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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, & &
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queen’s, it wag not that of a queen triomphant, but de.
t;hrgned, on trial for her life, or, perchance, condemned, al-
;ea s]f : The spirit of the conflict seemed, nevertheless, to
e alive In her. Her eyes were on fire; her cheeks had
each a crimson spot, so exceedingly vivid, and marked with
80 definite an outline, that I at first doubted whether it
were not artificial. In a very brief space, however, this
idea was shamed by the paleness that ensued, as the blood
sunk suddenly away. Zenobia now looked like marble.

One always feels the fact, in an instant, when he has in-
truded on those who love, or those who hate, at some acme
of their passion that puts them into a sphere of their own
\:v}{ere no other spirit can pretend to stand on equal grounr_i

-Juh them. I was confused,—affected even with a species
J terror,—and wished myself away. The intentness of
their feelings gave them the exclusive property of the soil
anﬂ atmosphere, and left me no right to be or breathe there

: Holhugsworth,-—Zenohia,--I— have just returned t(;
Bhthedalre.” said I, “and had no thought of finding you
he‘lze'.r We shall meet again at the house. I will retire.”

3 his place is free to you,” answered Hollingsworth.

" Asfree as toourselves,” added Zenobia: “ This lon
while past, you have been following up your game frrol:ing
for human emotions in the dark corners of the héart. ‘ﬁad j‘oﬁ
been here a little sooner, you might have s¢en themdragged
mnto the daylight. I could even wish to have my trial over
again, with youstanding by to see fair play! Do you know
Mr. Coverdale, I have been on trial for my life?” :

She laughed while speaking thus. But, in truth, as my
eyes wandered from one of the group to another, I !.saw 1131
Holhngswor‘oh all that an artist could desire for,the grim
portrait of a Puritan magistrate holding inquest of life and
death in a case of witcheraft ;—in Zenobia, the BOICEeress
herself, not aged, wrinkled and decrepit, but ’fair enouﬁh t(;
tempt Satan with a force reciprocal to his own:—and in
; Priscilla, the pale victim, whose soul and body ijad Jbﬂen
. :faa'it:i l:ieh:r ;ps%}lq h‘H:}d a pile of fagots been heaﬁed
! against t ock, this t of i i v

cofnféeted the mié*;fe:s‘-_ivéupigtful:;.p Gl et

" 1% was too hard upon me,” continue nobia, addres
ing Hollingsworth, “ that judge, jury ang aéz,g{:lsgf “éﬁ&i{?aeﬁ
be comprehended in one man! T'demur. as I!think‘ the
lawyers say, to the jurisdiotion. But ket the learned Judge
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Goverdale seat himself on the top of the rock, and you and
me stand at its base, side by side, pleading our cause before
him! There might, at least, be two criminals, instead of
one.”

“ You forced this on me,” replied Hollingsworth, looking
her sternly in the face. “Did I call you hither from among
the masqueraders yonder? Do I assume to be your judge
No; except so far as I have an unquestionable right of
judgment, in order to settle my own line of behavior toward
those with whom the events of life bring me in contact.
True, I have already judged you, but not on the world's

neither do I pretend to pass a sentencel”

Ah, this is very good!” said Zenobia, with a gmile.
¢ What strange beings you men are, Mr. Coverdale |-—is it
not so? It is the simplest thing in the world with you to
bring a woman before your secret tribunals, and judge and
condemn her urheard, and then tell her to go free without a
gentence. - The misfortune is, that this same secret tribunal
chances to be the only judgment-seat that a true woman
stands in awe of, and that any verdict short of acquittal is
equivalent to a death-sentencel”

The more I looked at them,-an the more I heard, the
stronger grew my impression that a crisis had just come
and gone. On Hollingsworth’s brow it had left a stamp
like that of irrevocable doom, of which his own will was the
instrument. In Zenobia’s whole person, beholding her
more closely, I saw a riotous agitation ; the almost delirious
disquietude of a great struggle, at the close of which the
vanquished one felt her strength and courage still mighty
within her, and longed to renew the contest. My sensa-
tions were as if I had come upon a battle-field before the
smolke was as yet cleared away.

And what subjects had been discussed here? All, no
doubt, that for so many months past had kept my heart and
my imagination idly feverish. Zenobia’s whole character
and history; the true nature of her mysterious connection
with Westervelt; her later purposes toward Hollingsworth,
and, reciprocally, his in reference to her; and, finally, the
degree in which Zenobia had been cognizant of the plot
against Priscilla, anc at, a 5 senn the real objeet
of that scheme. On point , I was left'to my
own conjectures, 01 1g, only, was certain, Zenobia

iends no longer. If their heart
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strings were ever intertwined, the knot had been adjudged
an entanglement, and was now violently broken.

