able, had discovered its mistake, there
had cnsnarl the ‘character of eccentrieity and definance
which distinguistied the more publie portion of her life,

Seeing how aptly matter hiad chanced thus far, I began
to think it the des gn-of fate to let me into all /vnobxa 8
pecrets, and that therefore the couple would sit down be-
neath my tree, and ea ITY on a conversation which would
leave me nothing to m«p..u No doubt, however, had it so
happened, I should have deemed m yself hwnnrrby bound
to warn them of a_listener’s pxuum, by, flinging down a
handful of unripe grapes, , OF by sending an ung arth 1ly grean
out of my lmlmf' plagce, as-if this were one'of the trees ‘of
Dante’s chostly forest. But real life never arranges itself
exactly likea romanee. In the ur~r Place, they did no{ sit
down at all. Secon: dly, even while they passed beneath the
tree, Zenobia’s utferance was so hasty and broken ~and
Westervelt’s so cool and low, that T hardly could mnk’o out
an intelligible sentence, on either side. What I seem to re-
member, I yet suspect, may have been patched together by
my fann\‘ in brooding over the matter, afterward.

= th not fling the girl off;”? said Westervelt, “ and let
her 20 9.0 dm

“BShe eclung to me from the first,” replied Zenobia, “T
neither know mor care what it is ir 1 me timt 50 atLad;;s her
But ghe loyes me, anllmllnutflll :
“

One.She will plague you, then.” said he, * in more ways than

* The poor ¢hild!” exclaimed Z Zenobia. * She can do me
neither good nor harm. How Qluml d sghe 27 '

I know not what reply Westervelt whispered ; nor did
Zenobia's \uwam nt exe “Ill.,uln]l ghve me any o1u.< except
th‘lt it evidently nnpnw] her with horror and d :

* With what kind of a being am I linked??
“If my Creator cares aught for
from this miserable bond | ?

1.\”h‘~'
cried she,
my soul, let him release me
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“I did not think it weighed so heavily,” gaid her com.

nion,

“ Nevertheless,” answered Zenobia, “ it will strangle me,
at last1”

And then I heard her utter a helpless sort of moan; a
sound which, struggling out of the heart of a person of her
pride and strength, affected me more than if she had made
the wood dolorously voeal with a thousand shrieks and
wails,

Other mysterious words, besides what are above written,
they spoke together; but. I understood no o more, and even
question whether I fa airly understood so much as this. By
long brooding over our recollections, we subtilize them info
something akin to imaginary stuff, and hu«ﬂy mpub}c of
being distinguished from it. In a few moments, they were
completely beyond ear-shot. A breeze stirr ‘. after them,
and awoke the leafy tongues of the surrounding trees, which
forthwith began'to babble, as'if innumerable gossips had all
at once got wind of Zenobia’s secret. But, as the breeze
grew stronger, its woice among the branches was as if it
said,* Hush | Hush [ and I resolved thatto no mortal would
I disclose what I had beard. And, though there might be
room for casuistry, such, I conceive, is the most equitable
rule in all similar conj anctures.

CHAPTER XIIIL
ZENOBIA'S LEGEND,

TaE illustrious Society of Blithedale, though it toiled in
downright earnest for the good of 1’)‘“]‘\lhd yet not un-
frequcnth illuminated its laborious life with an afternoon or
evening of pastime. Picnics under the trees were consider-
ably, in wvogue ;; and, within -doors, fragmentary bits of
\ theatrical performanee; such as Si!)"’ 2 A t% of tragedy or
comedy, or dramatic proverh enohia, be-
sides, was fond of giving us zeadings from Shakespeare, and
often with a (IL])LU of wragic yer r eadth of (nlﬂll,
effect, that made one feel it an intolerable wrong the

world that she did not -t onee go n the stage. Tableaux
1Re

vivants were another of our occasional modes of amusement,
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in which scarlet shawls, old silken robes, ruffs, velvets, fars,
and all kinds of miscellaneous trumpery, conve erted our
familiar companions into the people of a pictorial world.
We had been thus engaged on the’evening after the incident
narrated in the last chapter.  Several spiendid works of art
—either arranged after engravings from the old masters,
or.original illustrations of scenes im history or romance—
had been presented, and we were earnestly entreating
Zenobia for more.

She stood, with a meditative air, holding a large piece of
gauze, or 'some such ethereal stuff, asif (‘OHSlch’D(T what
picture should next occupy the frame; while at her feet lay
a heap of many-colored garments, which her quick fancy
and magic skill could so easily convert into gorgeous
dmp( ries for heroes and princesses.

“T am getting weary of this,” said she, after a moment’s
thought. % Qur own features, and our own figures and airs;
ghow a little too intrusively through all the characters we
assume. We have so much familiarity with one another’s
realities, that we cannot remove ourselves, at pleasure, inte
an imaginary sphere. Let us have no more pictures to-
night; I'ut to make you what poor amends I can, how
would you hlw to haye me trumpupa wild, spectral Iegenu,
on the spur of the moment?”

Zenobia. had the gift of telling a fanciful little story, off-
hand, in & way that made it greatly more effective than it
was usually found to be when she afterward elaborated the
same production with her pen. Her proposal, therefore, was
greeted with acclamation.

40, a story, & story, by all'means!” cried the young
girls. “'No matter how marvelous ; we will believe it,
every word, And let it be a ghost-story, if you please.”

“ No, not exactly a ghost-story,” answered Zenobia ; ““ but
sumLme r §0 Nes rrh like it th Jt you shall hardly tc;] the
difference. And, Priscilla, stand. you, before me, where I
may look af you, and get my inspiration out of your eyes.
They are very dccp and dreamy to-night.”

I know not whether the !ollowmg version of her stery
will retain eny portion of its pristine character; but, as
Zenobia told it wildly and rapidly, hesitating at no extrava-
gance, and dashing at absurdities which I am too timorous
to repeat,—giving it the varied emphasis of her inimitable
voice, and the pictorial illustration of her mobile face, while
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through it sll we caught the freshest aroma of the
thoughts, as they came bubbling out of her mind—thus
narrated, and thus heard, the legend seemed quite s re-
markable affair. I scarcely knew, at the time, Wbm'wr she
intended us to laugh or be more seriously impressed. From
beginning to eud, it was undeniable nonsense, but not
necessarily the worse for that.

THE SILVERY VEIL

You have heard, my dear friends, of the Veiled Lady,
who grew suddenly so very .famous, a few months age.
And have you never thought how remarkable it was that
this marvelous creature should vanish, all at onee, while
her renown was on the increase, before the public had grown
weary of her, and when the enigma of her character, instead
of being solved, presented itself more mystically at every
exhibition? - Her last appearance, as you know, was before
a crowded audience. The next evening,—although the bills
had announced her, at the corner of every street, in red let-
ters of a gigantic size,—there was no Veiled Lady to be
seen] Now, listen to my simple little tale, and you shall
hear the very latest incident in the known life—(if life it
may be called, which seemed to have no more reality than
the candle-light image of one's self which peeps at us out-
side of a dark window-pane)—the life of this shadowy phe-
nomenon.

A party of young gentlemen, you are to understand, were
enjoying themselves, one afternoon y—as young gentlemen
are sometimes fond of doing,—over a bottle or two of cham-
pagne; and, among other ladies less mysterious, the sub-
ject of the Veiled Lady, as was very natural, happened to
eome up before them for discussion. She rose, as it were,
with the sparkling effervescence of their wine, and .1ppuued
in a more airy and fantastie light on account of the medium
through which they saw her. "They repeated toone another
between jest and earnest, all the wild stories that were in
vogue ; nor, I presume, did they hesitate to add any small
circumstance that the inventive whim of the moment might
suggest, to heighten the marvelousness of their theme.

“ But what an audacious report was that,” observed one,

ey
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“which pretended to assert the identity of this strange
ereature with a young lady,”—and here he mentioned ber
name “the d:,um_t\r of one of our most distingnished
- families | ”

% Ah, there is more in that story than can well be ae-
counted for,” remarked another. “I have it, on good an-
thority, that ‘the young lady in question is invariably out
of sight; and not to be traced, even by her own ifmnls at
the hours when the Veiled Lady is before the public; nor
can any satisfactory explanation be given of her disappear-
ance, -\ml just look at the thing : Her brother is a young
fellow spirit. He cannot.buf be aware of these rumors
in reference to his sister. Why, then, does he not come for-
ward to defend her character, nnless he is conscious that an
investigation would only make tlie matter worse ?”

It is essential to the purposes of my legend to distin-
guish one of these young gentlemen from his companions ;
g0, for the sake of g softi zmd pretty name (such as weof the
hterary sisterhood invariably bestow upon our heroes), T
deem it fit to call him Theodore.

% Pshaw !’ exclaimed Theodore 5 “ her hrother is no sach
fooll Nobody,unless hisbrain hc as full of bubbles as this
wine, can sunoualy think of .Cwmting that ridiculous ru-
mor. Why, if my senses did not play me false (which
never was the case yet), I affirm that I saw that very lady,
last evening, at the exhibition, while this veiled phenome-
non was I»Il\'ing off her juggling tricks! What can you

say to that ?

%0y it 'was aspectral illusion that you saw,” replied his
friends, with a general laugh. * The Veiled Lﬂd} is quite
up tosuch a thing.”

However, as the above-mentioned fable could not hold its
ground against Theodore’s downright refutation, they went
on to speak of other stories which the wild babble of the
town had set afloat. Some upheld that the veil covered the
most beautiful counfenance in the world ; others—and cer-
tainly with more reason, considering the sex of the Veiled
Lady,—that the face was the most hideons and horrible,
and that this was her sole motive for hiding it. It was the
face of a corpse; it was the head of a skeleton ; it wasa
monstrous visace, with snaky locks, like Medusa’s, and one
great red eye in the centre of the forehead. Again, it was
pfiirmed that there was no single and unchangeable set of

~
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features beneath the veil; but that whosoever sheuld he
bold enough to lift it would behold the features of that per-
800, in all the wor 1'1 who was destined to be his fa {u per-
he.ps he would be greeted by the tender smile of the Woman
whom he loved, or, quite as prob ly, the de

his bitterest enemy v.'»Ll\l throw a blight over his J.h 1

quoted, moreover, this startling espianation of the whole
affdir: that the magician who exanihited the Veiled L .ul\-——
and who, by the h_y was the Lkandsomest man in the whole

world—had bartered his own soul for seven years’ posses-
sion of a familiar fiend, and that the last year of the con-
tract was wearing toward its close.

If it were worth our while, 1 could keep you till an hour
beyond midnight listening to a thou ~mnxl such absurdities
as these. But finslly our Triend Theode ore, who prided hims
self upon his common sense, found the matter getting
be\ ond his patience.

“I offer any wager you like,” eried he, setting down his
glass so forcibly a8 to break the stem of 1t * that this very
evening I find out the mystery of the Vei led L ady 1

Young men, I am told, boogle at nothing, over their
wine; 8o, after a little mOIe talk, a wager of co nwm able
amoant was actually laid, the money staked, and Theodore
left to choose his own method of settling the dispute.

How he mapaged it I know nof, nor is it of any greatim-
portance to this veracious legend. Tlie most natural way,
to be sure, was by bribing .:,\ door-keeper,—or possibly Le
preferred clambering in at the window. But, at any rafe,
that very evening, while the exhibition was going forward
in the hall, Theodore contrive d to gain admi t“u« into the
private withdr awing-room whither the Veiled
customed to retire at the close of her pe '
ke waited, listening, T suppose, to the stifle
great andience; and no dot tbt he conld distingu
tones of the magician; ceasing the wonders t
tc appear mere dark and intricete, by hig
of an exme‘oxon Parhaps, oo, in ’-."
wild; breezy music which accompanied
might hear the low voice of the ve iled :
sibylline responses. Firm as Theodore’s 1 erves mig
and much as he prided himself on his sturdy percepti
realities, I should not be surprised if his heart wzuu&mmta
Iittle more than its ordinary rete.

qdlu.
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Theodore concealed himself behind a screen. In due
fame, the performance was brought to a close, and, whether
the door was softly opened, or whether her bodiless presence
eame through the wall, is more than I can say, but, all at
once, withous the yonng man’s knowing how it happened, a
veiled| figure stond in ‘the centre of the room. It was one
thing to be in npresence of this mystery in the hall of ex-
hibition,; where the warm, dense life of hundreds of other
mortals kept'up the beholder’s courage, and distributed her
influence among so many ; it was another thing to be quise
alone with her, and that, too, with a hostile, or, at least, an
unauthorized ‘and unjustifiable purpose. | I rather imagine
that Theodore now began to be sensible of something more
serious in hs enterprise than he had been quite aware of,
while he sat with his boon-companions over their sparkling
wine.

Very strange, it must be confessed, was the movement
with wlich the figure floated to and fro over the carpet,
with the silvery veil covering her from head to foot; so
impalpable, so ethereal, 80 without substance, as the text-
ure seemed, yet hiding her every outline in an impenetra-
bility like that of midnight. Surely, she did not walk!
She floated, and flitted, and hoyered about the room j—no
sound of a'footstep, no perceptible motion of a limb ;—it
was as if a wandering breeze wafted her before it, at its
own wild and gentle pleasure. But, by and by, a purpese
began to be discernible, throughout the seeming vagueness
of her unrest. She was in quest of something. Conld it
be that a subtile presentiment had informed her of the
young man’s presence! And if so, did the Veiled Lady
seek or did she shunhim? The doubt in Theodore’s mind
was speedily resolved; for, after & moment or two of these
erratic flutterings, she advanced more decidedly, and stood
motionless before the sereen.

“ Thou Iart here 1”7 said a soft, low voiee.  “ Come forth,

heodore |

by his name, Theodore, as a man of
He emerged from his concealment,
re the Veiled Lady, with the
gone out of his chesks.
dst thou with me?” she inquired, with the
same gentle composure that was in her former usterazmce.
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“ Mysterious creature,” replied Theodore, “I would
Enow who and what you are!”

“My lips are forbidden to betray the secret,” said the
Veiled Lady.

“ At whatever risk, I must discover it,” rejoined Theo-
dore.

“Then,” said the Mystery, “ there is no way, save to lift
my veil.”

And Theodore, partly recovering his audacity, stepped
forward on the instant, to do as the Veiled Lady had sug-
gested. But she floated backward to the opposite side of
the room, as if the young man’s breath had possessed power
enough to waft her away.

“ Pause, one little instant,” said the soft, low voice, “ and
learn the conditions of what thou art so bold to undertake !
Thou canst go hence, and think of me no more ; or, at thy
option, thou canst lift this mysterious veil, beneath which I
am a sad and lonely prisoner;in a bondage which is worse
tome than death. But, before raising it, I entreat thee, in
all maiden modesty, to bend forward and impress a kiss
where my breath stirs the veil; and my virgin lips shall
come forward to meef thy lips; and from that instant,
Theodore, thon shalt be mine, and I thine, with never more
a veil between us. And all the felicity of earth and of the
future world shall be thine and mine together. So much
may a maiden say behind the veil. If thou shrinkest from
this, there is yet another way.”

# And what is that?” asked Theodore.

“ Dost thou hesitate,”” said the Veiled Lady, “ to pledge
thyself to me, by meeting these lips of mine, while the veil
yet hides my: face? Has not thy heart recognized me?
Dost thou come hitheér, not in holy faith, nor with a pure
and generous purpose, but in scornful scepticism and idle
curiésity? Still, thou mayest lift the veil! But, from that
instant, Theodore, I am doomed to be thy evil fate; ner
wilt thou ever taste another breath of happiness!”

There was a shade of inexpressible sadness in the utter-
ance of these last words. But Theodore, wicse naturel
tendency was toward scepticism, felt himself alntost injured
and insulted by the Veiled Lady’s proposal that he should
pledge himself, for life and eternity, to so questionable s
ereature as herself; or even that she should suggest an in-
consequential kiss, taking into view the probability thas
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her face was none of the most bewitching. A delightful
ides, truly, that he should ealute the lips of a giead girl, oF
the jaws of & skeleton, or the grinning cavity of a monsterg
mouth! Even if she should prove a comely maiden enoug
in other respects, the odds were ten to one that ber teet}l
were defective; a terrible drawback on the delectableness
188, T

Di ‘?é;:’c'use me, fair lady,” said Theodore,—and I think he
nearly burst into a laugh,—*“if I prefer to_hit the \'gl h}'st;
and for this affair of the kiss, we may decide upon it after-
rar ! ;
nir: ;}:lmu hast made thy choice,” said the sweet, sad voice
behind the veil; a1d there seemed a tender but um'escntﬁ}l
sense of wrong done to womanhood by the young man's
contemptucus interpretation’ of| her oifer. | * I must not
connsel thee to pause, although thy fateis still in thineown
pand | ?
]dtw‘nis;.'in_'_f at the veil, he flung it up.wm-d, and caught a
glimpse of a pale, lovely face beneath ; just one mom‘o'm'mTy
glimpse, and then the apparition vanished, and the silvery
veil fluttered slowly down and lay upon the ﬁoo.r. Tl'xeo-
dore was alone. ~Qurlegend leaves him'there. His retvrlbu-
tion was, to pine for ever and ever for'another mght.c‘)I that
dim, mournful face—which might have I_u).up his lcl,ie-lo‘ng
houschold fiveside joy,—to desire, and wast life in a feverish

iest, and never meet it more.
q“inﬂlL\;l‘ll]PLl\n rg'm-,d sooth, had become of the Veiled Lady?
Had gll her existence been (:umpruhgn.iu_ir within _that
mysterious veil, and was she now f:imilnluzw_l ’ Or was she
g spitit, with a heavenly essence, but which might have
bheen tamed down to-human bliss, had Theodore be €1l braye
and true enouch to claim her ?° Hearken, my sweet friends,
—and hearken, dear Priscilla,—and you shall learn the
little more that Zenobia can tell you. L

Just at the moment, so far as can be !}%('Prmm(’ﬂ. when
the Veiled Lady wvanished, a maiden, pale and slxa(lx;)\f'y,
rose up amid a knot of visionary pe()ple. who were seeking
for the better life. She was so gentle and so_::fxd.—a name-
less melancholy gave her such hold apon their sympathies,
—that they never 1t of guestioning whenee she cante,
Sho might have ) »xisted, or her thin 5111)51:11&(3
might have been lded out of air at the very instant

1 ¥
when they first beheld her. It was all one to them ; they

|
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took her to their hearts. Among them wasa lady, to whom,
more than to all the rest, this pale, mysterious girl attached
herself.

But one morning the lady was wandering in the woods,
and there met her a figure ir an oriental robe, with g
dark beard, and holding in his hand a silvery veil. He mos
tioned her to stay Being a woman of some nerve, she did
not shriek, nor run away, nor faint, a8 many ladies would
have been apt to do, but stood quietly, and bade him speak,
The truth was, she had seen his face before, but had never
feared it, although she knew him to be a terrible magician,

“ Lady,” said he, with a warning gesture, “ you are in
peril 17

* Peril! " ghe exclaimed. “ And of what nature ?”

“ There is a certain maiden,” replied the magician, “ wha
has come out of the realm of mystery, and made hergelf
your most mtimate companion. Now, the fates have so o
dained it, that, whether by her own will or no, this stranger
is your deadliest enemy In love, in worldly fortune, in
all your pursuit of happiness, she is doomed to fling a blight

over your prospects There is but one possibility of thwarge
ing her disastrous influence.”

“Then tell me that one method,” said the lady.

“Take this veil,” he answered, holding forth the silvery
“exture. “1If is'a spell; it is a powerful enchantment,
which I'wrought for her sake, and beneath which she was
once my prisoner. Throw it, at unawares, over the head of
this secret foe, stamp your foot, and ery, ¢ Arise Magician,
here is the Veiled Lady !’ and immediately I will rise up
through the earth, and seize her; and from that moment
you are safe! ”

8o the lady took the silvery veil, which was like woven
alr, or like some substance sirier than nothing, and thag
would float upward and be lost among the clouds, were sha
once to let it, go. Returning homeward she found the shads
owy girl, amid the knot of visionary franscendeutalists, whe
were still seeking for the better life. She was Joyous now,
and had a rosebloom in her cheeks, and was one of the prete
tiest creatures, and seemed one of the happiest, that the
world could show, But the lady stole noiselessly behind
her, and threw the veil over her head, As the slight, ethe«
real texture sank inevitably down over her figure, the poor
girl strove to raise it, and met her dear friend’s eyes wi&
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surface, had apparently never been brought under tillage ;
other growths, maple, and beech, and birch, had succeeded
to the primeval trees; so that it was still as wild a tract of
woodland as the great-great-great-great-grandson of one of
Eliot’s Indians (had any such posterity been in existence)
eould have desired, for the site and shelter of his wigwam.
These after-growths, indeed, lose the stately solemnity of
the original forest. If left in due neglect, however, they
run into an enfanglement of softer wildness, among the
rustling leaves of which the sun can scatter cheerfulness as
it never could among the dark-browed pines.

The rock -itself rose some twenty or thirty feet, a shat-
tered granite boulder, or heap of boulders, with an irregular

outline and many fissures, out of which sprang shrubs, |

bushes, and even trees; as if the scanty soil within those
crevices were sweeter to their roots than any other earth.
At the base of the pulpit, the broken houlders inclined to-
ward each other, so asto form a shallow cave,within which
our little party had sometimes found protection from a
summer shower. On the threshold, or just across it, grew
a tuft of pale eolumbines, in their season, and violets, sad
and shadowy recluses, such as Priscilla was when we first
knew her; children of the sun, who had never seen their
father, but’ dwelt among damp mosses, though not akin to
them. At the summit, the rock was overshadowed by the
eanopy of a birch-tree, which served as a sounding-hoard
for the pulpit. Beneath this shade (with my eyes of sense
half shut; and those of the imagination widely opened) I
used to see the holy Apostle of the Indians, with the sun-
light flickering down upon him through the leaves, and
glorifying bis figure as with the half-perceptible glow of a
transfiguration.

1 the more minutely describe the rock, and this little
8abbath solitude, because Hollingsworth, st our solicita-
tion, often ascended Eliot’s pulpit, and not exa otly preached,
but talized to us, his fow disciples, in 2 strein $het rose and
foll a¢ neturally ee the wind's breath among the lesvas of
tbe birch-rec. No other speech of man has ever moved me
like some of those discourses. It seemed most pitiful—a
positive calamity fo the world—that a treasury of golden
thoughts should thus be scattered, by the liberal handful,
down among us three, when a thousand hearers might have

been the richer for them; and Hollingsworth the righer,
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Hkewise, by the sympathy of multitudes. After speaking
much or little, as might happen, he would descend from his
gray pulpit, and generally fling himself at full length on
the ground, face downward. Meanwhile, we talked around
him, on such topics as were suggested by the discourse.

Since her interview with Westervelt, Zenobia’s continual
inequalities of temper had been rather difficult for her
friends to bear. On the first Sunday after that incident,
when Hollingsworth had clambered down from Eliot’s pul-
pit, she declaimed with great earnestness and passion, noth-
ing short of anger, on the injustice which the world did to
women, and equally to itself, by not allowing them, in free.
dom and honor, and with the fullest welcome, their natural
utterance in public.

“ Tt shall not always be so!” cried she. “If I live an.
other year, I will lift up my own voice in behalf of woman’s
wider liberty ! ”

She, perhaps, saw me smile.

“ W hat matter of ridicule do you find in this, Miles Cove
erdale? " exclaimed Zenobia, with a flash of anger in her
eyes. “ That smile, permit me to say, makes me suspicious
of a low tone of feeling and shallow thought. It is my
belief—yes, and my propheey,should I die before it happens
—that, when my sex shall achieve its rights, there will be
ten eloquent women where there is now one eloquent man.
Thus far,no woman in the world has ever once spoken out
lier whole heart and her whole mind. The mistrust and
disapproval of the vast bulk of society throttles us, as with
two gigantic hands at our throats! We mumble a few
weak words, and leave a thousand better ones unsaid, You
lot us write a little, it is true, on a limited range of subjects.
But the pen is not for woman. Her power is too natural
and immediate. It is with the living voice alone that she
ean compel the world to recognize the light of her intellect
and the depth of her heart!”

Now,—though T could not well sgy so to Zenobia,—I had
not smiled from any nnworthy estimate of woman, or in de-
nial of the claims which she is beginning to put forth.
What amused and puzzled me was the fact, that women,
bowever intellectually superior, so seldom disquiet them-
selves about the rights or wrongs of their sex, unless their
own individual affections chance to lie in idleness, or to be
ili at ease. They are not natural reformers, but become
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ire of exceptional misfortune. ¥ could
inward trouble hy the animosity with
took up the general quarrel of woman

ive you leave, Zenobia,” replied I, to fling your
utmost scorn upon.me, if you ever hear me utter a senti-
ment unfavorable [to the widest libe erty which woman has
yet dreamed of. I would give her all she asks, and add 2
great-deal more, which she will not be the party to demand,
but which me 1, 'i tu\ y Were generous and wise, would grant
of their ownl fi notion. | For | instance, I shoul d love
dearly —fi - the hu.t thousand years, at Jeas st,—to have all
government devolve into the hands of women. T hate to be
ruled| by my own ‘sex; it excites my jealousy, and wounds
my pride, It is the iron sway of 'bedily force which sbases
us, in our (‘e'\'l‘{’:t‘llt"l submission. But how sweet the free,
generous courtesy, with which T would kneel before a
woman-ruler |
* L 8, if she were young and beautiful,” said Zenobia,
* But how if she were sixty, and a mo'htf”
‘ou that rate womanhood low,” said I. % But
have mever found it possible to suffer a
nearmy hr--*ri 'm'i conscience as to dome
I blush at the ve ry thought! O,in
! Heaven u:xmt that the mml%try
left in charge of women! The gates of the
r! I'C d with the multitude that enter
zzz.y omes! ‘The task belongs to woman.
for her. He has endowed her with the. e lig-
nt in its utmost depth and purus‘, refined from
a oy with which every masculine
Ouc “who merely veiled himself in
3 .~'. ape, but was;in truth, divine—has
y m > it. I have always envied the Catho-
: .'.:[:Lh in that sweet, sacred Vi irgin Mother,
s between them and the Deity, mtcxceptmu some-
5 awfol spldndor, bt permitting his love to
m upon the worshi ru niore ‘intelligibly to human
hiensiol 1edium of a woman's tender-
2nobia ?"
true,” observed Priscills,
me with great 1< bprowma eyes.
ot wish it to be true}?”

J

.
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“Poor childl?” exoclaimed Ze nobm, rath
UOU\I} % She ia the T\ pe of ‘W 1
spent centuries in making
he can degrade Lum«ll
In denying us our rig
to his own mteusts than pxn. ;

“Is this true?” asked Priscilla, with simy plicit ‘u rning
to Hollingsworth. “Is it all true, th . Cov r:mulf. and
Zenobia have been 5'1‘\‘11“r &

% No, Priscillal” answered Hol llingsworth, with his cus-
tom.lry Mnntuosa. “TLe) have meither of them spoken
one true word yet.

“Do yeu despise woman?” said Zenobia, Ah, Hol-
lmwwoz th, that would l e most ungrateful | ?

Dupxae her? Nol!” cried ILui’ swmth lifting his
great shaggy head a shaking 11: , While his eyes
glowed almost fiercely. She is the n admirable hangi-
work of God,in her true poLc'e and chmm ter. Her place
i8 at man’s side. Her office, that of the sympathizer: ; the
unreserved, unguestioning believer; the mmrr'm n, with-
held in every other manncr, but given, in pity ‘uhl()h‘ h
woman’s heart, lest man sh o».ll \...lev lose faith in him-
self; the echo of God’s own voice, pronouncing, ¢ It is well
donel? All the separate action of woman is, and ever
has been, and alwq\suull be, false, foolish, vain, destruc-
tive of her own best and holiest qunhma void ofe\n_‘,
good eifect, and producmc of intolerable mischiefs! Man
1S 3 W]et(h without woman ; but woman is a monster—and,
thank Heaven, an almost 11?]130\\11 le and hitherto imagin-
ary monster—ywithout man as her acknowledged principal |
As true as T had once a mother "»L m I loved, were there
any- possible prospéct of woman’s taking ths social stand
which some of them—poor, mist rable, abortive creatures;
who only dream of such tl ..1. o3 b se they have m'“ul
woman’s peculiar happiness, or hec JLHU nature made them
really neither man nor woman I—if there were a chance of
.tbe ir atfaining the end which th etticoated monstrosis

ies bave in view, I wounld eall up F OWD sex to uge its
1-11} sical force, that unmi le evi 80 :
to scourge them back wit beir prover bou F;ut it
will not be needful. The heart of true wo knuws
where its own sphere is, and o ]
"
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Never was mortal blessed—if blessing it were—with a
glance of such entire acquiescence and unquestioning faith,
bappy in its completeness, as our little Priscilla uncon-
soiously hestowed on Hollingsworth. She seemed to take
the sentiment from his lips into her heart, and brood over it
in perfect content. The very woman whom he pictured—
the gentle parasite, the soft reflection of a more powerful
existence—sat there at his feet.

I looked at Zenobia, however, fully expecting her to re-
sent—as I felt, by the indignant ebullition of my own blood,
that she ought—this outrageous affirmation of what struck
me as the intensity of masculine egotism. It centred
everything in itself, and deprived woman of her very soul,
her inexpressible and unfathomable all, to make it a mere
incident in the great sum of man. Hollingsworth had
boldly utfered what he, and millions of despots like him,
really felt. Without intending it, he had disclosed the well-
gpring of all these troubled waters. Now, if ever, it surely
behooved Zenobia to be the champion of her sex.

But, to my surprise, and indignation too, she only looked
humbled. " Some tears sparkled in her eyes, but they were
wholly of grief, not anger.

* Well, be it so0,” was all she said.” %I, at least, have
deep cause to think you right. Let man be but manly and
god-like, and woman is only too teady to become to him
what you say!”

