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sensible that, as regarded socie y at large, we stood in g
position of new hostility, rather than new brotherhood.
Nor could this fail to be the case, in some degree, until the
bigger and better half of society should range itself on our
side. Constituting so pitiful a minerity 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 hy the entrance of Zenobia. She came
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 languid (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 hounteous nature of this beautiful woman
to scatter fresh flowers from her hand, and to revive faded
ones by her tounch. Nevertheless, it was a singular but
irresistible effect; the presence of Zenobia caused our
Leroic enterprise to show like an illusion, a masquerade, a
pastoral, a counterfeit Arcadia, in which we £rown-up men
and women were making a play-day of the years that were
given us to livein. T tried to analyze this impression, but
not with much success.

“It really vexes me,” observed Zenobia, as we left the
room, “ that Mr. Hollingsworth should be such a laggard.
I should not have thought him at all the sort of person to
be turned back by a puff’ of contrary wind, or a few snow-
flakes drifting into his face.”

* Do you know Hollingsworth personally ?” T inquired,

“No; only as an auditor auditress, I mean—of some of
his lectures,” said she. “ What a voice he has! and what a
man heis| Yet not so much an intellectual man, I should
8ay,as a great heart; at least, he moved me more deeply
than I think myself capable of being moved, except by the
stroke of a true, strong heart against my own. It is a sad
pity that he should have devoted his glorious powers to
such a grimy, unbeantiful and positively hopeless object as
this reformation of criminals, about which he makes him-
self and his wretchedly small audiences so very miserable.

o < 3

o tell you a secret, I never could tolerate a philanthropist
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pefore. Could you?”

7 1s,” I answered ; ¢ neither can T now.” :
:: g%el;o z;e; s qfndced, an odiously (?ils?»grelz\c—.i&;bl% chie_l{; g{;f
tals,” continued Zenobia. ‘I should hhev ; Hottnge |
St deal better, if the philanthropy had bee h /
= itgleiillbeve;ts as a mere matter of taste, I wish he
0111;.l l"- £ fclhe bnd‘pc!ople alone, and try to benefit thoseiﬂvbt;
e ;evalre-ldv past his help. Do you suppose he W :
e not té “w})})l{d his life, or even a few m_ogths of i@,}{amo uﬁ
igﬁ-ezgﬂv 1:irtu6us and comfortable individuals, like o
e i i £ ¢ wish fo
. Ypaninty monh £ o lt;’” E‘sc?égll{; comlnfliz at least,
keep him with us, we musu S}.StL.‘IH&_,- ' e e
-ime apiece | Mere peccadilloes will n Uty Tt
On%frllggi;?nrned. sidelong, a strange l«ilu;l‘zf rf:e% r?fcwe Egd
‘ Ic 1 what 1 nt, .
e Eegfii-llinioilger?? ﬁi ?ngordancc with the rustic

.

entered ti

ife ; - was spread.
simplicity of our new life, the supper: table p

CHAPTER IV.
THE SUPPER-TABLE.
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market, is as ni
California gold.

But it was fortunate for us, on that wintry eve of our
untried life, to enjoy the warm and radiant luxury of g
Bomewhat t0o abundant fire, If it served no other purpose,
it made the men look o full of youth, warm blood, and
hope, and the women—sych of them, at least, as were any-
Wise convertible by its magic—so very beautiful, that I
would cheerfully have spent ‘my last dollar to prolong the
blaze. As for Zenobia, there was g glow in her cheeks
that made me think of Pandora, fresh from Vulean’s work-
shop, and full of the celesti

ial warmth by dint of which he
had tempered and moulded her.

“ Take your blaces, my dear friends all,” cried she ; “ geat
yourselves without ceremony, and you shall be made hap- ,
with such tea as not many of the world’s working-peogfe,
except yourselves, will find in their cups to-night. After
this one supper, you may drink butter-milk, if you please.
To-night we will quaff this nectar, which, I assure you,
could not be bought with gold.”