But Zenobia seemed unable to rest content with the mat-
ter in the posture which it had assumed.

“ Ah! do we part so?” exclaimed she, seeing Hollings-
worth about to retire.

“ And why not ? ” said he, with almost rude abruptness.
# What is there further to be said between us?”
: # Well, perhaps nothing,” answered Zenobia, looking him
in the face, gnd smiling. “ But we have come, many times
before, to this gray rock, and we have talked very softly
among the whisperings of the birch-trees. They were pleas-
ant hours! I love to make the latest of them, though not
altogether so delightful, loiter away as slowly as may be.
And, besides, you have put many queries to me at this,
which you design to be our last, interview; and being
driven, as I must acknowledge, into a corner, I have re-
sponded with reasonable frankness. But, now, with your
free consent, I desire the privilege of asking a few ques-
tions, in my turn.”

#1 have no concealments,” said Hollingsworth.

¢ We shall see,” answered Zenobia. “T would first ine
quire whether you have supposed me to be wealthy ?”

“On that point,” observed Hollingsworth, “I have had
the opinion which the world holds.”

“ And I held it, likewise,” said Zenobia. “ Had I not
Heaven is my witness, the knowledge should have been as’
free to you as me. Itis only three days since I knew the

strange fact that threatens to make me poor; and your |
own acquaintance with it, I suspect, is of at least as old a '

date. I fancied myself affluent. You are aware, too, of the
disposition which I purposed n.aking of the larger’porton
of my imaginary opulence ;—nay, were it all, I had nof hesi-
tated. Let me ask you, further, did I ever propose or inti-
mate any terms of compact, on which depended this—as the
world would consider it—so important sacrifice?”

“ You certainly spoke of none,” said Hollingsworth.

. Nor meant any,” she responded. “ I was willing to re-
alize your dream, freely,—generously, as some might think
—but, at all events, fully, and heedless though it shcmki
prove the ruin of my fortune. If, in your own thoughts
you have imposed any conditions of this expenditure, it i;
you that must be held responsible for whatever is sordid
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and unworthy in them. And now, oneother question. Do
you love this girl?”
%, Zenobia 1” exclaimed Priscilla, shrinking back, a8 if

longing for the

rock to topple over and hide her.

% Do you love her ? ” repeated Zenobia.
% Had you asked me that question a ghort time since,”
replied Hollingsworth, after a pause, during which, it

seemed to me,

even the birch-trees held their whispering

breath, “ I should have told you— No!? My feelings for
Priscilla differed little from those of an elder brother, watch-
ing tenderly over the gentle sister whom God has given
him to protect.”

 And what is your answer now?” persisted Zenobia.

T do love her!” gaid Hollingsworth, uttering the words
with a deep inward breath, instead of speaking them oube
right. “As well declare it thus as in any other way. I

do love her!?”

“ Now, God be judge between us,” cried Zenobia, break-
ing into sudden passion, * which of us two has most mor-

tally offended

him! At least, I am a woman, with every

fault, it may be, that a woman ever had,—weak, vain, uns
principled (like most of my sex; for our virtues, when we
have any, are merely impulsive and intuitive), passionate,
too, and pursuing my foolish and unattainable ends by ins
direct and cunning, though absurdly chosen means, as an
hereditary bond-slave must; false, moreover, to the whole

circle of good,

in my reckless truth to the little good I saw

before me,—but still a woman! A creature whom only &
little change of earthly fortune, a little kinder smile of Him

who sent me

direct me, might have made all that a woman can be! But

hither, and one true heart to encourage and {

how is it with you? Are you a man? Noj; but a mon-
gter] A cold, heartless, self-beginning and self-ending
iece of mechanism!”

% With what, then, do you charge me ?” asked Hollings-
worth, aghast and greatly disturbed by this attack.
# 8how me one selfish end, in all I ever aimed at, and you
may cut it out of my bosom with a knife!”