I smiled—somewhat bitterly, it is true—in contemplation
of my own ill-luck. How little did these two women care
for me, who had freely conceded all their claims; and a
great deal more, out of the fulness of my heart; while
Hollingsworth, by some necromancy of his horrible injus-
tice, seemed to have brought them both to his feet |

“'Women almost invariably behave thus,” thought I.
“What does the fact mean? Is it their nature? Or is ity
at last, the result of ages of compelled degradation? And,
in either case, will it be possible ever to redeem. them 77

An intuition now appeared to possess all the party, for thag
this time, at least, there was no more to be said. With one
accord, we arose from the ground, and made our way
through the tangled undergrowth toward one of those
pleasant wood-paths that wound among the over-arching
trees. Some of the branches hung so low as partly to con-
oeal the figures that went before from those who followed.
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Prizoills had leaped up m]ore light}y !;h:u; ;Lgi :'te‘fsto ?t; ;?r ia:z::
g in advance, with as much airy activity ol s
:fansaiifnp?ﬁed in the ’moti«:-x} of a bird, wpmhtL .cfmuge{]leic;etl)g
flitting from tree to troe,lm the s?ln?h(ilgegf,:zlrln:;m S.hé
Vever did she seem so happy as tha £TNOO0N. .
gkei;);ed, and could not help it, from very playfulness of
hc%reh.iobia and Hollingsworth went xYJc:»:t,.u} CI(L)SG tc};m-
tiguity, but not with arm in arm. ]\u_\wl'l‘_]t_lf:t Wlxe?hin?y
had passed the impending bough of a bu«:n-t‘re{z, b!th 1 3;
saw Zenobia take the hand of Ho}hqgswor@alm oth he
own, press it to her bosom, and let 1L§:Lll nmm s S
The gesture was sudden, and full of passion; t-n; nnlp e
had evidently taken her by surprise; 1t expressec ﬂl |
Had Zenobia knelt before him, or flung lujrselt l-ll-)(lm' 731;
breast, and gasped out, “ I love you, Hollingswort :[‘ .
could not have been more certain of what it Hl\fill.lt. ‘ ,:,(h)
then walked onward, as before. But, n_”’:rh(,)“i‘f“tlﬁ as _he
declining sun threw Zenobia’s magnified shadow a un% Ehg
path, I beheld it tremulous; s.nf.l the d(f‘l.u:at'(: \sturp (9) 2
flower which she wore in her hair was likewise respons
o .

toﬁfii?iffgilt(ﬁ;cﬁxtgh the medium of her eyes, at leagot-T-
could not possibly have been aware of the ;g(r}.sture a ng
described. Yet, at that instant, I saw her '(~rlol?£' 2
buoyaney, which just before had been 80 l)m-‘ he; ‘:nd
utterly departed; the life seemed to pass ouf 0§ rre y SIS
even the substance of her figure to grow thll‘l an( b'rﬁ).tha
almost imagined her a shadow, fading gr&u}x.ﬂlvly ﬁxtoﬂr :
dimness of the wood. Her pace became g0 slow, & Ji‘lfl to -
lingsworth and Zenobia paicsud by, and I, without hasten-
ing my footsteps, overtook her. . I

B '(lflgzrf:,ml;;ig;ci’ll;,” gaid I, looking her intently in the
face, which was very pale and sorrowful, ¢ “'gnx;lstfxx]:
haste after our friends. Do _\-Q.u‘fcel suddenly }H. . :?
ment ago, you flitted along so lightly that I wa_}eompzaér%
you to a bird.. Now, on the contrary,itis asi __vﬁu -
heavy heart, and very little strength to bear it with. rray

e e (199

m"'\'e*\]g?”asl-;:lv.li Priscilla, “ T do not think it would' helgntgei
It is my heart, as you \.ifﬂmt nmx}xjﬂpxl))l; Eea\y,

tnow not why. Just now, I felt very happy.

klf‘é‘o ?’.lububt it was & kind of sacrilege in me to sttamph 0
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“ome within her *nfu‘i. 1y mystery ; but, as she appeared
to be t()a\r’(l aside by her othe mn"* or carelessly leg
#ll, like a flower which t1 ne w :.lu I cv:ul 1 not re-
sist the in

pem 2

“ Zenobi Ia a0d | yourself ave dear friends, of Iate,” I re-
marked. “ At first—that first avening when you came to
us,—she d.rl not receive you' quite.so warmi ¥ as might
ha\'e béen wished.”

“I remember it gaid : NG \') wonder she hes-
itated to love me, who w tE-» ‘B 2 stranger to her, and a
girl of no grace or he 'w.) —she being .lh.x\‘.fli 80 beauti-
fall®

“But ghe loves yon now, of conrse?” suggested T.
*And at this very instant \o u feel her to.be your dearest
fm'ld’ 3
* Why do you ask me thaf question ?” exclaimed Pris-
cilla, as if frigchtened at the wmtmv into her feelings
whlch I compelied her t to make, Tt somehow puts strange
thoughts into my mind, By t I do love Zenobia dearly !
If she only loyes me h 1lf as well, T shall be happy | ?
“ How . is it possible to (.\.um that, Priscilla?” T pe.
Joxm d. * But observe how Ink 1santly and happily Zenobia
and Hollin, gsworth are walking together. I cajl it a de-
lightful spectacle. Tt truly r&jo that Hollingsworth
has found so fit and afitctionate a fric nd | So many peoplo

in the world mistrust-him,—so many disbelieve and ridi.
. Or acknowledge him

cale, while hardly any do him just;

for tue wonderfal man he is,—that it is u.An & blessed
thing for him to have Won the sympa ithy of such a woman
as Zenobis Any man mioht be proud of that, Any man,
even if he b as great as Ho ‘l'“m,'\ul h, might love go m-m-
nificent a woman. How very beautiful Zenobia is| And
Mollingsworth knows it, t00,”

There ma y have been some petty malice in what I said,
Generosity is a very fine gy at @ proper time, and
within due limits; But i 1t s an ‘insufferable bhore to see
ONEé man enorossi Ing every thought of all the women, and
leaving his frie; "l to shiver m outer seclusion, without even
the alternati ve of solac himself \\“.1 what the more fort

unate indivi u‘.nl has re LY it was out of a foolish
bitterness o b i
“@o on before,’
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hi heretofore 1 had neyer seen
inina HLDLI‘LUI I 1 ore. i
ifleenrl €xercise l i to loiter along by mye-
self. I do not walk sc
Vith her hand, ‘ 1
1t ‘I)rl't»\OulCri me; yet, on the whole 18 the most bewit in
ing thing that Priscilla had ever done. I obeyed he; e
! 1, won¢ d wonderec
strolled 1 moodily homeward, wonde Bliacwon 1; 3
8 thousand times already—how Hollingsworth mear
S| T = plainly t 7 DErcep«
dispose of these two hea ', hicl ._;-.-tm‘l‘\ ?:vi\)yu u:)d
tion, and, as I (lmll not but now suppose, to his) he hs
engrossed into .
There was likew i-f anot 1 7 I :, byt
of speculation. In what aftitude did Zeno esent her
= . 9 2 9 +lnk = 5
self to Hollinosworth? Was 1L in that of a free woman,
with no mortgage on her affections _nor claimant to her
hand yut filly ﬁ Ii f y surrender }m h, in exchange
f( th heart and nd ¥ she apparen ‘," expected to
Or e leart and ! |
g it 1 vas yision that 1 had witnessed in the
4 ’AI - ¥ - A A J Al 2 L — 2 3
lig,:(] ? Was Westervelt : sblin?, Were those words of
p"a ssion and agony, w obia had uttered in my hear«
ASS10 H SRS 4 5 r . S Pl e,
ing, a mere stage d:- ation? Were they for el of a
H) @ - 2 s i
material lichter than common ¢ Or, supposing them to
£l He \ < o a i e =
bear sterling weight, was ]l(',ly!""xﬁ \xl_._l ireadful
wrong which she was meditating toward herself and Hol-
lingsworth ? ‘
n v 5 - s hanes .,,_,",..(..e
Avriving nearly at the farm-honse I look ack -,’-‘ id
1 f s BRI n 2l Jem standing
the long slope. of p and, and.b e g
+3} = i 1t ¢ 2 S esit . ot where, ac-
together, in the lig { suns Justion thie spat whi e, ;-
rdi 0. the gossi f the munit hey-meant to
cording to the gossip. of the Comm ;

P

1 ¢ i la. gl y and forog tten, was
build their ¢ wge. P a, alone and forgotten, w

fruitfol

hardly les:

pr
fre

N~ H
W OO

SUINTNET Was pa : ?
uf something that was ; pl P._ £ \\hlr‘h
went dun into my he: yand the became a rich ¢ \ue ie
ence. 1.mml myself looking forward to 3
lifetilne, tU b‘u Q"kz.l' on (e same g Yy Stoell,
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*And at this very instant \o u feel her to.be your dearest
fm'ld’ 3
* Why do you ask me thaf question ?” exclaimed Pris-
cilla, as if frigchtened at the wmtmv into her feelings
whlch I compelied her t to make, Tt somehow puts strange
thoughts into my mind, By t I do love Zenobia dearly !
If she only loyes me h 1lf as well, T shall be happy | ?
“ How . is it possible to (.\.um that, Priscilla?” T pe.
Joxm d. * But observe how Ink 1santly and happily Zenobia
and Hollin, gsworth are walking together. I cajl it a de-
lightful spectacle. Tt truly r&jo that Hollingsworth
has found so fit and afitctionate a fric nd | So many peoplo

in the world mistrust-him,—so many disbelieve and ridi.
. Or acknowledge him

cale, while hardly any do him just;

for tue wonderfal man he is,—that it is u.An & blessed
thing for him to have Won the sympa ithy of such a woman
as Zenobis Any man mioht be proud of that, Any man,
even if he b as great as Ho ‘l'“m,'\ul h, might love go m-m-
nificent a woman. How very beautiful Zenobia is| And
Mollingsworth knows it, t00,”

There ma y have been some petty malice in what I said,
Generosity is a very fine gy at @ proper time, and
within due limits; But i 1t s an ‘insufferable bhore to see
ONEé man enorossi Ing every thought of all the women, and
leaving his frie; "l to shiver m outer seclusion, without even
the alternati ve of solac himself \\“.1 what the more fort

unate indivi u‘.nl has re LY it was out of a foolish
bitterness o b i
“@o on before,’
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hi heretofore 1 had neyer seen
inina HLDLI‘LUI I 1 ore. i
ifleenrl €xercise l i to loiter along by mye-
self. I do not walk sc
Vith her hand, ‘ 1
1t ‘I)rl't»\OulCri me; yet, on the whole 18 the most bewit in
ing thing that Priscilla had ever done. I obeyed he; e
! 1, won¢ d wonderec
strolled 1 moodily homeward, wonde Bliacwon 1; 3
8 thousand times already—how Hollingsworth mear
S| T = plainly t 7 DErcep«
dispose of these two hea ', hicl ._;-.-tm‘l‘\ ?:vi\)yu u:)d
tion, and, as I (lmll not but now suppose, to his) he hs
engrossed into .
There was likew i-f anot 1 7 I :, byt
of speculation. In what aftitude did Zeno esent her
= . 9 2 9 +lnk = 5
self to Hollinosworth? Was 1L in that of a free woman,
with no mortgage on her affections _nor claimant to her
hand yut filly ﬁ Ii f y surrender }m h, in exchange
f( th heart and nd ¥ she apparen ‘," expected to
Or e leart and ! |
g it 1 vas yision that 1 had witnessed in the
4 ’AI - ¥ - A A J Al 2 L — 2 3
lig,:(] ? Was Westervelt : sblin?, Were those words of
p"a ssion and agony, w obia had uttered in my hear«
ASS10 H SRS 4 5 r . S Pl e,
ing, a mere stage d:- ation? Were they for el of a
H) @ - 2 s i
material lichter than common ¢ Or, supposing them to
£l He \ < o a i e =
bear sterling weight, was ]l(',ly!""xﬁ \xl_._l ireadful
wrong which she was meditating toward herself and Hol-
lingsworth ? ‘
n v 5 - s hanes .,,_,",..(..e
Avriving nearly at the farm-honse I look ack -,’-‘ id
1 f s BRI n 2l Jem standing
the long slope. of p and, and.b e g
+3} = i 1t ¢ 2 S esit . ot where, ac-
together, in the lig { suns Justion thie spat whi e, ;-
rdi 0. the gossi f the munit hey-meant to
cording to the gossip. of the Comm ;

P

1 ¢ i la. gl y and forog tten, was
build their ¢ wge. P a, alone and forgotten, w

fruitfol

hardly les:

pr
fre

N~ H
W OO

SUINTNET Was pa : ?
uf something that was ; pl P._ £ \\hlr‘h
went dun into my he: yand the became a rich ¢ \ue ie
ence. 1.mml myself looking forward to 3
lifetilne, tU b‘u Q"kz.l' on (e same g Yy Stoell,
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were now beginning to form thelr permanent plans. Ons
of our _purposes was to erect a Pnalanstery (as I think we
called it, after Fourier ; but the phraseology of those days
18 not very fresh in my remembrance), where the great and
general family should have its abiding-place. Individunal
n:embors,'too, who made it @ point of religion to presesve
the_'s:zncilfy of an exclusive home, were selecting sites for
their cottages, by the wood-side, or on the breozybs.v.‘ells or
in the sheltered nook of some little val!cv,m;cording’ as
their taste might lean toward gnugness or the picturesque.
Altogether, by projecting our minds outward, we had im-
parted a show of novelty to existence, and Contcmplnt-cd it
as hopefully as if the soil beneath our feet had not been
fathom-deep with the dust of deluded generations, on every
one of which, as on ourselyes, the world had impc?scd itself
as a hitherto unwedded bride. ’ X

Hollingsworth and myself had often discussed these pros-
pects. 1t was easy to perceive, however, that he spoke
with little or no fervor, but either ag quest%onincr the fulfils
ment of our anticipations, or, at any rate, with a g uiet con-
Sciousness that it was no personal/concern of his. SEOl‘tly
after the scene at Eliot’s pulpit, while he and I were repair-
ing an old stone fence, I amused myself with sallying fore
warrl into the future time, ;

" The -

W h%‘u we come to be old men,” I said, ¢ they will call
us uncles, ‘or fathers,—Father Hollingsworth and Uncle
Coverdale,—and we will Took back cheerfully to these early
fla_ys, and make a romantic story for the young people (‘qnd
if"a little more romantic than truth may warrant it wiii be
no harm) out of our severe trials and hzu'«fi.ships. ' In acen-
tury or two, we shall, every one of us, be mythical person-
ages, or exceedingly  picturesque ‘and poetical ones at alf
events. They will have a great public hall, in \*.'hic";l‘\'o‘llr
portrait, and mine, and twenty other f:zces’th::t aré living
now, shall be hung up ; and as for me, T will be painted- in
my shirt-sleeves; and with the sleeves rolled up td showm
muscular development.  'What stories will bf}:rife :a.mrmy
them about our mighty strength!” continued I liftin %
big stone and putting it into its place ; “thouai; our '%s-
terity will really be far stronger than ourt;el\'es a?ter s‘evgml
generations of a simple, natural, and active life.  'What
legends of Zenobia’s beauty, and Priscilla’s slen'dcr aI;d
shadowy grace, and those mysterious qualities which make
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her seem diaphanous with gpiritnal light! In due course of
ages, we must all figure heroically in an epic poem; and
we will onrselves—at least, I will—bend unseen over the
future poet, and lend him inspiration while he writes it.”

% You seem,” said Hollingsworth, “to be trying how
much nonsense you can pour out in & breath.”

“] wish you would see fit to comprehend,” retorted I,
¢ that the profoundest wisdom must be mingled with nine-
tenths of nonsense, else it is not worth the breath that
utters it. But I do long for the cottages to be built, that
the creeping plants may begin to run over them, and the
moss to gather on the walls, and the trees—which we will
set out—to cover them with a breadth of shadow. This
spick-and-span novelty does not quite suit my taste. 1Itis
time, too, for children to be born among us. The first-born
child is still to come. And I shall never feel as if this were
8 real, practical, as well as poetical, system of human life,
until somebody has sanctified it by death.”

“ A pretty oceasion for martyrdom, truly!” said Hol.
lingsworth

¥ As good as any other,” I replied. “I wonder, Hol
lingsworth, who, of all these strong men, and fair women
and maidens, 1s doomed the first to die. Would it not be
well, even before we have absolute need of it, to fix upon a
spot for a cemetery? Let us choose the rudest, ronghest,
most uncultivable spot, for Death’s garden-ground; and
Death shall teach us to beautify it, grave by grave. By
our sweet, calm way of dying; and the airy elegance ouf of
which we will shape our funeral rites, and the cheerfurl
allegories which we: will model into tomb-stones, the final
scene shall lose its terrors; so that hereafter it may be
happiness to live, and bliss to die. None of us musf§ die
young. Yef, should Providence ordain it so, the eveng

shall not be sorrowful, but affect us with a tender, delicious,
cnly half melancholy and almost smiling pathos! ”

*“That is to sey,” mubbered Hollingsworth, “ you will die
Kks 2 heathen, as you certeinly live like one. But, listen
to me, Coverdale. Your fantestic anticipations make me
discern all the more forcibly what a wretched, unsubstan-
tial scheme is this, on which we have wasted a precious
summer of our lives. Do you seriously imagine that any
guch realities as you, and many ofhers here, bave dreamed
of, will ever b rought to puss7”
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“ Certalnly, I do.” &
eomes, 1t will wear the (mu,.xw <m~t\ : aud
rather hom 1‘ y garb, that res ality always de es put on. But,
setting aside ¢ hol .L,u our highest antie-
qutxonc have a ¢ mmon sense.”

“You only Half belicye 1at you say,” rejoined Hol-
lingsworth; © ither have faith in your

f.h\‘a‘.u‘., noT woz:}c’- care the valne of ‘this pebble for its real-

ufihtxrm we "e uhat possible;  And what more do you want

of it? a re e theme 1 T poetry.
3 1 - X

Let that con-
it ) 1 at last, a man of
8ob! :utgi‘ and u_:nnrwsina'-«, and aid me _in an enferprise
which i 1s. worth al ¢ and | the strength of a

shousand mig : Ban vy -
There can be no ne ul \," g
that ensuead. Jt 15 enongl 1‘“1[ Jm Iingsw mth «Jm'e
more brought fo ‘ lf] r.,.,] unconquerable idea; a
scheme l«n the r natl [« wicked by methods
moral, intellectua d in 1e 8y r*v‘f'fh\' of pure,
hlmy;le, and yet exal minds, and by opening to hlm
pupils the e possibility o worthier life 1";. n that which had
bgcome their 1;11-' It app inless he over-estimated
his own means, i3 hl it at his choice
(and he did. 80 chq u\:) to obtain i“‘-‘:“ ssion of the very
glr)uml on which we had 1"11 el our Community, and
which had not yeti been miade irrevocab ly ours, w‘lnur-
(-h.-i.fe. 1t was just ¢ dation that he vu\md Our
beginnings might readily be ad: |

adapted to his great end. The
arrangements slready con ---n would work ql ietly into
his system. So plausibl

1S theory, and, more than
that; so practic sueh an air of reas ‘;:.>Iu‘ ess had he,
by ‘patient thouglit, thrown ove Il segment of it
was contrive 11 m u) -tail i t with vcvc‘h 8 com-
plicated apj /
for every C lmv rea ‘1» far as o
ment went, hﬂ had, the matter all | OWN  Way.

“But.” ~1 d I “Svhence ca; ) ving
your own, dex pital

its mrzn.-;y
tion.”
“1 bave the funds—as m
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sommencement—at cor .’ he answered. “ They can
be pmmum‘u-x n & month, if ne /
zht erted to Zen v:’. a.

wealth v.’i i Hollis rorth was appro h
And on what conditions was it to be had ? id she Iling
it into the scheme with the u mcaleulating generosity that
characterizes a woman when it i e to be gencr-
ous atall? Andd 1e fling herself a with it? But
Ho worth did not volunt n lantion

h"‘ have you no regrets,” I inquired, * in overthrow-
iug this fair systcmn of our new life, which has been
planned so deeply, and is now be lf?t-nin._: to flourich go
hopefully around us? How I»u utiful it is, and, so far as
we can yet see, how pract : wges have waited
for us, a ere we are, the very first that have essayed
to carry on our mo existence in love and mutual help!
Hollingswortl 1ld be-loth-totake the ruin of this en-

S8 Upon my COnseis A

“Then let 36 rest upon e | ? answered,
knittine his black I y el throngl e 8y %Lm.
It is full of de s,—irremediable lamning onesl—
from first to l:z.w, there is i lze | grasp it in
my hand, and find no substance whatever. Tlere is not
htiman nsture in it.”

* Why are you so secret in your operations?” T asked.
¢ iGod forbid that I sho '.l accuse you of inte m].-m] WIOng ;
but the besetting si ) ]
is apt to be a mor: ll m.inun V.
be the sense of oth ( I
course—I know not exac & 1
to palter with the right, and can .\'."{1!".,“.'!‘\' forbear pers
ing himself" that the tmportance of his public ends renders
it allowable tot 'm W aside his private conscience. O/my
dear friend, beware this error! If yon me te the over-
throw of this egtablishment, call tosether ompanions,
state your design, si r6 it witl rour eloquence, but
allow them an opportunity of di ng tl lves,”

“It does not me,” said Hollingsworth. * Nor is it
my daty to do so.

T think it i

H: :
gEOTral

1 Wlll not Argue wWae po v,-'.,-

gt Y oo

il

it
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know of you is,—and you can tell me in one word,—whether
I am to look for your cobperation in this great scheme of
good? Take it up with me! Be my brother in it! It
offers you (what you-have told me, over and over again,
that you mest need) a/purpese in life, worthy of the ex-
tremest | seli-devotion —worthy of martyrdom, should God
8o order it! In this view. I present it to you. You can
greatly benefit mankind.. Your peculiar faculties, as I
shall direct them, are capable of being 5o wrought into this
enterprise that not 'one of them need lie idle. Strike bands
with me, and from this moment you shall never again feel
the languor and vague wretchedness of an indolent or half:
occnpied man. There may be'no more aimless beauty in
your life; but, in its stead, there shall bestrength, courage,
immitigable will—everything that a manly and generous
nature should desire! We shall succeed.! | We shall have
done our best for this miserable world; and happiness
(which never comes but incidentally) will come to us un-
awares.”

It seemed his intention to say no more. But, affer he
had quite broken off; his deep eyes filled with tears, and he
held out both:his hands to me.

“ Coverdale,” he murmured, * there is not the man in this
wide world whom I can love as I could you. Do not for-
sake me |”

As 1 look back upon this scene, throngh the coldness and
dimness of 8o many years, there is still a sensation as.if
Hollingsworth had caught hold of my heart, and were
pulling it toward him with an almost irresistible foree. It
18 3 mystery to me how I withstood it. But, in truth. I
saw in his scheme of philanthropy nothing but what was
odious. A Joathsomeness that was to be forever in my '
daily work! A greas, black ugliness of sin, which he pro-
posed to collect out of a thousand human hearts, and that
we should spend our lives in an experiment of transmuting
it into virtue! Had I but touched his extended hand,
Hollingsworth’s magnetism would perhaps have penetrated
me with his own conception of all these matters. But I
stood aloof I fortified myself with doubts whether his
strength of purpose had not been too gicantic for his
integrity, impelling him to trample on considerations that

should have been paramount to every other.

|

|
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“Is Zenobia to take & part in your enterprise?” ¥
msked.

“8he is,” said Hollingsworth.

“8Shel—the beautifull —the gorgeons!” I exclaimed.
* And how have you prevailed with such a woman to work
in this squalid element ?

“Through no base methods, as you seem to suspect,” he
ansi]wer:,d ; “ but by addressing whatever is best and noblest |
in her.

Hollingsworth was looking on the ground. But, as he
eften did so,—generally, indeed, in his habitual moods of
thought,—I could not judge whether it was from any
special unwillingness now to meet my eyes. What it was
that dictated my next question, I cannot precisely say.
Nevertheless, it rose so inevifably into my month, and, as it
were, asked itself so involuntarily, that there must needs
have been an aptness in it.

“ What is to become of Prigeilla ??

Hollingsworth looked at me fiercely, and with glowing
eyes. He could not have shown any other kind of expres-
sion than that, had he meant fo strike me with a sword.

“ Why do you bring in the names of these women ? ” said
he, after a moment of pregnant silence. * What have they
to do with the proposal which I make you? I must have
your answer! Will you devote yourself, and sacrifice all
to this great end, and be my friend of friends forever ?

“In Heaven's name, Hollingsworth,” cried T, getting
angry, and glad to be angry, because so only was it pos-
gible to oppose his tremendous concentrativeness and in-

domitable will, *“ cannot you conceive that a man may wish |

well to the world, and struggle for its good, on some other |
plan than precisely that which you have laid down? And |
will you cast off a friend for no unworthiness, but merely
because he stands upon his right as an individual being,
and looks at matters through his own optics, instead of
yours 7"

“ Be with me,” gaid Hollingswoggh, “ or be against me!
There is no third choice for yon.” «

“ Take this, then, as my decision,” I answered. I doubt
the wisdom of your scheme. Furthermore, I greatly fear
that the methods by which you allow yourself to pursue it
are such as eannot stand the scrutiny of an unbiassed cons
science.”

8

mE—

el

XM




e

100 bk i

i1a THE BLITEEDALE ROMANCE.

“ And yon will not join me? ”

“ NO l n

I never said the word—and certainly can never have it to
#ay hereafter—that cost me a thousandth part so hard an
effort as did that one syllable. The heart-pang was not
merely figurative, but an absolute torture of the dreast, I
was gazing steadfastly at Hollingsworth. It seemed to me
that it struck him, toe, like a bullet. A ghastly paleness—
always so terrific on a swarthy fsce—overspread his feat-
ures. There was a convulsive movement of his throat, as
if he were forcing down some words that struggled and
fought for utterance. Whether words of anger, or words
of grief, I canmot tell ; although, many and many a time, I
have vainly tormented myself with conjecturing which of
the two they were. 'One other appeal to my friendship,—
such as once, already, Hollingsworth had made—taking me
in the revulsion that followed a strenuous exercise of
opposing will, would completely have subdued me. But he
1eft the matter there.

*Well | ” said he, :

And that was all? ¥ should have been thankfal for one
word more; even had it shot me through the heart, as mine
did him. But he did not speak it; and, after a few mo-
ments, with one aceord, we set to work again, repairing the
stone fence. Hollingsworth, I observed, wrought like a
Titan ; and, for my own part, I lifted stones which at this
day—or, in a-calmer mood, at that one—I should no more
have thought it possible to stir than to carry off the gates
of (iaza on my back,

CHAPTER XVI,
_LEAVE-TAKINGS.

A rew days after the tragic passage-at-arms between
Hollingsworth and me, I appeared at the dinner-table
actually dressed in a coat, instead of my customary blouse;
with a satin cravat, tos, a white vest, and several other
things that made me seem stra 12e and outlandish to my-
pelfl. As for my companions, this unwonted spectacie

e
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caused a great stir upon the wooden benches that bordered
either side of onr homely board.

* What’s in the wind now, Miles?" asked one of them,
“ Are you deserting ug7?  °

“Yes, for a week or two,” said I. It strikes me that
my health demands a little relaxation of labor, and a shors
visit to the sea-side, during the dog-days.”

“You look like it!” grumbled Silas Foster, not greatly
pleased with the idea of losing an efficient laborer before
the stress of the season was well over, Now, here’s a
pretty fellow! His shoulders have broadened a matter of
six inches, since he came among us; he can do his day’s

work, if he likes, with 4Ny man or ox on the farm; and yet

| he talks about going to the sea-shore for his health | Well,
well, old woman,” added he to his wife, “ let me have a

plateful of that pork and cabbage! I begin to feel in a
very weakly way. When the others have had their turn,
you and I will take a jaunt to Newport or Saratoga |

“ Well, but, Mr, Foster,” said I, ¢ you must allow me to
take a little breath.”

“ Breath | ” retorted the old yeoman. “ Your lungs haye
the play of a pair of blacksmith’s bellows already. What
on earth do you want more? But go along! I under-
stand the business. We shall never see your face here
again. Here ends the reformation of the world, so far as
Miles Coverdale has a hand in it ! »

“ By no means,” I replied. “ I am resolute to die in the
last ditch, for the good of the cause.”

“Die in a ditch!” muttered oruff Silas with genunine
Yankee intolerance of any intermission of toil, except on
Sunday, the fourth of July, the antumnal cattleshow,
Thanksgiving, or the annual Fast. “Die in & ditch! 1
belive, in my conscience, you would, if there were no
steadier means than your own labor to keep you out of it1?

The truth was, that an intolerable discontent snd irk-

neéss had | come over me.  Blithedale was no longer

t it had heen. Everythi & was snddenly faded, The
and arid as our woods and pastures, be-

impe ly symbolize the

e yesterdsay, as it were,

iields of thought, and penetrated to the
Wl ehaai y

ugc will be recognize

!

0 i
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happmesq have endeavored to go on with the same kind of
life, in the same scene, in spite of the alteration or with-
drawal of some prinecipal circumstance. They discover
(what heretofore, per lm}-~ they had not known) that it was
this which gave the br color and vivid reality to the
whole affair, ]
' I stood on other fermss than before, not only with Hol-
lingsworth, but with Zenobia and Priscilla. As regarded
the two latter, it was that dream-like and miserable sort of
change thaf; dtlll"a you the privilege to complain, because
you can assert nol positive m,n’\ nor lay your finger on
anything tangible. It i a matter which you do not see
hnt Iegl and which, when you try {; analyze it, seems tO’
lose ifs very existence, and resolves itself into a s sickly hu-
mor of yourown. Your understanding, possibly, may put
faith inthisdenial.{ Bif your heart will not so easily rost
gatisfied. Tt mcessantly remonstrates, thongh. most of the
time, in @ bass-note, which you do not separately distin-
guish ; bat, now and ‘L.nu.vx hla p cry, importunate
to be hcnxd, and resolute to ¢laim belief. “Things are not
as they were!” it keeps saying.  “You shall not impo
on me] I will never be q],m I T will throb pe -wnulhl!
will be heavy, and desolate, and er with cold!" For I,
Your deep| heart, know wlien to be miserable, as once I
knew when o be happy ! \ All‘is changed for us! You ar
be!q\'ed 1o morc.i” _&nrY were my life to be spent over
ny ear to this Cassandra of
the inward dwtm ]JM“L rer (‘ norous the music and the
merriment of a more superficial I
My outhreak with Ii‘)niuﬁ rorth, though never definitely
known to our assogiate ad really : ) :-ntixc moral
atmom»bere of i le Cw.m mity ' /a5 incidental to the
: ] 7“(.11'€LALOL.A-
: g could not oceny
.’l-‘i'ru‘aw 1njr two membs vitlh 5 ociety beine
y more or less eommoted g :.‘. ] {berx:b'."‘
Ihls.sy{ecic‘s of n 8 sympathy (the a pretiy cha’*
acteristic enough, sentims ‘
betokening an actual bond «
J_orrsl
lr ons
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bead. Thus, even on the supposition that we were far less
quarrelsome than the rest of the world, a great deal of time
was necessarily wasted in rubbing our ears.

Musing on all these matters, I “felt an inexpressible long»
ing for at least a temporary novelty. I thought of going
across the Rocky Mountains, or to Europe, or up the Nile ;
of offering myself a volunteer on the Exploring Expedi-
tion; of taking a ramble of years, no matter in what die
rection, and coming back on the other side of the world.
Then, abould the colonists of Blithedaie have established
their enferprise on a permanent basis, I might fling aside
my pilgrim staff and dusty shoon, and rest as peacefully
here as elsewhere. Or, in case Hollingsworth shonld
occupy the ground with his School of Reform, as he now
purposed, I might plead earthly guilt enough, by that time,
to give me what I was inclined fo think the only trust.
worthy ho!d on his affections.  Meanwhile, before deciding
on any ultimate plan, I determined to remove myself to a
little distance, and take an exterior view of what we had
all been abont.