We all sat down,—orisly Silag Foster, his rotund help-
mate, and the two bouncing hnndmaidens, included —and
looked at one another in a iendly but rather awkward
way. It was the first Practical trial of our theories of
equal brotherhood and sisterhood ; and we people of super-
ior cultivation and refinement (for as such, I presume, we
unhesitatingly reckoned ourselves) f

elf ag if something were
already accomplished toward the millennium of love. The
truth is, however; th

at the laboring-oar was with our un-
polished companions; it being far easier to condescend
than to accept of condescension. Neither did I refrain
from questioning, in secret, whether some of us—and
Zenobia among the rest—would so quietly have taken our
Places among these good people, save for the cherighed con.
sciousness that it was not by necessity, but choice. Though
Wwe saw fit to drink our fes out of earthen cups to-night,
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 regaining our former
position, contributed much, I fear, to the equanimity with
which we subsequently bore many of the hardships and
humiliations of a life of toil, If ever T have deserved
(which has not often been the case, and, I think, nevar),

ggardly of each stick as if it were a bar of
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but if ever I did deserve to be soundly cuffed by a fellow:
mortal, for secretly putting weight upon some 11::1‘?‘2?;_111:?
social advantage, it must hELV('% been while I was str nilfb ac:
prove myself ostentatiously_ his equal, and r}10 m‘oz:_e. . ’dw §
while I sat beside him on his cobbler’s beneh, Ioicunhu, my
hoe against his own in the corn-field, or broke the Sam?
crust of bread, my earth-grimed hand to his, at_our n};u:wtrlx1
tide lunch. The poor, proud man should look at bo

i mpathy like this. o

md.f?];) fssi{enge w}hich followed upon our mttmg do}wnkfa
table grew-rather oppressive ; indeed, it was hr.u‘dly;‘ .Jioag;
by a word, during the first round of Zenobia's fragr.
tez:,:I hope,? said I, at last,_“‘t-h‘at our bkizi_ng wmc}ow:s
will be visible a great way off. There is nothing so pleas-
ant and encouraging to a solitary traveler, on a S%‘)flmqy
night, as a flood of fire-licht seen amid t!lel gk})lm?-t-- fehﬁ
ru:&dy window-panes cannot fail to cheer thc1 leﬂ_trito ':*:h
that look at them. Are they 1ot warm ang ,!}“1;_'9”“'1
the beacon-fire which we have kindled for huljﬂﬂ.ﬂl'(‘}l.

“ The blaze of that brush-wood will only last a minute OE
two longer,” observed Silas Foster; but whether h‘e mga_nef
to insinuate that our moral illumination would have asbri

nnot say. ;
. t‘?lgféalntciame,” sai)d gienobia, “ it may serve to guide some
78y shelter.
wa.:tfl?:;? rjflzta as she said this, there eame a knock at the
ho‘L‘“?I?-hde?%ris one of the world’s wayfarers,"” S:‘lild I i
“ Ay, ay, just so!” quoth Silas Foster. Ou.!r firelig
will draw stragglers, just as a candle draws dor bugs, on a
r night.”
m%‘ﬁsﬁgthex:” to enjoy a dramatic suspense, or that Tﬁfenwer{e;
selfishly contrasting our own comfort with E\hc lc‘f ha?i
dreary situation of the unknown person at tu? t i'l{,S oﬂc,
or that some of us city-folk felt a htttlc startlec ]at ](i
t knock which came so nnsc-asgnahl{v, through mﬁg.it m}f
“storm, to the door of the lonely mrm‘uuzise.—_so it iu:pvpen:.\::
that nobody, for an instant or two, arose 1:.?_ answ eth;m‘
summons. Pretty soon, there came another _nm_)_cit:. ;Jll;.
first had been moderately loud ; the SFJ-I(.:OL“(]J_“_-’_”'Q_T:}.FI_LL_EJHL c;g
forcibly that the knuckles of the applicant must have le
their mark in the door-panecl
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« He knocks as if he had a right to come in,” said Zene
obia, laughing. “ And what are we thinking of? It must
be Mr. Hollingsworth! "

Hereupon, I went to the door, unhbolted, 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

ist.

