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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
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that a question might be raised whether the whole affair
had been anything more than the thoughts of a speculative
man. I had never hefore experienced a mood that so robbed
the actual world of its solidity. It nevertheless involved =
eharm, on which—a devoted epicure of my own emotions—
I resolved to pause, and enjoy the moral sillabub until quite
dissolved away.

Whatever had been my taste for solitude and natural
scenery, yet the thick, foggy, stifled element of cities, the
entangled life of many men together, sordid as it was, and
empty of the beautiful, took quite as strenuous a hold upon
my mind. I felt as if there could never be enough of it.
Each characteristic sound was too suggestive to be passed
over unnoticed. Beneath and around me, I heard the stir
of the hotel; the loud voices of guests, landlord, or bar-
keeper; steps echoing on the stair-case: the ringing of a
bell, announcing arrivals or departures; the porter lumber-
ing past my door with baggage, which he thumped down
upon the floors of neighboring chambers; the lighter feet
of chamber-maids scudding along the passages;—it is ridic-
ulous to think what an interest they had for me! From
the street came the tumult of the pavements, pervading
the whole house with a continual uproar, so broad and
deep that only an unaccustomed ear would dwell upon it.
A eompany of the city soldiery, with a full military band,
marched in front of the hotel, invisibie to me, but stirringly
audible both by its foot-tramp and the clangor of its instru-
mento. Once or twice all the city bells jangled together,
anmouncing a fire, which brought out the engine-men and
their machines, like an army with its artillery rushing to
Battle. Hour by hour the clocks in many steeples responded
oee to another. In some public hall, not a great way off,
there seemed to be an exhibition of a mechanical diorama ;
for, three times during the day, occurred a repetition of
obstreperous musie, winding up with the rattle of imitative
cannon and musketry, and a huge final explosion. Then
ensued the applause of the spectators, with clap of hands,
and thump of sticks, and the energetic pounding of their
heels. All this »was just as valuable, in its way, as the
sighing of the breeze among the birch-trees that overshade
owed Eliot’s pulpit.

_Yet I feli a hesitation about plunging into this muddy
#ide of human activity and pastime. It suited me batter,
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for the present, to linger on the brink, or hover in the air
above it. So I spent the first day and the greater part of
the second in the laziest manner possible, in a rocking-
chair, inhaling the fragrance of a series of cigars, with my
legs and slippered feet horizontally disposed, and in my
hand a novel purchased of a railroad bibliopolist. The
gradual waste of my cigar accomplished itself with an easy
and gentle expenditure of breath. My book was of the
dullest, yet had a sort of sluggish flow, like that of a stream
in which your boat is as often aground as afloat. Had
there been a more impetuous rush, a more absorbing pas-
sion of the narrative, I should the sooner have struggled
out of its uneasy current, and have given myself up to the
ewell and subsidence of my thoughts. But, as it was, the
torpid life of the book served as an unobtrusive accompani-
ment to the life within me and about me. At intervals,
however, when ifts effect grew a little too soporific,—not for
my patience, but for the possibility of keeping my eyes
open,—I bestirred myself, started from the roeking-chair,
and looked out of the window.

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

After several such visits te the window, I found myself
getting pretty well acquainted with thas little portion of
the backside of the universe which it presented to my view.
Over against the hotel and its adjacent houses, at the dis- .
tance of forty or fifty yards, was the rear of a range of
buildings, which appeared to be spacious, modern, and cal-
culated for fashionable residences. The interval between
was apportioned into grass-plots, and here and there an
apology for a garden, pertaining severally to these dwell-
ings. There were apple-trees, and pear and peach-trees,
too, the fruit on which looked singularly large, luxuriant
and abundant; as well it might, in a situation so warm and
sheltered, and where the soil had doubtless been enriched
to a more than natural fertility. In two or three places
grape-vines clambered upon trellises, and bore elusters
already purple, and promising the richness of Malta er

Madeira in their ripened juice. The blighting winds of
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our rigid climate could not molest these trees and vines
the sunshine, fthough descending late into this area, and
too early intercepted by the height of the surrounding
houses, yet lay tropically there, even when less than tem-
perate in every other region. Dreary as was the day, the
scene was illuminated by not a few sparrows and other
birds, which spread their wings, and flitted and fluttered,
and alighted now here, now there, and busily scratched
their food out of the wormy earth. Most of these winged
people seemed to have their domicile in a robust and
bealthy buttonwood-tree. It aspired upward, high above
the roof of the houses, and spread a dense head of foliage
half across the area.