In truth, it was dizzy work, amid such fermentation of
oplmons as was going on in the general brain of the Com-
munity. It was a kind of Bedl lam, for the time being ; al-
though out of the very thoughts that were mldeat, and
most destructive might grow & wisdom holy, calin and pure,
and that should incarnate itself with the substance of a
noble and happy life. But, as matters now were, I felt my-
gelf (and, having a decided tendency toward the actual, I
never liked to feel it) getting quite out of my rec};nnin;:,
with regard to the existing state of the world. I 'was be
ginning to lose the sense “of what kind of a world it was,
among innumerable schemes of what it might or ought to
be. It was impossible, sitnated as we were, not to imbibe
the idea that everything in nature and human existence
was fluid, or fast becoming so; that the crust of the earth
in many ph( es was broken, and its whole surface portent-
ously uphefnmg; that it was a day of crisis, and fhat we
ourselves were in the critical vortex. Our great globe
floated in the atmosphere of infinite space like an unsub-
stantial bubble. No sagacious man will long retain his
gagacity, if he live exclusively among reformers and pro-
gressive people, without perw(hcally returning into the
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setiled system of things, to correct himself by = new ol
servation from that old stand-point,

It was now time for me, therefore, fo go and hold a little
talk with the conservatives, the writers of the North

American Review, the merchants, the politicians, the Cam- ;

bridge men, and” all those respectable old blockheads who
still, in this intangibility and mistiness of affairs, kept a
death-grip on one or two ideas which had not come into
vogue since yesterday morning,

The brethren took leave of me with cordial kindness ; and
ag for the sisterhood, I had serious thoughts of kissing
them all round, but forebore to do 80, because, in all such
general salutations, the penance is fully equal to the pleas-
ure. 8o I kissed none of them; and nobody, to say the
truth, seemed to expect it,

“Do you wish me,” T gaid to Zenobia, “to announce, in
town and at the watering-places, your purpose to deliver s
course of lectures on the rights of women 7 ”

“ Women possess no rights,” said Zenobia, with a half:
melancholy smile; “ or, at_all events, only little girls and
grandmothers would have the foree to exercise them.”

She gave me ber hand freely and kindly, and looked at
me, I thought, with a pitying expression in her eyes; nor
was there any settled light of joy'in them on her own be-
half, but & troubled and Passionate flame, flickering and fit-
ful.

“T regret, on the whole, that you are leaving us,” she
said; “and all the more, since I feel that this phase of our
life ig finished, and can never be lived over again. Do yon

Enow, Mr, Coverdale, that I have been several times on the |

point of making you my confidant. for lack of a better and
wiser one? ' But you are too young to be my father con-
fessor; and you would not thank me for treating you like
one of those good little handmaidens who share the bosom
secrets of a tragedy-queen.”

“I would, at least, be loyal and faithfal,” answered I
“and would counsel you with an honest purpose, if not
wisely.”

“Yes,” said Zenobia, ¢ you would be only too wise, too
honest. Honesty and wisdom are such a delightful pastime,
at another person’s expense | ”

“Ahl Zenobia,” I exclaimed, “if you would but let my
speak }”

i
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“ By no means,” she replied, % especially when you have
Yast resumed the whole series of social conventionalisms,
together with that straight-bodied coat. I Wouvld as lief
open my heart to a lawyer or a clergyman! No, no, Mr.
Coverdale; if I choose a counsellor, in the present aspect
ef my affairs, it must be either an angel or a madman ; and
I rather apprehend that the latter wounld be lll.{ehest of the
tno to speak the fitting word. It needs a wild steersman
when we voyage through chaos! The anchor is up—fare-
well 17

Priscilla, as soon as dinner was over, had betaken herself
into s corner, and set to work on a little purse. AsIlap-
proached her, she let her eyes rest on me with a calm,
serious look ; for, with all her delicacy of nerves, there was
& singular self-possession in Priscilla, and ber sensibilities
seemed to lie sheitered from ordinary commotion, like the
water in a deep well. ;

“ Will you lgi\'e me that purse, Priscilla,” said I, “as a

arting keepsake ?” :
pal }‘ES,” sge answered, “ if you will wait till it is tz‘msbed.”

“I must not wait, even for that,” I replied. “ Shall I
find yon here, on my return ?"” .

“1 never wish to go away,” said she. n

“I have sometimes thonght,” ohserved I, smiling, “ that
you, Priscilla, are a little prophetes:%; or, at least, tl}at you
haye spiritual intimations respecting matters which are
dark to us grosser people. If that be the case, I should
like to ask you what. is about to happen; for I am tor.
mented with a strong foreboding tlat, were I to return
even so soon as to-morrow morning, I should’ﬁnd every;;
thing changed. Have you any impressions of this natgre?

“ Ah;'no,” said Priscilla, looking at me apprehensively.
“If any such misfortune is coming, the shadow has not
reached me yet. Heaven forbid! I should be glad if there
might never be any change, but one summer follow another,
and all just like this.”

“No summer ever came back, and no two summers ever
were alike,” said I, with a degree of Orphic wisdom that
astonished myself. “ Times change, and people change;
and if onr hearts do noIt (;ha;lgo; as readily, so much the

e for ms. Good-by, Priscilia |
W(?S;f:;jz r;mr hand a pressure, which, T think, she neither
TPSi*?‘:d nor returned. Priscilla’s hesrt wae dﬁﬂ‘; bat of

",
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small compass ; it had room but for a very few dearest ones,
among whom she never reckoned me.

Oz the door-step I met Hollingsworth. I had a momen-
tary impulse to hold out my hand, or at least to give a
parting nod, but resisted both. When a real and strong
affection has come to an end, it is not well to mock the
sacred past with any show of those commonplace civilities
that belong to ordinary interconrse. Being dead hence-
forth to him,and he to me, there could be no propriety in
our chilling; one another with the touch of two corpse-like
hands, or playing atlooks of courtesy with eyes that were
Impenetrable beneath the glaze and the film. We passed,
therefore, as if mutually invisible.

I can nowise explain ‘what sort of whim, prank or per-
versity, it was, that, after all these leaye-takings, induced
me to go to the pig-sty, and take leave of the swine | There
they lay, buried as- deeply among the straw ss they could
burrow, four huge black grunters, the very symbols of
slothful ease and sensual comfort. They.were asieep, draw-
ing short and heavy breaths, which heaved their big sides
up and down. Unclosing their eyes, however, at my ap-
proach, they looked dimly forth at the outer world, and
simultaneously uttered a gentle grunt ; not putting them-
selves to the trouble of an additional breath for that par-
ticular purpose, but granting with their ordinary inhala-
tion. They were involved, and almost stifled and Luried
alive, in their own eorporeal substance. The very unreadi-
ness and oppression wherewith these greasy citizens cained
breath  enough to keep their life-machinery in sluggish
movement, appeared to make them only the more sensible
of the ponderous and fat satisfaction of their existence.
Peeping at me, an instant, out of their small, red, hardly
perceptible eyes, they dropped asleep again ; yet ot so f:
asleep but that their unctuous bliss was still present to
them, betwixt dream and reality.

“ You must come back in season to eat part of a spare-
rib,” said Silas. Foster, giving my hand a mighty squeeze.
“I shall have these fat fellows hanging up by the heels,
heads downward, pretty soon, I tell youl” '

%0, cruel Silas, what a horrible idea!” eried I. “ All
the rest of us, men, women and live-stock, save only these
four porkers, are bedeyilled with one grief or another ; they
glone are happy,—and you mean to cut their throats and
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eat them! It would be more for the general comfort to
them eat vs; and bifter and sour morsels we should be

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE HOTEL.
ARRIVING in town, (Where my bachelor-rooms, long bee

fore this time, had received some other oceupant), I estabe
lished myself, for a day or two, in a certain respectable

| hotel. It was situated somewhat aloof from my former

track in life ; my present mood inclining me to avoid most

' of my old companions, from whom I was now sundered by

other interests, and who would have been likely enough to
amuse themselves at the expense of the amateur working-
man. The hotel-keeper put me-into a back-room of the
third story of his spacious establishment. The day was
lowering, with oecasional gusts of rain, and an ugly-tem-
pered east wind, which seemed fo come right off the chill
and melancholy sea, hardly mitigated by sweeping over the
roofs, and amalgamating itself with the dusky element of
city smoke. All the effeminacy of past days had returned
upon me at once. Summer as it still was, I ordered a coal-
fire in the rusty grate, and was glad to find myself growing
a little too warm with an artificial temperature.

My sensations were those of a traveler, long sojourning
in remote regions, and at length sitting down again amid
customs once familiar. There was a newness and an old-
ness oddly combining themselves into one impression. It
made me acutely sengible how strange a piece of mosaic-
work had lately been wrought into my life. True, if you
look at it in one way, it had been only a summer in the
country. But, considered in & profounder relation, it was
part of another age, a different state of society, a segment
of an existence peculiar in its/asimsand methods, a leaf of
some mysterious volume interpolated into the eurrent his-
tory which time was writing off. A$ one moment, the very
circumstances now surrounding me—my coal-fire, and the
dingy room in the bustiing hotel—appeared far off and in-
tangible ; the next nf, Blithedale looked vague, as if it
were at a distance both in time and space, and so shadowy
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that a question might be raised whether the whole affair
had been anything more than the thoughts of a speculative
man. I had never before experienced a mood that so robbed
the actual world of its solidity. It nevertheless involved =
eharm, on which—a devoted epicure of my own emotions—
I resolved to pause, and enjoy the moral sillabub until quite
dissolved away.

hatever had been my taste for solitude and natural
acenery, yet the thick, fogey, stifled element of cities, the
entangled life of many men together, sordid as it was, and
empty of the beautiful, took quite as strenuous a hold upon
my mind. T felt as if there could never be enough of it.
Each characteristic sound was too suggestive to be passed
over unnoticed. Beneath and around me, I heard the stir
of the hotel; the lond voices of guests, landlord, or bar-
keeper ; steps echoing on the stair-case; the ringing of a
bell, announcing arrivals or departures ; the porter lumber-
ing past my door with baggage, which he thumped down
upon the floors of neighboring chambers; the lighter feet
of chamber-maids scudding along the passages;—it is ridic-
ulous to think what an interest they had for me! From
the street came-the tumulf of the pavements, pervading
the whole liouse with-a continual uproar, so broad and
deep that only an unaccustomed ear would dwell upon it.
A eompany of the city soldiery, with a full military band,
marched in front of the hotel, invisibie to me, but stirringly
aadible both by its foot-tramp and the clangor of its instru-
ments. Once or twice all the city bells jangled together,
aamouncing a fire, which brought out the engine-men and
their machines, like an army with its artillery rushing to
battle. Hourby hourithe clocks in many steeples responded
ome to auother. Tn some public hall, not a great way off,
there seemed to be an exhibition of a mechanical diorama 3
for, three times during the day, occurred a repefition of
obetreperous music, winding up with the rattle of imitative
cannon and musketry, and a huge final explosion.. Then
ensued the applause of the spectators, with clap of hands,
and thump of sticks, and the energetic pounding of their
heels. All this «was just as valuable, in its way, as the
sighing of the breeze among the birch-trees that overshade
owed Eliot’s pulpit. '
_Yet I felt a hesitation about plunging into this muddy
Mde of human activity and pastime. It suited me batter,
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for the present, to linger on the brink, or hover in the air
above it. 8o I spent the first day and the greater part of
the second in the laziest manner possible, in a rocking-
chair, inhaling the fragrance of a series of cigars, with my

legs and slippered feet horizontally disposed, and in my

hand a novel purchased of a railroad bibliopolist. The
gradual waste of my cigar accomplished itself with an easy
and gentle expenditure of breath. My book was of the
dullest, yet had a sort of sluggish flow, like that of a stream
in which your boat is as often aground as afloat. Had
there been a more impetuous rush, a more absorbing pas-
sion of the narrative, I should the sooner have struggled
out of its uneasy current, and have given myself up to the
swell and subsidence of my thonghts. But, as it was, the
torpid life of the book served as an unobtrusive accompani-
ment to the life within me and about me. At intervals,
bowever, when ifs effect grew a little too soporific,—not for
my patience, but for the possibility of keeping my eyes
open,—I bestirred myself, started from the roeking-chair,
and looked out of the window.

A gray sky; the weathercock of a steeple, that rose be-
yond the oppesite range of buildings, pointing from the
eastward ; a sprinkle of small, spiteful-looking raindrops
on the window-pane. In that ebb-tide of my energies, had
I thought of venturing abroad, these tokens would have
checked the abortive purpose.

After several such visits te the window, I found myself
getting pretty well acquainted with that little portion of
the backside of the universe which it presented to my view.

Over against the hotel and its adjacent houses, at the dis- _

tance of forty or fifty yards, was the rear of a range of
buildings, which appeared to be spacious, modern, and cal-
culated for fashionable residences. The interval between
was apportioned into grass-plots, and here and there an
apology for a garden, pertaining severally to these dwell-
ings. There were apple-trees, and pear and peach-trees,
§oo, the fruit on which looked singularly large, luxuriant
and sbundant; as well it might, in & sitnation so warm and
sheltered, and where the soil had doubtless been enriched
to a more than natural fertility. In two or three places
grape-vines clambered upon trellises, and bore elusters
already purple, and promising the richness of Malta or
Madeira in their ripened juice. The blighting winds of
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our rigid climate could not molest these trees and vines;
the sunshine, though descending late into this area, and
too early intercepted by the height of the surrounding
houses, yet lay tropically there, even when less than tem-

perate in every oLlu. region. - Dreary as was the day, ths |
scene was illuminated by not a few SPAITOws and oiL«r |

birds, which spread their wings, and flitted and fluttered,
and .1ngLt».:d now here, now there, and busily scratched
their food out of the wormy earth. Most of these winged
people seemed to hawe their domicile in\a robust and
bealthy buttonweod-tree; It aspired upward, high above

the roof of the Luhﬁ;a‘ and spread a dense head of foliage
half across the area.

There was a cat—as there variably is, in such places—
who evidently thonght herself entitled to all the privileges
of forest-life, in this close heart of city conventionalisms.
I watched her creeping along the low, flat roofs of the
offices, descending a ﬂw 16 of ‘wooden steps; gliding among
the grass, and lchc'vm'r the buttonwood-tree, with murder-
ous purpose against its feathered citizens. b’ut after all,
they were birds of city bréeding; and doubtless knew how
to guard themselves against the peculiar perils of their po-
sition,

Bewitching to my fancy are all those nr‘(n s and crannies,
where Nature, like & stray partridge, hides her head among
the long-established haunts of men! It is likewise to be
remarked, as a general rule, that there is far more of the
picturesque, more truth to native and characteristic ten-
dencies, and vastly greater suggestiveness, in the back
view of a residence; whether in town or coun try, than i its
front., The latfer is always artificial; it is meant for the
world’s eye, and is therefore a veil and a concealment. Re-
alities keep in the rear, and put forward an advance- guard
of show and humbug. The posterior aspect of any old
farm-house, behind swhich a railrosd has uuu.pmt(dlj, been
opened, is so0 d’ ferent; from that Ionlur.g upon the immem-
orial highway, that the spectator gets new ideas of rural

life and 111:11\"‘1uahtv in the puff or two of steam-breath
which shoots him past the ':z‘?sws. In a clty, the dis-
tinction betw een what is offered to the public and what is

kept for the family is LLr‘*" aly not less striking.
But, to return to my window, at the back of the hotel.
Together with a due contemplation of the fruit-trees, the
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tree, the cat, the birds, and
ed not to study the row of
h all these appertained. Here,
sneral sameness. From
first fioor, they were so much alike,
ive of the inbabitants as cut out on
little W:'u‘u‘h'n toy-people of Ger-
, united roof, with its thous-
he rain, extended over the
3 of separate characters to
1stomed, it perplexed and an-

grape.vines, the buttonwood
many other par -\mul
fashionable dwellin
it must be confessed,
the npper gtory to the
that I coul r’l}" conee
one mvmual pattern, 1
man manufgeture. One £
ands of slates glittering in
whole. After the distinctne
which I had recently be eTL 8
noyed me no I
man interests into \'.‘vii-:.ie-firwi el It seemed hardly
worth wi for more than one of those families to be in

existence, since they'all had the same glimpse of the sky,
all looked into the same area, all received mxt their equal
share of sunshine fthro the front windows, and all
listened to precisely the same noises'of the street on which
they boarded. Men are so much alike in their nature, that
they grow intolerable unless varied by their circumstances.

Just about this time, a waiter entered my room. The
truth was, § had rang luo bell and ordered a sherry-cobbler.

“Can you teil me,” I inquired, * what families reside in
any of those houses opposite?”

“ The one right opposite is a ragher stylish boarding-
house,” said the waiter. “Two of the gentlemen-boarders
keep horses at the stable of our éstablishment. They de
things in very good style, sir, the people that live there.”

I 'nl'*hf have found out ,11, asmuc h for myself, on ex-
amining the 'l<)l'~L a more cly. In one of the
-:.r;g man in 3 d es mg-aovn,

'

23

n

I: ngement of his ers u'u‘ a nd tmall)
hr» ! ¢ in a dress-coat, which I suspected to
m the tailor’s, and now first put on for a
3 t & window of the next story below, two
5 nx* ily or;::rri were looking out. B and by,
ddleaged gentleman came st d‘h behind them, kissed the
littl girl, and playfully pulled the little boy’s ear. 1f was
spa no dwrnt, ]l 8t comein from his counting-room or of-
ma, u»,lué; as softly behind
Fepa a8 he had swm bu“ml tiro children, snd laying ber
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hand on his shoulder, to surprise him. Then followed a
kiss between papa and mamma ; but a noiseless one, for the
children did not turn their heads.

“I bless God for these good folks!” thought I fo my-
gelf. “1I have not seen a prettier bit of nature, in all my
summer in the country, than they have shown me here, ina
rather stylish hoarding-house.” I will pay them = little
more aftention, by and by.”

On the first floor, an iron balustrade ran along in front of
the tall and spacious windows, evidently belonging to s
back drawing-room); and, far into the interior; through the
arch of the sliding-doors, I could discern a gleam from thae
windows of the front apartment. There were no signs of
present occupancy i this suite of rooms; the‘curtains be-
ing enveloped in a protective covering, which allowed but a
small portion of their crimson material to be seen. But
two housemaids were industriously at work ; so that there
was good prospect that the boarding-house might not long
suffer from the absence of its most expensive and profitable
guests. Meanwhile, until they should appear, I cast my
eyes downward-to the lower regions, There, in the dusk
that so early settles into such places, I saw tlie red glow of
the kitchen-range. The hot cook, or oné of her subordis
nates, with a ladle in her hand, came to draw a cool breath
at the back-door. As soon as she disappeared, an Irish
man-servant, in a white jacket, crept slyly forth, and threw
eway the fragments of-a china dish, which, unquestionably,
he had just broken. Soon aflerward, a lady, showily
dressed, with & curling front of what must have been false
hair, and reddish-brown, I suppose, in hue,—though my
remoteness allowed me only to guess af such particulars,
—this respectable mistress of the boarding-house made &
momentary . transit across the kitchen window, and ap-
peared no more. It was her final, comprehensive glance, in
erder to make sure that soup, fish and flesh, were in &
proper state of readiness; before the serving up of dinner.

There was nothing else worth noticing about the house,
unless it be that on the peak of one of the dormer-win-
dows which opened out -
dreary and forlorn ; i

chose to sit the hilly rain, while her kindred were
doubtless nestling in 2 warm and comfortable dove-cot:

All at once, this dove spread her wings, and, launching her-
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self in the air, came flying so straight across the interven-
ing space that 1 fully expected her to alight directly on my
window-sill. In the latter part of her course, however, she
swerved aside, flew upward, and vanished, as did, likewise,
the slight, fantastic pathos with which I had invested her.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE BOARDING-HOUSE.

THE next day, as soon as I thought of looking agsim
toward the opposite house, there sat the dove again, on the
peak of the same dormer-window !

It was by no means an early hour, for, the preceding
evening, I had ultimately mustered enterprise enough te
visit the theatre, had gone late to bed, and slept beyond all
limit, in my remoteness from Silas Foster’s awakening horn.
Dreams had tormented me, throughout the night. The
train of thoughts which, for months past, had worn a track
through my mind, and to escape which was one of my chief
objects in leaving Blithedale, kept treading remorselessly to
and fro in their old footsteps, while slumber left me impe-
tent to regulate them. It was not till I had quitted my
three friends that they first began to encroach upon my
dreams, In those of the last might, Hollingsworth and
Zenobia, standing on either side of my bed, had bent across
it to exchange a kiss of passion. Rriscilla, beholding this, |
~—for she seemed to be peeping in at the chamber-window, !
—had melted gradually away, and left only the sadness of
her expression in.my heart. There it still lingered, after I
awoke ; one of those unreasonable sadnesses that you know
not -how to deal with, because it involves nothing for com~
mon sense to clutch.

It was a gray and dripping forenoon; gloomy enough in
town, and still gloomier in the haunts to which my recol-
lections persisted in transporting me. For, in spite of my
efforts to think of something else, I thought how the gusty
rain was drifting over the slopes and valleys of our farm ;
how wet must be the foliage that overshadowed the pulpit-
rock ; how cheerless, in such a day, my hermitage,—the
free-solitude of my owl-like humors,—in the vine-ensircled

-
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heart of the tall pine! It was a phase of home-sickaess
I had wrenched myself too suddenly out of an sccustumed
sphere. There was no choice, now, but to bear the paung of

whatever heart-strings were snapped asunder, and that
illusive torment (like the ache of a limb long ago cut off)
by which a past mode of life prolongs itseli into the suce|
ceeding one. I was full of idle and shapeless regrets. The
thought impressed itself upon me that I had left dutiss un-

performed. With the power, perhaps, to act in the place

of destiny and avert misfortune from my friends, I had re-

signed them to their fate. ~ That cold tendency, between in-

stinet, and intellect; which made meipry with a specuiative

interest into people’s passiops and impulses; appeared to

haye gone far toward unhumanizing my heart.

But a man cannof always decide for himself) whether his
own heart is cold or warm. It now impresses me that, if I
erred at all in regard to Hollingsworth, Zenobia and Pri-
scilla, it was through foo much sympathy, rather than t0o
little.

To escape the irksomeness of these meditations, I re-
sumed my post at the window. At first sight, there was
nothing ‘new te be noticed. ‘The general aspect of affairs
was the same as yesterday, except that the more decided
inclemency of to-day had driven the sparrows to shelter,
and kept the cat within doors ; whence, however, she soon
emerged, pursued by-the ecok, and with what looked like
the better half of a roast chicken in her mouth. The young
man in the dress-coat was invisible ; the two children, i;
the story below, seemed to.be romping about the room,
under the superintendence of & nursery-maid. /The damask
eurtains of the drawing-room, on the first floor, were now
fully displayed, festooned gracefully from top to bottom of
the windows, which extended from the ceiling to the carpet.
A narrow window, at the left of the drawing-room, gave
light to what, was probably, a small houdeir, within whigh
I caught the faintest imaginable glimpse of a girl’s figure
in airy drapery. FHer arm was in regular movement, as if
she were busy with her German worsted, or gome other
such pretty and unprofitable handiwork.

While intent upon making out this girlish shape, I be~
came sensible that a fi 1arl d at one of the win-
dows of the drawing-room. There was a presentiment im
my mind ; or perbaps my first glance, imperfect and sides
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long as it was, had sufflced to convey subtle information of
the truth. At any rate, it was with no positive surprise,
but as if I had all along expected the incident, that, directe
ing my eyes thitherward, I beheld—like a full-length pic-
ture, in the space between the heavy festoons of the wine
dow-curtains—no other than Zenobia! At the same in
stant, my thoughts made sure of the identity of the figurs
In the boudoir. It could only be Priscilla.

Zenobia was attired, not in the almost rustic costume
which she had heretofore worn, but in a fashionable morne
Ing-dress. There was, nevertheless, one familiar point,
She had, as usual, a flower in her hair, brilliant and of &
rare variety, else it had not been Zenobia. After a brief
pause at the window, she turned away, exemplifying, in #e
fow steps that removed her out of sight, that noble and
beautiful motion which characterized her as much as any
other personal charm. Not one woman ina thousand could
move so admirably as Zenobia, Many women can sit grace-
fully ; some can stand gracefully ; and a few, perhaps, can
assume a series of graceful positions. But natural move-
ment is the result and expression of the whole being, and
cannot be well and nobly performed, unless responsive to
something in the character. I often used to think that
music—light and airy, wild and passionate, or the full har.
mony of stately marches, in accordance with ner varying
mood—should have attended Zenobia’s footsteps.

1 waited for her reiippearance. It wasone peculiarity,
distinguishing Zenobia from most of her sex, that she
needed for her moral well-being, and never would forego, a;
large amount of physical exercise, At Blithedale, no in-
clemency of sky or muddiness of earth had ever impeded
her daily walks. | Here, in' fown, she probably preferred to
tread the extent of the two drawing-rooms, and measure oub
the miles by spaces of forty feet, rather than bedraggle her
skirts over the sloppy pavements. Accordingly,in about
the time requisite to pass through the arch of the shding-
doors to the front window, and to return upon her steps,
there she stood again, between the festoons of the crimson

! eurtains. But anothér personage was Now added to the

scene. Behind Zenobia appeared that face which I had first
encountered in the wood-path; the man who had passed,
side by side with her, in such mysterious familiarity and
gstrangement, peneath my vine-curtained hermitage in the
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tall pinetree, It waa We velt. And though he wag
]ookmg closely over her der, i 1 “(‘Unw\ to me,
on the former oce easion, that Z '!hm:( wpwllwl huh.——that
perchnn(e they mutually repelled each other, by some m-
ecempatibility of their spheres. ¢
This impression, however, might have been altogether
the result-of fancy and prejudice in me. The distance was
soortrxmt as to obliterate any; phy of feature by \\hlch‘l
;nLLm otherwise have been made a partaker of their coune
There now neesded only Hollingsworth .,.nd ol 1 Moodie to
complete the Knot of char racters; whom a | intricacy of
events, greatly assisted by my th_‘Uu ol 1n~ulmnrr them
from other rnhtmns had kept 8o lonz upon }*n Xan;J.l
stage, as actors in & drama. In itself pe vlm}m it \:'1 no
very 1'emn~l\1b]-’ event that they should thus Jvme q“;’>
me, at the moment when I im: igined myself free. luni)};]ia
as I well kmw had retained an establishment m town, d
had not untmlarnih mth]v"\ n herself from Bl lthec?:?la
during brief infervals, on one of which oceasions che‘ had
taken Priscilla sl ong with her. Nevertheless, there seemed
:Ezeg?rlll(n:pﬂ;t al fm”tun ’ro'n idence that Inul borne me to
3 0 of 8 01“,\1_1“" A T
me there, and compe llol me l”t”“l 11C"tlot lvl’ il{e!ullnkx: t'rlllz.ﬁxgd
wearied sympathies on-affairs which Were none of mm-cing
ersons who eared little tm c It irritated x‘m' ne :
we affectéd me with a kind of heart-sickness, Afi ‘ve{:
effort which it ¢ost me to fii ing them <;vx;ﬂt'iu;' cg\r‘: : 5
mating my escape, as I thought, from these goblin 15.0 'Lx.'h*rﬂnb:
and blood, and pausing to Tevive myself with a b'e;t“;
two of an atmosphere in which they \hm“d have no shs o
j‘-‘h‘ Wwas a positive  despair, to find the same f-'u'(: ml\?,
ing themselves before me. :.rd presenting ‘Phw rold . 21{1;‘1\
ii:l 2 shape that made it more insoluble than - \r s
¥ began to long for a catastrophe. I[.“ th :\[ b
of Holli m'rﬂvonna soul were doomed mh potte ]
rupted by thes too powerful purpose vgll | h"llltfwr e
of what was noblest 1 him » if the ric ll b
ities of Zenobia’s womanhood ,..\_5‘(,}“" and generous quai
12000 might not saye her; if Prise

cilla must pvrisi}.
and so devout,—then he it
me, I would look on. s it
atandingly, if' my

',r:x-»"s and faith, so gimple
1t sol Let it all come! As fop
48 1t seemed my part to do, under
intellect could fathom the meaning snd
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the moral, and, at all « reverently and sadly. The
curtain ”:n I would pass on "ih my poor individual
life, which was now attennate d o‘ much of its proper sub-
gtance, 'u"l \'vi'.i';.:‘"'l Among many alien interesfs.

Meanwhile, Zenobia | her companion had retreated
from the wine dow. Then fol { an interval, during which
1 directed my eyes toward the fizure in the boudoir. Most
certainly it was Priscilla, althoug ressed with a novel
and fanciful elecance. The vague perception of if, as
viewed so far off, impressed me as if she had suddenly
passed out of a chrysalis state and put forth wings. Her
hands were not now in motion.  She had dropped her
work, and sat with her head thrown back, in the same atsi-
tude that I had seen several times before, W“C‘l she seemed
to be listening to an imperfectly distinguished sound.

Again the two figures in the drawing-room became vis-
jble. The Yy W rlc now a little withdrawn from the window,
face to face,and , as I could see by Zenobia's cmphanc ges-
tures, were discussing some \UMLCL in which she, at least,
felt a passionate concern. By and by she broke away, snd
vanished beyond my ken. W estervelt approached the wine
dow, and Ictmul his forchead against a pane of glass, dis-
playing the sort of smile on his handsome features which,
when I before met him, had let me into the secret of hil
gold-bordered tco:Ln. Byery human being, when given over
to the devil, is sure to have the wizard mark upon him, in
one form or ‘lﬂ'nflul. I fancied that this smile, thh its
peculiar revelation, was the devil’s signet on the Professor.

This man; &s I had soon reason to know, was endowed
with a cat-like circumspection; and though precisely the
most unspiritual quality in the world; it was almost as
effective as spiritnal insight in making him acquainted with
whatéver it suited him to discover. He now pm\ed it,
considerably to my discomfiture, by detecting and recogniz-
ing me; at my ;m;’ of observation. Perhaps I ought to
have blashed at b . oht in such an evident serufiny
of Profe lest and his. s rs. Per aps I did

sh. 1 v it mig stained | ce of mind
e, by the

e drawing-room

enobia appearsd
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;Vrl;f’cbht, :rsr my conscience whispered me, were shooting
ght arrows, barbed with scorn, across the intervenin
Bpace, directed full at my sensibilities as a gentleman. I
the truth must be told, far as her flight-shot Wwas t.hoqe
;rrows Iilt the mark. She signified her recognition of me
'yla gesture Y".-‘IL!‘I‘ her l_l‘\.‘i‘.’,‘lmik',i hand, (:om],ri.iing at once a
salutation and dismissal.. The next moment, she adminige
tered one of those pitiless rebukes which a woman always
has at hand; ready for an offence (and which she so uld(,?m
gpares, on due oceasion), by letting down fznlntn linen
git;(rt:un between the festoons (of the damask ones. "It. fle
; t,h:a?z:, drop-curtain of atheatre, in the interyal between
Priscilla’ had disappeared from the boudoir.. But the

dove still ke v Ca L .
i doiv. kept her desolate perch on $he peak of the attic.

CHAPTER XIX.

ZENOBIA'S DRAWING-ROOM,

TaE remainder of the day, so far as T was concerned, was

spent in meditating on theserecent incidents. I contrived
and i‘?ltern;ztwiv\' réjected, innumerable methods of 'ICCOUDb'
ing for tl{e presence of Zenobia and Priscilla, and the con
nection of Westervelt with-both. It must be owned. too
that 1 hful a keen, revengeful sense of the insult inflicted by
Zenobia's scornful recognition i ti l I
. gnition; and more particularly by
her letting down the curtain; as if sucl rope
R iriar o bow urtain ; as if such were the proper
arvier to beiinterposed between a chatacterlike hers and
; TS % & 3 I8 anda s
percepfave faculty like'mine, For, was mine/a mere vulgar
ety ? s N 2 1 e s : %
curiosity ! Avx‘;nu!m should have known me better than to
suppose it. She could have been able to appreciate that
oyl iy : - aeciace tnat
quality of the intellect and the heart which impelled me
(Oj’ten against my own will, and to the detriment of my
own comfort) to live<in other lives, and to endeavor l."'_
generous sympathi intuit] ; x'""f‘:fw. 0
of things too slight for record HOLE B B
o W0 & Bt B oo, mg my human
(_"" 1t 1nto 1 ..‘.x.u.... accordances with the companions whom
jod assigned me—to learn the secret which Wa““hi id
even from themselves, ieme
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Of all possible oservers, methought a woman like Zeno-
bia and a man like Hollingsworth should have selected me.
And, now, when the event has long been past, I retain the
same opinion of my fitness for the office. True, I mght
have condemned them. Had I been judge, as well as wit-»
ness, my sentence might have been stern as that of destiny !
stself. But, still, no trait of original nobility of character,}
no struggle against temptation,—no iron necessity of will,
on the one hand, nor extenuating circumstance to be
derived from passion and despair, on the other,—no re-
morse that might coéxist with error, even if powerless to
prevent it,—no proud repentance that should claim retribus
tion as a meed.—would go unappreciated. True, agam, I
might give my full assent to the punishment which was
sure to follow. But it would be given mournfully, and
with undiminished love. And, after all was finished, I
would comeyas if to gather up the white ashes of those
who had perished at the stake, and to tell the world—the
wrong being now atoned for—how much had perished there
which it had never yet known how to praise.

