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

“J am unchanged,—the same man as of yore!?” said he.
“True, my brother’s wealth—he dying intestate—is legally
my own. I know it; yet, of my own choice, I live a beg-
gar, and go meanly clad, and hide myself behind a forgot-
ten ignominy. Looks this like ostentation? Ah! butin
Zenobia I live again! Beholding her, so beautiful —so fit
to be adorned with all imaginable splendor of outward state,
—the cursed vanity, which, half a lifetime since, dropped
off like tatters of once gaudy apparel from my debased and
ruined person, is all renewed for her sake. Were I to re-
appear, my shame would go with me from darkness into
daylight. Zenobia bas the splendor, and not the shame.
Let the world admire her, and be dazzled by her, the brill-
1ant child of my prosperity! It is Fauntleroy that st
shines through her!?”

But then, perhaps, another thought occurred to him.

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

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

e s

CEAPTER XXIII.

A VILLAGE-HALL.

3 Wair, I betook mysslf sway, and wandered up and down,
like an exorcised spirit that bad been driven from its old
baunts after & mighty struggle. It takes down the solitary
pride of man, beyond most other things, to find the imprac-
tlcabﬂztj,:‘ of flinging aside affections that have grown irk-
gome. Ihe bauds thst wers sillien oave &0s BpS 10 become
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ivon fetters when we desire to shake them off Our souls,
ziter all, are not our own. Wa convey a property in them
to those with whom we associate ; but to what extent can
never be known, until we feel the tug, the agony, of our
abortive effort to resume an exclusive sway over ourselves.
Thus, in all the weeks of my absénce, my thoughts contin.
ually reverted back, brooding over the by-gone months,
and bringing up incidents that seemed hardly to have left a
trace of themselves in their passage. I spent painful hours
in recalling these trifles, and rendering them more misty
and unsubstantial than at first by the quantity of specula~
lative musing thus kneaded in with them. Hollingsworth,
Zenobia, Priscillal These three had absorbed my life info
themselves. Together with -an inexpressible longing to
know their fortunes, there was likewise a morbid resent-
ment of my own pain, and a stubborn reluctance to come
again within their sphere.

All that I learned of them, therefore, was comprised
in a few brief and pungent squibs, such as the newspapers
were then in the habit of bestowing on our socialist enter-
prise. There was one paragraph, which, if I rightly guessed
its purport, bore reference to Zenobia, but was too darkly
hinted to convey even thus much of certainty. Hollings-
worth, too, with his philanthropic project, afforded the
penny-a-liners a theme for some savage and bloody-minded
jokes ; and, considerably to my surprise, they affected me
with as much indignation as if we had still been friends.

Thus passed several weeks; time long eaough for my
brown and toil-hardened hands to reaccustom themselves
to gloves. Old habits, such as were merely esternal, re-
turned upon me with wonderful promptitude. My super-
ficial talk, too, assumed altogether a worldly tone. Meet-
ing former acuuaintances, who showed themselves inclined
to ridicule my heroic devotion to the cause of human wel-
fare, I spoke of the recent phase of my life ag’indeed fair
matter for a jest. But I also gave them to understand that
it was, at most, only an experiment, on which I had staked
no valuable amount of hope or fear. It had enabled me to
pass the summer in a novel and agreeable way, had afforded
me some grotesque specimens of artificial simplicity, and
eould not, therefore, so far as I was concerned, be reckoned
a failure. In no one instance, however, did I voluntarily
speak of my three friends. They dwelt in a profounder ze-
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gion. The more I consider myself as I then was, the more
do I recognize how deeply my connection with those three
had affected all my being. ;

As it was already theepoch of annihilated space, I might,
in the time I was away from Blithedale, have snatched a
glimpse at England, and been back again. But my wan-
derings were confined within a very limited sphere. I
hopped and fluttered, like a bird with a string about its
leg, gyrating round a small circumference, and keeping up
a restless activity to no purpose. Thus it was still in our
familiar Massachusetts,—in one of its white country-vil-
lages,—that I must next particularize an incident.

