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days 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, he-
hind the trunk of a tree, gazing earnestly toward a par.
ticular window of the farm-house ; and, by and by, Priseilla
appeared at this window, playfully drawing alOHLE’ZEHObfd-,
Who looked as bright as the vel 7 day that was blazing down
upon us, only not, by many degrees, so well advanced tc-
ward her noon. I was convinced that this pretty sight
must have been purposely arranged by Priscilla for the old
man to see. But either the girl held her too long, or her
fondness was resented as too great a freedom ; for Zenohia
suddenly put Priscilla decidedly away, and gave her a
haughty look, as from a mistress to a dependent. Old
Moodie shook his head ; and again and again I saw him
shgkte itﬂ as heIwithdreW along the road; End, at the last
point whence the farm-house was visible, k
shook his uplifted staff, g

CHAPTER XI.
THE WOOD-PATH,

Nor long after the preceding incident, in order to get the
ache of too constant labor out of my bones, and to relieve
my spirit of the irksomeness of a settled routine, I took g
holiday. It was my purpose to spend it, all alone frmﬁ
breakfast-time till twilight, in the deepest Wood-sccinxion -
that lay anywhere around us, Though fond of society. I |
was so constituted as to need these occasional re nt
even.'m a life like that of Blithedale, which was itself char-
acterized by a remoteness from the world, Unless re-
newed by a yet further withdrawal toward the innerkcircle
of selfcommunion, I lost the better part of my individual-
ity. My thoughts became of little worth, and my sensi.
bilities grew as arid as a tuft of moss (a thing whose life js
]I]:II the shade, the rain, or the noontide (lew):-'crumbiin;z’in
:ﬁ ; T}ﬁﬂ:in%?hafotfralo;rgé ‘ijz.}e‘itmi@.?f a shrmez_-. So, with

Y pleasure, and cantions not to

dissipate my mood by previous intercourse with any one, I

tircments,
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hurried away, and was soon pacing a wood-path, arched
over head with boughs, and dusky-brown beneath my feet.
At first, I walked very swiftly, as if the heavy flood-tide
lal life were roaring at my heels, and would outstrip
id overwhelm me, without all the better diligence in my
cape. But, threading the more distant windings of the
track, I abated my pace, and looked about me for some side-
ial t should admit me into the innermost sanctuary
of this green cathedral, just as, in human acquaintanceship,
a casual opening sometimes lets us, all of a sudden,into the
long ght intimacy of a mysterious heart. So much was

¥

j 1 absorbed in my reflections,—or, rather, in my mood, the

substance of which was as yet too shapeless to be called
thought,—that footsteps rustled on the leaves, and a figure
passed me by, almost without impressing either the sound
or sight upon my consciousness.

A moment afterward, I heard a voice at a little distance
behind me, speaking so sharply and impertinently that it
made a complete discord with my spiritual state, and caused
the latter to vanish as abruptly as when you thrust a finger
into a soap-bubble.

“ Halloo, friend!” ecried this most unseasonable voice.
¥ Stop a moment, I say ! I must have a word with you!”

I turned about, in & humor ludicrously irate. In the firat
place, the interruption, at any rate, was a grievous injury ;
then, the tone displeased me. And, finally, unless there be
real affection in his heart, a man eannot,—such is the bad
state to which the world has brought itself,—cannot more
effectually 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

is phrase bring out that latent hostility which is sure to

te peculiar sects, and those who, with however gener-
,have sequestered themselves from the crowd ;

which may be hidden in some dog-ken-

grumbling there in the darkness, but is

xtinct, until the dissenting party have geined

soope enough fo treat theworld generously. For

, L should have taken it as far less an insult to be

1 “fellow,” “clown,” or * bumpkin.” To eithe of
opellations my rustic garb (it was a linen blouse,
ked shirt and striped pagtaloons, a chip-hat on my

& rough biclosy-stick in my bandj very fairly
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entitled me. As the case stood, my temper darted at onee
to“thev opposite pole; not friend, but enemy !