I sat in my rocking-chair, too far withdrawn from the
window to expose myself to another rebuke like that ale
ready inflicted. My eyes still wandered toward the oppo-
site house, but without eflecting any new discoveries.
Late in the afternoon, the weathercoek on the church-spire
indicated a change of wind; the sun shone dimly out, as if
the golden wine of its beams were mingled half-and-half
with water Nevertheless, they kindled up the whole range
of edifices, threw a glow over the windows, glistened on the
wet roofs, and;slowly withdrawing upward, perched upon
the chimney-tops; thence they took a higher flight, and
lingered an instant on the tip of the spire, making it the
final point of more cheerful light in the whole sombre gCéne.
The next moment, it was all gone. The twilight fell into
the. area like a shower of dusky snow; and before it was
quite dark, the gong of the hotel summoned me to tea.

When I returned to my chamber, the glow of an astral-
Jamp was penetrating mistly through the white curtain of
Zenobia’s drawing-room. The shadow of a passing figure
was now and then cast upon this medium, but with too
vague an outline for even my adventurous conjectures o
read the hieroglyphie that it presented.

All at once, it occurred to me how very absurd was m¥
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behavior, in thus forment self wi
sl Woir,_ in thus tormenting myself with crazy hypotheses
kel 1at was going on within that drawing-room, when it
th al my option to be personally present there. My re-
ations with Zenobia, as yet unchanged,—as a famili
friend, and associated in the 1 P
d, and asseciatéc he same life-long enterpris
gave me-the richt. and made it S FULTPIIse
1ght, and made ibno more than kindly courts

esy demanded. fo call N
y demanded, to eall on her. Nothing, except our habite J

E::ieln)dep:n-.ten-.r.u of conyventional rules at Blithedale, could
g ept me from sooner recogmizing thi
Ve ke 800ne cogmzing \this duty.
G‘v(I:‘Dt.\, it should now be performed.| =~ oy
n eompliance. with 'this sudden i :
S i nplisnos. Mifh this. aid len impulse, I soon found
o I .1_\ vithin the hor , the rearof which, for two
to{?k past, : 1ad Ih\suu 80 sedulously watching. A servang
¢ my card; and immediately refurnine. ush
e ol yadt ‘.(iq;‘:t{ ’.{.]u.um;n.l]g, ushered me upe
: Yay, L neard a rich, and, as'it were, triume
b e b ) ere, ury
{). ’ut burst of music from a pia 0, 1n which I felt Z
ia’s character, alfhongh herctofore ad know i
rsroplhy s [ retofore I had known nothing
bi dLl' 8 §11‘ upon the instzument. Two or three canarye
irds, excited by this gush of sound, sane pier v
did their utmost to producea ki ‘ci‘liuild el pid B4 -
roduce 4 kindred melody. A bri
y. A bright

illumination streamed throuol i
; lon streamed through the door of the front draw.

ing=room 3 and I had barely stepped across the threshold

before Zenohia came forw
with an extended hand.
“ Ah \ Yoovardals 7 3 s
ary ;‘¥Ir;.hc:.':;gg.e& slmdf she, still smiling, but, as I
ought, g eal -of scornful anger
t . ang
‘it has gratified me to see the iv1tvr~‘<t wllxi:"l-lr\ l)zgderntqath,
as nteres h you conti
t(; ttuke in my atfanzz! I have long recognized yon as]aLm:':
of ranscendental Yankee, with all the native pro (nsot
?vitgouihgumm}mm to investizate matters thatl? cr;ny
i “é. heu‘ range, but, rendered almost poetical, in ou:
i y tAe_ refined methods which you adopt for its wr{tiﬁ
¢ B i g ,
. . fter n}l?, it was an unjustifiable stroke Bn m
pa“ I,—WSS l(t;; uogv.—to let down the wizulow-(-m’t‘u;l |G ¥
cannot call it a very wise » oy ned.
] vise one,” returnec i
?ecret bitterness, which, go (‘ou}?k}cl;‘—(tlu'med B %A v
‘ ; . Qoubt, Zenobia appree
It is really impossible to hide anythme. 1n tlzi}-l iuted.
;ay nothing of the next. All that we oueht ¢ it 1(11, g
tore. 1.5, that the witnesses of our (-usulucif:).lld the ;)' ~»pe§e.
Ors on our motives, should be capable of takine e Bt
est view which the circumstances of ‘Li'n‘ e2g Sio Migh
So much being secured. I. for orn .. 0 Case may admi
uch being secured, 4, 1or one, would be most ﬁapp}' lt;

drd to meet me, laughing, and
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fecling myserf followed eyerywhere by an indefatigable hu-

man sympathy.”

“ We must trust for intelligent sympathy to our guardian
angels, if any there be,” said Zenobia. “ As long as the
only spectator of my poor tragedy is a young man at the
window of his hotel, I must still claim the liberty to drop
the curfain.”

While this passed, as Zenobia’s hand was extended, I had
applied the very slightest touch of my fingers to her own.
In spite of an external freedom, her manner made me sen-
gible that we stood upon no real terms of confidence. The
thought came sadly across me, how great was the contrast
betwixt this interview and our first meeting. Then, in the
warm light of the country fireside, Zenobia had greeted me
cheerily and hopefully, with a full, gisterly grasp of the
hand, conveying as much kindness in it as other women
could have evinced by the pressure of both arms around
my neck, or by yielding & check to the brotherly salute.
The difference was as complete as between her appearance
at that time,—so simply attired, and with only the one

guperb flower in her hair,—and now, when her beauty was
set off by all that dress and ornament could do forit. And
they did much. Not,indeed, that they created or added
anything to what Nature had lavishly done for Zenobis.
Bat, those costly robes which she had on, those flaming
jewels on her neck, served as lamps to display the personal
advantages which required nothing ‘less than such an
illumination to be fully seen. Kven her characteristic
flower, though it seemed to be still there; had undergone a
celd and bright transfiguration; it was a flower exquisitely
imitated in jéweller's work; and imparting the last touch
ghat transformed Zenobia intoa work of art.

« T gearcely feel,” I could not forbear saying, “ g if we
had ever met before. How many years ago it seems gince
we last sat beneath Eliot’s pulpit, with Hollingsworth ex-
tended on the fallen Jeaves, and Priscilla at his feet | Can
it be, Zenobia, that you ever really numbered yourself with
our little band of earnest, thoughtful, philanthropie
laborers?”

«“ Those ideas have their ti nd place,” she answered,
coldly. “But I fancy nust be a very circumscribed
mind that can find r for no others.”

Her manner bewildered me. Literally, moreover, I waa
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dazzled by the brilliancy of the room. A chandelfer hung
down in the centre, glowing with I know not how many
lights, there were separate lamps, also, on two or three
tables, and on marble brackets, adding their white radiance
to that of the chandelier, The furniture was exceedingly
rich. Fresh from, our old, farm-house, with its homely
board and benchés in the dining-room, and & few wicker
chairs, in_the best parlor, it struck me that here was the
fulfilment of every fantasy of an imagination revelling in
various methods of costly selftindulgence and splendid ease.
Pictures, marbles, vases,—in brief, more shapes of luxurr
than there could be any object in enumerating, except for
an auctioneer’s advertisement,—and the whole repeated anc
doubled by the reflection of a great mirror, which showead
me Zenobia’s proud figure, likewise, and my own. It cost
me, I acknowledge, a bitter sense of shame, to perceive in
myself a positive effort to bear up against the etfect which
Zenobia sought to impose on me, 1 reasoned against her,
in my secret mind, and strove so to keep my footing. In
the gorgeousness with which she had surrownded herself,—
in the redundamce of personal ‘ornament; which the larges
ness of her physical nature and the rich type of her beauty
eaused to seem so suitable,—I malevolently beheld the true
character of the woman, passionate, luxurious, lacking sim-
plicity, not deeply refined, incapable of pure and perfect
taste.

But, the next instant; she was too powerful for all my
opposing struggles. I saw how fit it was that she should
make-herself as porgeous as she pleased, and should do a
thousand things that would have been ridiculous in the
poor, thin, weakly characters of other women. To this
day, however, I hardly know whether I then beheld Zeno-
bia in her truest attitude, or whether that werei truer
one in which she had presented herself at Blithedale. In
both, there was something like the illusion which a great
actress flings around her.

* Have you given up Blithedale forever 77 I inguired.

“ Why should you think so ?” asked she,

“I cannot tell,” answered I;  except that it appears all
like a dream that we were ever there together.”

“ 1t is not so to me,” said Zenobia, © I shonld think it a
poor and mesagre 3 ature, ?Ejf:t.’ZS capable of buf one set of
%orms. and must convert all the past into s dream werely
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because the present happens to be unlike it. Why should
we be content with our homely life of a few months past, to
the exclusion of all other modes? It was good; buf there
are other lives as good, or better, Not, you will under-
stand, that I condemn those who give themselves up to it
more entirely than I, for myself, should deem it wise to do.”

It irritated me, this self-complacent, condescending, qual-
ified approval and criticism of a system to which many in-
dividuals—perhaps as highly endowed as our gorgeous
Zenobia—had contributed their all of earthly endeavor, and
their loftiest aspirations. I determined to make proof if
there were any spell that would exorcise her out of the part
which she seemed to be acting. She should be compelled
to give me a glimpse of something true ; some nature, some
passion, no matter whether right or wrong, provided it were
Teal.

“ Your allasion to that class of circumsecribed characters,
Wwho can live only in one mode of life,” remarked I, coolly,
* reminds me of our poor friend Hollingsworth. Possibly
he was in your thoughts when you spoke thus. : Poor fel-
low!' It is a pity that, by the fault of a narrow education,
he should have so completely immolated himself to that one
idea of his ; especially as the slightest modieum of common
sense would teach him its utter impracticability. Now
that I have returned into the world, and ean look at his
project from a distance, it requires quite all my real regard
for this respectable and well-intentioned man, to prevent me
laughing at him,—as I find society at large doem?

Zenobia's eyes darted lightning ; her cheeks flushed ; the
vividness of her expression was like the eflect of a power-
ful light flaming' up suddenly within her, My experiment
had fully succeeded. - She had shown me the true flesh and
blood of her heart, by thus involuntarily resenting my
slight, pitying, half-kind, half:scornful mention of the man
who was ail in all with her. She herself probably felt this;
for it was hardly 8 moment before she tranquilized her un-
even breath, and seemed as proud and self-possessed as ever.

“ I rather imagine,” said she, quietly, “ that your appre-
ciation falls short of Mr. Hollingsworth’s just claims.
Blind enthusiasm, absorption in one idea, I grant, is genes-
ally ridiculous, and must be fatal to the respectability of an
ordinary man; i 5 a very high and powerful char
scter to make it otherwise. But a great man—_as, perhaps,
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'you do not know—attains his normal condxt‘»ionloélfl};f?rgl Ogﬁl-
the inspiration of one great idea. Asa frxcg(erwr L
ingsworth, and, at the same time, a calm oODbS 5 yt,vou a;e
tell you that he seems to me such a man. )%oﬁbﬂe:s
yery pardonable for fancying him ruhculouisé S no}:1 é
he is so—to you! There can beno truer test o oxgple
and hercie, in any individual, than the deg.re_e m;ﬁ thas
possesses the faculty of distinguishing heroism Iror
Y
Bmi(hcti:z)a..red make no retort to Zenobia"s concluclz?g apo—
thegm. In truth, I admired her fidelity. It ga\e I::llcl\:
new sense of Hollingsworth’s native power, to disc .l)\ er .1:;,
his influence was no less potent with this .l’lf‘:llltltlll' “‘\ mtnh‘ é
here, in the midst of artificial life, than 1t‘hn? Ui ﬂ»i‘ti;e
foot of the gray rock, and among the wild lu‘r’c 1-{“;“' (-vhrmd
wood-path, when  she so passionately pTcaScf.‘- l}is m‘:m[
against her heart. I'I‘be‘great, rude, shaggy, swarthy ms
enobia loved him/!
Al‘l‘dDZicin;)’ou bring Priscilla with yon?” I 1'051}31.30}1(.“ # D];)‘
you know I have sometimes fancied it not quite *;L; cgbe
sidering the susceptibility of her tc-mpqu.mci‘n, ‘Lw i} lil«;e
should be so constantly within the ‘sphexo of 8 may 8
Hollingsworth. ~ Such tender and delicate Iltlul“lft‘h,;dl;flo‘l‘\‘;.,
your gex, haye often, I helieve, a very mh-quafc a.l,pu..ecuxl-
tion f the heroic element in men. But .t.fxt:lj, L:g“llr“l,ke
should suppose them as likely as any other “-‘15)1“;‘.:.“-,1:)\-11.;5\-C
a reciprocal impression. Hollingsworth coulc &1 give
his affections to a person capable of taking an in t!l]'t.ll\“‘e‘lr
stand, but only to one whom he might ab;‘@rb} tholm‘x if.
Ho has certainly shown great tenderness t'),rklsxl}f( i 15;.7‘ I'a
Zenobia had turned aside. But T caughs the ‘1-«47&(1
of her face in the mirror, nnu:l‘snw that it was \:'1_\1 }"ﬂ_t —
us pale, in her rich attire, as if a shroud were round he =
“ Priscilla is here,” said she, her voice a little l.m\ir] ba
usual. “Have not you le‘s}rne;l as xr;]ur_-h7 from your chams
«r window? Would you like to see her ™
bvgl?;ngade a step or %wo into the back drawing-room, and
led,
o Priscillal Dear Prseillal”
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CEAPTER XX,
THEY VANISH.

Priscrira immediately answered the summons, and made

her appearance through the door of the boudoir.

had conceived the idea, which I now recognized as a
very foolish one, that Zenobia would have taken measures
to debar me from an interview with this girl, between
whom and herself there was so utter an opposition of their
dearest interests, that, on one part or the other, a great
grief, if not likewise a great wrong, seemed a matter of
necessity. But, as Priscilla was only a leaf floating on the
dark current of events, without influeneing them by her
own choice or plan,—as she probably guessed not whither
the stream was bearing her, nor perhaps even felt its ineve
itable movement,—there eould be no peril of her communis
cating to me any intelligence with regard to Zenobia’s pur
poses.

On perceiving me, she came forward with great quietuds
of manner; and when I held out my hand, her own moved
slightly toward it, as if attracted by a feeble degree of
magnetism. -

“T am glad to see you, my dear Priscilla,” said T, still
holding her hand ; “ but everything that I meet with, now-
a-days, makes me wonder whether I am awake. You, espe-
cially, have always seemed like a figure mn'a dream, and
now more than ever.”

0, there is substance in these fingers of mine,” she an.
swered, giving my hand the faintest possible pressure, and
then taking away her own. * Why do you call me & dream?
Zenobia is much more like one than I; she is so very, very
beantiful! And, I suppose,” added Priscilla, as if thinking
aloud, “ everybody sees it, as 1 do.”

But, for my part, it was Priscilla’s beauty, not Zenobia’s,
of which I was thinking at that moment. She was a per
son who could be quite obliterated, so far as beauty went,
by snything unsuitable in her attire; her charm was not
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s afals
positive and material enough to bear uj _*c‘ A ““\tl“c:"
choice of color, for instance, or ia - Tt wa 8 saf ;1“111.;
her case, to attempt no art of dress; for 1t,\(}}{1’:.11n4;.1; e
most_perfect taste, or else tl.w‘h:-.l,‘iwfr 1({1 \;{_]Ili"i‘) the
world, to give her preeisely the ;ul'fln_m.ru -‘., J'ji""v\i‘rh
needed. She was now dressed.in pure white, ses off Wil
some kind of a gauzy fabric, which—as I bring 111!}.'-1:»%(“;5
ure in my memory, with a faint gleam on L‘f“' ’S'mllli“f"}" :ura
and ker dark eyes bent shyly on mine, }ill‘l)lljl_f:l- a .‘n}&\ .mI-
ished years—seems to be floating about ber like a ‘I'Vzli\l.”'l‘
wondered what Zenobia meant by c\'ull\‘mr:‘- so much |?§L11i
negs out of this poor girl. It was what few \.ul?lclll.(:ult:lh()
afford to do; for, as 1 looked from one to fl.lc -UL‘I(')‘:‘ ;
sheen and splendor of Zt,‘l.lf).irlﬂh: presence \.l‘.Ul\ xl«l)mrrﬁ
from Priscilla’s softer gpell; if it might not rather be thoug
tof‘%glxt:(x)tl(t{o you think of her 7" asked ernnﬂuin.;‘ =

1 could not understand the look of aelancholy kindness
with which Zenobia regarded her, She ml\‘:n]u:cd.a s}’iep,
and beckoning Priscilla near her, kissed h_-:rr (~-.1«'<-1L; t-ﬂ(lzn,
with a glight gcstllxr;- li)f 1‘01[)11150, she moved to the other

i room. ollowed. , »
S)q‘esolfetil'lsealwonderful ercui,urc,”.l gaid. "_’E\'or‘s.m”ce she
eame among us, I have been dimly sjonsph; of ‘]U?t this
charm which you have brought out. But it Was ney 'L}-' ab-
solutely visible till now. She is as lovely as a flow cr..‘

“Well, say so, if you like,” answered A::nub:n_. Yc;)n
are a poet,—at least, as poets go, n'ow-a-d{l}’ﬁ—.nn‘.(»l’ mnfx‘t,\ ~.e
allowed to make an opera-glass of your imagination, when
you look at women. I wonder, in such Arcadian tr(j(w,lonll
of falling in love as we have lately enjoyed, 11—1'1«.:.\ oF, 00}
curred fo you to fall in love with I’rzsr,-mn: ‘In society 3 21
deed, a genuine American never dreams ()L‘ 51;‘1\'1)1‘;?:—“ _:u,;z':_)ss
the inappreciable air-line which S(E[tfll':ltL*; ("-m./‘('f‘,l-"‘\i from
another, But what was rank to the colonists of Blithe-

77
da‘l‘e'i‘here were other reasons,” T r(~pl’.(-r‘l‘ “why I s‘aogld
have demonstrated myself an ass, had I fallen in lo‘.'? mt.h
Priscilla. By the by, has Hollingsworth ever seen her in
this dress?” S

“ Why do you bring up his name at every turn? asked
Zenobiz, in an under tone, ;md. with a malign look: which
wandered from my face o Priscilla’s, * You know not
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what you do! It is dangerous, sir, believe me, to tamper

thus with earnest human passions, out of your own mere

idleness, ¢ or your sport. I will endure it no longer|
ke care that it does not happen again! I warmn you!l”

* You partly"wrong me, if not wholly,” T responded. Tt

uncertain sense of some duty to perform, that brings

nd therefore my words, continually to that

stale excuse of duty | said Zenobia, in & whisper

scorn that it penetrated me like the hiss of a ser-

pent.  “ I have often heard it before, from those who sought

| to interfere with me, and I know precisely what it signifies.

Bigotry ; selfconceit ; an insolent curiosity ; a meddlesome

"3 a cold-blooded eriticism, founded on a shallow in-

iation of half-perceptions; a monstrous scepticism in

any conscience or any wisdom, except one's own;

erent propensity to thrust Providence aside,

and _bstitute one’s self in its awful place ;—out of these,

and other motives as miserable as these, comes your idea of

dutyl But, beware, sirl With all your fancied acuteness,

you step blind-fold into these affairs. =~ For any mischief thag
may follow your interference, I hold you responsible]”

It was evident that, with but a little further provocas
tion; the lioness would turn to bay ; if, indeed, such were
not her aftitude already. I bowed, sud, not very well
knowing what else to do, was about to withdraw. Bat,
glancing again toward. Priscilla, who had retrested into a
corner, there fell upon my heart an intolerable burden of
despondency, the purpert of which I could not tell, but
only felt 1t to bear reference to her. I approached her,and
held out my hand: a gesture, however, to which she made
no response. It was always one of her peculiarities that
she seemed to shrink from even the most friendly touch, un-

5 it were Zenobia's or Hollingsworth’s, Zenobia, all this

ile, stood watching us, but with a careless expression, as
if it mattered very little what might pass.

“ Priseilla” T inquired, lowering my wvoice, “ when do

k'to Blithedale 7"

01l

3.
ay of your own free will?” T asked.
out like a leaf,” she replied. I never

7 se fo take me,” said she
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” answered Priseilla.
“ He bade me come,” aNswere : r n
S}ielooked at me, I thought, with an air of surp: 1ste. as
y i (at ahn faliaiid: Fae
if the idea were-incomprehensible that she should have
taken this step without hs agency. L .
“ What a gripe this-man has laid pon ber w olePingt
muttered I, between my teeth. “ Well, as Zen )1 .“ 2
kindly intimates, I have no more business hut‘: ‘z..,J
my hgmds of 1t all. On. Hollingsworth's head be the cn.;a(,;
qgences! Priscilla,” I added, aloud,“1 know not tha
Vi . N awal} 142
ever we may meet again. . Farewell ! A Nrmbiad alone $ho
As 1 spoke the word, a carriage ha rumble : 1 g uhe
street, and stopped before the house. The door- el .f[(...‘t.s
and steps were immediately afterward heard on the stair-
s, Zenobia had thrown a shawl over Her dress. X
16 M Goves - gaid she, with cool courtesy, * you will
¥ Mr. Coverdale,” said she, with coo Y, you will
perhaps excuse us. We have an engagement, and are going
oy 77 T demanded
il ither? emanded. ] .
# Ehllltol[l;e:hat a little more than you are entitled toin-
quirei” said she,with a smile. At all events, it does
»
ot suit me ¥o tell you.” . e
= The door of the drawing-room opened, and Westervelt
8 ‘pt‘*lre(f I observed that he was elaborately dressed, as
J < . J LR 5 i L ‘
iI‘rfor some grand entertainment. My lx}ﬁ.]}l\(‘ for H_ns nm‘n‘
was infirite. At that moment it amounted to nutmng.lebs
tl;ﬁn a ‘:u‘e(*ph]” of the flesh, as when, fur}nzy_f ﬁtf“f“_ in ,;
Jark place, one touches something cold and slimy, an
Saiiine what th et hatefulness may be. And still I
questions what the secret hatefulness ma el
= : s e P 2e T e a1 fv T
3 e ledoe t‘uilt. for personal beauty, 10
could not but acknowledg person: e
olish of manner, for all that externally befits a ge ntleman,
Ehere was hardly another like him. After bowing (.ul Zeno=
p b 43 in ¢ corner. h "
bia, and gracionsly salating Priscilla n.l_hutf,omu, e rec-
i n Ii ourteous inclination.
, by a slight but courteous inclinati '
Ogmzed e Dimlle s 1 Zenobia; “1t.is time. Mr.
“ Come, Priscilla,” said Zenobia;
g n
Coverdale, good-evening. o
As Priseilla, moved slowly forward, I met her in the mid
dle of the drawing-room. ' = <L N I
“ Prigeilla,” said I, in the hearng of them all, *do you
know whither you are going ?
“ 71 do not know,” she angwered. - E e
“Ig it wise to go,and is it your choice to go?" I 1‘13.1563-.
“If not, I am your friend, and Hollmgsworth’s frien
1 S W
Teil me so, at onge.
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“ Possibly,” observed Westervelt, smiling, % Prizctils geen
in me an older friend than sither Mr, Coverdale or Mr. Holls
ingsworth. I shall willingly leave the matter at her op-
tion.”

While thus speaking, he made a gesture of kindly invie
tation, and Priscilla passed me, with the gliding movement
of a sprite, and took his offered arm. He offered the other
to Zenobia; but she turned her proud and beautiful face
upon him, witk a look which—judging from what I caught
of it in profile—would undoubtedly have smitten the man
dead, had he possessed any heart, or had this glance attained
to it. It seemed to rebound, liowever, from his courteous
visage, like an arrow from polishied steel. They all three
descended the stairs; and when I likewise reached the
street-door, the carriage was alread y rolling away.

CHAPTER XXI.

AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE,

Trus excluded from everybody’s confidence, and attaine
ing no further, by my most earnest study, than to an an.

certain sense of something hidden from me, it would appear

reasonable that I should have flung off all these alien pere

plexities.  Obviously, my best course was to betake my.
self to new scenes. Here I was only an intruder. Else.
where there might be circumstances in which I counld eg-
tablish a personal interest. and people who would respond,
with a portion of their sympathies, for 80 much as I should
bestow of mine.

Nevertheless, there oceurred to me one other thing to be
done. " Remembering old Moodie, and his relationship with
Prisailla, I determined to seek an interview, for the pur-
pose of ascertaining whether the knot of affairs Was as ike
extricable on that side as I found it.on.all others. Being
tolerably well acquainted with the old man’s haunts, T went,
the next day, to the saloon of a certain establishment about
which he often lurked. It was a reputable place enough,
affording good entertainment in the way of meat, drink,
and fumigation ; and there, in my young and idle days and
nights, when I was neither nice or wise, I had often amused
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ingsworth. I shall willingly leave the matter at her op-
tion.”

While thus speaking, he made a gesture of kindly invie
tation, and Priscilla passed me, with the gliding movement
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to Zenobia; but she turned her proud and beautiful face
upon him, witk a look which—judging from what I caught
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and fumigation ; and there, in my young and idle days and
nights, when I was neither nice or wise, I had often amused
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myself with watching the staid humors and sober jollitles
of the thirsty souls around me.

At my first entrance, old Moodie was not there. The
more patiently to await him, I lighted a cigar, and estab-
lishing myself in & corner, took a quiet, and, by s\'mp:gt‘uv
& boozy kind of pleasure in the customary life that v;
going forward. . The saloon was fitted up with a good deal
of taste. .The.re were pictures on the walls, and among
them an Qlljpazlxting of a beef-steak, with such an admirable
show of juicy tenderness, that the beliolder sighed to think
it merely visionary, and ‘incapable of ever beine put upon
a grldjrqn. Another work of high art svas the life.like rep-
resentation of a noble sirloin ; another, the !:im_i-qu'rtcrs
of a deer, retaining the hoofs and tawny far: another, the
}gez}d and shoulders of 8 salmon ; and, still more L-x«itxisi,tel'.'
finished, a brace of canvas-back ducks. in which the rﬁoi-
tled feathers were depicted with the acenracy of a daguer-
reotype. Some very hungry painter; I ;SUHINSC " bad
wrought these sibjects of still life, Lieightening his imaeing.
tlo_n‘mth his appetite, and earning, it is to be hoped, the
privilege of a daily dinner off whichéver of his ]iicu,‘)x‘i;l(

viands he liked best. Then, there wasa
which you could almost discern the mit
dines, on a small plate, very richly done, and lookine as if
oozy with the oil in which they had been smothered, kAll

fine old clieese, in
es; and some sar-

these things were 0 perfeet ly-imitated, that you seemed.to
have the genuine article before you. and yet with an indes
scribable ideal charm: it took away the _1\\1» f;'.om
what was fleshiest and fattest, and. thus helped the life of
nan, even i its earthliest relations, to appear rich and noble
a8 well 83 warm, cheerful, and substantial. . There were
pictures, too, of gallant revellers.—those of the old time
— Flemish, apparently —with ' doubl hed 8,

_ ets and slashed sleeves
g AS 1 - PO » & o N 4
~—drinking their wine out of fantastic long-stemmed glasses;

quafling joyously, quaffing forever. with inaudible laughter
you: 1 : laugh

:;]1‘1 song, while the Champagne bubbled mmmortally against

elr mustaches, or the purple tide of Bur i i

. o t d}xs, or th‘g purple tide of Burgundy ran inex=
austibly down their throats,
) But, in an obscure corner of the saloon, there

picture—excellently done, moreover r
T S =5

New England toper, stretched ont on

apaplectic sleep of drunkenness. The deat
well portrayed. You smelt the fumy liquor that had
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brought on this syncope. Your only comfort lay in the
forced reflection, that, real as he looked, the poor caitiff was
but imaginary,—a bit of painted canvas, whom no delirium
tremens, nor so much as a retributive headache, awaited,
on the morrow.

By this time, it being past eleven o’clock, the two bar-
keepers of the saloon were in pretty constant activity.
One of these young men had a rare frculty in the concoc-
tion of gin-cocktails. It was a spectucle to behold, how,
with a tumbler in each hand, he tossed the contents from
one to the other. Never conveying it awry,nor spilling the
least. drop, he compelled the frothy liquor, as it seemed to
me, to spout forth from one glass and descend into the
other, in a great parabolic curve, as well defined and calcu-
lable as a planet’s orbit. He had a good forehead, with a
particularly Iarge development just above the eyebrows;
fine intellectual gifts, no doubt, which he had educated to
this profitable end ; being famous for notliing but gin-cock-
tails, and ecommanding a fairsalary by his one accomplishe
ment. These eoektails, and other artificial combinations of
liquor (of which there were at least a score, though mostly,
I suspect, fantastic in their differences), were much in favor
with the younger class of customers, who, at furthest, had
only reached the second stage of potatory life. The stanch
old soakers, on the other hand,—men who, if put on tap,
would have yielded a red aleoholie liguor by way of blood,
—nusually confined themselves to plain brandy-and-water,
gingor West India rum; and, often-times, they prefaced
their dram with some medicinal remark as to the whole-
someness and stomachie qualities of that partieular drink.
Two or three appeared to have bottles of their own hehind
the counter; and, winking one red eye to the barkeeper, he
forthwith produced these choicest and peculiar cordiais,
which it was a matter of great interest and favor, among
their acquaintances, to obtain a sip of.

Agreeably to the Yankee habit, under whatever circurm
stances, the deportment of all these good fellows, old or
young, was decorous and thoroughly correct. They grew
only the more sober in their cups; there was no confused
babble nor boisterous laughter. They sucked in the joyous
fire of the decanters, and kept it smouldering in their ine
most recesses, with a bliss known only to the heart which
it warmed and comforted. Their eyes twinkled a little, to

10
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be sure i
2 han; 3 they hemmed vigoronsly after each glass, and lafa
oo tl?pon the pit of the stomach, as if tho“plea’mnt‘ titil
eniovmenetm WIus g';"lmt constituted the tangible part of tbei;
0] . In that spot, unquestionably not in
enjoy it pot, unquestionably, and not in the
s ’on‘f the acme of the whole affair. But the Lruc.xtu‘le
o i ki I ! ety
i 1511' drinking—and one that will induce men tlo
r > =P S A1 ) :
- shqllo rs‘imuhm:‘: equivalent, as long as this wear
iy -l-" endure—was the renewed youth and vigor thy
sk, cheerful sense of things present s
W G . g sent and to come, with
T g’vqt + x quarter of an hour, the dram permeated
systems. - And when such quarters of an hou? car
e o : i such gquarters of an hour ea
ln-m-sitl“lf,}xl someé ‘mode less baneful to the great sun bee
pr‘i;t It ¢,—but, nevertheless, with a little ;)i:e of sy
: ;'\’ togive it a wild flavor,—we tCIllDCI"iUL-' 2 pe e
rln,ﬁ out our bells‘for victory | MR
18- prettiest object in tl
L } in the saloon w i
etti bjec e s8aloo as a tiny i
which threw up its feathery jet thro 2h ¢ R e 4
sparkled down agam into an oval II g AL
CRpricied, fa £ al bas + lakelet, cg
;11]15 several gold-fishes.. There was '1]111’ ?x tl‘dln'klt’ B
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ing himself off, between tWo breaths, while you happened
to be thinking of something else.