There was a cat—as there invariably is, in such places—
who evidently thought herself entitled to all the privileges
of forest-life, in this close heart of city conventionalisms.
I watched her creeping along the low, flat roofs of the
offices, descending a flight of wooden steps, gliding among
the grass, and besieging the buttonwood-tree, with murder-
ous purpose against its feathered citizens. But, after all,
they were birds of city breeding, and doubtless knew how
to guard themselves against the peculiar perils of their po-
sition.

Bewitching to my fancy are all those nooks and crannies,
where Nature, like a stray partridge, hides her head among
the long-established haunts of men! It is likewise to be
remarked, as a general rule, that there is far more of the
picturesque, more truth to native and characteristic ten-
dencies, and vastly greater suggestiveness, in the back
view of a residence, whether in town or country, than in its
front. The latter is always artificial; it is meant for the
world’s eye, and is therefore a veil and a concealment. Re-
alities keep in the rear, and put forward an advance-guard
of show and humbung. The posterior aspect of any old
farm-house, behind which a railroad has unexpectedly been
opened, is so different from that looking upon the immem-
orial highway, that the spectator gets new ideas of rural
life and individuality in the puff or two of steam-breath
which shoots him past the premises. In a city, the dis-
tinction between what is offered to the public and what is
kept for the family is certainly not less striking.

But, to return to my window, at the back of the hotel.
Together with a due contemplation of the fruit-trees, the

-
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grape.vines, the buttonwood-tree, the ecat, the birds, and
many other particulars, I failed not to study the row of
fashionable dwellings to which all these appertained. Here,
it must be confessed, there was a general sameness. From
the upper story to the first floor, they were so much alike,
that I could only conceive of the inhabitants as cut out on
one identical pattern, like little wooden toy-people of Ger-
man manufacture, Omne long, united roof, with its thous-
ands of slates glittering in the rain, extended over the
whole.  After the distinctness of separate characters to
which I had recently been accustomed, it perplexed and an-
noyed me not to be able to resolve this combination of hu-
man interests into well-defined elements. It seemed hardly |
worth while for more than one of those families to be in |
existence, since they all had the same glimpse of the sky,
all looked into the same area, all received just their equal
share of sunshine through the front windows, and all
listened to precisely the same noises of the street on which
they boarded. Men are so much alike in their nature, that
they grow intolerable unless varied by their circumstances.

Just abous this time, a waiter entered my room. The
truth was, £ had rung the bell and ordered a sherry-cobbler.

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

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

I might have found out nearly as much for myself, on ex-
amining the house a little more closely. In oné of the
upper chambers I saw a young man in a dressing-gown,
standing before the glass and brushing his hair, for a quar-
ter of an hour together. He then spent an equal space of
time in the elaborate arrangement of his cravat, and finally
made his appearance in a dress-coat, which I suspected to
be newly come from the tailor’s, and now first put on for 2
dinner-party. At a window of the next story below, two
children, prettily dressed, were looking out. By and by, a
middle-aged gentleman came softly behind them, kissed the
little girl, and playfully pulled the little boy's ear. 1t was
a papa, no doubt, just come in from his counting-room or of
fice; and anon appeared mamma, stealing as softly behind

Pape a8 be had stolun bebind the children, and laying her
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hand on his shoulder, to surprise him. Then followed a
kiss between papa and mamimna ; but a noiseless one, for the
children did not turn their heads.

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

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

There was nothing else worth noticing about the house,
unless it be that on the peak of one of the dormer-win-
dows which opened out of the roof sat a dove, locking very
dreary and forlorn ; insomuch that I wondered why she
chose to sit there, in the chilly rain, while her kindred were
doubtless nestling in 2 warm and comfortable dove-cote.
All &t once, this dove spread her wings, and, launching her.
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self in the air, came flying so straight across the interven.
ing space that I fully expected her to alight directly on my
window-sill. TIn the latter part of her course, however, she
swerved aside, flew upward, and vanished, as did, likewise,
the slight, fantastie pathos with which I had invested her.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
THE BOARDING-HOUSE.

