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Ame within her maidenly mystery ; but, as she appeared
o be tossed aside by her other friends, or carelessly let
%oll, like a flower which they had done with, T could not re-
sist the impulse to take Jjust one peep beneath her folded
betals,

¥ Zenobia apd yourself are dear friends, of late,” I re-
Marked. “ Af, first,—that first evening when you came to
us,—she did not receive you quite so warmly as might
have been wished.”

“I remember 1t,” gaid Priseilla. “ No wonder she hes-
itated to love me, Who was then a stranger to her, and g
girl of no grace or beauty,—she being herself so beauti-
fal]”

“But she loves you now, of course?” suggested T,
“And at this v Iy instant you feel her to be your dearest
friend ? »

“ Why do you ask me that question ? ” exclaimed Pris-
cilla, as if frightened at the scrutiny into her feelings
which I compelied her to malke, ‘It somehow puts strange
thoughts into my mind. But I do love Zenobia dearly |
1f she only loves me half as well, I shall be happy |

“ How is it possible to doubt that, Priscilla?” T re.
Joined. “ But observe how pleasantly and happily Zenobia
and Hollingsworth are walking together. I call it g de
lightful spectacle. It truly rejoices me that Hollingsworth
has found so fit and affectionate a friend! So many people
in the world mistrust him,—so many disbelieve and ridi-
cule, while hardly any do him justice, or acknowledge him
for the wonderfal man he is,—that it is really a blessed
thing for him to have won the sympathy of such a woman
as Zenobia. Any man might be proud of that, Any man,
<ven if he be as great as Hollingsworth, might love so mag-
nificent a woman. How very beautiful Zenobia is! And
Hollingsworth knows it, too.”

There may have been some petty malice in what I said,
Generosity is a very fine thing, at a proper time, and
within due limits. But it is an insufferable bore to see
one man engrossing every thought of all the women, and
leaving his friend to shiver in outer seclusion, without even
the alternative of solacing himself with what the more fort-
wnate individual has rejected, Yes; it was out of a foolish
bitterness of heart that I had spoken,

“@o on before,” said Priscilla, abruptly, and with true
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feminine imperiousness, which her—etofcre‘_ll ?aq;’n?vebr 53:?%
her exercise. “It pleases me ’r_‘-es“r; to loiter along by my:
f. ot walk so fast as you.’ Sie
Se}é"}'iti d]fe:'l hand, she made a little gest}ure of: ﬁﬁn}}fssa}i.
It provoked me; yet, on the whoi?., was g‘_:_‘.e]‘ll:l?bﬁl hc:;nicl:ld
ing thing that Priscilla had ever done. Ou‘f:‘\f’{( e ; :md
strolled moodily homeward, wondering—as I .J;LL WOEA cE 5
a thousand times already—how iloilz_ngﬁ:vphu n'leu.l.lce )
dispose of these two hearts, which (1..:.15,-.1.11_.3- ;o 111111; Iilcerh;zj
tion, and, as I could not but now suppose, to his)
engrossed into his own huge egotism. et
There was likewise another Sub_]l::‘(;‘i}rﬂﬂfi'.l-‘}' 1&‘:::: fruitfo

of speculation. In what attitude rhu‘éemgza pr --selrzt her
self to Hollingsworth ? \‘\'as»u in that of a free ¥ omgm,
with no mortgage on her a;pectlo‘.lswnor L;]‘;u*._ :;ﬂt ’F‘o er
hand, but fully at liberty to surrender hotr‘}, in exchange
for the heart and hand which she apparently expected to
receive? But was it a vis that I had w;tnesseg in the
wood? Was Westervelt a goblin? Were those ‘_'»n_lds of
passion and agony, which Zenobia had uttered in lu}}- 1hear-
ing, a mere stage ﬂeclmnatmnl?n Were tl'.nry p’u‘u;e;r. ot‘ta
material lighter than common air? Or, supposing g,genrqlf{;
bear sterling weight, was it not a !J(‘I’i‘].(éuﬂq::'r'lf‘l (‘,roiaﬁ 1;
wrong which she was meditating toward herself and Hol«
ingsworth ?

11115_!.‘5;;?.1;1; nearly at the farm-house, 11 1:;;02:9(’1 1-:r.f=k over
the long slope of pasture-land, and b:}:z?lca them s:.:mdmg
together, in the light of sunset, just on the spot where, ac
cording to the gossip of the Community, they meant tEa
build their cottage. Priscilla, alone and forgotten, was
lingering in the shadow of the wood.