The scene was one of those lyceum-halls, of which al-
most every village has now its own, dedicated to that sober
and pallid, or rather drab-colored, mode of winter-evening
entertainment, the lecture. Of late years, this has come
strangely into vogue, when the natural tendency of things
would seem to be to substitue lettered for oral methods of ad-
dressing the public. But, in halls like this, beside the win-
ter course of lectures, there is a rich and varied series of
other exhibitions. Hither comes the ventriloquist, with all
his mysterious tongues; the thaumanturgist, too, with his
miraculous transformations of plates, doves, and rings, his
pancakes smoking in your hat, and his cellar of choice
liquors represented in one small bottle. Here, also, the
itinerant professor instructs separate classes of ladies and
gentlemen in physiology, and ‘demonstrates his lessons by
«the £ of real skeletons, and manikins in wax, from
Paris  Iere is to be heard the choir of Ethiopian melo-
dists, snd to be seen the diorama of Moscow or Bun
ker Hill, or the moving panorama of the Chinese waii.
Here is displayed the museum of wax figures, illustrating
the wide catholicism of earthly remown, by mixing up
heroes and statesmen, the pope and the Mormon prophet,
kings, queens, murderers, ard beautiful ladies; every sort
of person, in short, except authors, of whom I never be-
held even the most famous done in wax. And here, in this
many-purposed hall (unless the selectmen of the village
chance to have more than their share of the Puritanism
which, however diversified with later patchwork, still gives
its prevailing tint to New England cter), here the
company of strolling players sets up its lttle stage, and
claims patronage for the legitimate draina,
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Bat, on the autumns: evenii g which I speak of, & nums
ber of printed hand-bi!'s---s*nci. up in the bar-room, and on
the sign-post of the hutel, and on the meeting-house poreh,
and distributed largely through the village—had promised
the inhabitants an interview with that celebrated and
hitherto inexplicable phenomenon, the Veiled Lady !

The hall was fitted up with an amphitheatrical descent
of seats toward a platform, on which stood a desk, two
lichts, a stool, and a capacious antique chair. The audi-
ence was of a generally decent and respectable character:
old farmers, in their Sunday black coats, with shrewd, hard,
sun-dried faces, and a cynical humor, oftener than any other
expression, in their eyes; pretty girls, in many-colored at-
tire; pretty young men,—the schoolmaster, the lawyer or
student at law, the shopkeeper,—all looking rather subur-
ban than rural. In these days, there is absolutely no
rusticity, except when the actual labor of “he soil leaves its
earth-mould on the person. There was likewise a consider.
able proportion of young and middle-aged women, many of
them stern in feature, with marked foreheads, and a very
definite line of eye-brow; a type of womanhood in which a
bold intellectual development seems to be keeping pace
with the progressive delicacy of the physical constitution.
Of all these people I took note, at first, according to my
custom. But I ceased to do so the moment that my eyes
fell on an individual who sat two or three seats below me,
immovable, apparently deep in thought, with his back, of
course, toward me, and his face turned steadfastly upon the
platform.

After sitting a while in contemplation of this person's
familiar contour, I was irresistibly moved to step over the
intervening benches, lay my hand on his shoulder, put my
mouth close to his ear, and address him in a sepulchral,
melo-dramatic whisper :

“ Hollingsworth | where have you left Zenobia?”

His nerves, however, were proof against my attack. He
surned half around, and looked me in the face with great,
gad eyes, in which there was neither kindness nor resente
ment, nor any perceptible surprise.

* ¢ Zenobia, when I last saw her,” he answered, “ was at
Blithedale.”

He said no more. Butf there was a great deal of falk

going on near me,®mong a knot of people who might be

11
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considered as representing the mystiolsm, or rather the
mystio sensuality, of this singular age. The nature of the
exhibition that was about to take place had probably given
the turn to their conversation.

I heard, from a pale man in blue spectacles, some
stranger stories than ever were written in a romance: told
toor‘with a simple, unimaginative steadfastness, which Was-;
terribly efficacious in compelling the auditor to receive them
into the category of established facts. He cited instances
of the miraculous power of one human being over the will
and passions of another; insomuch that settled grief was
but a shadow beneath the influence of a man possessing
this potency, and the strong love of years melted away like
a vapor. At the bidding of one of these wizards, the
maiden, with her lover’s kiss still burning on her ’lips
would turn from him with icy indifference; the newly-madé
widow would dig up her buried heart out of her young
husband’s grave before the sods had taken root upon it; a
mother, with her babe’s milk in her bosom, would thr{tst

away her child. Human character was but soft wax in his .