By a sort of sympathetic impulse that often controlled
me in those more impressible days of my life, I was induced
to approach this old man ‘1 & mode as undemonstrative a3
his own. Thus, when, according to his custom, he was
probably just about to vanish, he found me at his elbow.

& Ahl" said he, with more emphasis than was usnal with
him. “Itis Mr. Coverdale!”

“ Yes, Mr. Moodie, your old acquaintance,” answered L
« It is some time now since we ate our luncheon together
at Blithedale, and a good deal longer since our little talk
together at the street-corner.”

% That was & good while ago,” gaid the old man.

And he seemed inclined to say not a word more. His
existence looked so colorless and torpid,—so very faintly
shadowed on the canvas of Teality —that I was half afraid
Jest he should altogether disappear, €ven while my eyes
were fixed full upon bis figure. He was certainly the
wretchedest old ghost in the world, with his crazy hat, the
dingy handkerchief about his throat, his suit of threadbare
gray, and especially that patch over his right eye, behind
which he always seemed to be hiding himself. There was
one method, however, of bringing him out into somewhat
stronger relief. A glass of brandy would effect it. Perhaps
the gentler influence of a bottle of claret might do the

Nor could I think it a matter for the recording an~
gel to write down against me, if——with my painful con-
sciousness of the frost in this old man’s blood, and the pos-
itive ice that had congealed about his heart—I should thaw
him out, were it only for an hour, with the summer warmth
of a little wine. What else could possibly be done for
bim? How else could he be imbued with energy enough to
hope for a happier state hereafter? How else be inspired
to say his prayers? - For there are states of our spiritual
system when the throb of the soul’s life is too faint and
weak to render us capable of religious aspiration.

« My. Moodie,” said I,* shall we lunch together? And
would ven like to drink a glass of wine?”

His one eye gleamed. He howed; and it impressed me
that he grew to be more of a man at once, either in antici

s & grateful response to Wy good

same.

pation of the wine, or &
fellowalp i olering W
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“ With pleasure,” he replied.

The barkeeper, at my request, showed us into a private
room, and soon afterward set some fried oysters and a
bottle of claret on the table; and [ saw the old man glance
curiously at the label of the bottle, as if to learn the brand.

“ It should be good wine,” i remarked, “if it have any
right to its label.”

4 “Yon cannot suppose, sir,” said Moodie, with a sigh,
“that a poor old fellow like me knows any difference in
wines.”
| And yet, in his way of handling the glass, in his prelim-
ary snuff at the aroma, in his first-cautious sip of the
7ine, and the gustatory skill with which he gave his palat
he full advantage of i, it was impossible not to recognize
the conn.isseur. X
“I faney, Mr, Moodie,” said I, % youare a much better
Judge of wines then I have yet learned to be. Tell me
fairly,—did youmnever drink it where the grape grows ?”

‘* How should that have been, Mr. Coverdale?” answered
old Moodie, shyly; but then he took courage, as it were,
snd uttered a feeble little laugh. % The flavor of this wine,”
sdded he, “ and its perfume, still more than its taste, makes
me remember that I wasonee a younz man.”

“ I wish, Mr. Moodie,” suggested I,—not that I greatly
eared about it, however, but was only anxious to draw him
into some talk about Priscilla and Zenobia,—“1 wish,
while we sit over our wine, you would favor me with a few
of those youthful reminiscences,”

“AhL,” said Le, shaking his head, “they might interest
you more than you suppose. But I had better be silent,
Mr. Coverdale. 'If this good wine,—thongh claret, I Sup-
pose, 1s nof apt to play suclya triek —but 1f it should make
my tongue run too freely, I could never look you in the
face again.”

“You never did look me in the face, Mr. Moodie,” I re.
plied, “until this very moment.” ’

*“Ahl” sighed old } ‘
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gentleman, Even his garments—especially after I had
myself quaffed a glass or two—looked less shabby than
when we first sat down. There was, by and by, a certain
exuberance and elaborateness of gesture and manner, oddly
in contrast with all that I had hitherto seen of him. Anon,
with hardly any impulse from me, old Moodie began to
talk. His communications referred exclusively to a long
past and more fortunate period of his life, with only a few
unavoidable allusions to the circumstances that had re-
duced him to his present state. But, having onee got the
clue, my subsequent researches acquainted me with the
main facts of the following narrative ; although, in writing
it out, my pen has perhaps allowed itself a trifle of romantie
and legendary license, worthier of a small poet than of a
grave biographer.

CHAPTER XXIL
FAUNTLEROY,

FIVE-AND-TWENTY years ago, at the epoch of this story,
there dwelt in one of the Middle States a man wnom we
shall call Fauntleroy; a man of wealth, and magnificent
tastes, and prodigal expenditure. His home might almost
be styled a palace; his habits, in the ordinary sense,
princely.. His whole being seemed to have crystallized it-
self into an external splendor, wherewith he glittered in the
eyes of the world; and had no other life than upon this
gaudy surface. He had married a lovely woman, whose
nature. was deeper than his own. But his affection for her,
though it showed largely, was superficial, like all his other
manifestations and developments ; he did not so truly keep
this noble creature in his heart, as wear her beauty for the
most brilliant ornament of his outward state. And there
was born to him a child, a beautiful daughter, whom he
took from the beneficent hand of God with no just sense of
her immortal value, but as a man aiready rich in gems
would receive another jewel. If he loved her, it was be-
cause she shone.

After Fauntleroy had thus spent a few empty years, cor-
ruscating continually an unnatural light, the source of it

T

TP TEEGT




THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE,

“ With pleasure,” he replied.

The barkeeper, at my request, showed us into a private
room, and soon afterward set some fried oysters and a
bottle of claret on the table; and [ saw the old man glance
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gentleman, Even his garments—especially after I had
myself quaffed a glass or two—looked less shabby than
when we first sat down. There was, by and by, a certain
exuberance and elaborateness of gesture and manner, oddly
in contrast with all that I had hitherto seen of him. Anon,
with hardly any impulse from me, old Moodie began to
talk. His communications referred exclusively to a long
past and more fortunate period of his life, with only a few
unavoidable allusions to the circumstances that had re-
duced him to his present state. But, having onee got the
clue, my subsequent researches acquainted me with the
main facts of the following narrative ; although, in writing
it out, my pen has perhaps allowed itself a trifle of romantie
and legendary license, worthier of a small poet than of a
grave biographer.

CHAPTER XXIL
FAUNTLEROY,

FIVE-AND-TWENTY years ago, at the epoch of this story,
there dwelt in one of the Middle States a man wnom we
shall call Fauntleroy; a man of wealth, and magnificent
tastes, and prodigal expenditure. His home might almost
be styled a palace; his habits, in the ordinary sense,
princely.. His whole being seemed to have crystallized it-
self into an external splendor, wherewith he glittered in the
eyes of the world; and had no other life than upon this
gaudy surface. He had married a lovely woman, whose
nature. was deeper than his own. But his affection for her,
though it showed largely, was superficial, like all his other
manifestations and developments ; he did not so truly keep
this noble creature in his heart, as wear her beauty for the
most brilliant ornament of his outward state. And there
was born to him a child, a beautiful daughter, whom he
took from the beneficent hand of God with no just sense of
her immortal value, but as a man aiready rich in gems
would receive another jewel. If he loved her, it was be-
cause she shone.

After Fauntleroy had thus spent a few empty years, cor-
ruscating continually an unnatural light, the source of it

T

TP TEEGT




150 THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE.

which was merely his gold—beoan to
and finally became exbausted. He saw T
peril of losing all that had heretofore distinguished him
an_(‘lv conscious of no innate worth to fall back upon, he re:
coiled from this calamity, with the instinet of a soul shrink-
Ing from annihilation. To avoid it—wretched man l—or
rather to defer if, if" but-for a month, a day, or onlv fo pro:
cure himself the life of 4 féw. breaths more amid the faise
glitter which was now less his own than ever.—he ma(}e
huusglf guilty of a erime. It was just the sort of crime
growing ont of its artificial state, which society (unless it’
should change its entire constitution for this man's une
worthy sake) neither could nor ought to pardon. More
safely might it pardon murder. Fauntleroy’s guilt was dise
covered, He fled ; his wife perished, by the necessity of
her innate nobleness, in/its alliance with a being so ignoble
and betwixt her mother’s death and her f:ilhc)..‘_:swl":‘gulninv,
hlsf]:mgmer was left werse than orphaned. v i
There was no pursuit after Fauntleroy.  His family con-
nections, who had great wealth, made. such arrangements
with those whom he had attempted to 'wrong :ﬁbscl(‘ﬁred
ln'm from the retribution that would have overtaken an Une
friended criminal. The wreek of his estate was (l}\'lded
among his creditors: His name, in a very brief space, was
forgotten by the multitude who Lad passed it so (iiiiaéntly
from mouth to mouth. Seldom, indeed, was 1t recalled
even by his closest former intimates. Nor could it ‘havé
been otherwise, The man had laid no real touch on any
morte. heart. Being a mere image, an optical delusion
creaveq by che sunshifie of prosperity, it wag his law tO’
vanush mto the shadow of the first mtervening cloud. He
seemed Lo leaye no vacaney;.a phenomenon whieh. like
many others that attended’ his. brief career went far to
prove the iHusiveness of his existence. : |
1\o§, however, that the physical substance o
had literally melted into vapor.

the New England metropolis, and bad taken up his abode
under another name, in ‘a squalid street or cuurt~ ;f th 4
older portion of the city. 7 amon b
stricken wretches, sinn.:rs, and forlorn good
and whemsoever else were neediest. Ma
elustered in each house together .

$he little peaked garre

i

f Fauntleroy
He had fled northward to

al : o
There he dwelt among poverty-

people, Irish,
Many families were
, above stairs and below, in
ts, and even in the dusky cellars
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The house where Fauntleroy paid weok}ly rent for P{t?}(?.:]\lv‘
set hs ~on o stately habitation 1n iis day.
ber and a closet had beer tely Ll die -
onial gover ad built it, and lived there, long
old colonial governor had ved '
fcrno and held his levees in a great room where now slept
¢ | - ¥ % - : 3 11 \ A ! * PYT
t;e.n‘t\' Irish bedfellows ; and died in Fauntleroy ..511,h1:am?u],
; : i ite-wigged ghost stl aunted.
ich hi oidered and white-wigged ghost stil
h his embroidered an gged ¢ 1
iiered B ings harble hearth, traversed with many
Tattered hangings, a marble Re Mooty wr s
k issures, a richly-carved 0ake antel-piece,
cracks and fissures, ¢ hly- g ol S
ack —av for kindling-stuff, a stuccoed celing,
artly hacked away for dling stuff, & stuocoes. o 486
Flefaced with great, unsightly patches of the 1‘1‘}1\:' e
spuch was the chamber’s w.spect, as il, with its b\l?nxl.«;._b e
. o 1 “INd F nractics r ,
raos of dirty spl .dor, 1t were-a kind of practical gibe
888 y dor, 1 er
is poor, ruined 1 show.
this poor, ruined man ol SHOW. il Y
‘\‘1 first, and at irregular intervals, lna.xclntn (,\_“1“. .
i I ¢ a littl stain life ; not from any
auntleroy a 1L Bk ; : e
Lfi pexl aps. . ot lest poverty should compel him, by l\n“;
ove, periaps A st po 3 QUIEEOE o e
0‘1\:1‘:u~< to add more shame to thab with v\m(l}‘hp 1‘1 A
“:u'om‘t\"%':inv-d them. But he showedno t(:r;(luuu_\ to \1111;—
" uilt, F : red 1 qve been radically
:< eharacter appeared to have been 18 ]
guilt. His character appes ffe been 8 ly
ﬂll‘i;'fbt\d (as indeed, from its s hallowness, it well IUI‘-_f:.bL) ?.‘)
i bimx ) ‘l: fates or,it may be,the traits now seen i hime
S SEranie iL N y ay . ‘ : i s
v.l:l:,u b)er'v-x-s of the same character, presenting itself in
21 1012 i d i
th¥' ‘hase. | Instead of any longer seeking Lu.hu in
:tl'ﬂo ?L:htl .“t‘HL"-m world, his impulse was 10 shrink into the
he siZlt OL LAC WOLIL, S50 : 3 : by
: curity ) seen of men, were it J
e . 017‘5‘-’“1'11')7 ;1“‘—11‘1” xlc‘il'(l)ll]'PLi{ eir eyes. He had no
3 = ‘hile standmg be el eyes. : '
sible, .even while sta g ¢ ieyes. "
)ride‘*' it was all trodden in the dust. }\'\) Oh.(;?“l-ti'}"fl 3 }1)
%1 - conld.it survive, when there was nothing left of Fauny Li
OW:“.L pc;ur\' and shame! His very gait dmnonstr:\tmt
oy, save Yy AN SUALNG > Vel 87 s
ih?té he would gladly have faded out of vie \L..mrlly.xf\ L;J.;E‘
< ciblv. for the sake of sheltering gelf’ fro
it mvisibly, for the sa ering Bimgellytrer &
?11;?:"}1'1'1-'1"" ":i"’l human-elance. Hardly, 1t, Was .ulcut,r.ld,
cksOomeness 01 4 DHUAR 5 MR Y X b7
“-':\“"\"1; the memory of those who knew him 1nl.)\\ _llimd1 Je“_gg
yrd "t show his full front to the world. e skulke
to show his full front 1o tac
ardihood to shiow his full Ire he WOr o
%J;ﬂ- rners, and crept about in a sorv of noon-day ts@i{:gﬁ?,
4 20TNers, au créept alou ) ; S ) 2
. aging himself gray and ‘misty, at all hours, Wi
Bt = 2 S TR
prorbid intolerance o1 gunshine.
“4n his torpid despair, however, =
n his torpid despair, & 84 done an 85T
‘h"' condition of the spirit seems 1o PI ompt almost as mit:‘;x
L6 CONQLL ) 2  PrOTEY : il
as ‘voaperity and hope. Fauntleroy was again marr L
?.I: 1'11 . ]V‘H' sn to wife a forlorn meek-spirited, feeble }.uulil,_,
g6 had Tanc 0 e aiv ) 1 : B .
woman. 8 seamstress, whom he found dwelling with ne;i
roman, 8 geaills o8y e oo “ . 3
mo*im in a contiguous chamber of the old gubernato
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he had done an act which
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Tesidenoce, i
mmpan?gn Tfhzls]_ poor phant_opn—as the beautiful and noble
apa c; 18 former life had done—brought him g
otheér I?:rz'un;]-n-d Sometimes, as from one dream into gn
2 er b « out of his present grimy
e G int 1 fat past magnificence, and wondered
£i g Bg andee of Yesterday or the pauper of to-day
Mg 1.] 'lult’ in my mind, the one and the other we(r?e
s “1,;1 pable, In truth, it was Fauntleroy’s fatality to
his g iat.C?fr h'~’_ touched dissolve, fter & few yes
fadpdecf‘io'mll] wiie (dim shadow that she had '\l“"{)'s ‘be::*rs'
) 2 I‘:‘Fflﬂ'{ ::'Itthotfl“‘m world, and left Fuuntlor%)y to de?\)l
| o F WL thelr pale and nervons ohs
$pe, Jight ~oe-pale and nervons child,
grosw;lmt,'among his distant relatives—with whoy Xllllél,hbg’
v S \"'_-:az_)-tlmugnt, linked with contagious irifa‘lnt’ nad
~ Wiy were only too willing to get rid of—h o bin
gelf supposed to be Bpmerg, I} T ENT O 0 aa Him,
dhe younger child, like hig elde
E:;Zt' as }h% true offspring of both
ion of thei She was
P t eir stat-e.. She was a tremulous little or t
iyt Mg nvoluntarily from g mankind, but in t'e%dl'”e,
no ¢ T ane } e ] . I
stanee)i?:)‘;rc‘Ql‘hgmnue. There was a lack of humgi]l clt?g-,
; €T 1t seemed as if, were she up i
o her; . 8841, 'were she to stand up
- tel?;n’exl-; xzi(tulld Pass right through her fionre nn(;pt;]ci
el ¢ u :.md dusty vindow-panes upon the nn—-,ed
fmm. % » Devertheless; the poor child had g heart; and
ity er ]mot.her S gentle character she had inhcrit;d by
o ofalno(vebmlglcap}nmty of affection. And so im‘ Iil':é ];r&-
» e bestowed it partlv r fath i
gr;atcr S Partiy on her father, but in
Of 1' > . .
it Iailntlcrgj ; 88 they sat by
o Was no fireside, in truth,
d often talked to ‘the little giy]

T one, might be consid.
parents, and as the re.

their cheerless fireside —
but only a rusty stove,—

the noble loveliness of his first wiﬁﬂabout g o b

whom she had oiv, : 2, and the beautiful ohi
other )ageilgi] given him. Instead of the fairy tales wclz_iulcll
lonelinesy op 5 ok be told Priscilla this, A e oriie
Aaness of her sad little existence, Priscilla’s ut of the
alzlxd tended upward, and twined 7 4 riscilla’s Iove grew,
this unseen sistor. ax SV ILSEU perseveringly ar
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being whom she so devoutly loved. As with worship, too,
it gave her soul the refreshment of a purer atmosphere,
Save for this singular, this melancholy, and yet beautiful
affection, the child could hardly have lived; or, had she
lived, with a heart shrunken for lack of any sentiment to
fill it, she must have yielded to the barren miseries of her
position, and have grown to womanhood characterless and
worthless. But now, amid all the sombre coarseness of her
father’s outward life, and of her own, Priscilla had a higher
and imaginative life within. Some faint gleam thereof was
often visible upon her face. It was as if, in her spiritual
visits to her brilliant sister, a portion of the latter's bright-
mess had permeated our dim Priscilla, and still lingered,
shedding a faint illumination through the cheerless cham-
ber, after she came back.
As the child grew up, so pallid and so slender, and with
much unaccountable nervousness, and all the weaknesses
of neglected infancy still hannting her, the gross and sim-
ple neighbors whispered strange things about Priscilla.
The big, red, Irish matrons, whose innumerable progeny
swarmed out of the adjacent doors, used to mock at the
pale, western child. They fancied—or, at least, affirmed
it, between jest and earnest—that she was not so solid flesh
and blood as other children, but mixed largely with a thin-
ner element. They called her ghost-child, and said that
she could indeed vanish when she pleased, but could never,
in her densest moments, make herself quite visible. The
sun, at mid-day, would shine through her; in the first gray
of the twilight, she lost all the distinctness of her ountline;
and, if you followed the dim thing into a dark corner, be
bold! 'she was not there. 'And it was true that Priscills
had strange ways; strange ways; and stranger words, when
she utfered any words at all. Never stirring out of the
old governor’s dusky house, she sometimes talked of dise
tant places and splendid rooms, as if she had just left them.
Hidden things were visible to her (at least, so the people
vinferred from obscure hints escaping unawares out of her
mouth), and silence was audible. And in all the world
there was nothing so difficult to be endured, by those who
had any dark seeret to conceal, as the glance of Priscilla’s
timid and melancholy eyes.
Her peculiarities were the thexn nal ¢
emong the other inhabitants of the gubernatorial mansions
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The rumor spread thence into a wider cirele. Those whe
knew old Moodie, as he was now called, used often to jeer
him, at the very street corners, about his daughter’s gift
of second sight and prophecy. It was a period when
science (though mostly through its empirical professors)
was bringing forward, anew, a hoard of facts and imperfect
theories, that had partially won credence in elder times, but
which modern scepticism had swept away as rubbish.
These things were now tossed up again, out of the surging
scean of human thought and experience. The story of
Priscilla’s preternatural manifestations, therefore, attracted
& kind of notice of which it would have been deemed wholly
unworthy a few years earlier. One day,a gentleman as-
cended the creaking staircase, and inguired which was old
Moodie’s chamber<door,  And, several times, he came again.
He was a marvelously handsome man,—still youthful, too,
and fashionably dresséd. | Except that Priscilla, in those
days, had no beauty, and, in the languor of her existenee,
had not yet blossomed into womanhood, there would have
been rich food for scandal in these visits; for the girl was
unquestionably their sole object, although her father was
supposed always to be present, But,it must likewise be
added, there was something about Priscilla that calumny
could not meddle with; and thus far was she privileged
eitber by the preponderance of what was spiritual, or the
thir and watery bloed that left her cheek so pallid. '

Yat, if the busy tongues of the meighborhood spared
Pis silla in one way, they made themselves amends by re-
new ed and wilder babble on another score. They averred
that the strange gentleman was a wizard, and that he had
# &en advantage of Priscilla’s lack of earthly substance to
s (bject her to himself, as his familiar spirit, through whose
medium he gained cognizance of whatever happened, in re
%ions near or remote. The boundaries of his power were
deflned by the verge of the pit of Tartarus on the one hand,
and the third sphere of the celestial world on the other.
Again, they declared their suspicion that the wizard, with
all his show of manly beauty, was really an aged and wiz-
ened figure, or else that his semblance of 2 human body
was only a necromantic, or perhaps a mechanical contriy-
ance, in which a demon walked about. In proof of it, how-
ever, they could merely instance a gold band around his
upper tecth, which had once been visible to several old
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women, when he emiled at them from the fop of ths govs
ernor's staircase. Of course, this was all absurdity, or
mostly so. But, after every possible deduction, there re-
mained certain very mysterious points about the stranger’s
character, as well as the connection that he established
with Priscilla. Its nature at that period was even less an-
derstood than now, when miracles of this kind have grown
go absolutely stale, that I would gladly, if the truth al
lowed, dismiss the whole matter from my narrative.

Wa must now glance backward, in quest of the beautifal
daughter of Fauntleroy’s prosperity. What had become of
her? Fauntleroy’s only brother, a bachelor, and with no
other relative so near, had adopted the forsaken child. She
grew up in affiuence, with native graces clustering luxuri-
antly about her. In her triumphant progress toward
womanhood, she was adorned with every variety of femi
nine accomplishment. But she lacked a mother’s care.
With no adequate control, on any hand (for a man, howe
ever stern, however wise, can never sway and guide &
female child), her character was left to shape itself. There
was good in if, and evil. Passionate, gelf-willed and im-
perious, she had a warm and generous nature; showing the
richness of the soil, however, chiefly by the weeds that
flourished in it, and choked up the herbs of grace. In her
girlhood her uncle died. As Fauntleroy was supposed to
be likewise dead, and no other heir was known to exist, bis
wealth devolved on her, although, dying suddenly, the
gncle left no will. After his death, there were obscure
passages in Zenobia’s history. There were whispers of an
attachment, and even s secret marriage, with a fascinating
and accomplished but unprincipled young man. The in-
cidents and appearances, however, which led to this surmise,
soon passed away, and were forgotten.

Nor was her reputation seriously affected by the report.
In fact, so great was her native power and influence, and
such seemed the careless purity of her nature, that what-
ever Zenobia did was generally acknowledged as right for
her to do. The world never eriticized her so harshly as it
does most women who transcend its rules, It almost
yielded its assent, when it beheld her stepping out of the
eommon path, and ssserting the more extensive privileges
of her sex, both theoretically and by her practice. The
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sphere of ordinary womanhood was felt to be narrower than
development required.

A portion of Zenobia’s more recent life is told in the
foregoing pages. Partly in earnest—and, I imagine, as
was her disposition, half in a proud jest, or in a kind of
recklessness that had grown upon her, out of some hidden
grief,—she had given her countenance, and promised liberal
pecuniary aid, to our experiment of a better social state,
And Priscilla followed her to Blithedale. The sole bliss of
her life had been a dream of this beautiful sister, who had
never so much as known of her existence. By this time,
too, the poor girl was enthralled in an intolerable bondage,
from which she must either free herself or perish. She
deemed herself safest near Zenobia, into whose large heart
she hoped to nestle.

One evening, months after Priscilla’s departure, when
Moodie ‘(or shall we call him Fauntleroy?) was sitting
alone in the state-chamber of the old governor, there came
footsteps up the staircase. There was a pause on the land-
ing-place. A lady’s musical yet haughty accents were
heard making an inquiry from some denizen of the house,
who had thrust a head out of a contignous chamber. There
was then a knock at Moodie’s door.

*'Conte in | 7" said he.

And Zenobia entered. The details of the interview that
followed being unknown to mie —while, notwithstanding, it
would ‘be a pity quite to lose the picturesqueness of the
situation,—1I shall attempt to sketch it, mainly from faney,
although with some general grounds of surmise in regard
to the old man’s feelings.

She gazed wonderingly at the dismal chamber. Dismal
to her, who beheld it only for an instant ; and how much
more 5o to him, into whose brain each bare spot on the
ceiling, every tatter of the paper-hangings, and all the
splintered carvings of the mantle-piece, seen wearily through
long years, had worn their several prints | Inexpressibly
miserable is this familiarity with objects that have been
from the first disgustful.

“I have received a strange message,” said Zenobia, after
a moment’s silence, “requesting, or rather enjoining it
upon me, to come hither. Rather from curiosity than any
other motive,—and because, though a woman, I have no$
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gl the timidity of one—I have complied. Can it be yon,
gir, who thus summoned me?

“ It was,” answered Moodie.

“ And what was your purpose ? ” ghe continued. “ You
require charity, perhaps? In that case, the message might
have been more fitly worded. But you are old and poor,
and age and poverty should be allowed their privileges,
Tell me, therefore, to what extent you need my aid.”

“ Put up your purse,” said the supposed mendicant, with
an inexplicable smile. ¢ Keep it,—keep all your wealth,—
unfil I demand it all, or none! My message had no such
end in view. You are beautiful, they tell me;and I de-

| sired to look at you.”

He took the one lamp that showed the discomfort and
sordidness of his abode, and approaching Zenobia, Leld it
up, 50 _as to gain the more perfect view of her, from top to
toe. So obscure was the ehamber, that you could see the
reflection of Ler diamonds thrown upon the dingy wall, and
flickering with the rise and fall of Zenobia’s breath. It was
the splendor of those jewels on her neek, like lamps that
burn before some fair temple, and the jewelled flower in her
bair, more than the murky, yellow light, that h ped him to
sesher beauty. But he beheld it, and grew proud at heart ;
his own figure, in spite of his mean habiliments, assumedan
air of state and grandeur.

“ It ds well,” eried old Moodie. % Keep your wealth,
You are right worthy ofit. Keep it, therefore ; but with
one condition only.”

Zenobia thought the old man beside himself, and was
moved with pity.

“ Have you none to care for you?” asked she. . “ No
daughter ?—no kind-hearted neighbor ?—no means of pro-
curing the attendance which you need? Tell me, onde
again, can I do nothing for you ?”

“ Nothing,” he replied. “ I have beheld what T wished.
Now leave me, | Linger not a moment longer, or I may be
tempted to say what would bring a clond over that queenl;
brow. Keep all your wealth, but with only this one co
dition: Be kind-be no less kind than sisters are—to my
poor Priscilla!”

And, it may be, after Zenobia withdrew, Faun
paced his gloomy chamber, and communed with h




:

—

|
p
t
r.
il

53 THE BLITEEDALE ROMANCE.

follows :—or, at all events, it is the only solutian which I
ean offer of the enigma presented in his character :

“Y am unchanged,—the same man as of yore!” said he.
“True, my brother’s wealth—he dying intestate—is legally
my own. I know it; yet, of my own choice, I live a beg-
gar, and go meanly clad; and hide myself behind a forgot-
ten ignominy. Looks this like ostentation? Ah! butin
Zenobia I live again ! Beholding her, so beautiful —so fit
to be adorned with all imaginable splendor of outward state,
—the cursed vanity, which, half a lifetime since, dropped
off like tatters of once gandy apparel from my debased and
ruined person; is all renewed for her sake. Were I to re-
appear, my shame would go with me from darkness into
daylight. . Zenobia has the splendor, and not the shame.
Let the world admire her, and be dazzled by her, the brill-
iant child of my prosperity! It is Fauntleroy that stid
shines through her!”

But then, perhaps, another thought oceurred to him.

“ My poor Priscillal 'And am I jnst to her, in surren.
dering all to this beautiful Zenobia ? Priscilla! I love her
best,—I love her only [—but with shame, not pride. So
dim, 80 pallid, o shrinking,—the daughter of my long ca-
lamityl Wealth were but a mockery in Priscilla’s hands.
What is its use, except to fling a golden radiance around
those who grasp it!  Yet let Zenobia take heed! Priseilla
sball have no wrong !

But, while the man of show thus meditated,—that very
evening, so far as I can adjust the dates of these strange
incidents,—Priscilla — poor, pallid flower!— was either
snatched from Zenobia’s hand, or flung wilfully away !

CHAPTER XXIII,
A VILLAGE-HALL.

Wiz, I betook mysslf sway, and wandesed up and down,
ike an exorcised spirit that bad been driven from its old
baunts after & mighty struggle. It takes down the golitary
pride of man, beyond most other things, to find the imprar;
ticability of flinging aside affections that have grown irk-
some. Iho bauds thst were eilkien cuoe A% Bpb £ become
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irom fettore When we desire to shake them oL Our souls,
ater all, are not our own. Wa convey & property in them
to those with whom we associate ; but to what extent can
never be known, until we feel the tug, the agony, of our
abortive effort to resume an exclusive sway over ourselves,
Thus, in all the weeks of my absence, my thoughts contin-
ually reverted back, brooding over the by-gone months,
and bringing up incidents that seemed hardly to have left a
trace of themselves in their passage. I spent painful hours
in recalling these trifles, and rendering them more misty
and unsubstantial than at first by the quantity of specula~
Iative musing thus kneaded in with them. Hollingsworth,
Zenobia, Priscilla!l These three had absorbed my life into
themselves. Together with -an inexpressible longing to
know their fortunes, there was likewise a morbid resente
ment of my own pain, and a stubborn reluctance to come
again within their sphere. :
All that I learned of them, therefore, was comprised
in a few brief and pungent squibs, such as the newspapers
were then in the habit of bestowing on our socialist enter-
prise. There was one paragraph, which, if I rightly guessed
its purport, bore reference to Zenobia, but was too darkly
hinted to convey even thus much of certainty. Hollings-
worth, too, with his philanthropic project, afforded the
penny-a-liners & theme for some savage and bloody-minded
jokes; and, considerably to my surprise, they affected me
with as much indignation as if we had still been friends.
Thus passed several weeks; time long enough for my
brown and toil-hardened hands to reaccustom themselves
to gloves. Old habits, such as were merely esternal, re-
tarned upon me with wonderful promptitude. My super
ficial talk, too, assumed.altogether & worldly tone. + Meet-
ing former acuunaintances, who showed themselyves inclined
to ridicale my heroie devotion to the cause of human wel-
fare, I spoke of the recent phase of my life as’indeed fair
matter for a jest. But I also gave them to understand that
it was, at most, only an experiment, on which I had staked
no valuable amount of hope or fear.  If had enabled me to
pass the summer in a novel and agreeable way, had afforded
me some grotesque specimens of artificial simplicity, and
eould not, therefore, so far as I was concc«rn_vrl. be reckon_ed
a failure. In no one instance, however, did I voluntarily
speak of my three friends. They dwelt in a profounder re
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gion. The more I consider myself a8 I then was, the more
do I recognize how deeply my connection with those three
had atfec'tod all my being.