CHAPTER XV

A CRISFS,

TrUs the summer was passing s way ;—a summer of toil,
of interest, of something that v not pleasu z‘o._];lut Whlcl_l
went deep into my heart ] a rich experie
ence. I found myself looki ' to years, if not toa
lifetime, to be spent on the sa ston,  The Community
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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. Individual
n:embers,‘too, who made it a point of religion to presexve
the ‘sanctity of an exclusive home, were selecting sites for
their cottages, by the wood-side, or on the breezy swells, or
In the sheltered nook of some little valley, aucording’ as
their taste might lean toward snugness or the picturesque.
Altogether, by projecting our minds outward, we had im-
parted a show of novelty to existence, and contemplated it
as hopefully as if the soil beneath our feet had not been
fathom-dee:.p with the dust of deluded generations, on every
one of which, as on ourselves, the world had impo’sed itself
as a hitherto unwedded bride,

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 as questioning the fulfil-
ment of our anticipations, or, at any rate, with aoquiet con-
sciousness that it was no personal concern of his. Shortly
?.fter the sicene at Eliot’s pulpit, while he and I were repair-
ing an old stone fence, I amused mys it i
ward into the future time. el L

“ When we come to be old men,” T said, « they will call
us uncles, or fathers,—Father Hollingstr*o,rth and Uncle
Coverdale,—and we will look back cheerfully to these early
days, and make a romantic story for the young people (and
if a little more romantio than truth may Warrant, it will be
no harm) out of our severe trials and hardships. " In a cen
tury or two, we shall, every one of us, be mythical person.
ages, or exceedingly picturesque and poetical ones, at all
events.  They will have a great public hall. in which your
portrait, and mine, and twenty other fa.ces’tha.t are living
now, shall be hung up ; and as for me, I will be painted in
my shirt-sleeves, and with the sleeves rolled up, to show my
muscular development. What stories will be rife among
them about our mighty strength!” continued I lifting a
bzg‘ stone and putting it into its place; though OUr pos-
terity will really be far stronger than ours elves, after several
generations of a simple, natural, and active life. What
legends of Zenobia’s beauty, and Priscilla’s slender and
shadowy grace, and those mysterious qualities which make
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her seem diaphanous with spiritual light! In due course of
ages, we must all figure heroically in an epic poem i and
we will ourselves—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 a breath.”

“] wish you would see fit to comprehend,” retorted I,
¢ ¢hat the profoundest wisdom must be mingled with nine-
fenths 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. If is
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
a real, practical, as well as poetical, system of human life,
until somebody has sanctified it by death.”

“ A pretty occasion 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, is doomed the first to die. Would it not be
well, even before we have absolute need of if, to fix upon a
spot for a cemetery? Let us choose the rudest, roughest,
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 out of
which we will shape our funeral rites, and the cheerful
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 must die
young. Yet, should Providence ordain it so, the event
shall not be sorrowful, but affect us with a tender, delicious,
only half melancholy and almost smiling pathos!”

“ That is to sz2y,” mubtered Hollingsworth,  you will die
like a heathen, as you certainly live like one. But, listen
to me, Coverdale. Your fantastic 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 serionsly imagine that any
such realities as you, and many ofhers here, bave dreamed
of, will ever be brought to passi”
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# Cet:tainly, I do,” spid I.  “ Of course, when the reafity
eomes, 1t will wear the every-day, commonplace, dusty, and
rather homely garh, that reality always does put on.  Baut,
setting aside the ideal cha 1, I hold that our highest antie-
ipations have a solid foot g on common sense.”

“You only half believe what You say,” rejoined Hol-
lingsworth; “and as for me, I neither have faith in your
dream, nor would care the value of this pebble for its real-
ization, were that possible. .And what more do you want
of it? It has given you a theme for poetry. Let that con-
tent you. But now I ask you to be, at last, a man of
sobriety and earnestness, and aid Ine in an enterprise
which is worth all our strength, and the strength of a
thousand mightier than we.”