hands; and guilt, or virtue, only the forms into which he
should see fit to mould it. The religious sentiment was a
flame whick he could blow up with his breath, or a spark
that he could utterly extinguish. It is unutterable, the
horror ﬁ‘n(] disgust with which I listened, and saw t.hf-:t- if
tl}ese t_hmgs were to be believed, the individual soul 1‘:?3.8
virtually annihilated, and all that is sweet and pure in our
present life debased, and that the idea of man’s eternal re-
sponsibility was made ridiculous, and immortality rendered
at once impossible, and not worth acceptance. But I
would have perished on the spot, sconer than lLelieve 1t. i
The epoch of rapping spints, and all the wonders that
have followed 1n their train,—such as tables upset by in-
visﬂgle agencies, bells self-tolled at funerals, and c‘l;:'}stly
music performed on jewsharps,—had not yet srrived.
Alas, my countrymen, mething have fallen on an evil
age! If these phenomena have not humbue at the bottom
80 much the worse for us. What can they indicate ina‘.
spiritual way, except that the soul of wan is L"at‘SCl‘ll(':il-l‘l.Q,’ to"
& lower point than it Las ever before reached while incar-

of? Ve are nursnine a 3 :
mate? We are pursuing a « nrse in the eternal

march, and thus bri g ouisc

: g ourscives o Lhe same 1ange with
beings whom death, in requital of their gross and evil livesy
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had degraded below humanity ! - To hold intercourse with
spirits of this order, we must stoop and grovel in some ele-
ment more vile than earthly dust. These goblins, if they
exist at all, are but the shadows of past mortality, outcasts,
mere refuse-stuff, adjudged unworthy of the eternal world,
and, on the most favorable supposition, dwindling gradually
into nothingness. The less we have to say to them the
better, lest we share their fatel

The andience now began to be impatient; they signified
their desire for the entertainment to commence by thump
of sticks and stamp of boot-heels. Nor was it a great while
longer before, in response to their call, there appeared a
bearded personage in oriental robes, looking like one of the
enchanters of the Arabian Nights. He came upon the plat-
form from a side-door, saluted the spectators, not with a
galaam, but a bow, took his station at the desk, and first
blowing his nose with a white handkerchief, prepared to
speak. The environment of the homely village-hall, and
the absence of many ingenious contrivances of stage-effect
with which the exhibition had heretofore been set off,
seemed to bring the artifice of this character more openly
upon the surface. No sooner did I behold the bearded en-
chanter, than, laying my hand again on Hollingsworth’s
shoulder, I whispered in his ear,

“ Do you know him ?”

«J pever saw the man before,” he muttered, without
turning his head.

But I had seen him three times already. Once, on occa-
casion of my first visit to the Veiled Lady; a second time,
in the wood-path at Blithedale; and lastly, in Zenobia’s
drawing-room. It was Westervelt. A quick association of
jdeas made me shudder from head to foot; and again, like
an evil spirit, bringing up reminiscences of a man’s sins, I
whispered a question in Hollingsworth’s ear,—

« What have you dene with Priscilla?”

He gave a convulsive start, as if I had thrust a knife into
him, writhed himself round on his seat, glared fiercely info
my eyes, but answered not a word.

" Phe Professor began his discourse, explanatory of the
psyehological phenomena, as he termed them, which it was
his purpose to exhibit to the spectators. There remains
no very distinct impression of it on my memory. t was
eloguent, ingenions, plausible, with a delusive show of
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spirituality, yet really imbued throughout with a cold

and dead materialism. I shivered, as at a current of chill
&lT I1ssuing out of a sepulchral vaulf, and bringing the smell
of corruption along with it. He spoke of a new era that
Wwas dawning upon the world; an era that would link sonl
$0 soul, and the present life to what we call futurity, with a
closeness that should finally convert both worlds into one
great, mutually conscious brotherhood. He described (ina
strange, philosophical guise, with terms of art, as if it were
a maftter of chemical discovery) the agency by which this
mighty result was to be effected ; nor would it have sur-
prised me, had he pretended to hold up a portion of his uni-

versally pervasive fluid, as he affirmed it to be, in a glass
phi]. :

At the close of his exordium, the Professor beckoned with

his hand,—once, twice, thrice—and a figure came lidi
upon the platform, enveloped in’ a long veigl of silverygwg?tleg-
ness. It fell about her like the texture of a summer cloud
with a kind of vagueness, so that the outline of the form
beneath it could not be accurately discerned. But the move--
ment of the Veiled Lady was graceful, free and unem.
barrassed, like that of a person accustomed to be the
spectacle of thousands; or, possibly, a blindfold prisoner
within the sphere with which this dark earthly magician
had surrounded her, she was wholly unconscicus of being
the central object to all those straining eyes,