“ Sluggish hospitality this ! ” said he, in those deep tones
of his, which seemed to come out of a chest as capacious as
a barrel. “It would have served you right if I had lajn

} 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 a warmer and softer bed.”

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

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

“Who? Really, Idon’tknow,” answered Hollingsworth,
fooking at me with some surprise. It is a young person
who belongs here, however ; and, no doubt, she has been ex-
pected. Zenobia, or some of the women-folks can tell you
gll about it.”

“ 1 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 fall-
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, buf

with only a slight wave; her face was of a wan, almost
siekly hue, betokening habitual 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 firelighted 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 wins
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. Rec-
ollecting Hollingsworth’s sphere of philanthropic action, I
deemed it possible that he might have brought one of his
guilty patients, to be wrought upon, and restored to spir-
itual health, by the pure influences which our mode of life
would create.

As yet, the girl had not stirred. She stood near the doer,
fixing a pair of large, brown, melancholy eyes upon Zenobia
—only upon Zenobia ! —she evidently saw nothing else m
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 about 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, clasped 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,—and I think he positively frowned at Zen-
obia. “The very heart will be frozen in her bosom, unless

o
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you women ean warm it, among you, with the warmth that
ought to be in your own!?”

Hollingsworth’s appearance was very striking at this
moment. He was then about thirty years old, but looked
several years older, with his great shaggy head, his heavy
brow, his dark complexion, his abundant beard, and the
rude strength with which his features seemed to have been
hammered out of iron, rather than chiselled or moulded from
any finer or softer material. His figure wasnot tall, but mas-
sive and brawny, and well befitting his original occupation,
which—as the reader probably knows—was that of a black-
smith. As for external polish, or mere courtesy of manner,
he never possessed more than a tolerably educated bear;
although, in his gentler moods, there was a tenderness in
his voice, eyes, mouth, in his gesture, and in every inde-
scribable manifestation, which few men could resist, and no
womsan. But he now looked stern and reproachful; and it
was with that inauspicious meaning in his glance that Hole
lingsworth first met Zenobis’s eyes, and began his influence
upon her life.

To my surprise, Zenobia—of whose haughty spirit I had
been told so many examples—absolutely changed color,and
secmed 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. Is she a protegée of yours? What can I do for
her 7 ”

“ Have you anything to ask of this lady ?” said Hol-
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-
ulously. “ Only that she will let me be always near her.”

« Well, indeed,” exclaimed Zenobia, recovering herself,
and langhing, * this is an adventure, and well worthy to be
the first incident in our life of love and free-heartedness!
But I accept it, for the present, without further question,—
only,” added she, “ it would be a convenience if we knew
your name.”

% Priscilla,” said the girl ; and it appeared to me that she
hesitated whether to add anything more, and decided in the
negative. * Pray do not ask me my other name,—at least,
not yet,—if you will be so kind to a forlorn creature.”

Priscilla |—Priscilla ! I repeitiq _the name to myself,

* |

l
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three or four times; and,in that little space, this quaint
and prim cognomen had so amalgamated itself with my
idea of the girl. that it seemed as if no other name could
have adhered to her for a moment. Heretofore, the poor
thing had not shed any tears; but now that she found her-
gelf received, and at least temporarily established, the big
drops began to ooze out from beneath her eyelids, as if she
were full of them. Perhaps it showed the iron substance
of my heart, that I could not help smiling at this odd scene
of unknown and unaccountable calamity into which our
cheerful party had been entrapped, without the liberty of

1, choosing whether to sympathize or no. Hollingsworth’s

behavior was certainly a great deal more creditable than
mine,

“ Let us not pry further info her secrets,” he said to
Zenobia and the rest of us, apart,—and his dark, shagey
face looked really beautiful with its expression of thought-
ful benevolence.  Let us conclude 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. Let us
warm her poor, shivering body with this good fire, and her
poor, shivering heart with our best kindness. Let us feed
her, and make her one of us. As we do by this friendless
girl, so shall we prosper. And,in good time, whatever is
desirable for us to know will be melted out of her, as inevi-
tably as those tears which we see now.”