There can be no need of giving in detail the conversation
that ensued. It is enough to say that Hol lingsworth once
more brought forward his rigid and unconquerable idea; a
scheme for the reformatlon of the wicked by methods
moral, intellectual and industrial, by the sympathy of pure,
humble, and yet exalted minds, and by opening to his
Eupils the possibility of a worthier life than that which had

ecome their fate. It appeared, unless he over-estimated
his own means, that Hollingsworth held it at his choice
(and he did-so choose) to obtain possession of the very
ground on which we had planted our Community, and
which had not yet been made irrevocably ours, by pur-
chase. It was just the foundation that he desired. Our
beginnings might readily be adapted to his great end. The
arrangements already completed would work quietly into
his system. So plausible looked his theory, and, more than
that, so practical —sueh an air of reasonableness had he
by patient thought, thrown over it,—each seoment of if:
was contrived to dove-tail into all the rest with such s com-
plicated applicability, and so ready was he with a response
for every objection, that, really, so far as locic and argu-
Tent went, he had the matter all his own way. 3

“But,” said I, “ whencs can you, having no means of
your own, derive the enormous capital which is essential to
/ this experiment ? State-street, I imagine, would not draw

fs purse-strings very liberally in aid of such a specula-
tion.” : %

“ I have the funds—ags much, at
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commencement—at command,” he answered. “ They can
be produced within a month, if necessary.”

My thoughts reverted to Zenobia. It counld only be her
wealth which Hollingsworth was appropriating so lavishly,
And on what conditions was it to be had? Did she fling
it into the scheme with the uncalculating generosity that
characterizes a woman when it is her impulse to be gencr-
ous at all’ And did she fling herself along with it? But
Hollingsworth did not volunteer an explantion.

‘“And bhave you no regrets,” I inquired, “ in overthrow-
ing this fair system of our new life, ~which has_ been
planned so deeply, and is now beginning to ﬂUliI‘]?h £0
hopefully around us? How beautiful it is, and, so far as
we can yet see, how practicable! The ages have waited
for us, and here we are, the very first that have essayed
to carry on our mortal existence in love and mutual pelp!
Hollingsworth, I would be loth to take the ruin of this ens
terprise upon my conscisnce.”

“Then let it rest wholly upon mine!” he answered,
knitting his black brows. “I see through the system.
It is full of defects,—irremediable and damning ones!—
from first to last, there is nothing else! I grasp it in
my hand, and find no substance whatever. There is not
buman nature in it.”

*“Why are you so secret in your operations?” T asked.
% God forbid that I should accuse you of intentional Wrong ;
but the besetting sin of a philanthropist, it appears to me,
is apt to be a moral obliquity. His sense of honor ceases to
be the sense of other honorable men. At some point of his
course—I know not exactly when or where—he is tempitod
to palter with the right, and can scarcely forbear persuasd
ing himself that the importance of his public ends renders
it allowable to throw aside his private conscienee. O, my
dear friend, beware this error! If you meditate the over-
throw of this egtablishment, call together our companions,
state your design, support it with all your eloquence, but
allow them an opportunity of defending themselves.”

“It does mot suit me,” said Hollingsworth. * Nor is it
my duty to do so.”

1 think it is,” rej

Ho h i
sEorably.

“ I will not argue the peint,” said he. ©
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know of you ig,—and you can tell me in one word,—~whether
I am to look for your coSperation 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 most need) a purpose in life, worthy of the ex-
tremest self-devotion,—worthy of martyrdom, should God
8o order it! In this wview, I present it to you. You can
greatly benefit mankind. Your peculiar faculties, as I
shall direct them, are capable of being so wrought info this
enterprise that not one of them need lie idle. Strike hands
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 be strength, 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, after 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-
sakeme1”

As I look back upon this scene, through the coldness and
dimness of so 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 force. It !
is a mystery to me how I withstood it. But, in truth.I [
saw In his scheme of philanthropy nothing but what was '
odions. A loathsomeness 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 experimenf of transmuting
it into virtuel 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
gtood aloof. 1 fortified myself with doubts whether his
strength of purpose had not been too gigantic 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 8 part in your enterprise?” I
msked.

*She is,” said Hollingsworth.

“Shel!—the beautiful! —the gorgeous!” 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
gnsllwel;?d ;  but by addressing whatever is best and noblest !
in her.

Hollingsworth was looking on the ground. But, as he
often 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 inevitably into m y mouth, and, as it
were, asked ifself so involuntarily, that there must needs
have been an aptness in it.

“ What is to become of Priscilla ??

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 to 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 yon? 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 I, getting
angry, and glad to be angry, because so only was it pos-
sible 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? Andf
will yon cast off a friend for no unworthiness, but merely
because he stands upon his right as an individual being,
and looks at matfers through his own optics, instead of
yours?”