Phant to his gesture (which had even an obsequions
eourtesy, but at Fhe same time a remarkable decisiveness)
the figure placed itself in the great chair. Sitting there in
such visible obscurity, it was perbaps as much like 1’;he
actual presence of a disembodied spirit as anything that
stage trickery could devise. The hushed breathing of the
epectators proved how high-wrought were their anticipa-
tions of the wonders to be performed through the medium
;7! this incom r&heﬁsible oreature. I, too, was in breath-
€S8 suspease, but with a fir diffes nti i
sﬁﬂ@ge it e e different presentiment: of some

* You see before you the Veiled Lady,” sai bearded
Professor: advancing to the verge of the I;Ia%}fnf.he“ By the
agency of which I have just spoken, she is at this moment
In communion with the spiritual world. That silvery vail
I8, In oue sense, an enchantmept, baving been dipped, as it

Were, and sosentially inbutd, through the potenty of my
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art, with the fluid medium of spirits. Slight and ethereal
as it seems, the limitations of time and space have no ex-
istence within its folds. ' This hall—these hundreds of faces,
encompassing her within 8o narrow an amphitheatre—are
of thinner substance, in her view, than the airiest vapor that
the clouds are made of. She beholds the Absolute! ”

As prelimmary to other and far more wonderful psy-
chological experiments, the exhibiter suggested that some
of his auditors should endeavor to make the Veiled Lady
sensible of their presence by such methods—provided only
no touch were laid upon her person—as they might deem
best adapted to that end. Accordingly, several deep-lunged
country-fellows, who looked as if they might have blown
the apparition away with a breath, ascended the platform.
Mutually encouraging one another, they shouted so close to
ber ear that the veil stirred like a wreath of vanishing mst 3
they smote upon the floor with bludgeons ; they perpetrated
80 hideous a clamour, that methought it might have reached,
at least, a little way 1nto the eternal sphere. Finally, with
the assent of the Professor, they laid hold of the great chair,
and were startled, apparently, to find it soar upward, as if
lighter than the air through which it rose. But the Veiled
Lady remained seated and motioniess, with a composure
that was hardly less than awful, because implying so im-
measurable a distance betwixt her and these rude perse-
cutors.

“These efforts are wholly without avail,” observed the
Professor, who had been looking on with an aspect of serene
indifference. “ The roar of a battery of cannon would be
inaudible to the Veiled Lady. And yet, wereI to will if,
sitting in this very hall, she could hear the desert wind
sweeping over the sands as far off as Arabia; the icebergs
grinding ene against the other in the polar seas; the rustle
of a leaf in an East Indian forest; the lowest whispered
breath of the bashfulest maiden in the world, uttering the
first confession of her love. Nor does there exist the moral
inducement, apart from my own behest, that could persuade
her to Lif the silvery veil, or arise out of that chair.”

Greatly to the Professor’s discomposure, however, just
as he spoke these words, the Veiled Lady arose. There
was & mysterious tremor that shook the majic veil. The
spectators, it may be, imagined that she was about to take
flight into that invisible sphere, and to the society of those

ol
.
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purely spiritual beings with whom they reclkoned her ea
fear akin. Hollingsworth, a moment ago, had mounted the
Platform, and now stood gazing at the figure, with a sad
Intentness that brought the whole power of his great, stern
yet tender soul mto his glance. : :

“ Come,” said he, waving his hand toward her. “ You
are safel?”

She threw off the veil, and stood before that multitude
of people pale, tremulous, shrinking, as if only then had
she discovered that a thousand eyes were gazing at her.
Poor maiden! .How strangely had she been betrayed!
Blazoned abroad as a wonder of the world, and performing
what were adjudged as miracles,—in the faith of many, s
seeress and a prophetess ; 1n the harsher judgment ofothez,'a
a mountebank,—she had kept, as I religiously believe her
virgin reserve and sanctity of soul throughout it all
Withm that encircling veil, though an evil hand had flung
it over her, there was as deep a seclusion as if this forsaken
girl had, all the while, been sitting under the shadow of
Eliot's pulpit, in the Blithedale woods, at the feet of him
who now summoned her to the shelter of his arms. And the
true hea_rt-throb of a woman’s affection was too powerful
for the jugglery that had hitherto environed her. She
uttered a shrick, and fled to Hollingsworth, like one esca’
mg from her deadliest enemy, and was safe forever |