“ What do you want with me?” said I, facing about.

. Come a little nearer, friend,” said the stranger, beckon-
ing.

“ No,” answered I. “ If.T can do anything for you, with.
out too much trouble to myself, say so. But recollect, if
You please, that you are not speaking to an acquaintance,
much less a friend!”

113 1 i ! | 1
Upon my word, I believe not!” retorted he, looking at -

me with some curiosity ; and, lifting his hat, he made me a
salute which had enough of sarcasm to be offensive, and

Jjust enough of doubtful courtesy to render any resentment
of it absurd. “ But I ask your pardon! I recognize a lit.
tle mistake. If I may take the libeity to 31.;}_\1?.55(5 1t, you
sir, are probably one of the ssthetic—or shall I rather. S{t};
ecstatic ' —laborers, who have planted themselves here-
abouts. This is your forest of Arden; and you are either
the banished Duke in person, or one of the chief nobles in
his train. The melancholy Jacques, perhaps? Be it so.
In that case, you can probably do me a favor.”

I never, in my life, felt less inclined to confer a favor on
any man.
“ I am busy,” said I.

.So unexpectedly had the stranger made me sensible of
his presence, that he had almost the eff
&I‘Hl certainly a less appropriate one (
dlm woodland solitude about us) than if t
antiquity, hirsute and cinctured with a leafy oirdle. had
started out of a thicket. He was still youne, seemingly a
little under thirty, of a tall and well-developed figure, and
as handsome a man as ever I beheld. ‘The style of his
beauty, however, though a masculine style, did not at all
commend itself to my taste. | y
know how to describe the peculi
it, a kind of rudeness, a hard,
of exni on, whie €

:t of an apparition;
{ng into view the
he salvage man of

3 count g ) |

e
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Best—because with an intuitive 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 2 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 2 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-ordered foppishness.

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

“I regret that my mode of addressing you was a little
unfortunate,” said the stranger, smiling; for he seemed a
very acute sort of person, and saw, in some degree, how I
stood affected toward him. “1I intended no offence, and
shall certainly comport myself with due ceremony hereafter.
I merely wish to make a few inquiries respecting a lady,
formerly of my acquaintance, who is now resident in your
Community, and, I believe, largely concerned in your social
enterprise. You call her, I think, Zenobia.”

“ That is her name in literature,” observed I; ¢ a name,
too, which possibly she may permit her 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.
$‘Perhaps I might put forward a claim,on your own grounds,
to call the lady by a name so appropriate to her splendid
qualities. 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, or a good deal less so, or break off our intercourse
altogether, I mentioned Zenobia’s real name.

“True,” said he; “and, in general society, I have nevcr
baeard her called otherwise. And, after all, our discussion




&0 THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE.

of the point has been gratuitous. My object 13 only to in.
quire when, where and how, this lady may most conveni-
ently be seen.” ; ;

“ At her present residence, of course,” I replied. “Yon
have but to go thither and ask for her. This very path
will lead you within sight of the house ; so I wish you
good-morning.”

% One moment, if you please,” said the stranger. % The
eourse you indicate would certainly be the proper one, in
an ordinary morning call. But my business is private,
personal, and somewhat peculiar. Now, in a community
like this, I should judge that any little occurrence is likely
to be discussed rather more minutely than would quite
sult my views. I refer solely to myself, vou understand
and without intimating that it would be other than a mat-
ter of entire indifference to the lady. In short, I especially
desire to see her in private. If her habits are such as I
have known them, she is probably often to be met with in
the woods, or by the river-side; and I think you could do
me the favor to point-out some favorite wallk where, abous
this Emur, I might be fortunate enough to gain an inter-
view.”.

I reflected that it would be quite a supererogatory piece
of Quixotism in me to undertake the guardianship of Zeno-
bia, who, for my pains, would only make me the butt of
endless ridicule, should the fact ever come to her knowl-
edge. I therefore described a spot which, as often as any
other, was Zenobia’s resort at this period of the day ; nor
was it so remote from the farm-Louse as to leave her in
much peril, whatever might be the strancer’s character.