“ At least,” remarked I, * you may tell ushowand where
you met with ber.”

“ An old man brought her to my lodgings,” answered
Hollingsworth, “ and begged me to convey her to Blithe-,
dale, where—so I understood him—she had friends; and
this is positively all I know about the matter.”

Grim Silas Foster, all this while, had been busy at the
supper-table, pouring out his own tes, and gulping it down
with no more sense of ite exquisitensss then if it were a de-
coction of vatnip; helping him to pieces of dipped fozst
on the flat of his knife-blade, 2nd dropping half of it on the
table-cloth ; using the same serviceable implement to cub
slice after slice of ham; perpetrating terrible enormities
with the butter-plate; and,in all other respects, behaving
less like a civilized Christian than the worst kind of an
egre. Being by this time fally gorged, he crowned his ami-

able exploits with & desughi from the water pitober, and




30 “THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE.

then favored us with his opinion about 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 a creature of this world.”

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

CHAPTER YV,
UNTIL BED-TIME.

SmAs FosTER, by the time we concluded our meal, had
gtripped off his coaf, and planted himself on a low chair by
the kitchen 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 beinz, 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 infervals, 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 tha
texture of a dream. And a very substantial stocking i%
geemed fo be. One of the two handmaidens hemmed a
towel, and the other appeared to be making a rufile, 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 Zenohia's protection. She sat beside her on a stool, book-
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 devoted admiration—it might almost
be termed worship, or idolgry~—of some young girl, who
perbps beirdltis the eynosute only st anawral distnts, cud
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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
langhs at such a passion. There occurred 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 afi
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
into the ballad.”

‘ She is neither more nor less,” answered Zenobia, * than,
a seamstress from the city; and she has probably no more
transcendental purpose than to do my miscellaneous sewe
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 escape
the obtuseness of masculine perceptions,”’ said Zenobia.
*There is no proof which you would be likely to appreecie
ate, except the needle-marks on the tip of her fore-finger.
Then, my supposition perfectly accounts for her paleness,
her nervousness, and her wretched fragility. Poor thingl
She has been stifled with the heat of a salamander-stove, i

1| aapoipited]
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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.”

-*“Look at her now!” whispered I.

Priscilla was gazing toward us, with an inexpressible sor.
row in her wan face, and great tears running down her
cheeks. It was difficult to resist the irapression that, cau-
tiously as we had 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 as 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 can con-
veniently dispose of;—and that, let me say, Mr. Covers
dale, is the most troublesome offence you can offer to s
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, with a pretty, caressing movement,
over the girl’s hair. The touch 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 one caress, bestowed voluntarily by Zenobia, was evie
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 discus-
sion, her tenure at Blithedale was thenceforth fixed. Wea
no more thought of guestioning it, than if Priscilla had
been reocognized 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
Ler, some little wooden instruments (what they are called,
I never knew), and proceeded to knit, or mnet, an article
which ultimately took the shape of a silk purse. As the
work went on, I remembered to have seen just such purses
before; indeed, I was the possessor of one. Their peculiar
excellence, besides the great delicacy and beauty of the
manufacture, lay in the almest impossibility that any une
initiated person should discover the aperture; although, to
a practiced touch, they would open as wide as charity or
prodigality 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 disgnieted by
the storm. When the strong vuffs of wind spattered tha
snow against the windows, and made the oaken frame of the
farm-house creak, she looked at us apprehensively, as if to
inquire whether these tempestuous outbreaks did not be-
token some unusual mischief in the shrieking blast. She
had been bred up, no doubt, in some close nook, some inau-
spiciously sheltered court of the city, where tho uttermost
rage of a 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
street. 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 ifs limitless extent.
Opce, while the blast was bellowing, 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 relucte
ant to obey the call. N2 _