CHAPTER XXIV,
THE MASQUERADERS,

Two nights had passed since the foregoing occurrences,
when, in a breezy September forencon, I set forth from
town, on foot, toward Blithedale,

It was the most dehghtful of all days for a walk, with a
dash of invigorating ice-temper in the air, but a coolness
that soon gave place to the brisk glow of exercise, while the
vigor remained as elastic as before. The atmospﬂere had a
spirit and sparkle in it. Each breath was like a sip of
ethereal wine, tempered, as I said, with a erystal lump of
ice. I had started on this ex;edition in an exceeding|

sombre mood, as well befitted one who found himself tends
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ing toward home, but was conscious that nobody would be
quite overjoyed to greet him there. My feet were hardly
off the pavement, however, when this morbid sensation be-
gan to yield to the lively influences of air and motion. Nor
had I gone far, with fields yet green on either side, before
my step became as swift and light as if Hollingsworth were
waiting to exchange a friendly hand-grip, and Zenobia's
and Priscilla’s open arms would welcome the wanderer’s re-
appearance. It has happened to me, on other occasions, as
well as this, to prove how a state of physical well-being
ean create a kind of joy, in spite of the profoundest anxiety
of mind.

The pathway of that walk still runs along, with sunny
freshness, through my memory. I know not why it should
be so. But my mental eye can even now discern the Sep-
tember grass, bordering the pleasant roadside with a
brighter verdure than while the summer heats were scorch-
ing it; the trees, too, mostly green, although here and
there a branch or shrub has donned 1ts vesture of crimson
and gold a week or two before its fellows. I see the tufted
‘barberry-bushes, with their small clusters of scarle’ fruit;
the toadstools, likewise,—some spotlessly white, others yel-
low or red,—mysterious growths, springing suddenly from
no root or seed, and growing nobody can tell how or where-
fore. In this respect they resembled many of the emotions
in my breast. And I still see the little rivulets, chill, clear
and bright, that murmured beneath the road, through sub-
terranean rocks, and deepened into mossy pools, where tiny
fish were d-rting to and fro, and within which lurked the
hermit-frog. But no,—I never can account for it, that,
with a yearning interest to learn the upshot of all my story,
and returning to Blithedale for that sole purpose, I should
examine these things so like a peaceful-bosomed naturahst.
Nor why, amid all my sympathies and fears, there shot, at
times, a wild exhilaration through my frame.

Thus I pursued my way along the line of the ancient
tstone wall that Panl Dudley built, and through white vil-
lages, and past orchards of ruddy apples, and fields of
ripening maize, and patches of woodland, and all such sweet
rural scencry as looks the fairest, a httle beyond the
suburbs of a town. Hollingsworth, Zenobia, Priscillal

They glided mistily before me, as I walked. Sometimes,
in my solitude, I laughed with the bitterness of self-scorn,
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Yemembering how @ ceservedly I had given up my heart
and soul to interests .hat were not mine. What had I ever
had to do with ther.? And why, being now free, should I
take this thraldom on me once again? If was both sad and
dangerous, I whispered to myself, to be in too clese afiinity
with the pagsious, the errors and the misfortunes, of indi-
viduals who stood within a circle of their own, into which,
if I stepped 1% al’, it must be as an intruder, and at & peril
that I could mot estimate.

Drawing mearer to Blithedale, a sickness of the spirits
kept altevpating with my flights of causeless buoyancy. I
indalged iv & hundred odd and extravagant conjectures.
Either taere was no such place as Blithedale, nor ever had
been, nor any brotherhood of thoughtful laborers like what
I seemec to recollect there, or else it was all changed dar-
ing my absence. If had been nothing but dream-work and
encbantment. I should seek in vain for the old farm-house,
and for the green-sward, the potatofields, the root-crops,
amd acres of Indian corn, and for all that configuration of
the land which I had imagined. It would be another spot,

#nd an utter strangeness.