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

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

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

e
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heart of the tall pinel It was a phase of home-sickaess
I had wrenched myself too suddenly out of an accustumed
gphere. There was no choice, now, but to bear the paug of

?vhat-ever heart-strings were snapped asunder, and thag

illusive torment (like the ache of a limb long ago cut off):
by which a past mode of life prolongs itself into the suc-{
eeeding one. I was full of idle and shapeless regréts. The

thought impressed itself upon me that I had left dutiss un-

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

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

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

stinct and intellect, which made me pry with a specuiative

interest into people’s passions and impulses, appeared to

have gone far toward unhumanizing my heart.

But a man cannot always decide for himself whether his
own heart is cold or warm. It now impresses me that, if I
erred at all in regard to Hollingsworth, Zenobia and Pri-
scilla, it was through too much sympathy, rather than too
little.

To escape the irksomeness of these meditations, I re-
sumed my post at the window. At first sight, there was
nothing 'new to be noticed. The general aspect of affairs
was the same as yesterday, except that the more decided
inclemency of to-day had driven the sparrows to shelter,

- and kept the cat within doors; whence, however, she soon
emerged, pursued by the eook, and with what looked like
the better half of a roast chicken in her mouth. The young
man in the dress-coat was invisible; the two children, in
the story below, seemed to be romping about the room,
under the superintendence of a nursery-maid. The damask
eurtains of the drawing-room, on the first floor, were now
fully displayed, festooned gracefully from top to bottom of
the windows, which extended from the ceiling to the carpet.
A narrow window, at the left of the drawing-room, gave
light to what was probably a small boudoir, within which
I caught the faintest imaginable glimpse of a girl’s figure,
in airy drapery. Her arm was in regular movement, as if
she were busy with her German worsted, or some other
such pretty and unprofitable handiwork.

While intent upon making out this girlish shape, I be-
came sensible that a figure had appeared at one of th:e Wil
dows of the drawing-room. There was a presentiment i
my mind ; or perhaps my first glance, imperfect and sides

e A SRR -t et A
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long =8 it was, had sufficed to convey subtle information of
the truth. At any rate, it was with no positive surprise,
but as if I had all along expected the incident, that, direct-
ing my eyes thitherward, I beheld—like a full-length pic=
ture, in the space between the heavy festoons of the wine
dow-curtains—no other than Zenobia! At the same in-
stant, my thoughts made sure of the identity of the figurs
{n the boudoir. It could only be Priscilla.

Zenobia was attired, not in the almost rustic costume
which she had heretofore worn, but in 2 fashionable morns
Ing-dress. There was, nevertheless, one familiar point,
She had, as usual, a flower in her hair, brilliant and of &
rare variety, else it had not been Zenobia. After a brief
pause at the window, she turned away, exemplifying, in #he
few steps that removed her out'of sight, that noble and
beautiful motion which characterized her as much as any
other personal charm. Not one woman ina thousand could
move so admirably as Zenobia. Many women can sit graces
fully ; some can stand gracefully ; and a few, perhaps, can
assume a series of graceful positions. Buf natural move-
ment is the result and expression of the whole being, and
cannot be well and nobly performed, unless responsive to
something in the character. I often used to think that
music—light and airy, wild and passionate, or the full hare
mony of stately marches, in accordance with her varying
mood—should have attended Zenobia's footsteps.