** A single word more,” said he ; and his black eyes spark-
led at me, whether with fun or malice T knew not, b‘uf‘: cer-
tainly as if the devil were peeping out of them. “ Among
your fraternity, I understand, there is a certain holy and

benevolent blacksmith; a man of iron, in more senses than
one; a rough, cross-grained, well-meanine individual rather
boorish in his manners, as might be c;p-a(-tcd :m-;i by no
means of the highest intellectua] culti\'ation., He -‘iq a
philanthropiecal lecturer, with two or three disciples m;d a
scheme of his own, the Prelimingry step in which in’vol\'es
a large purchase of land, and the erection of a spacious
edifice, at an expense considerably bevond his means: inas-
much as these are to be reckoned in cépper or old iron’much
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more eonveniently than in gold or silver.  He hammers
away upon his one topie as lustily as ever he did upon a
horse-shoe! Do you know such a person?”

I shook my head, and was turning away.

“Qur friend,” he continued, “is described to me as a
brawny, shaggy, grim and ill-favored personage, not par-
ticularly well calculated, one would say, to insinuate him
self with the softer sex. Yet, so far has this honest fellow
succeeded with one lady whom we wot of, that he antici-
pates, from her abundant resources, the necessary funds for
realizing his plan in brick and mortar | ”

Here the stranger seemed to be so much amused with his
sketch of Hollingsworth’s character and purposes, that he
burst into a fit of merriment, of the same nature as the
brief, metallic laugh, already alluded to, but immensely
prolonged and enlarged. In the excess of his delight, he
opened his mlouth 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 a
sham. This discovery affected me very oddly. I felt as if
the whole man were a moral and physical humbug ; his wons
derful beauty of face, for augh’ I knew, might be removable
like a mask; and, tall and comely as his figure looked, he
was perhaps but a wizened little elf, gray r1d decrepit,
with nothing genuine about him, save the wicked expression
of his grin. The fantasy of his spectral character so
wrought upon me, together with the contagion of his
strange mirth on my sympathies, that I soon began to
laugh as loudly as himself.

By and by, he paused all at once; so suddenly, indeed,
that my own cachinnation lasted a moment longer.

“ Ah, excuse me!” said he. “ OQur interview seems to
proceed more merrily than it began.”

“ It ends here,” answered I. “ And I take shame to my-
gelf, that my folly has lost me ghe right of resenting your
ridicule of a friend.” !

* Pray allow me,” said the stranger, approaching a step
nearer, and laying his gloved hand on my sleeve. “ One
other favor T must ask of you. '€ 3 young person,
here at Blithedale, g ‘e heard,
haps, I know,—and in whom le I take a peculiar

interest. She is one of those d e rvous young creat-

ures, not uncommon in New England, and whom I sup-
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pose to have become what we find them by the gradual re-
ﬁnlng away of the }}h}s],(_a} S:)‘St-em among )'Di.ll' women.
Somg philosophers choose to glorify this habit of body by
terming it spiritual; but, in my opinion, it is rather the
e_ﬂ'ect of unwholesome food, bad air, lack of ouf-door exer-
cisg, and neglect of bathing, on the part of these damsels
and their female progenitors, all resulting in a kind of
hereditary dyspepsia. 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 by the name of Priscilla. Could you
po:::mljly afford me the means of speaking with her?”
. thitmll have m?c'}e S0 many inquiries of me,” I observed,
namaé = may at least trouble you with one. What is your

He offered me a card, with “ Professor Westervelt” en-
graved on it. At the same time, as if to vindicate his claim
%o the professional dignity, so o med on very ues
tionable grounds, he pntu on a pair of S]-ao—tacles Wiiigh ;
alte}'ed the character of his face that I l_:m'f'i.h: ’knpw hi?‘g
again. But I liked the present aspect no better than the
former one. | i

“I must decline any further connection wi q

L must _an nnection with your
affairs,” said I, drawing back. “ T have told vou where ¢
find Zfznobin. As for Priscilla, she has closer friends .thaﬁ
a}rﬁzgathwugh whom, if they see fit, you can gain access

“In that case,” returned the Professor, ceremoniousl
raising his hat, “ good-morning to you.” = !