These vagaries were of the spectral throng so apt to steal
out of an unquiet heart. - They partly ceased to haunt me,
on my arriving at a point whence, through the trees, I be-
gan to catch glimpses of the Blithedale farm. That surely
was something real. There was hardly a square foot of all
those acres on which I had not trodden heavily, in one or
another kind of toil. The curse of Adam’s posterity—and,
eurse or blessing be it, it gives substance to the life around
us—had first come upon me there. In the sweat of my
brow I had there earned bread and eaten it, and so estab-
lished my claim fo be on earth, and my fellowship with all
the sons of labor. I could have knelt down, and have laid
my breast against that soil. The red clay of which my
frame was moulded seemed nearer akin to those crumbling
furrows than to any other portion of the world’s dust. There
was my home, and there might be my grave. :

I felt an invincible reluctance, nevertheless, at the idea
of presenting myself before my old associates, without first

ascertaining the state in which they were. A nameless
foreboding weighed upon me. Perhaps, should I know all
the circumstances that had occurred, I might find it my
wisest course to turn back, unrecognized, unseen, and nevet
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look at Blithedale more. Had it been evem.nf, Ildv;‘::i:i-
have stolen soffly to some lighted window of the e(il o
el darkl{l}ng ciln1 trghi;e t?grzhsge:; a-vac.an‘s
faces round the supper-board. ’ fther
iﬁ?ﬁ, 1 might noiselessly unclose the door, ghd?\ ;n’ Zx;%r;ilzz
my place among them, without a y{ord. ). {h e
B myda%pect o faml?;résl&::: m?to melt
ot how long I ha een away, al ;
{;i% the scene,ga.s a wreath of vapor melts mfl:cc{. agl;:’fc;l;
clond. I dreaded a boisterous greeting. Beho d1;11% e
table, Zenobia, as & matter of course, WOPld i%n Sl
of tea, and Hollingsworth fill my plate from ) e; (S
of pandowdy, and Priscilla, in her quiet Wa}d, e
the cream, and others help me to the bread Emih ) had. e
ine one of them again, the knowledge of W '% i Jap
pe?]ed would come to me without & shock. ht,ortared’me
avery turn of my shifting fantasics, the thoﬁg Ss i
in the face that some evil thing had befallen us,
to befall. : : !
rea}(}ﬂldmg to this ominous impression, I now tfltl:ie(}) E}.s;}d}g
into tho woods, reselving 10 SPY 9 o teforo he makes
Community, as craftily as the Wl anLbelors 4
is onset. I would go wandering about the oute /
];hz %ﬂl‘m, and, perhaps, catching mght of 11a ioilgir% oi:s
naintance, would approach_hnn an}xd tbe th(‘)ie art.éd i
of the trees (a kind of medium fit for spmtg & 1[::1 e
revisitant, like myself), and entreat him to te
ings were. -
tthE; first living creature that 1 met ;_vas ;aga;r;tjliﬁz
which sprung up beneath my feet, and “‘_l1rrret o i't"o;u o
pext was a squirrel, who chattered angrily s; D
overhanging bough. I trod along by %vhe }; (;fe Jiet %f o
river, and remember pausmng on the bzu? z, 8 o0 e
black‘est and most placid poois--('the \er‘y hsp by
barkless stump of a free aslantwise over the &v e gl
nicting itself to my fancy at this instant),—an dwc?er e
}l\o':'lc?eep it was, and if any over-laden s'ou} hah ev s
its weight of mortality in thither, and if it © ‘ﬂSb s%,he
id:-‘a bugden or only made it heavier. And pe;rhati‘)h Hes
skeleton of the drowned wretch stﬂl— lay heng,sébe kgeie
bl deth, gt © 52 "3l howorer e
ith the gripe of its old des A f ;
Eliznt;acek gof [;hcse gloomy ideas, that I soon forgot them I
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ﬁl:tf.?ntg?%lﬁtmn of & brood of wild ducks, which were
. htgstr 5 e Tiver, and anom took flight, leaving each a
o herea:t over the black surface. By and by, I came
elamberino-m age, in the heart of the white-pine tree, and
I Watzhug 121;0 it, sat down to rest. The grapes, which
et c(laa throughout the summer, now dangled around
el tut clusters of the d_eepest purple, deliciously
b ﬂavoe a,siltp, and, ﬁ-hongh wild, yet free from that un-
uneultimtedr which distinguishes neatly all our native and
ol grapes. Methoqght & wine might be pressed
TR ukl_ndpo;bgaz?su{g 4 passionate zest, and endowed with
it ot Intoxicating quality, attended with such
B a,‘ndnt ;Jacst-am_es as the tamer grapes of Madeira
Tiserhs uﬂﬁ‘e Rhine, are inadequate to produce. And 1
A dqevh & great goblet of it at that moment |
el ourlfr‘lg the grapes, I looked on all sides out of
e ;g 01 my hermitage, and saw the farm-house
Sl i o fa most, every part of our domain, but not a
e igure in the landsc;pe. Some of the win-
it dendoﬁnzem OEE?" but Wlt'i{)hno more signs of life
2 £ . Id do —he w.
;ﬁiligegfot‘ﬁe f})rmer dynasty of the farm ,—t-hatgilal‘le“:?e?
il b?ac;;ﬁi 3;:;}11,11\“:?; n(;wlt;ere_to be seen. What,
1 > of all the fraternity and sister} ¢
thi:ent(;léi 1;::1 ;.scel_*tam thx‘s point, I let myself dowrf olti)togf
pemeive’ = fo‘ldng to the edge of the wood, was glad to
ot o er : Ol cows chewing the cud or grazing not
s .I'ecogniigla( 7] I;y (tuen: 1?&13]&;},_1‘&1‘.31: two or three of
; as, inaeed, they ought, for I
;lrl;{?dbg;ef ﬂa;dsliirilnt“hczr el_xani}ljerléliq times without mlzlilc%
iy aring me in the face g little while, %
El;lleeftx;agf:&yfz}sﬁ:gl grazing anéi chewing their cuds a:gtzlzﬁi
i ‘ ly angry 6t 80 c‘old 4 reception, and
sen%%men?ael zgvtf;n fragments of an old stump at these un-
mt%;r?:;g hf;urt-her round the pasture, I heard voices snd
—inied m%. Iefe.r proceeding from the interior of the wood.
young throat a?fl feminine; laughter, not only of fresh
orgaﬁipi Oaf]?’ Jlat the bass of grown people, as if solemn
e bgslaklolgwd i}gcl})tgtcéutt;n‘s of merriment. Not g voice
a 6T L0an my own; not
38 cadences were familiar. The wéod, in}thfsh;oﬁ?ognh::; a[f
3
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seemed #s full of jollity as if Uomus and his crew wera
holding their revels in one ef its usually lonesome gladess
Stealing onward as far as I durst, without hazard of dis~
covery, I saw a eoncourse of strange figures beneath the
overshadowing branches. They appeared, and vanished,
and came again, confusedly, with the streaks of sunlight
glimmering down upon them.