“ Be with me,” said Hollingswoggh,  or be against me!
There is no third choice for you.” +

“ 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 cannot stand the scrutiny of an unbiassed cons
science.”

8
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# And you will not join me? ”

L] NO i n

I never said the word—and certainly can never have it te
Bay 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 face—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 cannot 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
Ieft the matter there.

“Welll” gaid he. ;

And that was all? T should have been thankful 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 accord, 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
bave thought it possible to stir than to carry off the gates
of Gaza 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 strange and outlandish to my-
pell. As for my companions, this unwonted spectaeie

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

* What's in the wind now, Miles?? asked one of them,
“ Are you deserting us?”

“Yes, for 2 week or two,” said I. “ It strikes me that
my health demands a little relaxation of labor, and a short
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

| 8ix inches, since he came among us; he can do his day’s

work, if he likes, with any 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! T 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 1 7

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

* Breath!” retorted the old yeoman.  Your lungs have
the play of a pair of blacksmith’s bellows already. What
on earth do you want more? But go along! T 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 graff Silas with genuine
Yankee intolerance of any intermission of toil, except on
Sunday, the fourth of July, the autumnal cattle-show,
Thanksgiving, or the annual Fast. “ Die in & ditch! I
belive, in my conscience, you would, if there were no
steadier means than your own labor to keep you out of it|”

The truth was, that an intolerable discontent snd irk-
someness had come over me. Blithedale was no longer
what it had been. Everything was suddenly faded. The

Ant

pect of our woods and pastures, be-
v, did but imperfectly symbolize the
ture that, since yesterday, as it were,

my ilelds of thought, and penetrated to the
inner: ind shiadiest of my contemplative recesses. The

chung}é will bskmcagnizu{l by many, who, after g period of
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happiness, 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 principal circumstance. They discover
{(what h_eretoi’ore, perhaps, they had not known) that it was
this which gave the bright color and vivid reality to the
whole affair.

I stood on other terms 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 that denies you the privilege to complain, because
you can assert no positive injury, nor lay your finger on
anything tangible. It is a matter which you do not see,
but feel, and which, when you try to analyze it, seems to
lose its very existence, and resolves itself into a sickly hu-
mor of your own. Your understanding, possibly, may put
faith in this denial. But your heart will not so easily rest
satisfied. It incessantly remonstrates, though, most of the
time, in a bass-note, which you do not separately distin-
guish ; but, now and then, with a sharp cry, ixnpbrtunate
to be heard, and resolute to claim belief. “Things are not
as they werel” it keeps saying. “ You shall not impose
on me! I will never be quiet! I will throb painfully] I
will be heavy, and desolate, and shiver with cold! Tor I,
your deep heart, know when to be miserable, as once I
knew when to0 be happy! All is changed for us! You are
beloved no morei” And, were my life to be spent over
again, I would invariably lend my ear to this Cassandra of
the inward depths, however clamorous the music and the
merriment of a more superficial recion.

My outbreak with Hollingsworth, though never definitely
known to our associates, had really an effect uponthe moral
atmosphere of the Community. It was incidental to the
closeness of relationship into which we had broucht our-
selves, that an unfriendly state of feeling could nqt aceur
hetween any two members, without the whole soctety being
) more or less eommoted and made uncomfortable therebry
This species of nervous sympathy (though a pretéy char-
acteristic enough, sentimentaliy considered, and apparently
betokening an actual bond of love among 1s) wa '-.'!et found

Yoot sl ie e = T S
rather imconvenient in its practical operation ; morfal

; ¥ i 2 e i ]
tempers heing so infirm and variable as they are. If one

of us bappened to give his neighbor a box on the ear, the
sinmie was mmediately flt on the same side of everyboty’s
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head. 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 di-
rection, and coming back on the other side of the world.
Then, should the colonists of Blithedale have established
their enterprise 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 shounld
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 1 was inclined to think the only truste
worthy ho!d on his affections. Meanwhile, before deciding
on any ultimate plan, I defermined to remove myself toa
little distance, and take an exterior view of what we had
all been abont.

In truth, it was dizzy work, amid such fermentation of
opinions as was going on in the general brain of the Come
munity. It was a kind of Bedlam, for the time being ; al
though out of the very thoughts that were wildest and
most destructive might grow a wisdom holy, calm 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 reckoning, *
with regard to the existing state of the world. T 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 mnature and human existence
was fluid, or fast becoming so; that the crust of the earth
in many places was broken, and its whole surface portent.
ously upheaving ; that it was a day of crisis, and that 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
sagacity, if he live exclusively among reformers and pro-
gressive people, without periodically returniug into the
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settled system of things, to correct himself by a 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,” I said to Zenobia, “ to announce, in
town and at the Watering-places, your purpose to deliver a
course of lectures on the rights of women?”