> hizs d { i =

thfﬁ-iﬁ?{?ﬁ(}nb (:e})a.ru?: I‘ejl_{“‘n"l,,wﬂg soon out of sight among
_ g8 of the wood-path. But, after a little refl
tion, I could not help regretting that I had so )ér@fi‘-‘t ‘?lc_
broken off the interview, while the Et}mtrel}: see M?n'y
chned_ to continue it. His evident kno':'.‘i:df*e Lﬂofylrnn?:ttfn-
affecting my three friends might have led to ffi:c-‘o"u;es or
inferences,; that would p ‘e been :cl:\'il(:{?aljl 10%
was particularly struck that kever :incei.th
appearance of Prisecilla, it had been tl '["'.1.\'.‘1‘("10'\' c.;f .(: tB
to suggest and establ onnection \11 7 bu o
her. She had come, in the first instance as if v;?i i
purpose of claiming Ze 5 pI o h(;}:i Jl"'\;gsgi?a{z
visit, it appeared, was chiefly lu“»su-ﬁv;;; wh ther thi
i o mas: chisfly fo g tain whether this ob-
ject had been accomplished. And here, to-day, was the
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questionable Professor, linking one with the other in his in-
guiries, and seeking communication with both.

Meanwhile, my inclination for a ramble having been
balked, I lingered in the vicinity of the farm, with perhaps
a vague idea that some new event would grow out of
Westervelt’s proposed interview with Zenobia. My own
part in these tramsactions, was singularly subordinate. If
resembled that of the Chorus in a classic play, which seems
to be set aloof from the possibility of personal 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 sympathy is the only bond. Destiny,
it may be,—the most skilful of stage-managers,—seldom
chooses to arrange its scenes, and carry forward its drama,
without securing the presence of at least one calm observer. -
It is his office to give applause when due,and sometimes an
inevitable tear, to detect the final fitness of incident fo
character, and distill in his long-brooding thought the whole
morality of the performance.

Not to be out of the way, in case there were need of me
in my vocation, and, at the same time, to avoid thrusting
myself where neither destiny nor mortals might desire my
presence, I remained pretty near the verge of the wood-
lands. My position was off the track of Zenobia's custom-
ary walk, yet not so remote but that a recognized occa-
gion might speedily have brought me thither.

CHAPTER XIL
COOVERDALE'S HERMITAGE.

Loxe since, in this part of our circumjacent wood, T had

found out for myself a little hermitage. It was a kind of

eafv cave, hich upward into the air, among the midmost
# 1 E . ? s

rape-vine, of un-

25

ght hold of
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fancy had taken me to clamber up into this seemingly im-
pervious mass of foliage. The branches yielded me a pas.
gage, and closed again beneath, as if only a gquirrel or a
bird had passed  Far aloft, around the stem of the central
pine, behold a perfect nest for Robinson Crusoe or King
Charles! A hollow chamber of rare seclusion had been
formed by the decay of some of the pine branches, which
the vine had lovingly strangled with its embrace, burying
them from the light of day in an agrial sepulchre of its own
leaves. It cost me but little ingenuity to enlarge the in-
terior, and open loop-holes through the verdant walls. Had
it ever been my fortune to spend a honey-moon, I should
have thought seriously of inviting my bride up thither,
where our next neighbors would have been two orioles in
another part of the clump.