Among them was an Indian chief, with blanket, feathers
and < r-paint, and uplifted tomahawk ; and near him,look=
ing fit to be his woodland-bride, the goddess Diana, with
the crescent on her head, and attended by our big lazy dogy
in lack of any fleeter hound. Drawing an arrow from her
quiver, she let it fly at a venture, and hit the very tree be.
hind which I happened to be lurking. Another group con=
sisted of a Bavarian broom-girl, a negro of the Jim Crow
order, one or two foresters of the middle ages, a Kentucky
woodsman in his trimmed hunting-shirt and deerskin leg-
gings, and a Shaker elder, quaint, demure, broad-brimmed,
and square-skirted. Shepherds of Arcadia, and allegorie
figures from the Faerie Queen, were oddly mixed up with
these. Arm in arm, or otherwise huddled together in
strange discrepancy, stood grim Puritans, gay Cavaliers,
and Revolutionary officers with three-cornered cocked hats,
and queues longer than their swords. A bright-complex-
ioned, dark-haired, vivacious little gypsy, with a red shawl
over her head, went from one group to another, telling for-
tunes by palmistry ; and Moll Pitcher, the renowned old
witch of Lynn, broomstick in hand, showed herself promi-
nently in the midst, as if announcing all these apparitions
to be the offspring of her necromantic art. But Silas
Foster, who leaned against a tree near by, in his customs-
ary blue frock, and smoking a short pipe, did more to dis.

enchant the scene, with his look of shrewd, acrid, Yankee
observation, than twenty witches and necromancers could
have done in the way of rendering it weird and fantastic.

A little further off, some old-fashioned skinkers and
drawers, all with portentously red noses, were spreading a
banquet on the leaf-strewn earth ; while a horned and long-
tailed gentleman (in whom I recognized the fiendish musi-
cian erst seen by Tam O’Shanter) tuned his fiddle, and
sommoned the whole motley rout to a dance, before partaks

ing of the festal cheer. So they joined hands in & eircle,

whirling round so swifily, 50 madly, and so merrily, in time
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and tune with the Satanic music, that their separate incons
gruities were blended all together, and they became & kind
of entanglement that went nigh to turn one’s brain with
merely looking at it. Anon they stopped all of & sudden,
and staring at one another’s figures, set up a roar of laugh-
ter ; whereat a shower of the September leaves (which, all
day long, had been hesitating whether to fall or no) were
shaken off by the movement of the air, and came eddying
down upon the revellers.