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

8
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himself 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
ihe iu'fmqucnt sympathy which they met with from his
auditors,—a circumstance that seemed only to strengthen
the implicit confidence that he awarded to them. His
heart, I imagine, was never really interested in our social-
ist scheme, but was forever busy with his strange, and, as
most people thought it, impractieable plan, for the reforma-
tion of criminals through an appeal to their higher instincts.
Much as I liked Lolimgswozth it cost me many a groan
to tolerate him on this point. He ought to have com-
menced his investigation of the su}JJect by perpetrating
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 Indian name of the
premises, had it possessed the oil-and-honey flow which the
aborigines were so often happy in communicating fo their
local appellations; but it chanced to be a harsh, ill-con-
nected, and interminable word, which seemed to fill the
mouth with a mixture of very stiff clay and yery crumbly
pebbles. Zenobia suggested “Sunny Glimpse,” as expres-
sive of a vista into a better system of society. This we
turned over and over, for a while, acknowledging its pretti-
ness, but concluded it to be rather too fine and sentimental
a name (a fault inevitable by literary ladies,in such at-
tempts) for sun-burnt men to work under. I ventured to
whisper “ Utopia,” which, however, was unanimously
scouted down, and fhe plunos( r xm_y harshly maltreated,
as if he had intended a latent satire. Some were for call
ing our institution “ The Oasis,” in view of its being the
one green spot in the moral sand-waste of the world; but
others insisted on a proviso for reconsidering the matter at
a twelve-month’s end, when a final decision might be had,
whether to name it “The Oasis,” or Sahara. So, at last,
finding it i'nl‘»mctica"l-a to hammer out anything better, wé
resolved that the spot should still be Blithedale, as being

af good angury enough.

The evening wore 2n, and the outer solitude looked in
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wpon us through the windows, gloomy, wild and vague,
Hke another state of existence, close beside the little
sphere of warmth and light in which we were the prattlers
and bustlers of a moment. By and by, the door was
opened by Silas Foster, with a cotton handkerchief about
his head, and a tallow candle in his hand.

“Take my advice, brother farmers,” said he, with a
great, broad, bottomless yawn, “ and get to bed as s0on a8
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
ofher things fo do, before breakfast.”

Thus ended the first evening at Blithedale. I wen$
shivering to my fireless chamber, with the miserable con-
sciousness (which had been growing upon me for several
hours past) that I had caught a tremendous cold, and
should probably awaken, at the blast of the horn, a fit sub-
ject for a hospital. The night proved a feverish one. Dur-
ing the greater part of it, I was in that vilest of states
when a 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, combining constant transition with
intolerable sameness. Had I made a record of that night’s
half-waking dreams, it is my belief that it would have an-
ticipated several of the chief incidents of this narrative, in-
cluding a dim shadow of its catastrophe. Starting up in
bed, at length, I saw that the storm was past, and the
moon was shining on the showy landscape, which looked
like a lifeless copy of the world in marble.

From the bank of the distant river, which was shimmer-
img in the moonlight, came the black shadow of the only
eloud in heaven, driven swiftly by the wind, and passing
over meadow and hillock, vanis I'mrr amid tufts of leafless
trees, but redippearing on the hither side, until it swept
across our door-step.

How cold an Arcadia was this|

CHAPTER VL
COVERDALE’S SICK-CHAMBER.

Tae born sounded at daybreak, as Silas
wrrned us, harsh, uproarious, .-:e.\.ura