It was an admirable place to make verses, tuning the
thythm to the breezy symphony that so often stirred among
the vineleaves; or to meditate an essay for the Dial, in
which the many tongues of Nature whispered mysteries,
and seemed to ask only a.lctle stronger puff of wind to
speak out the solufion of its riddle., Being so pervious ta
air-currents, it was just the nook, too, for the enjoyment of
a cigar. This hermitage was my one exclusive possession
while I eounted myself a brother of the socialists. It
gymbolized my individuality, and aided me in keeping if
inviolate. None ever found me out in it, except, once, &
gquirrel. I brought thither no guest, because, after Holl-
ingsworth failed me, there was no longer the man alive with
whom I could think of sharing all. So there I used to sit,
owlike, yet not without liberal and hospitable thoughts. 1
counted the innumerable clusters of my vine, and fore
reckoned the abundance of my vintage. It gladdened me
to anticipate the surprise of the Community, when, like an
allegorieal figure of rich October, I should make my ap
pearamoe, wish shoulders bent beueash the busden of ripe
grapes, and some of the erushed omes evimsvning my brow
as with a blood-stain. :

Ascending into this natural turret, 1 peeped 1n turn oud
of several of its small windows. The pine-tree, being an-
cient, rose high above the rest of the wood, which was of
comparatively recent growth. Even where T sat, about
midway between the root and the topmost bough, my posi-

tion_wes lofty coough to seve wegn okservatons; uob for
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gtarry investigations, but for those sublunary matters in
which lay a lore as infinite as that of the planets. Through
one loop-hole I saw the river lapsing calmly onward, while
in the meadow, near its brink, a few of the brethren were
digging peat for our winter’s fuel. On the interior cart-
road of our farm, I discerned Hollingsworth, with a yoke
of oxen hitched to a drag of stones, that were to be piled
into a fence, on which we employed ourselves at the odd in-
tervals of other labor. The harsh tones of his voice, shout-
ing to the sluggish steers, made me gensible, even at such 3
distance, that he was ill at ease, and that the balked phil-
anthropist had the battle-spirit in his heart.

“ Haw, Buck!?” quoth he. * Come along there, ye lazy
ones! What are ye about, now? Gee!l”

« Mankind, in Hollingsworth’s opinion,” thought I, * is
but anotber yoke of oxen, as stubborn, stupid, and slug-
gish, as our old Brown and Bright. He vituperates us
aloud, and curses us in his heart, and will begin to prick us
with the goad-stick, by and by. But are we his oxen?
And what right has he to be the driver? And why, when
there is enough else to do, should we waste our strength in
dragging home the ponderous load of his philanthropie ab-
surdities ? At my height above the earth, the whole maftter
looks ridiculous 1 ”

Turning toward the farm-house, I saw Priscilla (for,
though a great way off, the eye of faith assured me that i6
was she) sitting 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 a mes-
sage for Priscilla.

& Tell her,” said I, “ that her fragile thread of life has in-
extricably knotted itself with other and tougher threads,
and most likely it will be broken. Tell her that Zenobia
will not be long her friend. Say that Hollingsworth’s hear
is 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
ker realities,—poor little seamstress, as Zenobia rightly
called her |—but for the fancy-work with which I have idly
decked her out!”

The pleasant scent of the wood, evolved by the hot sun,




stole up to my nostrils, as if I had been an idol in its niche
Many trees mingled their fragrance into a thousand-fold
odor. Possibly there was a sensual influence in the broad
light of noon that lay beneath me. It may bhave been the

eause, in part, that I suddenly found myself possessed by a’

mood of disbelief in moral beauty or heroism, and a convie-
tion of the folly of attempting to benefit the world. Our
especial scheme of reform, which, from my observatory, I
conld take in with the bodily eye, looked so ridiculous that
it was impossible not to langh aloud.