As it was already the epoch of annihilated space, I might,
in the time I was away from Blithedale, have snatched a
glimpse at England, and been back again. But my wan-
derings were confined within a very “limited sphere. I
hupwd and  fluttered, like a bird with a string about its
leg, gyrating round a small circumference, and lwepmg up
a restless .LLLHlt) to no purpose.. Thus it was still in our
familiar \Iawaci‘mctts—'n one of its white country-vil-
lages,—that 1 must next particularize an incident.

The scene was one of those lyceum-halls, of which al.
most every village has now its own, dedicated to that sober
and pallid, or rather drab-colored, mode of winter-evening
entertainment, the lecture. Of late years, this has come
strangely into vogue, when the natural tendency of things
would seém to be to cuhst.tue lettered for oral methods of ad-
dressing the public. But, in halls like: this, heside the win-
ter course of lectures, there is & rich and varied series of
other exhibitions. Hither comes the ventriloquist, with all
hh mysterioue tongues; the thawmanturgist, too, with his

ansformations of plates, doves, and rings, his

¢ in your hat, and his cellar of choice

liquors representcd in one small bottle. Here, also, the

itinérant professor instructs nu't ate classes of ladlies and

gentlemen in physi m oy, and demonstrates his lessons by

-tne ¢3d of real skeletons, and maniking in wax, from

Paris _ Tere is to be L( ard the choir of Ltlm p‘& n melo
dists, 2 1 to be seen the diorama of Moscow or
kKer Hill, or the moying panorama of the C'nil‘ﬁf,

Here i displayed the museum of wax figures, illustrating

the wide catholicism of ‘earthly renown,; by wmixing l.p

hur)u and statesmen, the pope and the Mormon prophet
kings, gqueens, Il]ill'«LlLAb.txl beantiful ladies; every qml:
of po* son, in short, except authors, of whom I never be-
held éyen the most famous done in Wax. And here, in this
many-purposed hall (unless the selectmen of the will age
chance to have more than fu"ll \h are fu the Puritanism
which, lw\v»mu diversified with lat 1:9. hweork, still gives
its prevailing tint to New l character), here the
company UI strolling players sets up its , Little at%e, and
claims patronage for the legitimate drama,
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Bat, on the autumns: evenii g which I speak of, & nume
ber of pnnted hand-bi''s---s8*nc) up in the bar.ruom and on
the sign-post of the hutel, and on the meeting-house porch,
and distributed largely throurrh the village—had promlSﬂd
the inhabitants an interview with that celebrated and
hitherto inexplicable phenomenon, the Veiled Lady |

The hall was fitted up with an amphitheatrical descent
of seats toward a platform, on which stood a desk, two
lights, & stool, and a capacious antique chair. The audi-
ence was of a generally decent and respectable character:
old farmers, in their Sunday black coats, with shrewd, hard,
sun-dried faces, and a eynical humor, oftener than any other
expression, in their eyes; pretty girls, in many-colored ate
tire; pretty young men,—the schoolmaster, the lawyer or
student at law, the shopkeeper,—all looking rather suburs
ban than rural. In these days, there is absolutely ne
rusticity, except when the actual labor of ‘he soil leaves its
earth-mould on the person. There was likewise a consider-
able proportion of young and middle-aged women, many of
them stern in feature, with marked toreheful ,anal 8 very
definite line of eye-bmw, a type of womanhood in which a
bold intellectual development seems to be keeping pace
with the progressive delicacy of the physical constitution.
Of all these people I took note, at first, according to my
custom.. But I ceased to doso the moment that my eyes
fell on an individual who sat two or three seats below me,
immovable, apparently deep in thought, with his baek, of
course, toward me, and his face turned steadfastly upon the
platform

After sitting a while in contemplation of this person's
familiar contour I was irresistibly moved fo step over the
intervening ben«.hes lay my hand on his shoulder, put my
mouth close to his ear, and address him ina scpulch.ml,
melo-dramatic whisper :

“ Hollingsworth ! where have you left Zenobia?”

His nerves, however, were pruof against my attack. He
turned half around and looked me in the face with great,
gad eyes, in which there was neither kindness nor resents
ment, nor any perceptible surprise.

L Zenobla, when I last saw her,” he answered, “ was at
Blithedale.”

He said no more, But there was a great deal of talk

going on near me,®mong a knot of people Who might be

11
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cons‘;qereé ns representing the mystiolsm, or rather the
mystio sensuality, of this singular age. The nature of the
exhibition that was about to take place had probably given
the turn to their conversation. 0

I heard, from a pale man in blue spectacles, some
stranger stories than ever were written in a romance; told
too, with a simple, unimagmative steadiastness, which was
terribly efficacions in eompelling the auditor to receive them
into the category of established facts. He cited mstances
of the miraculous power of one human being over the will
and passions of another; insomuch , that settled grief was
but a shadow beneath the influence of a man Ifossessinv
this potency, aund the strong love of years melted away likat’a
& vapor. At the bidding of one ‘of ‘these wizards, the
maiden, \\.m_l- hur.lu\'("l‘:\' ‘lusﬁ still burning on her lips,
would turn from him with icy indifference ; the newly-made

widow would dig up ber buried heatt out of her young
husband’s prave before the sods had taken root upoﬁ it; a
mother, with her Babe’s milk in ber hosom, would thrl’Jst
away ber child. Human character was but soft wax in his
hands ;. and ¢uilf, or virtue, only the forms into which he
should see fit to mould it.. The religious sentiment was a
flame whick lie could blow up with his breath, or a spark
that he could utterly extingnish. It 1s unutterable, the
horror /and disgust with which I listened, and saw that, if
these things were to be believed, the individual soul ‘;"‘xS
virtually anmilitlated; and all that is sweet and pure in o‘ur
present life debased, and thaf the idea of man’s eternal re-
sponsibility was made ridienlous; and immortality rendered
at once impossible, and not worth :uw-v}lm:w_vﬂ. But I
would-have perished on the spotysooner than lielievet, '
Thea c_povh of rapping spirits; and all the wonders that
h?.x_'fz‘ followed 1 their tr uch as tables upset by in-
visible 2 ls selftolled at funerals, and LE:'{SHV
nusic periorm on Jewsharps.—had not yet arrived.
Alss, my countrymen, haye fallen on.an eyil
age!l Ifithese phenc wimbug at the bottom
so much the worse for us. What can they mdicate iDi;
spiritual way, except ti ne s wan is ._ic;\(-u:(.iu}a;to'
a {o\fﬂ,é;"m it Las ever before reached while incar-
mate? We are pursning a ' it {Le eternal
march, and thus bu i i ! )¢ :u:,;.l with

H or - - o114 o . - . - 5
beings who of their gross and evil livesy
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had degraded below humanity ! To hold intercourse with
gpirits of this order, we must stoop and grovel in some ele-
ment more vile than earthly dust. These goblins, if they
exist at all, are but the shadows of past mortality, outcasts,
mere refuse-stuff, adjudged unworthy of the eternal world,
and, on the most favorable supposition, dwindling gradually
into nothingness. The less we have to say to them the
better, lest we share their fate |

The audience now began to be impatient; they signified
their desire for the entertainment to commence by thump
of sticks and stamp of boot-heels. Nor was it a great while
longer before, in response to their call, there appeared a
bearded personage in oriental robes, looking like one of the
enchanters of the Arabian Nights. He came upon the plat-
form from a side-door, saluted the spectators, not with a
galaam, but a bow, took his station at the desk, and first
blowing his nose with a white handkerchief, prepared to
speak. The environment of the homely village-hall, and
the absence of many ingenious contrivances of stage-effect
with which the exhibition had heretofore been set off;
seemed to bring the artifice of this character more openly
upon the surface. No sooner did I behold the bearded en-
chanter, than, laying my hand again on Hollingsworth’s
sheulder, I whispered in his ear,

“ Do you know him ?”’

«J npever saw the man before,” he muttered, without
turning his head.

But I had seen him three times already. Once, on occa-
casion of my first visit to the Veiled Lady; a second fime,
in the wood-path at Blithedale; and lastly, in Zenobia’s
drawing-room. It was Westeryelt, A quick agsociation of
jdeas made me shudder from head to foot; and again, like
an evil spirit, bringing up reminiscences of a man’s sins, I
whispered a question in Hollingsworth's ear,—

“ What have youn dene with Priscilla?”

He gave a convulsive start, as if I had thrust a knife into
him, writhed himself round on his seat, glared fiercely info
my eyes, but answered not a word.

The Professor began his di
psychological phenomena, as
his purpose to exhibit to the spectators
no very distinct impression of it on my memory. It was

eloquent, ingenions, plausible, with a delusive show oi
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spirituality, yet really imbued throughout with a cold

and degd materialism. I shivered, as at a current of chiil
&I 188uing out of a sepulehral vanlt, and bringing the smell
of corruption along with it. He spoke of a new era that
was dawning upon the world; an era that would link sonl
to soul, and the present life to what we eall futurity, with a
eloseness that should finally convert both worlds into one
great, mut.u.ally conscions brotherhood. He described (ina
strange, philosophical guise, with terms of art, as if it were
& matter of chemical discovery) the agency by which this
mighty result was to be effected; nor would it have sur-
pz:z‘slg%lme, had he pretended to hold up a portion of his uni-
;;11:1; Yy pervasive fluid, as he affirmed it to be, in a glass
_At the elose of his exordium,the Professor beckoned with
his hand —once, tiwice, thrice,—and a figure came gliding
upon the p‘lat-form, enveloped in a long veil of silvery white.
ness. It fell about her like the texture of a summer cloud
with a kind of vagueness, so that the outline of the form
beneath 15 could not be accurately discerned. But the move-
ment of the Veiled Lady was' graceful, free and unem-

barrassed, like that of & per t
person accustomed to be the
spectacle of thousands; or, possibly, a blindfold prisoner

within the sphere with which this dark earthl gici
had ‘surrounded her, she was wholly unconscictjlrsn;?cbflign
the central object to all those straining eyes. 1
Phant to his gesture (which had even an obsequious
courtesy, but at the same time a remarkable decisiveness)
the figure placed itself in the great chair. Sitting there in’
such visible obscurity, it was perhaps as much like tibe
actual presence of a disembodied spirit as anything that
stage trickery eould devise. The hushed breathing of the
spectatori proved how high-wrought were their anticipa-
tions of the wondars to be perfbrmed throngh the medium
]ol t%‘uw uzcoxup&r{sh&nsible creature. I, too, wes in breath-
©S8 suspense, but with s fir diferant rresenti 5 3
ét%ige Ay presentiment of some
“You see before you the Veiled Lady,” said the beavded
Professor‘_ advancing to the verge of the ;;ls:g')}?mthe“ By the
agency of which I have just spoken, she is at this moment
o communion with the spiritual world, That silvery véil
I8, In oue sense, an enchantmept, hsving been d.ippeﬂl 88 it

were, and esseutially ulbutd, teough the potenty of my
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art, with the fluid medium of spirits. Slight and etheresl
as it seems, the limitations of time and space have no ex-
istence within its folds. This hall—these hundreds of faces,
encompassing her within so narrow an amphitheatre—are
of thinner substance, in her view, than the airiest vapor that
the clouds are made of. She beholds the Absolute!”

As prelimmary to other and far more wonderful psy-
chological experiments, the exhibiter suggested that some
of his auditors should endeavor to make the Veiled Lady
sensible of their presence by such methods—provided only
no touch were laid upon her person—as they might deem
best adapted to that end. Accordingly, several deep-lunged
country-fellows, who looked as if they might have blown
the apparition away with a breath, ascended the platform.
Mutunally encouraging one another, they shouted so close to
her ear that the veil stirred like a wreath of vanishing mst 3
they smote upon the floor with bludgeons ; they perpetrated
so hideous a clamour, that methought it might have reached,
at least, a little way mto the eternal sphere. Finally, with
the assent of the Professor, they laid hold of the great chair,
and were startled, apparently, to find it soar upward, as if
lighter than the air through which it rose. But the Veiled
Lady remained seated and motioniess, with a composure
that was hardly less than awful, because implying so im-
measurable a distance betwixt her and these rude perse-
cutors.

“These efforts are wholly without avail,” observed the
Professor, who had been looking on with an aspect of serene
indifference. ““The Toar of a battery of cannon would be
inaudible to the Veiled Lady. And yet, werel to will it,
sitting 'in' this very hall, she could hear the desert wind
sweeping over the sands as far off as Arabia ; the icebergs
grinding ene against the other in the polar seas; the rustle
of a leaf in an East Indian forest; the lowest whispered
breath of the bashfulest maiden in the world, uttering the

first: confession of her love: - Nor does there exist the moral
inducement, apart from my own behest, that could persuade
her to hift the silvery veil, or arise out of that chair.”

Greatly to the Professor’s discomposure, however, just
as he spoke these words, the Veiled Lady arose. There
was a mysterious tremor that shook the majic veil. The
spectators, it may be, 1magined that she was about to take
flight into that invisible sphere, and to the society of those
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;,;:;Ie‘lgivsigzrxf:ﬁglﬂb‘eings with whom they reckoned her ¢a
“akin.  Hollingsworth, a moment ago, had mounted the
_pls.txorm, and now stood gazing at the figure, with a sad
Intentness that brought the whole power of his great, stern
yet tender soul mto his glance, : i

“ Come,” said he, waying his hand toward her. “ Yon

ing toward home, but was conscious that nobody would be
quite overjoyed to greet him there. My feet were hardly
off the pavement, however, when this morbid sensation be-
gan to yield to the lively influences of air and motion. Nor
had I gone far, with fields yet green on either side, before
are gafel? my step became as swift and light as if Hollingsworth were
She threv b i Vb ; waiting to exchange a friendly hand-grip, and Zenobia'’s
of peoxv]ex;:}gmirifsuhf‘{l\f ns;d: Sfooi b efor.? tjhﬂt‘multltude ) and Priscilla’s open arms would welcome the wanderer’s re-
she discovered that a Vt‘l;(,m;slurl‘.,ll \(15 es z:ale u;]legintr}-lefcl Illmd Spjisasenosiu1E e LRrDEnec €0 B, 0 plber oraRieg
Poor maiden! .How SU';U]:"C‘])' bad\ sha. Beem bbta - (’1"1 well as this, to prove how a state of physical well-being
Blaroned alrdad hkls wonder i Shaleds ey 0 ean create a kind of joy, in spite of the profoundest anxiety
what were adjnd 3 onder of the'world, and performng of mind
ere § 1loe aq : % 8 & % ]
geeress and al;;)z.l(;(p‘f,;t(,::_ 13; lt‘r]llts}i;::ll]’;ru.]f({i“?‘11’ (ét many, & The pathway of that walk still runs along, with sunny
a mountebank —she Had kept. as I réi‘(Jr'l ?Tf“l{) of others, freshness, through my memory. I know not why it should
Wibginl resetye and danctitel of soul 161;10}15 )h elieve, her be so. But my mental eye can even now discern the Sep-
Wathin that Cn("irclinf;A\tellL}thmmkb lim ev'llolu?v?lit it all tember grass, bordering the pleasant roadside with a
it over her, there was as deep 4 ‘w‘ilh‘*ir : ‘};"}‘_ : “}d flung brighter verdure than while the summer heats were scorch-
git] had, /all the. Whilo) ]mv':\I-‘) cl{r: o on }ﬂsrl‘é:@ forsaken ing it; the trees, too, mostly green, although here and
Ellot's pulpit, in'the J,Dlﬂrt‘}da ity 12 1{!113( er-the shadow of there a branch or shrub has donned 1ts vesture of crimson
who now Sl;m;nonn(l b i tll“ L-\-‘((n’“woo'fbf- .JNt the feet of him and gold a week or two before its fellows. I see the tufted
true. heartthrob of a “.(:T,‘lﬁ;\"l_f',’ff.rt,(’ - i And the barberry-bushes, with their small clusters of scarle’ fruit;
for the jugclery that ll'(;‘“[lr:‘ ,l“;"‘_fé lf’n_.‘: it ‘1"0 powerful the toadstools, likewise,—some spotlessly white, others yel-
uttered & ‘shriek. and llv-(l‘zfo ]f;"-lltlﬁ':f“\(’z)n’l‘?OF'(;; her.  She low or red,—mysterious growths, springing suddenly from
wg from her deadliest ene o "l gsworth, like one eacar no root or seed, and growing nobody ean tell how or where-
S st enemy, and was safe forever) fore. In this respect they resembled many of the emotions
in my breast. And I still see the little rivulets, chill, clear
and bright, that murmured beneath the road, through sub-
: terranean rocks, and deepened into mossy pools, where tiny
CHAPTER XXIV. fish were d-rting to and fro, and within which lurked the
THE MASQUERADERS hermit-frog. But no,—I never can account for it, that,
A YA Wil R % with a yearning interest to learn the upshet of all my story,
and returning to Blithedale for that sole purpose, I should
examine these things 0 like a peaceful-bosomed naturalist.
Nor why, amid all my sympathies and fears, there shot; at
times, a wild exhilaration through my frame.
Thus I pursued my way along the line of the ancient
tstone wall that Panl Dudley built,-and through white vil-

04 8 S g i ]

Two nights had passed since the foregoing occurrences
when, in a breezy September forencon, I set forth I'romy
town, on foot, toward Blithedale.

It was the most dehightful of all days for a walk. with a
dash of invigorating ice-temper in. the air butac:oc-lneq;;
that soon gave place to the brisk glow of oxércxse‘ while the

vigor remained as elastic as before. The atmosphere had &
spirit and eparkle in it. Each breath was like a sip of
?thereal wine, tempered, as I said with 2 ers‘stui Iump of
ice. I had started on this exredition in an exceedig iy
sombre mood, as well befitted one who found himself tegnd-

.

lages, and past orchards of ruddy apples, and fields of
ripening maize, and patches of wot 1d, and all such sweet
rural scencry as looks the fairest, a little beyond the
suburbs of & town. Bollingsworth, Zenobia, Priscillal

They glided mistily before me walked. Sometimes,

in my solitude, I laughed with fhe bitterness of self-scorn,
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remembering how @y ceservedly I had given up my heart
and soul to inferests .hat were not mine. What had I ever
had to do with ther.f And why, being now free, should I
take this thraldom on me once again? It was both sad and
dangerous, I whispered to myself, to be in too clese affinity
with the passious, the errors and the misfortunes, of indi-
vidials who 'stoof within a circle of their own, into which,
if I stepped  al', it must be as an intruder, and at a peril
that I could mot estimate.

Drawing mearer to Blithedale, a sickness of the spirits

kept altevpating with my flights of causeless buoyancy. I
lindulged ir- o hundred odd and extravagant conjectures.
Bither taere was no such place as Blithedale, nor ever had
been, nor any brotherhood of. thoughtful laborers like what
I seemiec to recollect there, or else it was all changed dur-
ing my absence. It had been nothing but dream-work and
enchantment. I should seck in vain for the old farm-house,
end for the green-sward, the potato-fields, theroot-crops,
and geres of Indian corn, and for all that configuration of
$he land which T had imagined. If would be another spot,
sad sn ufter sfrangeness.

These vagaries were of the spectral throng so apt to steal
out of an unquiet heart. They partly ceased to haunt me,
on my arriving at-a point whence, through the trees, I be-
gan tocateh glimpses of the Blithedale farm. That surely
was something real. There was hardly a square foot of all
those acres on which I had not trodden heavily, in one or
another kind of toil. The curse of Adam’s posterity—and,
eurse or blessing be it, it gives substance to the life around
us—had first come upon me there. In the sweat of my
brow I had there earned bread and eaten it, and so estab-
Iished my elaim to be on earth, and my fellowship with all
the sons of labor. I eould have knelt down, and have Ilaid
my breast against that soil. The red clay of which my
frame was moulded seemed nearer akin to those crumbling
furrows than to any other portion of the world’s dust. There
was my home, and there might be my grave.

I feit an invincible reluctance, nevertheless, at the idea
of presenting myself before my old associates, without first
ascertaining the state in which they were. A nameless
foreboding weighed upon me. Perhaps, should I know all
the circumstances that had occurred, I might find it my
wisest course to turn back, unrecognized, unseen, and nevet

. A 1
look at Blithedale more. Had it been evemng, 3ldv:§:m ‘
have stolen softly to some lighted window ofj ‘the e
3 1 peeped darkling in, to see all their well-xn
house, and peeped darkling o L
{ d the supper-boar ien, were there .
faces Tound the supper-board. Lk ther :
seat, I might noiselessly unclose the door, ghde; in, n.mtl ;i:ji
my ’place among them, without & }v_ord. ‘li}hf?‘ioui(i
micht be so guief, my aspect sO mnnh:;r, tlé‘nt tulte)t(" N
7 : v, and suffer >
forget how long 1 had been away, ffe ®
into the scene, 88 a Wreath of vapor melt; m{g aalls;:'eg;t
clond. I dreaded a boisterous greeting. Beho 1ux,,e gl
table, Zenobia, as a maltter of course, would sgnﬁc wnz'm-dish
of tea, and Hollingsworth fill my plate from the E;fd b
of pandowdy, and Priscilla, in her quiet “:I)il‘;.wtter o
the cream, and others help me to the bread “n}h tu hq,Li £l
ine one of them again, the knowledge oi‘l_\. } i
pe%ed would come to me withoub ﬂt JLC{;H Ltort{;r.e(l,me
antasies, the thought 8
verv turn of my shifting fantasies, the LUOLS
n th s Tat some evil thing had befallen us,or Was
in the face that some evil thing
ready to befall. : _ 4, TR
Yielding fo this ominous impression, I uov: et tia
into the woods, resolving to spy ont the p; ) l‘e e
Community, as craftily as the wild Indian b‘e ore tl Lo
‘ 1 deri yout the outskirie
i et dering about U ¢
his onset. 1 would go wandae ak £ o L
the farm, and, perhaps, catching s\;ht of a anmj{i}ows
naintance, would approach him an}jd th'e'tbmlzl?a;téd o
rees sind of medium fit §or spirits ¢ >
of the trees (a kind o 1 T : e
revisitant, like myself), and entreat him to tellme h
hings were. . it
; The first living creature that I met vgmlaci\ gﬁqr‘"fr 80
which sprung up beneath Iln}r feet,lzmd ‘:itlli'“qet ;e Pl
' squi 7l ttered angrily f
<t was 2 squirrel, who cha grily at :
nf‘gh;n;inq l§ou~h. 1 trod. along by the dark, slug%x;tl;
{r)iver ‘a:ird remember pausing on tbe; bank, ahovet 0:-?(3 R
bluck’vst and most placid pools—(the Vvery .spo",m L
bar"l»ﬂ«'s stump of a tree aslantwise over the ‘1\:\* n:ie;r'mg
ALTD ) i o !
Jicting itself to my fancy atb this msf:..qn‘c),—an(1 \c?er s
]I \; r'feep it was, and if any over-laden soul had eve s
l() . it - . < sy * . N :_‘ a; ‘
i3 weight of mortality in t.-huhel,_and if ltlthushziq e
111' burden, or only made it Leavier. AN pe:h‘tliie e
e M i = ati > T, -
ok leton of the drowned wreteh still layl bcngf:he i’
SR.E15U 3
g le dep inging to some sunken log 2
sorutable depth, clinging C inken g
:‘:ir'x‘\ the gripe of its old despair. S0 shght,fhowi\gémm
t‘;: -m'ackbbi‘ these gloomy ideas, that I soon forgo
piiC -
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the confemplation of & brood of wild ducks, which were
ﬁqatmg on the river, and anom took flight, leaving each a
bright streak over the black surface. By and byjl came
to my hermitage, in the heart of the white-pine tree, and
elambering up into it, sat down to rest. The grapes, which
I ha'd watched throughout the summer, now dangled around
me in abundant elusters of the deepest purple, deliciously
#weet 1o the taste, and, though wild, yet free from that un-
gentle flavor which distinguishes nearly all our native and
uncultivated grapes, Methought a wine mizht be pressed
out of them Possessing & passionate zest,and endowed with
& new kind of intoxicating quality, attended with such
bacchanalian ecstacies as the tamer grapes of Madeira,
France, and the Rhine; are inadequate to produce. And I
lon%cd to quafl a great goblet of it at that-moment |
While devouring the grapes, I looked on'all sides out of
the peep-holes of my hermitage, and saw the farm-house
t!Je fields, and almost every part of our domain, but not a
single human figure in the landscape.  Some of the win.
dows of the house were open, but with no more signs of life
than 1 3 deed man’s unshut eves, The barn-door was ajar,
and swinging in the breese. “The big old dog,—he was a
relic of the former dynasty of the 1ilr'ih,—tlsathnl‘mrdlv ever
stirred out of the yard, was nowhere to be seen. What,
theq, had’ become ‘of all the fraternity and sisterhood ?
Carions to ascertain this point, T let myself down out of
the t{ee, and going to the edge of the wood, was glad to
perceive our herd of cows chewing the eud or grazing not
far off. I fancied, by their manner, that two or three of
them recognized me (as, indeed, they ought, for I had
milked them and been their chamberlain times withont num-
ber) ; but, after staring me in the face g little while, they
egmatically began grazing and chewing their cuds again,
reception, and
flung some rotten fragments of an old stump a

hen I grew foolishly angry at so cold a
: at these un-
sentimental cows,
8kirting further round the pasture, I heard voices and
much laughter Proceeding from the interior of the wood.
olces, msale and feminine; laughter, not only of fresh
young throats, but the bass of crown people, as if solemn
organ-pipes should pour out airs of mexrriment. Not a voice
Apoke, but I knew it better than my own; not a langh, bt
#ts cadences were familiar. The wood, in this portion of it,
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seemed a3 full of jollity as if Uomus and his crew were
holding their revels in one of its usnally lonesome gl;cclle_z}
Stealing onward as far as I durst, without hazard of ;]s-
covery, I saw a eoncourse af strange figures }'e'j_(’atihlt de
overshadowing branches. They appeared, ':_md wr\.miiw.h,
and came again, confusedly, with the streaks of sunlight
limmering down upon them.

% Among them W:%é an Indian chief, with h‘;nnkct.'fenther.e
and < ‘r-paint, and uplifted tomahawk ; m“;t‘i near .hlm,IO(.)k‘
ing fit to be his woodland-bride, the goddess 'I)l:ln.‘l,Wlth
the crescent on her head, and attended by our big lazy dog,
in lack of any fleeter hound. Ih':xWi}Jg_an‘armw from her
quiver, she let it fly at a venture, and hit tm? \'er_v. tree be.
hind which I happened to be Iurking. Ano»h:gr group coni
sisted of a Bavarian broom-girl, & negro of the .l'nn (-ro-w
order, one or two foresters of the middle ages, a Kentucky
woodsman in his trimmed hunting-shirt and deerskin le}_(iro
gings, and a Shaker d"!ul',‘ qll:_um.‘.dunm‘ni. bxund}—}nlxlx?f:iié
and squareskirted. Shepherds of Arcadia, an _'a egor s
fizures from the, Faerie Queen, were .O'.E(U‘f; mixed up_“lt'.

these. Arm in arm, or otherwise huddled togf:tl’m.”.m
strange diserepaney, stood grim Puritans, gay L‘,fx‘\'ahvrs,
and Revolutionary officers with three-cornered cocked hats‘,
and quenes longer than their swords. A l‘fl'l;lx!-F'\plrriElexi
ioped, dark-hairved, vivacious little gyDsy; with a red 8 aw
over her head, went from one group to another, telling folr-
tunes by palmistry ; and Moll Piteher; the rengw‘nod old
witch of Lynn, broomstick in hand, shum‘]d herself promi-
nently in the midst, as if announcing all these alrp.:ing.(,ins
to be the offspring of her necromantic art. .B“," Silas
Foster, who. leaned against a tree near by, in his cugor.n-
ary blue frock, and smoking a short pipe, did more to d.lsn
enchant the seene, with his look of s‘m'm'-.d. acrid, Yankee
observation, than twenty witches and Decromancers cpuld
have done in the way of rend r it weird and g:*«z,‘.mstlc.

A little further off, some old-fashioned skim:ers. a?d
drawers, all with portentously '?‘01 noses, Y.v:m::.prvaihlng a
banquet on the leaf-strewn earth; while a horned f‘.LI.]_tA ong-

ognized the fiendish musis
er) tuned his fiddle, snd
ance, before partak-
:d hands in & circle,

tailed gentleman (in whom Ir

- r RN ar
clan érst seen by Tam O Shant
sommoned the whole motley rout to &
i agtal cheer. o they joine
ing of the festal oheer. A 5
whirline round so swiftly, 8o madly, snd so merrily, in thne
= -

.
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an I i i i Ccon:
grgi:i‘s}ewmthtflb-e Sqtangc music, that their separate incons
g entanclere- ended all together, and they became a kind
g ‘;r.nunt that went nigh to turn one’s brain with
s q{anpl;) ng at 1t. Anon they stopped all of & sudden
i g at one-another’s figures, set up a roar of lan_-rhi
e :r;ﬂt a shower of the September leaves (which, all
y. long, had been hesitating'wheth
shaken off by the mov t of l?x g s
ovement of the air, a > eddyi
do’vlfn upon the revellers. Nt pne st
hen. for lack of .
poi*ntLI]Ct’f'f*J::h]"L‘(ilk u.l.’l:»ro.xth, ensued & silence; at the deepest
inis gl I‘CM, .tlcnl.eljl by the oddity of surprising my
el re;‘;a;;a L;a in ths masquerading trim, I could not pos-
J rom & burst of langhter 7 OWn sef
ipins i by of laughter on my own separate
“Hush!” 1.1
| *Hush reard the pretty gypsy f B
% Who is that Isughing? T B i o) e
0o < Y. b 2 "
I uSonnT profane intruder ! " said the goddess Diana. “I
sha :Sf‘mll sir_xlax‘l'«gw through his heart, or change him into a
~‘-gilebt-1k' .uh.Act:eon,}‘I he peeps from behind the trees!”
el sk G e his sc‘:ﬂp 1" eried the Indisn chief, brandishing
B| I;ﬂd Jz’»’]];', and cutting-a great caper in the air
root him in the earth with a spell that I bay
tongue’s end:!” squeaks: itel 2 piivy o
gue’ 1" squeaked Moll Pitcher. “ And the green
mn‘)is?rf;.alllgrow all over him, before he gets free m‘minbl L
. Wx.(ihvulcu: was Miles Coverdale's,” gaid the ﬁ&?ldiih fid
er, with aayhisk 'of his tail and & toss of hi : My
) S £ his tail an oss of his horns. “ M
music has brought him hither. He is always xead o
dance fo the devil’s tune!” - At
Thus put on the rig
put on the right track, they all i
‘ g ack, they all recognizes
at (.vr‘!\tie, and set up a simultaneous shout SR
 Miles | Miles | Miles Coverdale, wher ‘
15 S A £ v 3
cried. “Zenobial (er-\en 0?21{((1)?1'9‘!T’lherc 18 de e
i SRADIS NGk Zenobia I here!is one of your
vassals lurking in the wood. Command him to app : h
and pay his duty!” ORETS,
hole fantacts
wflt‘hefw.u.n{'_ fantastic rabble forthwith streamed off in pur
it of me, so that I was like ] :
] as like'a mad poet hanted by chi
ras. Having fairly the star I V ok I s dsberiad
! g v the start of them, however, I suc
R ) A : , however, I succeeded
. g my escape, and soon left their merri
- oripidisi lenn g ¢ heir merriment and
8 goo stance in the rear. Its fai '
HOT e rear. 3 fainter tones as-
;1151}0(1 a kind of mournfulness, and were finally lost in the
ush and solemnity of the wood. In my haste, I =~t‘um‘bied
over a heap of logs and sti had been eut for G
s er a heap of logs and sticks that had been cut for fire-
vod, s grest while ago, by some former poswessor of the

soil, and piled up square, in
away to the farm-bouse.
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order to be carted or stedded
But, being forgotten, they had
lain there perhaps fifty years, and possibly much longer;
until, by the accumulation of moss, and the leaves falling
over them and decaying there, from antumn to autumn, 8

een mound was formed, in which the softened outline of
the wood-pile was still perceptible. In the fitful mood that
then swayed my mind, I found something strangely affeci~
ing in this simple circumstance. 1 imagined the long-dead
woodman, and his long-dead wife and children, coming oub
of their chill graves,and essaying to make a fire with this
heap of mossy fuell

Frem this spot I strayed onward, quite lost in reverie,
and neither knew nor cared whither I was going, until a
low, soft, well-remembered voice spoke, at a little distance.