Then, for lack of breath, ensued a silence; at the deepest
point of which, tickled by the oddity of surprising my
grave associates in this masquerading trim, I could not pos-
sibly refrain from a burst of laughter on my own separate
account.

“Hush!” I heard the pretty gypsy fortune-teller say.
# Who is that laughing 7 7/

‘“Some profane intruder!” said the goddess Diana. “T
shall send an arrow through his heart, or change him into a
stag, as I did Acteon, if he peeps from behind the trees!”

“Me take his scalp!” ecried the Indian chief, brandishing
kis tomahawk, and cutting a great caper in the air.

“T’ll root him in the earth with a spell that I bave at my
tongue’s end!” squeaked Moll Pitcher. ‘ And the green
moss shall grow all over him, before he gets free again!”’

“The voice was Miles Coverdale’s,” said the fiendish fid-
dler, with & whisk of his tail and a toss of his horns, “ My
music has brought him hither. He is always ready to
dance to the devil’s tunel?”

Thus put on the right track, they all recognized the volce
at once, and set up a simultaneous shout.

“ Miles! Miles! Miles Coverdale, where are you?” they
eried, “Zenobial Queen Zenobia! here is one of your
vassals lurking in the wood. Command him to approach,
and pay his duty!”

The whole fantastic rabble forthwith streamed off in pur-
suit of me, so that I was like a mad poet hunted by chime-
ras. Having fairly the start of them, however, I sncceeded
in making my escape, and soon left their merriment and
riot at a good distance in the rear. Its fainter tones as-
sumed a kind of mournfulness, and were finally lost in the

hush and solemnity of the wood. In my haste, I stumbled
over a heap of logs and sticks that had been cut for fire-
wood, 2 great while ago, by some former powstssor of the
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woil, and piled up square, in order to be carted O:hS}Edtg
a.wa’y to the farm-house. But, being forgotten, . fgﬂ y
lain there perhaps fifty yem'?, and %(fgl?fﬁ‘;?;es fa,l%'mg'
il. by the accumulation of mass, ?
:Jlgg’th}em and decaying there, from antumn to aut:lzim;, :f
een mound was formed, in which the softened m;;{,(1 nt e
%}:Il'e wood-pile was still perceptible. In the fitful :m1 K
then swayed my mind, I found something strangi y adead
in in this simple circumstance. I 1mag_med the long- =
wgodman and his long-dead wife and children, conn_ng T
of their chill graves, and essaying to make a fire wit
fuel ! ! ; ;
he%)rs?ufl Tﬁ?:ysplét I strayed onward, quite losf', in revte_lile,
and neither knew mor cared whither I was gomgéjun i :
low, soft, well-remembered Yﬁxce spoke, at a little distanee.
«TMhere is Mr. Coverdale ; :
i iﬁﬁ}lse 1éoverdale 17" gaid another vmce,——anq,lts tones
were very stern. ¢ Let him come forward, then! :
« Yes. Mr. Coverdale,” cried a womans voice,—clear an:
melodio‘:ls, but, just then, with something unn;t{}ral 1ﬁ 01&;
—y re welcome! But you come hall all hod
ﬁgriite :31?&1 ﬁave missed & scene which you would have
i e ich Eliot’s pulpit, at the
“Tooked up, and found myself nigh Xiiot’s pulpit,
baie kc!)(i)' {xihigﬁ’ sat Hollingsworth, with Priscilla at his feet,

and Zenobia standing before them.

CHAPTER XXV.
THE THREE TOGETHER,

INGEWORTH was in his ordinary xyorkmg-drgﬂa. Pris-
cilg.ogft;re s pretty and simple gown, with & kernhx;:f abtﬁut
her neok,and a celash, which ghs had flung bg[fk* rzom bgr

| head, leaving it suspended by the strings. Bub ém ia

' (whose part among the maskers, as may be Bu%p{fb : w_agr,

' io inferior one) appeared in a costume of fancifu magx:z ?
cence, with her jewelled flower as the central oPRAIEN Od
what resembled a leafy crown,or coronet. She repre;elgid
4he oriental prineess by whoge name we Were ac.custoif_
4o kaow her. Her attitude was free and nobde; yob, & &