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

While thus musing, I heard, with perfect distinctness,
somewhere in the wood beneath, the peculiar laugh which I
have described as one of the disagreeable characteristics of
Professor Westervelt. It bronght my thoughts back to
our recent interview. I recognized as chiefly due fo this
man’s influence the sceptical and sneering view which, just
now, had filled my mental vision, in regard to all life’s
befter purposes. And it was through his eyes, more than
my own, that I was looking at Hollingsworth, with his
glorious, if impracticable dream, and at the noble earthli-
ness of Zencbia’s character, and even at Priscilla, whose
impalpable grace lay so singularly between disease and
beauty. The essential charm of each had vanished. There
are gome spheres the contact with which inevitably degrades
the high, debases the pure, deforms the beautiful. It must
be a mind of uncommon strength, and little impressibility,
that can permit itself the habit of such intercourse, and
not be permanently deteriorated; and yet the Professor’s
tone represented that of worldly society at large, where a
cold scepticism smothers what it can of our spiritual 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 through the region of the
wood which lay in the vicinity of my tree. Soon I canght
glimpses of two figures—a woman and a man—Zenobia and
the stranger—earnestly talking together as they advanced.

Zenobia bad a rich, though varying color. It was, most
of the while, a flame, and anon a sudden paleness. Her
eyes glowed, so that their light sometimes flashed upward
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%o me, as when tne sun throws 2 cazile froft'n Somfdb;;%:.
object on the ground. Her gestures were l_r.ee,?z;.th bt
ingly impressive. The whole woman was & ;weﬂ:e has];; .
gionate intensity, which I now perceived t?- e 1ﬁd s
which her beauty c;ul*.'nm:i_t.ed. Any 1):15.31021" Tl)ie Sele i
become her well ; and passionate love, pe.lvh_apa, .ixed o]
all. This was not love, but anger, lnrgpl; llpterm St
georn. Yet the idea St?ﬂ}igeb‘; 10]1'033 ;;;e ihiggntwo'com-
re was a sort of familiarity between ! .
;hailions, necessarily the }'esu.lt of an 1gt1n?)3$:;§§fﬁ—ﬂ$
B ie&St ?—'_1;21' d:t}: agﬁgsrcriy’for all futurity.
lonoed itself into as intimate & hatred, 100 © :
};r;} lit)::s; passed among the trees, reckless as ]gc,ﬁ n‘lo;t;!t:l:;gi
was. she took good heed that even ‘rhe hen} (s) %zwgo e
should not brush against the stranger's person. B
whether there had always been a chasm, guarde g
jously, betwixt these two. . ‘
iougt} for Westervelt, he was not a whit m?lre Ealf)z% l:t{
Zenobia’s' passion than a salamander by t ler te;mes ks
native furnace. He would have been _zﬂ.)_soh.l_)tde Jt? ﬁ , Em{
gave for a look of slight pm:pic.\:n:y, tmct_uuu s :0 ;g %rmp‘
derision. It was a crisis In wl.r:ch his 1111;& !cfc '%&mm-
tions could not altogether llL.‘.]]l bim out. .(,thuC%n” e
prehend, and cared but ‘i}tt;lc for cox}lple.cg t;s:tisﬁed
Zenobia should put herself into such ;;l,_'fL‘l]Ileﬁ uq}n an
his mind that it was all folly, m}\‘\ only another 8 ap et
woman’s manifold absurdity, 1\']11-;.hfmen can 111:3:,1 eg uw&h
stand. How many a womans evil fate has yo te thgrworld
o man like this! Nature thrusts some of us in ch e
miserably incomplete on the emo‘r'.lona,l Eldﬁi’ wi 2 N{,
any sensibilities except what pertain to usds &-anézﬂauo'r ik
paési@n, save of the senses; 1O }m}}i t?n' ﬁlfmih? S
delicacy that results from this. Exter na }. : )y il
close resemblance to other men, and hav e_ﬂpir ﬁ{f; pwegir
the finest grace ; but when a wornan Wl'ecl_m erze e
a being, she ultimately finds that the _1'0:11 1\{;]}133 ooest e
her has no corresponding part n him. er eeepdead e
lacks a response; the deeper her cry, the Vlmorrt i
silence. 'The fault may be none of his; Eh‘ﬁ t_ﬁ?i{ﬂ%ﬂﬂg -
what never lived within his 5_4[':‘1;11. Bnt t;.mrv.{.( i o kf&]_u
her side, and the moral det vjoration attendant o