« There is Mr. Coverdale!”

« Miles Coverdale !” said another voice,—and its tones

were very stern. “ Let him come forward, then!”

« Yes, Mr. Coverdale,” cried a woman's voice,—clear and
melodious, but, just then, with something unnatural in its
ehord,—'‘ you are welcome! But you come half an hour
too late, and have missed a scene which you would have
enjoyed | ”

T Tooked up, and found myself nigh Eliot’s pulpit, at the
base of which sat Hollingsworth, with Priscilla at his feet,

and Zenobia standing before them.

P

CHAPTER XXV.
THE THREE TOGETHER.

HoLrNoswoRTH was in his ordinary working-dress. Pris-
eills wore a pretty and gimple gown, with & kerchief about
her neok, and 2 celash, which ghs had flung back fram her
| head, leaving it suspendsd by the strings. But Zenobis
{whose part among the maskers, 26 may be supposed, was
no inferior one) appeared in a costume of fanciful magnifi-
eence, with her jewelled flower as the central orrament of
what resembled a leafy erown,or coronet. She represenfed
the oriental princess by whoase mame we were aceustomed
%o Luow her. Her sttitude was free and noble; yob, il
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an I i i i Ccon:
grgi:i‘s}ewmthtflb-e Sqtangc music, that their separate incons
g entanclere- ended all together, and they became a kind
g ‘;r.nunt that went nigh to turn one’s brain with
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mn‘)is?rf;.alllgrow all over him, before he gets free m‘minbl L
. Wx.(ihvulcu: was Miles Coverdale's,” gaid the ﬁ&?ldiih fid
er, with aayhisk 'of his tail and & toss of hi : My
) S £ his tail an oss of his horns. “ M
music has brought him hither. He is always xead o
dance fo the devil’s tune!” - At
Thus put on the rig
put on the right track, they all i
‘ g ack, they all recognizes
at (.vr‘!\tie, and set up a simultaneous shout SR
 Miles | Miles | Miles Coverdale, wher ‘
15 S A £ v 3
cried. “Zenobial (er-\en 0?21{((1)?1'9‘!T’lherc 18 de e
i SRADIS NGk Zenobia I here!is one of your
vassals lurking in the wood. Command him to app : h
and pay his duty!” ORETS,
hole fantacts
wflt‘hefw.u.n{'_ fantastic rabble forthwith streamed off in pur
it of me, so that I was like ] :
] as like'a mad poet hanted by chi
ras. Having fairly the star I V ok I s dsberiad
! g v the start of them, however, I suc
R ) A : , however, I succeeded
. g my escape, and soon left their merri
- oripidisi lenn g ¢ heir merriment and
8 goo stance in the rear. Its fai '
HOT e rear. 3 fainter tones as-
;1151}0(1 a kind of mournfulness, and were finally lost in the
ush and solemnity of the wood. In my haste, I =~t‘um‘bied
over a heap of logs and sti had been eut for G
s er a heap of logs and sticks that had been cut for fire-
vod, s grest while ago, by some former poswessor of the

soil, and piled up square, in
away to the farm-bouse.
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order to be carted or stedded
But, being forgotten, they had
lain there perhaps fifty years, and possibly much longer;
until, by the accumulation of moss, and the leaves falling
over them and decaying there, from antumn to autumn, 8

een mound was formed, in which the softened outline of
the wood-pile was still perceptible. In the fitful mood that
then swayed my mind, I found something strangely affeci~
ing in this simple circumstance. 1 imagined the long-dead
woodman, and his long-dead wife and children, coming oub
of their chill graves,and essaying to make a fire with this
heap of mossy fuell

Frem this spot I strayed onward, quite lost in reverie,
and neither knew nor cared whither I was going, until a
low, soft, well-remembered voice spoke, at a little distance.

« There is Mr. Coverdale!”

« Miles Coverdale !” said another voice,—and its tones

were very stern. “ Let him come forward, then!”

« Yes, Mr. Coverdale,” cried a woman's voice,—clear and
melodious, but, just then, with something unnatural in its
ehord,—'‘ you are welcome! But you come half an hour
too late, and have missed a scene which you would have
enjoyed | ”

T Tooked up, and found myself nigh Eliot’s pulpit, at the
base of which sat Hollingsworth, with Priscilla at his feet,

and Zenobia standing before them.

P

CHAPTER XXV.
THE THREE TOGETHER.

HoLrNoswoRTH was in his ordinary working-dress. Pris-
eills wore a pretty and gimple gown, with & kerchief about
her neok, and 2 celash, which ghs had flung back fram her
| head, leaving it suspendsd by the strings. But Zenobis
{whose part among the maskers, 26 may be supposed, was
no inferior one) appeared in a costume of fanciful magnifi-
eence, with her jewelled flower as the central orrament of
what resembled a leafy erown,or coronet. She represenfed
the oriental princess by whoase mame we were aceustomed
%o Luow her. Her sttitude was free and noble; yob, il
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queen’s, it was not that of a queen triumphant, but de.
throned, on trial for her life, or, perchance, condemned, al-
ready. The spirit of the conflict seemed, nevertheless, to
be slive in her. Her eyes were on fire; her checks had
each a crimson spot, so exceedingly vivid, and marked with
80 definite an outling, that I at first doubted whether it
were not artificial. In a very brief space, however, this
ides was shamed by the paleness that ensued, as the blood
sunk suddenly away. Zenobia now looked like marble.

One always feels the fact, in an instant, when he has in-
truded on those who love, or those who hate, at some scme
of their passion that puts them into a sphere of their own,
where no other spirit can pretend to stand on equal ground

'.‘uith them. 1 was confused,—affected even with a species
b terror,—and wished myself away. The intentness of
their feelings gave them the exclusive property of the soil
and atmosphere; and leff me no right to be or breathe there.

* Hollingsworth,—Zenobia,— I have just returned to
Blithedale,” said ¥, “and had no thought of finding you
here. ‘We shall meet again at the house. T will retire.”

§ T}.n?' place is free to you,” answered Hollingsworth,

“. As free as to ourselves,” addéd Zenobia: “ This long
while past; you have been following up your game, groping
for human emotions in the dark corners of the héart. Had you
been here a little Sooner, vou might Have s¢en them dracged
nto thedaylight. T eould even wish to hhve my trial over
again, with youstanding by to see fair play! Do you know,
Mr. Coverdale, I have been on trial for my life 77 :

She laughed while speaking thus.. But, in truth, as my
eyes wandered from one of the group to another, I saw in
Hollingsworth all that an artist could desire for the grim
portrait of a Puritan magistrate holding inquest of life and
death in a case of witcheraft ;—in Zenobia, the sorceress
herself, not aged, wrinkled and decrepit, but fair enough to
tempt Satan with a force reciprocal to his own:—and in

 Priscilla, the pale victim, whose soul and hody had been
wasted by her spells. 'Had a pile of facots been }!renpéd

against the rock, this hint of impending doom would have
completed the suggestive picture. )

“1t was too ha
ing Hollingsworth, “ that judge
be comprehended in one man !
lawyers say, to the jurisdiction.

ne,” eontinned
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Coverdale geat himself on the top of the rock, and you and
me stand &t its base, side by side, pleading our cause before
him! There might, at least, be two criminals, instead of

s :

“ You forced this on me,” replied Hollingsworth, looking
her sternly in the face. “Did I eall yon hither from among
the masqueraders yonder? Do I assume to be your ?i\l‘<1ge?
No; except so far as I have an unquestionable right of
judgment, in order to settle my own line of behavior toward
those with whom the events of life bring meIn c.ont.act’;.
True, I have already judged you, but not on the world’s
I nd to pass a sentencel” )
¢ AL, this is very good!” said Zenobia, with a smile.
& What strange beings yon men are, Mr. Coverdale |—is it
not 8o ? s the simplest thing in the world with you to
bring a woman before your secret tribunals, and judge and
condemn her urheard, and then tell her to go free without a
sentence. 'The misfortune is; that this samesecret tribunal
chances to be the only judgment-seat that a frue woman
stands in awe of, and that z’.n'_\' verdict short of acquittal is
aquivalent to a death-sentencel”
Cthe more I looked at them, anw the more I heard, the
stronger grew my impression that a cyisis b‘ad just come
and gone. On Hollingsworth’s brow it bad left a stamp
like that of irrevocable doom, of which his own will was the
instrument. In Zenobia's whole person, beholding her
more closely, T saw a riotous agitation ; the almost delirious
dissiuictudé of a great struggle, at the close of 'whi(:.b the
vanquished one félt ‘her strengtiy and courage still mighty
within her, and longed to renew the contest. My sensa-
tions: were as if I had come upon a battle-field before the
smolke was as yet cleared away.

And what subjects had been discussed here? All, no
doubt, that for so many months past had kept my heart 4nd
my imaginatien idly feverish. Zenobia’s whole L'llni'ec'fer
and history: the true natureof her mysterious connection
with Westervelts her later purposes toward Hollingsworth,
and, reciprocally, his in reference to her; and, finally, the
degree in wl Z v had be izant of the plot

a vhat, at last, had 1 1e Teal object
OI that scheme. On these | ite, licfore, T was leftito my
own conjectures, One thing, only, was certain, Zenobia
and Hollingsworth were friends no longer. If their heart
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strings were ever intertwined, the knot had been adjudged
an entanglement, and was now violently broken.

But Zenobia seemed unable to rest content with the mat.
ter in the posture which it had assumed.

“ Ah! dowe part so?" exclaimed she, seeing Hollings.
worth about to retire. -
/ “VABC]'WL-Q' not ? 7 said he, with almost rude abruptness.

What is there further to be said between us i
Y% Well, perhaps nothing,” answered Zenobia, looking him
in the face, and smiling. "'* But we have come, many:éimes
before, to this gray rock, and we have talked very softly
among the whisperings of the birch-trees. They were pleas-
ant hours! I love to make the latest of them, thongh not
altogether so delightful, loiter away as slowly as miq.y be.
And, besides, you have put many queries to me at this
which you design to be our last, interview; and 'neing,
driven, as I must acknowledge, into.a corner, I have re-
gponded with reasonable frankness. But, now, with your
frea consent, I desire the privilege of asking a few ques-
tions, in my turn.” I i

‘: | }mve no concealments,” said Hollingsworth.

{ We shall see,” answered Zenobiax “I would first ine
quire Wh‘cthcr you haye supposed me to be wealthy %

“On that point,” observed Hollingsworth, “ 1 have had
the opinion which the world holds.”

“ And I held it, likewise,” said Zenobia. * Had I not
}‘Z{eu\'cn is my witness, the knowledge should have been as’
free to you as me. It is only three days since I knew the

strange fact that threatens to make me poor; and your |

own acquaintance with it, I suspect, is of at least as old a
date. I fancied myself affluent, You are aware, too, of the
disposition which I purposed n.aking of the la;ger’porton
of my imaginary opulence —nay, were it all, I had not hesi-
tated. Let me ask you, further, did I ever propose or inti-
mate any terms of compact, on which depended this—as the
world would considér it—so important Sizl(fl‘iﬁ'.:t‘ P
:‘ Y:ou certainly s;:»‘ok‘-e of none,” said Hollingsworth.

. Nor mg&nt any, ?uc responded. * I was willing to re-
a‘ 'e m "eOlV IR NC 118 ' T2} 4 e 3 -‘— 3
 RLh o1k ditehtn, YT 509 Tiseiiame fhongh 2t shonkd

; : : v, and h though it shonld
prove the ruin of my fortune. If) in your o;.:*n thoughts.
you have imposed any conditions of this expenditure éiit is;
you that must be held respousible for whatever is sordid
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and unworthy in them. And now, oneother questicn. De
you love this girl?”

% (), Zenobia 1 ” exclaimed Priscills, ghrinking back, a8 if
longing for the rock to topple over and hide her.

“ Do you love her?” repeated Zenobia.

“ Had you asked me that question a short time since,”?
replied Hollingsworth, after a pause, during which, it
geemed to me, even the birch-trees held their whispering
breath, “ I should have told you— No!’ My feelings for
Priscills differed little from those of an elder brother, watche
ing tenderly over the gentle sister whom God has given
him to protect.”

“ And what is your answer now?” persisted Zenobia.

«T do love her 1 ” said Hollingsworth, uttering the words
with a deep inward breath, instead of speaking them oute
right. “As well declare it thus as in any other way.
do love her!”

“ Now, God be judge between us,” cried Zenobia, break-
jng into sudden passion, ** swhich of us two has most mor-
tally offended him! At least, I am a woman, with every
fault, it may be, that a woman ever had,—weak, vain, ule
principled (like most of my sex; for our virtues, when we
have any, are merely impulsive and intuitive), passionate,
t00, and pursuing my foolish and unattainable ends by in-
direct and cunning, though absurdly chosen means, as an
hereditary bond-slave must; false, moreover, to the whole
circle of good, in my reckless truth to the little good I saw
before me—but still & woman! A creature whom only &
little change of earthly fortune, a little kinder smile of Him
who sent me hither, and one true heart to encourage and f
direct me, might have made all that & woman can bel But
how is. it with you? Are you a man? No; but a mon-
gster! - A eold, heartless, self-beginning and self-ending
piece of mechanism | ”

% With what, then, do you charge me?” asked Hollings-
worth, aghast and greatly disturbed by this attack.
# Show me one selfish end, in all I ever aimed at, and you
may cut it out of my bosom with a knife!”

& Tt is all self!” answered Zenobia, with still intenser
bitterness. * Nothing else; nothing but gelf, self, selfl
The fiend, I doubt not, has made his choicest mirth of you,
these seven years past, and especially in the mad snmmer
which are have spent together. I seeitnow! Iam awake,

1Z
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disenchanted, disenthralled! Self, self, seifl You have
embodied yourself in & project. You are a better masquer-
ader than the witches and gypsies yonder; for your dis-
guise is a self-deception. See whither it has brought 5‘ouAl
First, you aimed a death-blow, and & treacherous one, at
this scheme of a purer and higher life, which so many noble
gpirits had wrought out. ' Then, because Coverdale could
not be quite your slave, yon threw him ruthlessly away.
And you took me, too, into your plan, as long as there was
bope of my being available, and now fling me aside again, a
broken tool! But, foremost and blackest of your sins, you
gtifled down your inmost consciousness !l—yon did a d,\‘!’:l:ll.y
wrong to your own heart!—you were ready to sacrilice
this girl, whom, if God ever visibly showed a purpose, he
put into your charge, and throngh whom he was striving
to redeem you ! :

“This is a woman's view,” said Hollingsworth, growing
deadly pale,—* a woman’s, whose whole sphere of action is
fn the heart, and who can conceive of no higher nor wider
one!l”

“ Be silent!” cried Zenobia, imperieusly. * You know
peither man nor woman! The utmost that can be said in
your behalf,—and because I would not be wholly despic-
able in my own. eyes, but wonld fain excuse my wasted
feelings, nor own it wholly a delusion, therefor y it,—
js, that a'great and rich heart has been r
breast. Leave me, mow. You have done with me,and 1
with you. Farewell!”

# Priscilla,”’ said Hollingsworth, * come.”

Zenobia smiled; possibly I did so too. Not often, in
human life, has a guawing Sense of injury found a sweeter
morsel of revengze than was' conveyed in the tone with
which Hollingsworth spoke those
abased and tremulous tone of a m
was shaken, and who sought, at; 1ast, to lean on an affection.
Yes; the strong man bowed himself, and r
poor Priscillal - Ol could she have failed him, whata tri-
umph for the loockers-on!

And, st first, I half imagined that was abou

1

him. She rose up, stood shi
that trembled over her head

rather than walked, toward Zenobis. it

ghe sank down there, in the very same attitude which she
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first meeting, in the kitchen of the
a remembered it.
said she, shaking her head, “ how much
I You kneel to a dethroned princess.
> one! But he is waiting for you. Say
d leave me.”
si 3 ped Priseilla.
1 tha i understood the word snd action. It
e offering of herself; and all she had, to be at Zen-
pos But the latter would not take it thus.
are sisters!” she replied; and, moved by the
she stooped down and kissed Priscilla’ but
L sense of fatal harm received through her
king in Zenobia's heart. “ We had one
ew it from the first; I, but a little while—
hat have chanced might have been spared
you. uf 1ever wished you harm. You stood between
me and an-end which I-desired. T wanted a clear path.
No matter what I meant. It is over now. Do you forgive

7«;1;{.1@

Zenobia,” sobbed Priseilla, it is T that feel like the

“ No, no, poor little thing 17 said Zenobia, with a sort of
ontempt. “ ¥You have been my evil fate; but there never
was ‘@ babe with less strength or will to do an injury.
Poor ¢hild! ‘Methinks yon have but a melancholy lot be-
foreyou, sitting all alone in that wide, cheerless heart, where
for aught you know,—and as I, alas! believe,—the fire
which you have kindled may soon go out. AR, the thought

makes me shiver for youl What will you do, Priscilla,
when yon find no spark among the ashes?™”

“Die! " shean

” responded Zenobia, with an ap-

¢ is all 2 woman in your little com-

Meanwhile, go with him, and livel”

with a queenly gesture, and turned
ock. , I watehed Priscilla, wondering
: £

Id pass hetween Zenobia and Hol-

18 behavior, so as to reconcile

nd herself; how

ms whatever with

lere was no such
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olear. Hollingsworth conld bave no fault. That was the
one principle at the centre of the universe. And the doubt-
ful guilt or possible integrity of other people, appearances,
gelf-evident facts, the testimony of her own senses—even
Hollingsworth's self-aceusation, bad he volunteered it,—
would have weighed not the v alue of a mote of thistle-down
on the other side. 8o secure was she of his right, that she
never thought of comparing it with another’s wrong, but
left the latfer fo itself.

Hollingsworth drew her arm within his, and soon disap-
peared with her among the trees. I cannot imagine how
Zenobia knew when they were out of sight; she never
glanced again toward them. But, retaining a proud atti-
tude so lulm as they might have thrown back a retiring
look, they were no sooner departed,—utterly depaltul—
than she began slowly tosink down. 1t was as if a great,
invisible, irresistible weight were pressing her to the earth.
Settling upon her knees, she leaned her forehead against the
rock, and sobbed convulsiy ely; dry sobs they seemed to be,
such as have nothing to do with tears.

CHAPTER XXVL
ZENOBTA AND COVERDALE,

ZENoBIA had entirely forgotten me. She fancied herself
alone with her great grief. And had it been only a com-
mon pity  that I felt for her,—the pity that her proud
nature would have repelled, as the one worst wrong which
the world vet held in reserve,—the sacredness and awful-
ness of the crisis might bave i:n}wl'w.cd me to steal away
silently, so that not a dry leai should rustle under my feet. I
would have left her to struggle, in that solitude, with only

_ the eye of God upon her. " But,so it ha ;wnui I never

once dreamed of questioning my right to be there now, as I
had questioned it just before, when I cameso st tl lenly upon
Hollingsworth and herself, in '-:' 3 it of their recent
debate, It suits me not to e: ] n was the analogy
that I saw, or "'*“ium, Letween [ n()‘ﬁ 8 ,1,nnnru and
mine ; nor, I be will the reader et this one secref,

hidden beueath mu\ a revelation whash ;uhya concorned
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me lss. In simple truth, however, as Zenobia leaned her
forehead against the rock, shaken with that tearless agony,
it seemed to me that the self:same pang, with hardly
mitigated torment, leaped thrilling from her heart-strings
to my own. Was 1(: wrong, thurefore, if I felt myself con-
secrated to the priesthood b) sy mpathv like this, and called
upon to minister fo this woman's affliction, so f.}.r as mortal
counld?

Buf, indeed, what could mortal do for her? Nothing!
The attempt would be a mockery and an anguish. Time,
it is true, would steal away her grief, and bury it and the
best of her heart in the same grave. But Destiny itself,
methought, in its kindliest mood, could do no better for
Zenobia, in the way of quick relief, than to cause the im-
pending rock to impend a little further, and fall upon her
head. So I leaned against a tree, and listened to her sobs,
in unbroken silence. She was half prostrate, half kneeling,
with her forebead still pressed against the rock. Her sobs
werethe only sound ; she did not groan, nor give any other
utterance to her distress. It was all involuntary.

At length, she sat up, put back her hair, and stared
abouf her with & bewildered aspect, as if not distinctly
recollecting the scenme through which she had passed, nor
cognizant of the situation in which it left her. Her face
and brow were almost purple with the rush of blood. They
whitened, however, by and by, and for some time retained
this death-like hue. She put her hand to her forehead, with
a gesture that made me forcibly conscious of an intense and
living pain there.

Her glance, wandering wildly to and fro, passed over me
several txmes, without appearing to mform her of my
presence. But, finally, a look of recognition gleamed from
her eyes into mine.

“Is it you, Miles Coverdale ? ” said she, smiling, ' * Ah,
I perceive what you areabout! Youare turning this whole
affair into a ballad. ~Pray let me hear as many stanzasas
you happen to have ready [»

*0, hush, Zenobia | ” I answered. “ Heaven knows what
an ache is in my soull”

“It is gennine tragedy, is it not?” rejoined Zenobia,
with a eharp light laugh. “ And you are willing to allow,
parhaps, that 1 have had hard measure. But it Is a
womsn's doom, and I have deserved it like & woman ; so let
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there be no pity, as, on my part, there shali be no complaint.
It is all right, now, or will shortly i‘ > g0. But, Mr.
Coverdale, by all means write this ballad, and put your
sonl’s ache into it, and turn your symp: fmz_\ to good account,
as other poets do, and as poets must, unless they choose to
give us glittering icicles instead of lines of fire. As for the
moral, it shxil be distilled into the final stanza, in a drop of
bitter honey.

% What shall it be, Zenobia 7 L inquired, endeavoring to
fall in with her mood.

#10, a very old one will gerve the purpose,” she replied.
#There are no mew truths, much as we have prided our-
selves on'finding some, A moral? - Why, this:—that, in
the battle-field of life, the downright stroke, that would fall
only on a man’s steel head-piece, is to light on a
woman’s heart, over which she wears 19 breastplate, and
whose wisdom it is, therefore, to l-;z-&p out of the conflict.
Or, this :—that the whole universe, hér oyn sex and yours,
and Providence, or Destiny, to boot, make common cause
against . the woman who swerves one hair’s breadth ont of
the beaten track. Yes;and add (for T may as well own it,
now) that, with -that one hair’s Dbre ’\‘1" goes all
astray, and never sees the world in its tr aspect after
ward | ”

“This last is too stern a moral,” I observed. * Clannot we
soften it a little?”

“ Do it, if you like, at your own peril, not on my respon-
sibility,” 'she answered... Then, with. a sudden-change of
subject, she went on: “ After all, he ‘;‘:as flung y what
would haye served him better than the poor, pale flower he
kept. 'What ean Priscilla do for hin ;f I‘ 1t passionate
warmth into his heart, when it shall be chilled with frozen
hopes? Strengthen his hands, when they are weary with
much doing and no performance? Nol but only tend
toward him with a blind, instinctive love, .u:-i hang her lit-
tle, puny weakness for a clog upon his arm! She eannot
even give him such sympathy a8 is worth the name. For
will he never, in many an hour of darkness, need that proud
intellectual sympathy which he might have had from me?
—the sympathy that would flash lx rht along his course, and
guide as well as cheer him? Poor H Hollingswerth! Where
will he find it now? ”

P
n
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has a heart of fcel” said I, Mitterly.
»

no wrong,” interrupted Zenobia, turning
h.m*hul\ ul-u,u me. “ Presume not to estimate a man like
Hollingsworth. It was my fault, all along, and none of
his. 1 see ii now! He never :nn"h(, me. Why should he
seek me? What had I to offer him? A miserable, bruised
and battered heart, spoilt long before he met me. A life,
too, hopelessly entangled with a villain’s! He did well to
cast me off. God be praised, he did it! And yet, had he
trusted me, and borne with me a little longer, I would have
saved him all this trouble.”

She was silent for a time, and stood with her eyes fixed
on the ground. Again raising them, her look was more
mild and calm.

* Miles.Coverdale ! ” said she.

“ Well, Zenobia,” I responded. “ Can I do you any
service 7%

Very liftle,” she replied. “ Buf it is my purpose, as
you may well ima 1gine, t0 remove from Blithedale; and,
most likely, I o may not see Holl lingsworth again. Awoma.n
in my pmuu\.l, you understand, feels scarcely at her ease
among former friends. New faces—unaccustomed looks—
those only ean she tolerate. She would pine among famil-
iar scenes; she would be apt to blush, too, underthe eyes
that knew her se ref ; her heart might tnrub uncomfort-
ably; she would mortify herself; I suppose, with foolish no-
tmns of having sacrificed the honor of her sex at the foot of
])TOLd contumacious man. Poor womanhood, with its
rights and wrongs! Here will be new matter for my course
of quuu, at the idea of which you smiled, Mr. Coverdale,
a month or two aga But, as you have really a heart and

s far as t 1.:3.' go, and as I shall depart with-
y lirrlu! gsworth, I must entreat you to be a mes-
en him "nrl me.”’
1 said I, wondering' at the strange way in
which her mind seemed to vibrate from the dcepeet earnest

- to mere levity. * What is the message?”

“True—What is it?” exclaimed Zenobia. “ After all,
I hs rail_\' know. On befter consideration, I have no mes-
sage. Tell him,—fell him something pxoth‘ and pathetic,
that will cc iicely and sweetly into your ballad,—any-
thing you p 8 it be tender and submissive enough
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Tell him he has murdered me! Tell him that I'll haunt
him | "—she spoke these words with the wildest energy.—
“ And give him—no, give Priscilla—this!”

Thus saying, she took the jewelled flower out of her hair;
and it struck me as theaet of & queen, when worsted in a
combat, diserowning herself, as if she found a sort of relief
in abasing all her pride.

“ Bid her wear this for Zenobia’s sake,” she continued.
“She is a pretty little creature, and will make as soft and
gentle a wife as the veriest Bluebeard could desire. Pity
that she must fade so soon! These delicate and puny
maidens always do. Ten years hence, let Hollingsworth
look at my fice and Priscilla’s, and then choose betwixt
them. Or, if he pleases, let him do it now.”

How magnificently Zenobia looked, as she said this! The
effect of her beauty was even heightened by the over-con-
scionsness and self-recognition of it, into which, I suppose,
Hollingsworth’s scorn had driven her. = She understood the
look of admiration in my face ; and—Zenobia to the last—
it gave her pleasure.

%It is an. endless pity,” said she, * that I had not be-
thought myself of winning your heart, Mr. Coverdale, in-
gtead of Hollingsworth’s. T think I'should have succeeded ;
and many women would have deemed you the worthier con-
quest of the two. | You arecertainly much the handsomest
man. But there is a fate in these things. And beauly, in
& man, has been of little account with me, since my earliest
girlhlood, when, for once, it turned my head. Now, fare-
well1”

% Zenobis, whither are you going 7" I asked.

# No matter where,” said she. * But I am weary of.this
place, and sick to death of playing at philanthropy and
progress. Of all varieties of mock-life, we have surely
blundered into the very emptiest mockery, in our effort to
establish the one true system. I have done with it; and
Blithedale must find another woman fo superintend the
laundry, and you, Mr. Coverdale, another nurse to make
your gruel, the next time you fall ill. It was, indeed,a
foolish dream! Yet it gave us some pleasant summer days,
and bright hopes, while they lasted. It can do no more ; nor
will it avail us to shed tears over a broken bubble. Hereis
goy hand| Adieul”

Sbe gave me her band, with the same free, wholesouled
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gesture as on the first afternoon of our acquaintance; and,
being greatly moved, I bethought me of no better method
of expressing my deep sympathy than to carry it to my
lips. In so doing, I perceived that this white hand—so
hospitably warm when I first touched it, five months since
—was now cold as a veritable piece of snow.

“ How very cold 1”7 I exclaimed, holding it between both
my own, with the vain idea of warmingit. * What can be
the reason? It is really death-like |”

&« The extremities die first, they say,” answered Zenobia,
laughing. “ And so you kiss this poor, despised, rejected
hand! Well, my dear friend, I thank you. You have re-
served your homage for the fallen, Lip of man will never
touch my hand again. I intend to become a Catholic, for
the sake of going into a nunnery. When yon next hear of
Zenobia, her face will be behind the black veil; so look
your last at it now—for all isover! Oncemore, farewelll”

She “withdrew her -hand, yet left & idingering pressure,
which I felt long afterward. So intimately connected as I
had been with perhaps the only man in whom she was ever
truly interested, Zenobia looked on me as the representative
of all the past, and was conscious that, in bidding me adieu,
she likewise took final leave of Hollingsworth, and of this
whole epoch of her life. Never did her beauty shine ouf
more lustrously than in the last glimpse that I had of her.
She departed, and was soon hidden among the frees.

But, whether it was the strong impression of the forego-
ing scene, or whatever else the cause, 1 was affected with &
fantasy that Zenobia had not actually gone, but was still
hovering about the spot and haunting it. 1 seemed to feel

her eyes upon me. It/ was, asif the yivid celoring of her
character had left a hrilliant stain upon the air. By de-
grees, however, the impression grew less distinct. I flung
myself upon the fallen leaves at the base of Eliot’s pulpit.
The sunshine withdrew up the tree-trunks, and flickered on
the topmost boughs; gray twilight made the wood obscure 3
) the stars brightened out ; the pendant boughs became web
! with chill autumnal dews. But I was listless, worn oub

I with emotion on my own behalf and sympathy for others,

and had no heart to leave my comfortless lair beneath the
rock.

I must have fallen asleep, and had a dream, all the eirs
cumstances of which utterly vanished a$ the moment when
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they converged to some tragical c'xtqstrophe and thus grew
%oo powerful for the thin sphere of slumber that enveloped
them, Starting from the rfmun(l I found the risen moon

ehining upon the rugged face of the rock, and myself all in
& tremble.

CHAPTER XXVII.
MIDNIGHT.

It could not have been far from midnight when I came
beneath Hollingsworth’s window, and, finding it open, flung
in a tuft of grass with earth at the 1outs and heard it fall
upon the floor.  He was either awake or sleeping very
lightly ; for searcely a moment had gone by, before he
looked out, and discerned me standing in the moonlight,

“?Is it you, Coverdale?” he asked. % What is the mat-
ter?”

“ Come down to me. TTmIn.'*awozth! " I answered. %1
am anxious to'speak with you.