1 waited for her reiippearance. It was one peculiarity,
distinguishing Zenobia from most of her sex, that she
needed for her moral well-being, and never would forego, &
latge amount of physical exercise. A% Blithedale, no in-
clemency of sky or muddiness of earth had ever impeded
ber daily walks. Here, in town, she probably preferred to
tread the extent of the two drawing-rooms, and measure out
the miles by spaces of forty feet, rather than bedraggle her
gkirts over the sloppy pavements. Accordingly,in about
the time requisite to pass through the arch of the sliding-
doors to the front window, and to return upon her steps,
there she stood again, between the festoons of the crimson ,

! eurtains. But another personage was now added to the’

ccene. Behind Zenobia appeared that face which I had firsk
encountered in the wood-path; the man who had passed,
side by side with her, in such mysterious familiarity and
gstrangement, beneath my vine-curtained hermitage in the
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tall Pine-tree. It was Westervelt. And though he Wasl
looking closely over her shoulder, it still seeme% 0 me, as
on the former oceasion, that Zenobia repelled him,—that,
pemhaqce;,_they mutunally repelled each other, by some in-
compatibility of their spheres. :

This impression, however, might have been altocether
the result of fancy and prejudice in me. The distance was
80 great as to obliterate any play of feature by which I
Elﬁetight otherwise have been made a partaker of their couns

There now needed only Hollineswor d Moodi
complete the knot of elgqnoih - e m%d i Moodm s

’ ( racters, whom a real intricacy of .
events, greatly assisted by my method of insulating them
from other relations, had kept so long upnﬁ my ‘mental
stage, as actors in a drama. In itself‘,aperh-aps it was no
very remarkable event that they should thus come aCross
me, at the moment, when I imagined myself frec Zenobia
as I well knew, had retained an establishment 1n town an&
had. not unfrequently withdrawn herself from Blithédqla
during b.rie_i' Intervals, on one of which oceasions she t;ad
taken Priscilla along with her. Nevertheless. there seemed
something fatal in the coincidence that had borneL me to
this one spot, of all others i a great city, and transfixed
me there, and compelled me nﬂ"ﬁn to wast e

bere, om | me agai waste my already
wearied sympathies on affairs which were none of mine, and
ersons who cared little for me. It irritated my ner:xf:en -
1o affected me with a kind of heart-sickness. After thse;
effort which it cost me to fline them off—after consuﬁ]
mating my escape, as I thought, from these goblins of ﬁes]::
and blood, and pausing to revive myself with a breath op
tj;; (‘?:ajr'll ;Lm'??ph(ge in which they should have no share
- S & posifive despair, to find the g gures array-
ing themselves before me, and m‘escntinwaﬁxiigré%%r{égzy.
Ia a shape that made it more insoluble than ever : &
ofzﬂlfi%ﬂﬁoi?ﬁg for a catastrophe. If the noble temper
g8 's soul were doomed to be utter ; core
z?p;?gtbg the too powerful purpose which had frrolv?fn ?J?Jrﬁ
of Yas noblest m him; if the rich and crene?o H
::?1‘12: of A:nohtg’s womanhood might not save her: lif’ %’1:;

a must peris 7 her tenderness and fai :
and so den})ut,s—ht;{?u }}jjil Uf(i.t[;{’ mitb" el e
me, I would lock on, a-s it ;ee‘mede:;t ol

.azaadmgly, if my intellect could fs.thdirrnptﬂ; gﬁiginugn iig
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the moral, and, at all events, reverently and sadly. The
curtain fallen, I would pass onward with my poor individual
lifs, which was now attennated of much of its proper sub-
stance, and diffused among many alien interests.

Meanwhile, Zenobia and her companion had retreated
from the window. Then followed an interval, during which
I directed my eyes toward the figure in the boudoir. Most
certainly it was Priscilla, although dressed with a novel
and fanciful elegance. The vague perception of if, as
viewed so far off, impressed me as if she had suddenly
passed out of a chrysalis state and put forth wings. Her
hands were not now in motion.  She had dropped her
work, and sat with her head thrown back, in the same atti-
tude that I had seen several times before, when she seemed
to be listening to an imperfectly distinguished sound.

Again the two figures in the drawing-room became vis-
ible. They were now a little withdrawn from the window,
face to face, and, as I could see by Zenobia's emphatic ges-
tures, were discussing some subject in which she, at least,
felt a passionate concern. By and by she broke away, and
vanished beyond my ken. Westervelt approached the win-
dow, and leaned his forehead against a pane of glass, dis-
playing the sort of smile on his handsome features which,
when I before met him, had let me into the secret of his
gold-bordered teeth. Every human being, when given over
to the devil, is sure to have the wizard mark upon him, in
one form or another. I fancied that this smile, with its
peculiar revelaiion, was the devil’s signet on the Professor.