life, wi +rencth enough to keep it#
and shallow life, withou strength enough W P
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:;v;::, are among the most pitiable wrongs that mortals
Now, as I looked down from my upper region at this man
and Wwoman,—outwardly so fair a sight, and wandering like
two_ lovers_m the wood,—I imagined that Zenobia at an
earlier period of youth, might have fallen into the mis-
fortune above indicated.  And when her passionate woman-
hood, as was inevitable, had discovered its mistake. there
haq ensued the character of eccentrieity and definance
‘ilh&ch. distinguished the more public portion of her life.
Seeing how aptly matter had chanced thus far, I began
to think it the design of fate to let me into all éenobia’s
secrets, and that therefore the couple would sit down be-
neath my tree, and carry on a conversation which would
leave me nothing to inquire. No doubt, however, had it so
happened, I should have dcemed myself honorably bonnd
%o warn them of a listener’s presence, by flinging down a
handful of unripe grapes, or by sending an une;)rthlv groan
ont of my hiding-place, as if this were one of the trees of
Dante’s ghostly forest. But real life never arranges itself
exactly like a romanee. In the first place, they did not sit
down at all. Secondly, even while they passed beneath the
tree, Zenobia’s utterance was so hasty and broke}; and
We_sterveit’s 80 cool and low, that I hardly could makza out
an intelligible sentence, on either side. What I seem fo re-
member, I _yet suspect, may have been patched together by
m)‘r‘ faney, in bro_oding over the matter, afterward.
e ;‘i;l:?n;, not fling the girl off,” said Westervelt, “ and let
“She elung to me from the first.” replied Zenobia, “ T
meither know nor care what it is in me that so attache.s her
Bl‘]‘t she loves me, and I will not fail her.” :
oﬂeﬁhe will plague you, then,” said he, ““ in more ways than
“ The poor child!” exclaimed % ia, %8
neiIth;r good nor harm. How 8}101{;]11(? 1;111:3 (% St
now mnot what reply Westerye i ; i
Zeno!)ia’s subsequent (‘KI;JEI'}!.HI&I-{OII ;}i‘g ;SISE(\?I' i(l{u,e !ngl: dl(i
th{a.t- zij_evidently inspired her with'}]orror andvdiwuét o
; 5 “’lﬂ}‘ what kind of a being am I Iinked?”bcrie'd she
If my Creator cares aught for my soul, let hi la '
from this miserable bond ) s onas
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“I did not think it weighed so heavily,” said her com.

nion,

“ Nevertheless,” answered Zenobia, ¢ it will strangle me,
at last!”

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

Other mysterious words, besides what are above written,
they spoke together; but I understood no more, and even
question whether I fairly understood so much as this. By
long brooding over our recollections, we subtilize them into
something akin to imaginary stuff, and hardly capable of
being distinguished from it. 1In a few moments, they were
completely beyond ear-shot. A breeze stirred 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 voice among the branches wasas if it
said, “ Hush | Hush !” and I resolved that to no mortal would
I disclose what I had heard. And, though there might be
room for casuistry, such, I conceive, is the most equitable
rule in all similar conjunctures. = ;

CHAPTER XIIL
ZENOBIA'S LEGEND.

TaE illustrious Society of Blithedale, though it toiled in
downright earnest for the good of mankind, yet not un-
frequently illuminated its laborious life with an afternoon or
evening of pastime. Picnics under the trees were consider-
ably in vogue; and, within doors, fragmentary bits of
\ theatrical performance, such as single acts of fragedy or
comedy, or, dramatic proverbs apd charades. Zenobia, be-
sides, was fond of giving us readings from Shakespeare, and
often with a depth of tragic power, or breadth of comic
effect, that made one feel it an intolerable wrong to the
world that she did not at once go upon the stage. Tableaux
vivants were another of our occasional modes of amusement,

e