The strange tone of my u\» 1 voice startled me, and him,
probably; no less. He-lost no time, and soon issued from
the house-dum with hig dress h'xll arranged.

“ Again, what is the matter 2" he asked, impatiently.

“Have . yonseen Zenobia,” said I, “since you parted
from lier, at Eliot’s pulpit?”

“ No,” answered Hollingsworth : ? nor did I expect it.”

I8 woice was deep, but had a tremor in it. Hardly had

&en; when Silas Foster thrust his head. done up in'a

cotton bandicerchief, outof another window, fmd took what
he called—as it literally was—a squint at u

* Well, folks, what are ye ahout here .’ he demanded.
“Ahal are you tl iles (H\' rdale? You have been
turning night into ¢ inee you left us, I reckon; and so
you find it qu"c\ 11'1101 to come prowling about the house
at this time o’ ht, frightening my old woman out of her
wits, and makin; her disturb a tired man ont of his best

nap. In with you, you vacabond, and to bed!?

‘ Dress yoursell' quietly, Foster,” gaid I. “ We want
your assistance.

I could not, for the life of me, keep that strange tone out
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of my voice. Silas Foster, obtuse as were his sensibilities,
seemed tofeel ly earnestness that was conveyed in it
as well as Hollingsworth did. Heimme iately withdrew
his he?.d, and I heard him yawning, muttering to his wife,
and again yawning heavily, while he hurried on his clothes.
Meanwhile, I showed Hollingsworth a delicate handker
chief, marked with 2 well-known cipher, and told where I
had found i, and other circumstances, v\'hich' h'ad filled me
with a sus spicion 80 terrible that I left llilll_..ll:bi‘: dared, to
shape it out for himself. By the time my brief explanation
was finished, we were 101ucr1 by Silas Foster, in his blue
woolen frock.

% Well, boys,” cried he, provi shly, “ what is to paynow? ?

- Tc]l mg, J.u lingswo 1111 i 1.

1gsworth shivere areeptibly, and drew in a hard
breath brv 1;;ﬁ his teet steadied himself, however,
and, looking the matter mo _fflr!‘zll;\'_ in the face ,Thﬂﬂ I had
done, explained to Foster WYy suspicions, and the grounds
of them, with adistinctness from which, in spite ofm) ute
most efforts, my words had swerved aside. The toughs
nerved yoeman, in his comment, puta finish on the busie
ness, and brought out the hideous idea in its full terror, as
if he were removine the napkin from the face of a corpse.

“ And so you think she’s dum ned herself?” he cried.

rned away my face,

‘I‘ %“hdt on earth should the young woman dothat for 7
exclaimed Silas, his eyes half onf of his head with mere sure
prise. “ Why she has more means than she can use or
waste, and lacks nothin o to make her comfortable, but a
husband, and that's an “article she eould bave, any day.i
There's some mistakeabout this, I tell you'l”

“Come,” said I, shudderi ing; “letus 'goand ascertain the
truth.” :

“ Well, well,” answered Silas Foster; “just as you say.
We'll take the long pole, with the hook at the end, that
serves to get the bucket out of the draw-well, when the rope
is broken.” "With tL;t, and a eouple of f long-handled hay-
rakes, I'll answer for finding her, if she’ "mjvhcre to be
found. Strance enough ! /v“mm drown herself! No,no;
I don’t believe it. She Ial too much sense, and too mueh
means, and enjoyed life a great deal foo vdl

When our few pumumm:s were completed, we hastexﬁ
by a shorter than the customary ruuu:, through fields
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pastures, and across a portion of the meadow, to the partie=
ular spot on the river-bank which I had paused to contem-
plate in the course of my afterncon’s ramble. A nameless,

resentiment had again drawn me thither, after leaving

liot’s pulpit. I showed my companions where I had
found the -handkerchief, and pointed to two or three foote
steps, impressed into the c¢layey margin, and tending to-
ward the water. | Beneath its shallow verge, among the
water-weeds, there were further traces, as yet unobliterated
by the sluggish current, which was there almost at a stand=
still. Silag Foster thrust his face down close to these foote
steps, and picked up a shoe that had escaped my observae
tion, being half imbedded in the mud.

“ There’s a kid shoe that never was made on a Yankee
lagt,” observed he. “I know enough of shoemaker’s craft
to tell that. TFrench manufacture; and, see what a high
instep | and how evenly she trod in it] There never was a
womar. that stepped handsomer in her shoes than Zenobis,
dic. Here,” he added, addressing Hollingsworth ; “would
You liks to keep the shoe? ”

Hollingsworth started back.

* Give it to me, Fosteér,” gaid T.

I dabbled it in the water, to rinse Off the mud, and have
kept it ever since. Nof far from this spot lay an old, leaky
punt, drawn up on the oozy riverside, and generally half
full of water. It served the augler to go in quest of pick-
erel, or the sportsman to pick up his wild ducks. Settin
this crazy bark afloat, I seated myself in the stern with the
paddlo, while Hollingsworth sat in the bows with the
hooked pole, and Silas Foster amidships with a hay-rake.

“It puts me in mind of my young days,” remarked Si-
las, “ when 1 nsed to steal out of bed to go bobbing for
horn-pouts and eels. Heigh-ho l—well, life and death to-
gether make sad work for us all! Then I was a boy, bobe
bing for fish; and now I am getting to be an old fellow,
and here I be, groping for a dead body ! T tell you what,
lads, if I thought anything had really happened to Zenobia,
I should feel kind o’ sorrowful.”

“I wish, at least, you would hold your tongue” mute
v o b
tered L

The moon, that night, thongh past the full, was still large
and oval, and having risen between eight and nine o’clock,
mow shone aslantwise over the river, throwing the high, ope
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posite bank, with its woods, into deep shadow, but lighﬁneg
up the hither shore pretty effectually. Not a ray appear
to fall on the river itself. It lapsed imperceptibly away,a
broad, black, inscrutable depth, keeping its own secrets
from the eye of man, as impenetrably as mid-ocean could.

“Well, Miles Coverdale,” said Foster, “you are t’l.;lﬂ
betmsman. How do you mean to manage this business?

“1 shall let the boat drift, broadside foremost, past that
stump,” I replied. “1I know the bottom, having sounded it
in fishing. The shore, on this side, after the first step or
two, goes off very abruptly ; and there is a pool, just by the
stump, twelve or fifteen feet deep. T he current cou_lfl not
have force enough to sweep any sunken object, even if par-
tially buoyant, out of that hollow.”

“ Come, then,” said Silas; “but I doubt whether I can
touch bottom with this hay-rake, if it's as deep as you say.
Mr. Hollingsworth, I think you'll be the lucky man to-
night, such luck as it is.” ) : . )

We floated past the stump. Silas Foster plied his rake
manfully, poking it as far as he could into the water, and
Immersing the whole length of his arm besides. Hollings-
worth at first sat motionless, with the hooked pole elevated
in the air. But, by and by, with a nervous and jerky move-
ment, he began to plunge it into the blackness that upbore
us, setting his teeth, and making precisely such ﬁhr}Jsts,
methought, as if he were stabbing at a deadly enemy. I
bent over the side of the boat. So obscure, however, 80
awfully mysterious, was that dark stream, that—and the
thought made me shiver like a leaf—I might as well have
tried to look into the enigma « * the eternal world, to dis-
cover what had become of Zenobia’s soul, as into the riv-
er’s depths, to find her body. And there, perhaps, ghe Iay,
with her face upward, while the shadow of the boat, qud
my own pale face peering downward, passed slowly betwixt
her and the sky ! :

Onee, twice, thrice, I paddled the boat up stream, and
again suffered it to- glide, with the river's slow, funereal
motion, downward. Silas Foster had raked up a large mass

of stuff, whicl it rard t] ace, looked some-
what like a flo g but proved to be a monstrous
tuft of water-weeds. th, with a gigantic effort,
; When once fres of the botto;q, it
yose partly out of water—all weedy and slimy, a dovilishe
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looking object, wnich the moon had not shone upon for half
& hundred years—then planged again, and sullenly re-
turned to its old resting-place, for the remnant of the cen-
tury.

*“That looked ngly!” quoth S
was the eyvil-one; on the same erra
ing for Zenohia.”

% He shall never get her,” gaid I, giving the boat a strong
impulse.

“That’s not for youn to say, my boy,”retorted the yeo-
man. “Pray God he mnever has, and never may! Slow
work this, however! T should really be glad to find some-
thing! Pshaw! What s notion that is, when the only
good luck would be to paddle, and driftyand poke, and
grope, hereabouts, till moerning, and have our labor for our
pains! For my part, I shouldn’t wonder! if/the creature
had only lost Ler shoe in the mud, and saved her soul alive,
after all. My stars] how she will laugh at us, to-morrow
morning ! 7

It is indescribable what an image of Zenobia—at the
breakfast-table, full of warm-and ul/l
mise of Silas Foster's 'l»z'uu rht before my mind. lh\, ver-
rible phanfasm of her death was thrown by it into the re-
motest and dimmest back-ground, where it seemed to grow
as imprabable as'a myth

% Yes, Silas /it may be as youw say,” cried I.

The drift o1 the stream had sazain borne us a 1.‘
the stump, when I felt,—yes felt, for it was as if
hook had smote my breast,—felt Hollingsworth's
gome object at the bLottom of the river! He starte iun
and almost oversef the boat.

“Hold on !” cried Fosters ‘“you haveher!”

Putting a fury of strength into the effort, Hollingsworth
heaved amain, and up eame a white swash to the surface of
the river. It was the flow of a woman’s garments. A lit-
tle higher, mul we) saw her dark hairjstreaming down the
r-wnent iver of D¢ thou hadst yielded up thy
Ve

ilas, “I half thoughtif
nd as oursely eb,—surch-

i 24 41 Wi
tihe current cl
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ghore, we all three stepped into the water, bore her out, and
Iaid her on the ground beneath a tree.

“Poor child!” said Foster,—and his dry old heart, I
verily believe, vouchsafed a tear,—* I'm sorry for her[*

Were I to describe the perfect horror of the spectacle,
the reader might justly reckon it to me fora sin and shame,
For more than twelve long years I have borne it in my
memory, and could now reproduce it as freshly as if it
were still before my eyes. Of all modes of death, mefthinks
it is the ungliest. Her wet garments swathed lunbb of ter-
rible infles xluhty She was the marble image of a death-
agony. Her arms had grown rigid in the act of strug-
a;hntr and were bent bnfne her with clenched hands; her
hneea, too, were bent, and—thank God for it]—in thc atfi-
tude of prayer. Ah, that rigidity! It is impossible to
bear the terror of Lt: It .,cunul —1I must needs impart so
much of my own miserable idea,—it seemed as if her body

must keep the same position i the coffin, and that her
skeleton would keep it in the grave; and that when Zeno-
bia rose at the day of judgment, it would be in just the
same aftitude as now !

One hope I hadj and that, too, was mingled half, with
fear. She Eknelt, as if in prayer. With the last, choking
consciousness, her soul, bubbling out through hcr lips, i
may be, had given itself up to the Father, reconciled and
penitent. Buf her arms! They were bent before her, as
if she struggled against Providence in nev er-umhnrr hUStll-
ity. Her hands! They were clenched in immiticable de-
fiance. A way with the hideous tl~(>11rr}1t! The flitting mo- [
ment after Zenobia sank into the dark pool—when her
breath was gone, and her soul ag hul‘ lips—ivas as long, in
its capacify of God’s infinite forgiveness, as the lifetime of
the world !

Foster bent over the body, and carefully examined it.

“ You have wounded the poor thing’s breast,” said he to
Hoxlmvs“m th; *“ close by her heart, too!”

“ Hal” eried Hollingsworth, with a start.

And so ke had, indeed, both before and after death!

“See!” said Foster. “That’s the place where the iron
struck her. It looks eruelly, but she never felt it!?

He endeavored to arra tl;:d arms of the corpse
(‘wcmtly lr,' iti :idp I'x'7< itmost str zn-h h(rvever
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next instant, they bade him defiance, exactly ms befors,
He made another effort, with the same result,

“In God's name, Silag Foster,” cried I, with bitter in
dignation, “let that dead woman alone|?

“ Why, man, it’s not decent ] "’ answered he, staring at me

in amazement. “ I can't bear to see her looking so ! Well, |

well,” added he, after a third effort, “ ’tis of no use, sure
enough; and we must leave the women to do their best
with her, after we get to the house. The sooner that's
done, the better.”

We took two rails from a neighboring fence, and formed
8 bier by laying across some boards from the bottom of the
boat. And'thus we-bore Zenobia homeward. Six hours
before, how beautiful] At midnight, what a horror! A
reflection ‘occurs to me that il show ludicrously, I doubt
not, on my page, but must come in, for its sterling truth.
Being the woman that she was, could Zenobia have fore-
seen all these ugly circumstances of death,—how ill it
would become her, the altogether unseemly aspeet which
she must put on, and especially old Silag Foster's efforts to
improve the matter —she wonld no-more have committed
the dreadful act than have exhibited herself to a public
assembly in g badly-fitting garment | Zenobis, I have often
thonght; was not quite simple in her death. She had seen
pictures, I suppose, of drowned persons in lithe and grace-
ful attitudes. And she deemed'it well and decorous to die
48 8o many village maidens have, wronged in their first
love, and seeking peace in the bosom of the old, familiar
gtream.—so familiar that they could not dread it—where,
in childhood, they used to bathe their little féet, wading
mid-leg deep, unmindful of wet gkirts. But in Zenobia's
case there was some tint of the Areadian affectation that
had been visible enough in all our lives, for a few months
past.

This, however, to my conception, takes nothing from the
tragedy. For,has not the world come to an awfully sophis-
ticated pass, when, after a certain degree of acquaintance
with if, we cannot even put ourselves to death in whole-
bearted simplicity ?

Slowly, slowly, witl many a dreary pause —resting the
bier often on some rock, or balancing it across a mossy log,
to take fresh hold,—we bore our burden onward through
the moonlight, and at last laid Zenobia on the floor of the
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oid farm-house. By and by came three or four mfh:i:

woraen, and stood whispering around the corpse, ,)t‘tl’l-;?l(:\

hrotgh: i acles, holding uv their skinny hands,

it through their spectacles, holding vp ln.(H: S o St
shaking their night-capped bLeads, and taking couns

one another’s experience what was to be done.
With those tire-women we left Zenobia |

XXVIIL
BLITHEDALE PASTURE

wr in its progre d mever found
BLrTHEDALE, thus far in its progress, hati_ .1“95 'xe s
the necessity of a burisl-grourd. There was Bome f”,'
sultation among us in what spot. Zenobia nm_z‘l;t‘num WLI:.L
be laid. It was oy own wish that she should sleep at l‘.‘ J
f Eliot’s pulpit, and that on the rugged front of the
base of Lliot's pul it, iigle roggec frapt ol 12
rock the name by which we familiarly knew her—72 ] QL
and not another word, should be decply cut, and U“I‘w:
the T ichens il uj heir 1 cisure, Bu
the moss and lichens to fill up at their long leis e
ingswort 0 Whose ides tlis point great deference
Hollingsworth (to whose ideas on this | Erostdeln s
was due) made it his request that Lier grave might n,l( ug
) J i il in the wile pasture, where,
on the gently sloping Lill-side; in the wide ]].:‘ B
as we once supposed, Zenobia and lie Lad planned to bu
their cottage. And thus it was done, accordingly. ‘ S,
She_was buried very much as other people h_m\»‘x cen for
s of years gone by. In anticipation of a death, we
hundreds of years gone by. 1§ AR R s
Blithedale cclonists Lad sometanes set our fancies vorls
to arrange a funercal ceremony, wlich should be the prop 11
symbolic expression of eur spiritual faith and ¢ terna
hopes ; and this we 1neant to substitute for those cnsmm:;.)
rites which were moulded orizinally out “of the l(.._l‘

) . vy ' AT, L o A
gloom, and by long use, like an oid velvet pml: e so
much more than their first death-smell in them. Bub'w l,('lf
the occasion came, we found it the simplest and txll}l-sv
; A Sth fhe old s 3
thing, after all, to content ourselves with the old fa: liton,
MHE:’ away what we could, bat interpolating no noy \;;t.m.
RIS TV < oins .o ) T Sl fieer
and particularly avoeiding all frippery of t.m\:h:‘..«l ‘( lee
ful emblems. The procession moved from the farm-house,

' : ralkked an old nan in deep mourning, liis
Nearest the dead walked an old 1na ¢ o 2 1
face mostly concealed in a white handkerchief, anc with
Priscills leaning on his arm. Hollingsworth and myself
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came next. We all stood around the narrow niche in the
cold earth; all saw the coflin lowered in; all heard the rat-
tle of the crumbly soil upon its lid.—that final sound,
which mortality awakens on tlie utmost verge of sense, as
if in the vain liope of bringing an echo from the spiritual
world.

I'noticed a stranger,—a stranger to most of those present,
thoungh known to me,—who, after the coffin had descended,
tiok ..1: a handful of earth, and flung it first into the grav e.
I'had given up Hollingsworth's ana,:md now found myself
pear thisinan

*1t wos an idle thing—a foolish thing—for Zenobia o
do,” eaitl he. *“She was the last woman in the world to
woom doath could have been necessary. 1t wastoo absurd!
I have no pat ience with her.”

“ Why so?” I inquired, smothering my horror at his
cold comment in my eazcr curiosity to discover some tangi-
ble truth as to his rciation with Zenobia. *If any crisis
could justify the sad wrong slie oifered to herself, it was
surely that in which she stood.  Everything had failed
her ;—prosperity in the world's sense, for her opulence was
gone,—the heart’s prosperity, in love. And there was a

seeret burthen on her, the nature of which is best known
te yous. Young aseslie was, she had tried life fully, had no

more to hope, and something, perhaps, to fear. Had Provi-
dence ‘taken her away in its own holy hand, I should have
thought it the kindest dispensation thas could be ayarded
10 one so wreeked.

* You mistake the matter completely,” rejoined West-
ervnlt

“ What, then, is your own view of it ?” I asked.

“ITer mind ‘was active, and various in its powers,” said
he. * Her beart bad a manifold adaptation ;. her constitntion
an infinite buoyancy, which (bad she possessed only a little
qucnce to await the reflux ot her troubles) would have
borne her upward, triumphantly, for twenty years to come.
Her beauty would mot have waned—or 'scarcely so, and
surey not beyond the reach of art to restore it—in all that
time. She bad life’s summer all before her, and a hundred
varieties of Lrilliant success. What an actress Zenobia
mwight bave been! It was one of her least valuable capabili-
ties. How foreibly she micht have wrought upon the
world, either directly in her own person, or b) her influenca
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upon some man, or a series of men, of controlling genius!
Every prize that could be worth a woman ‘].“Y.‘.'I!lf_’—'-:llld
many prizes which other women are too tim id to desire—
lay within /mmbzu s reach.” :

“1In all this,” I observed, *there would have been noth.
m«‘r to satisfy her heart.”

Her heart!” answered Westervelt, contemptuously.
£k ’l, at troublesome organ (as she had ‘Jm erto fornd it)
would have been kept in its due place and degree, and have
had all the gratification it could fairly claim. She ‘.t\'u].\l
soon have L':i*‘i:tbll:h@d a control over it. Lu e had lm‘mi
her, you say! Had it never failed her before? Yet she
survived it, and loved agai in,—possibly not once alone, nor
twice either. And now to deown herself for yonder dreamy
philmt'n‘npist]” ‘

* Who are you,” I exclaimed, indigna itly, “that dare to
speak thus «»t ‘the dead? You seem to intend aeulogy, yeb
leave out whatever was noblest in ber, and blacken while
you mean to praise. 1 have long considered you as Zeno-
bia’s evil fate. Your sentiments eonfirm me in the ideas
but leave me still iznorant as to the mode in which you
bave influenced her life. The connection may have bee
indissolulile, except Ly death. Then, indeed l—a Iways |
the hope of God’s infinite merey,—1I ¢ anuot deem 1t & mise
fortune that she sleeps in yonder grave!l™

%No matter what I was to ber,? he answered, gloomily,
yet without actual emotion. *She is now bqu.u‘l my
reach. Had she lived, and hearkened to my counsels, we

might hayve served each other well ]..At there Zen
lles in yonder pit, with the dull earth over her. Twenty
years of a brilliant lifetime thrown away for a mere Womarn's
whimn |

Heaven deal with Westervelt accor ding to his nature 2nd
deserts | —that is to say, annililate him, e was altogether
earthy, worldly, made 1’ur time and its g (
incapable—except Ly a sort of dim reflection caught from
other mindg—of so'much ‘as one spiritual idea.  Whatever
stain Zenobia hatl was eaught from him; nor does it seldon
happen that a character .,.';‘ wdmirable qualities
better life Lecause t tmosphere that should sus
is rendered ]l()l\ull s ?w such breath as this man mingled
with Zenobia's. Yet his reflections possessed their share
of truth. It was a woful thoug oman of Zends
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bia’s diversified capacity should have fancied herself irres
trievably defeated on the broad battiefield of life; and with
no refuge, save to fall on her own sword, merely because
Love had gone against Ler. It is nonsense, and a miserable
wrong,—the resuit, like so many others, of masculine €ro-
tism,—that the success or failure of woman's existence
should be-made to depend wholly on the affections, and on
one species of affectiony while man Las such & multitude of
otiter chances, that this seems. but an inadent. For its
own sake, if it wiil do no niore, the world should throw
opezr ail its avenues to the passport of a woman's Lleeding
heart.

As we stood around the grave, I looked often toward
Pri~-illa, dreading to see her wholly overcome with grief.
And deeply grieved, in/truth, she was, - But a character so
simply constituted as hers has room only for a single pre-
dominant allection, ~No other feeling can touch the heart’s
inmost core, no do it any deadly mischief. Thus, while we
gce that snch a being responds to every breeze with tremu
lous vibration, and imagine that shemust be shattered Ly

o

the first rude Llast, we find her retaining her equilibrinm
amid shocks that might have overthrown many a sturdier
frame. So.with Priscilla ;=her one pessille misfortune
was Hollingsworth’s unkindness ;- and that was destined
never to beiall Ler—never yet, at least—for Priscilla Las
not died.

But Iollingsworth] | After all tne evil that he did, are
we to leave Lim thus; Dlest with the entire devction of
this one true heart, and with wealth at Lis disposal, to ex-
ecute the long-contemplated project that bad led Lim g6 far
astray? What retrilution is there Lere? My mind being
vexed with precisely this query, I.made a journey, scme
years since, for the sole purpose of catching'a last glimpse
at Iollingsworth; and judging for myself whether he were
a bappy man or no. T learncd that he inhabited a small
cottage, that Lis way of life was exceedingly vetired, and
that my only chance of enconntering Lim or Priscilla wasto
et them in a secluded lane, where, in the latter part of
he afternoon, they were accustomed to walk, did meet
them, accordingly Asthey approached me, I observed in
Hollingeworth’s face a depressed and melancholy look, that
seemed habitual ;—the powerfally-built man showed a selfs
distrustful weakness, and & childlike or childish tendency

= %o wtdn of 4 -
to press close, and closer Jtill; vo the side of toe glender

3 : Y il llals anne
woman whose arm was within his, In Priscilla § manner
f

there was a protective and watehful quality, as -i. she felt
herself” the guardian of lier companion; but, likewise, a
deep, submissive, unguustioning reverence, and alsva veiled
bhappiness in her fair and guiet countenance. L

Drawing nearver, Priscilla recognized ine, and gax e me a
kind and friendly smile, but with a slight gesture, wmchll
could not help interpreting as an _entreaty nos to ake
mysell’ known to Hollinusworth. 1\s:\'('!“\‘hu":‘ss‘. an impulse
took possession of me, and Cullll)t’“f‘(l me to :’vhu'cgs Imn’.

“ 1 have come, Hollingsworth,” said 1,* to view your
grand edifice for the reformation of eriminals. Is it finished
)‘ct?.’ *fhant ralc ,-]-1'~ N

* No, nor begun,” answered he, withont raising Jis eyes.
# A very small one answers all my purposes.

‘}’1‘1(5(:?.113 threw me an upbraiding glance. B_nL_I spoke
again, with a bitter and reyengeful emotion, as if flinging a
pl)isuned arrow at Hollingsworth's heart. B

“ Up to this moment,” I inquired, * Llow many criminais

ave you reformed? ”
hd‘\' (;\'.\oi”oll:;e.’l’ said ITollinesworth, with his eyes still fixed
on the ground. * Ever since we parted, I have been busy
with a single murderer.” .

'hen the tears gushed into my eyes, and T forgave him §
for I remembered the will energy, thi passionate >l:‘:'1_»k.v.'nb
which Zenobia had spoken those words—* Tell him he has
murdered me! Tell him that PIl Tiaunt him!”—and I
knew what murderer he meant, and whose vindictive
shadow dogged the side where Priscilla was not.

The moral which presents itsell to my reflections, as
diawn from Hollingswortl'’s character :111'.1}::"".,‘»1‘.:. 18 simply
this,—that, admitting, what is called philanthropy, w hen
adopted as a profession, to be often useful :f_x'.;LsAwu:yl:;_rptxc
impulse f~ society at large, it is perilous to tu|u indiy '.l;(u:\l
whose ruling passion, in one exciusive channel, 1t thus be-
comes. ) is fearfully apt to ruin, the lieart, the
rich juices of which God never meant s‘._-.rmlll be pressed
violeatly out, and distilled into ﬂ‘.:’ilt‘m(, I‘ulllu:'_.‘)v an un-
natural process, but ..f[:')‘l'l:y:"UI.":.I-“F life s“‘n{ut. h?.:'mt«i. :n?(}
gently beneficent, and insensibly influenc other er.ma“ and
other lives to the same blessed end. I see in I‘iu“ll)g’&
worth an exemplification of the mostawful truth in Bunyan's
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book of such ;—from the very gate of heaven there is & bye
way to the pit!

But, all this while, swe have been standing by Zenobia’s
grave. I have never since belield it, but make no question
that the grass grew all the better, on that little paralielo-
gram of pasture-land; for the decay of the beautiful woman
who slept: beneath. ' How much Nature seems to love us]
And _bow readily, nevertlieless. without a sigh or a com-
plaint, she converts us to & meaneripurpose, when her high-
est one—that of conscious intellectual life and sensibility—
has bYeen' untimely balked! While Zenobia lived, Nature
was proud of her, and directed all eyes upon that radiant
presence, as her fairest handiwork. Zenobia perished. Will
not: Nature shed'a tear?’ Ah, nol—she adopts the calamity
at once into her system, cnd is just as well pleased, for
aught we can see, with the tuft of ranker vegetation that
grew ouf of Zenobia's heart, as with all the beauty which
bas bequeathed us no earthly representative except in this
crop of weeds. It is because the spirit is inestimable that
the lifeless body is so little valued.

CHAPTER XXIX,
MILES COVERDALE'S CONFESSION.

IT remaing only to say & few words about myself. Mot
improbably, the reader might be willing to spare me thé
trouble; for I have made but a poor and dim figure in my
own narrative, establishing no separate interest, and sufs
fering ‘my colorless life to take its hue from other lives,
But one still retains some little consideration for one's self;
go 1 keep these last two or three pages for my individual
and sole behoof.

But what, after all. have I fo tell? Nothing, nothing,
nothing | I left Blithedale within the week after Zenobia’s
deatli, and went back thither no more. The whole soil of
our fuirm, for a long time atterward, seemed but the sodded
earth over her grave. I could not toil there, nor live upon
its preducts. Often, however, in these vears that are dark-
ening around me, I remember cur beautiful scheme of 8
poble and unseltish Life ; and how fuir, in that first summes.
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sppeared the prospect that it might endunre for generations,
and be perfected, as the ages rolled away, info the system
of a people and a worldl Were my former associates new
there,—were there only three or four of those true-hearted
men still laboring in the sun,—I sometimes fancy that i
should direct my world-weary footsteps thitherward, and
entreat them to receive me, for old friendship’s sake. Mcre
and more I feel that we had struck upon what ought to se
& truth. Posterity may dig it up, and profit by 1. The
experiment, so far as its original projectors were concerned,
proved, long ago, a failure; first lapsing into Fouriersm,
and dying, as it well deserved, for this infidelity to its own
higher spirit. Where once we toiled with our whoie hope
ful hearts, the town-paupers, aged, nerveless, and discon
solate, creep sluggishly a-field. Alas. what feith is reqai
site to bear up against such results of generous effort |

My subsequent life has passed,—1 was going to say bap-
pily —but, at all events, tolerably enough. I am now aé
middle age—well, well, a step or two beyond the midmost
point, and I care not a fig who knows it |—a bachelor, with
no very decided purpose of ever being otherwise.
been twice to Europe, and spent & year or two rather ag
ably at each visit, Being well to do in the world,
having nobody but myself to care for, I live very m:
my ease, and fare sumptuously every day. As for poetn
1 bave given it up, notwithstanding that Doctor Griswold
—as the reader, of course, knows—has placed me at a fais
elevation among our minor minstrelsy, on the strength of
my pretty little volume, published ten years ago. Asres
gards human progress (in spite of my irrepressible yearns
ings over the Blithedale reminiscences), let them believe
it who ean, and aid 1n it who choose, . If I could earnestly
do either, it might be &ll the better for my comfort. As
Hollingsworth cnce told me, 1 lack a purpose.  How
strange! He was ruined, morally, by an overplus of the
very same ingredient, the want of which, I ocecasionally sus.
pect, bas rendered my own life all an emptiness. 1 by no
means wish to die. ~ Yet, were there any cause, in thi
whole chaos of human struegle. worth a sane man’s dyi
for, and which my deain wowia benefit, then—provide
however, the effort did not involve an unreasonable smot
of trouble—methinks I might be bold to offer up my life.
If Kossuth, for example, would pitch the battle-field of

r——
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Hungarian rights within an easy ride of my abode, and
shoose s mild, sunny morning, after bhreakfast, for the con-
flict, Miles Coverdale would gladly be his man, for oue
brave rush upon the levelled bayonets. Further than thaty
1 shounld be loth to pledge myself.

T éxaggerate my own defects. The reader must not take
my  own word for it, nor believe me altogether changed
from the young man who once hoped strenuously; and
gtruggled not s0O much amiss. - Prostier heads than mine
have gained honor in the worlds frostier hearts have i~
hibed mew warmth, and been newly bappy. Life, however,
it 1ust be owned, has come to rather an idle pass with me.
Would my friends like to know what brought it thither?
'here is one seeret,—1 have concealed it all along, and neyer
meant’ to det the east isper of /it escape,—one foolish
Ettle secret, which possibly may Lave hai something to do
with these inactive years of merldian manlicod, with my
bachelorship, with tlie unsatisfied retrospect that I fling
back on life, and my listless glance toward the future.
8hall-1 reveal it? It/is an absun/thing for a man in his
afternoon,—sa man-of the world, moreover, with these three
white hairs in-his brown mustache, and that deepening track
of a crowsfoot on each temple,—an absurd thing ever to
have happened, and quite the absurdest for an old bachelor,
like me, to falk about. But it rises in my throat; so let it
gome

] perceive, moreover, that the confession, hrief as it shall
be. will throw a glemm of light over my behavior through-
out the foregomng incidents, and is, indeed, esscirial to the
full understanding jof my story. The. readev, therefore,
since 1 have disciosed so much, is entitled to this one word
inore. As 1 write it, he will charitably suppose o %0 blush,
and Lern away my face i—

\—J myseif—was 1 Jove—with~—PrisciLLa