“ Women possess no rights,” said Zenobia, with a half.
melancholy smile; “ or, at_all events, only little girls and
grandmothers would have the force 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 licht of joy in them on her own be-
half, but a troubled and passionate flame, flickering and fit-
ful,

“I regret, on the whole, that you are leaving us,” she
said; “ and all the more, since I feel that this phase of our

life is finished, and can never be lived over again. . Do yon |
know, Mr. Coverdale, that T 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 faithful,” answered I;
“and would counsel you with an honest purpose, if not
wisely.” v

“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 |”
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“ By no means,” she replied, “ especially when you have
Yast resumed the whole series of social canventlonahszps,
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 Enad_man; and
I rather apprehend that the latter would be likeliest of the
tno to speak the fitting word. It needsa wild steersman
srhen we voyage through chaos! The anchor is up—fare-
well 17

Priscilla, a3 soon as dinner was over, had betaken herself
{nto a corner, and set to work on a little purse. AsIap-
proached her, she let her eyes rest on me with a calm,
serious look ; for, with all her delicacy of nerves, there was
a singular self-possession in -Priscilla, and her_sensﬂnhtle&
seemed to lie shetered from ordinary commotion, like the
water in a deep well. :

“ Will you pgiv;e me that purse, Priscilla,” said I, “es a

rting keepsake ? :
Pa“m{}gs,” sllle answered, “ if you will wait il it is finisked.”

“1 must not wait, even for that,” I replied. * Shall I
find you here, on my return ?”” L

I never wish to go away,” said she. s

“T have sometim%s thou)g:ht,” observed I, smiling, % that
you, Priscilla, are a little prophetes!;; or, at least, that you
have 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 tore
mented with a strong foreboding tlat, were I to return
even so soon as to-morrow morning, I should.ﬁnd everj:;
thing changed. Have you any impressions of this nature ?

“ Ah, no,” said Priscilla, looking at me apprehensively.
“1If 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
wure alike,” said I, with a degree of Orphic wisdom that
astonished myself. * Times change, and' people change;
and if onr hearts do no}?; (:ha?geI as readily, so much the

3 5. (Good-by, Priscilia !’
Wolmgzi?; T;;’er hand a}pressnre, which, I think, she neither
resis?r:d nor returned. Priseilla’s heart wse dasp. but of
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small compags ; it had room but for a very few dearest ones,
among whom she never reckoned me.

On 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 intercourse. 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 at looks of courtesy with eyes that were
Impenetrable beneath the glaze and the film. We passed,
therefore, as if mutually invisibie.

I can nowise explain what sort of whim, prank or per-
versity, it was, that, after all these leave-takings, induced
me to go to the pig-sty, and take leave of the swine | There
they lay, buried as deeply among the straw as 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 grunting with their ordinary inhala-
tion. They were involved, and almost stifled and buried
alive, in their own corporeal substance. The very unreadi-
ness and oppression wherewith these greasy citizens gained
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 not so far
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 Bilas Foster, giving my hand 2 mighty sqneeze.
“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!” cried I “ All
the rest of us, men, women and live-stock, save only these
four porkers, are bedevilled with one grief or another ; they
slone are happy,—and you mean to cut their throats and
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eat them! Tt would be more for the general comfort to let
them eat vs; and bitter and sour morsels we should bel”

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE HOTEL.

ARRIVING in town, (Where my bachelor-rooms, long be-
fore this time, had received some other occupant), I estab-
lished myself, for a day or two,in a certain respectable
hotel. 1t 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 occasional gusts of rain,and an ugly-tem-
pered east wind, which seemed to come right off the ehill
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, 1 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 info one impression. It
made me acutely sensible how strange a piece of mosaic-
work had lately been wrought into my life. True, if yon
look at it in one way, it had been only & summer in the
country. But, considered in a profounder relation, it was
part of another age, a different state of society, a segment
of an existence peculiar in its aims and methods, & leaf of

' some mysterious volume interpolated into the current his-

tory which time was writing off. At 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 instant Blithedale looked vague, as if it
were at a distance both in time and space, and so shadowy