This man, s I had soon reason to know, was endowed
with a cat-like circumspection; and though precisely the
most unspiritual quality in the world, it was almost as
effective as spiritual insight in making him acquainted with
whatever it suited him to discover. He now proved it,
considerably to my discomfiture, by detecting and recognize
ing me, at my post of observation. Perhaps I ought to
bave blushed at being caught in such an evident scrutiny
of Professor Westervelt and his affairs. Perhaps I did
blush. Be tha it mi I retai _ ice of mind

1 not to my position yet more irksome, by the
yonery of @ :
Westervelt looked into the depths of the drawing-room,
and beckoned. i 7 ard, Zenobia appearsd
] ' beightened, sud gFed,
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Which, as my conscience whispered me, were shooting
bright arrows, barbed with scorn, across the intervenin
:ﬁace, directed full at my sensibilities as a gentleman. I
< e tru‘;? must be told, far as her flight-shot was, those
rrows bit the mark. She signified her recognition of me
. by a gesture with- her head and hand, cmnprifing at once a
salutation and dismissal. The next moment, she adminigs
tered one of those pitiless rebukes which a woman ain:ays
has at hand, ready for an offence (and which she so seldom
gpares, on due occasion), by letting down a white linen
;:it;(rtatzﬁl between the festoons of the damask ones. It fell
theeaét:. drop-curtain of a theatre, in the interval between
Priscilla had disappeared from the boudoir. But the

dove stil solate per i
windoi? . I kept her desolate perch on the peak of the attie.

CHAPTER XIX.

ZENOBIA'S DRAWING-ROOM,

0 1 il
THE remainder of the day, so far as T was concerned, was

spent in meditating on these recent incidents. I contrived
and alternately rejected, innumerable methods of accot t:
ing for the presence of Zenobia and Priscilla, and :clle C:(?i

nection of Westervelt with both. It must be owned t :
that I hsld a keen, revengeful sense of the insult inﬁietéd?)o’
Zenoba’s scornful recognition, and more particularly by
her letting down the curtain ; as if such were the n% :
barrier to be interposed between a character like Illerr} aOIzler
perceptive faculty like mine. For, was mine a mereﬁtilrr ¢
curiosity 7 Zenobia should have known me i»ettor thfﬁv?r
suppose it. She could have been able to appreciqfedthbg
quality of the intellect and the heart which im )e(lled n;

(often against my own will, and to the detrimelnt of m?
own comfort) to live in other lives, and to endeavor {--}v
generous sympathies, by delicate intuitions, by ’[akir‘o‘-);‘;;-::
of‘t]_ungs too slight for record, and by brin’giﬁo— m r J}f s
gpirit into manifold accordances with the eofnpé_‘niofls ;Iinoa;:

God assioned me—to lear
i ssigned L earn the secret whi i
even from themselves, Which was hidden
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Of all possible oservers, methought 2 woman like Zenos
bia and a man like Hollingsworth should have selected me.
And, now, when the event has long been past, I retain the
same opinion of my fitness for the office. True, I mehf
have condemned them. Had I been judge, as well as wit-~
ness, my sentence might have been stern as that of destiny
itself. But, still, no trait of original nobility of character,!
no struggle against temptation,—no iron necessity of will,
on the one hand, nor extenuating circumstance to be
derived from passion and despair, on the other,—no re-
morse that might coéxist with error, even if powerless to
prevent it,—no proud repentance that should claim retribu-
tion as a meed,—would go unappreciated. True, agam, I
might give my full assent to the punishment which was
sure to follow. But it would be given mournfully, and
with undiminished love. And, after all was finished, I
would come, as if to gather up the white ashes of those
who had perished at the stake, and to tell the world—the
wrong being now atoned for—how much had perished there
which it had never yet known how fo praise.

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

When I returned to my chamber, the glow of an astral-
lamp was penetrating mistly through the white curtain of
Zenobia's drawing-room. The shadow of a passing figure
was now and then cast upon this medium, but with too

' vague an outline for even my adventurous conjectures to

read the hieroglyphic that it presented.
All at once, it occurred to me how very absurd was m¥
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