It is all self!?” answered Zenobia, with still intenser
bitterness.  Nothing else; mothing but self, self, selfl
The fiend, T doubt not, has made his choicest mirth of you,
these seven years past, and especially in the mad summer
which e have spent together. I seeit now! Iam awake,

12
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disenchanted, disenthralled! Self, self, self 14_ Yorjt ::llfv;a
embodied yourself in a project. You area }JetuEl‘ masq de: 5
ader than the witches and gypsies yonder; for § l:ml' lsi
guise is a self-deception. See whither it has bl‘f)ﬂg t you!
First, you aimed a death-blow, and a treacherous ?1“,[3;
this scheme of a purer and higher life, which SO,H_]?IP 1g e
spirits had wrought out. Then, because C?Y:ﬂc.&l e L‘titrlﬁt
not be quite your slave, you threw him 1'uul_uessh}- a w;a,s.
And you took me, too, into your plan, as long fzsd E e:ra‘in :
bope of my being available, and now fling me aside aga =
broken tooll But, foremost and blackest of your sm? 311
stifled down your inmost consciousness !_yeuvuld fuLa{n C:g
wrong to your own heartl—you were 1‘_9;1{1) to' facts o
this girl, whom, if God ever visibly showed a phﬂr}l);}‘a.e'.,m
put into your|charge, and throngh whom he was striving
. 1
to‘l“?I(‘]]lj?s].n is) (z)a.uv;.'oman’s view,” said Hollingsworth, growing
deadly pale,—* a woman’s, whose whole 51'}11'-:1'18 o‘f acit.lfr)_ré is
in the heart, and who can conceive of no higher nor wider
”
one 1]33 silent1” cried Zenobia, imperiously. “ You know
neither man nor woman! The utmost that can be satd in
your behalf,—and because I would not Le n-noll}: ciea}mg
able in my own eyes, but would 1‘":111} excuse 1y \\(a‘att-e
feelings, nor own it wholly a delusion, therefore 115%.2- } ,--r
is, that a great and rich heart has been rn’!i}l]e( in ‘,(311
breast. Leave me, now. You have done with me, an
with you. Farewelll” :

¢ Priscilla,” said Hollingsworth, * come.” : :

Zenobia smiled; possibly I did so too. Not often, in
human life, has a gnawing sense of inj ury forim‘i a RneLteﬁ
morsel of revenge than was conveyed in the Ttune wit
which Hollingsworth spoke those two words. It was the
abased and tremulous tone of a man whose faith in 11111}?6‘;1'
was shaken, and who sought, at last, to lean on an ahecm?l_l.
Yes; the strong man bowed himself, and rested on this
poor Priscillal O! could she bhave failed him, what a tzl
umph for the lookers-on !

And, at first, I half imagined that sh )
him. She rose up, stood shivering hirch-leaves
that trembled over her head, anc : wly tutte}’ed,
rather than walked, toward Zenol ing at uc‘ feet,
ghe sank down there, in the very same attitude which she

s about to fail

-

4 ey e e
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had assumed on their first meeting, in the kitchen of the
old farm-house. Zenobia remembered it. _

* Ah, Prisciilal” said she, shaking her head, * how much

ged since then! You kneel to a dethroned princess.
1, the victorious one! But he is waiting for you. Say
i you wish, and leave me.”

“ We are sisters | ” gasped Priscilla.

1 cied that I understood the word emd action. It
6 the offering of herself, and all she had, to be at Zen-

lisposal. But the latter would not take it thus.

16, We are sisters!” she replied; and, moved by the

word, she stooped down and kissed Priscilla ; but
ovingly, for a sense of fatal harm received through her

to be lurking in Zenobia’s heart. “ We had one

rl You knew it from the first; I, but a little while—

¢ some things that have chanced might have been spared

. But I never wished you harm. You stood between

me and an end which I desired. I wanted a clear path.

No matter what I meant. It is over now. Do you forgive
me ? n

0, Zenobia,” sobbed Priscilla, “it is I that feel like the
guilty one!?”

“ No, no, poor little thing!” said Zenobia, with a sort of
contempt. “ You have been my evil fate; but there never
was a babe with less strength or will to do an injury,
Poor childl Methinks you have but a melancholy lot be-
fore you, sitting all alone in that wide, cheerless heart, where,

1ght you know,—and as I, alas! believe,—the fire
which you bave kindled may soon goout. Ah, the thought
makes me shiver for youl What will you do, Priscilla,
When you find no spark among the ashes?”

“Die!” she answered.

“ That was
proving smile.

well said!” responded Zenobia, with an ap-
STl “There is all a woman in your little com-
pass, my poor sister. Meanwhile, go with him, and livel”

She waved her away, with a queenly gesture, and turned
her own face to the rock. I watched Priscilla, wondering
-+ 2 4 =

1A

rment she would pass between Zenobis and Hol-

sister and herself; how
terms whatever with
h, there was no such

sing love made it all
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olear. Hollingsworth could bave no fault. That was the
one prineiple at the centre of the universe. And the doubt-
ful guilt or possible integrity of other people, appearances,
geli-evident facts, the testimony of her own senses,—even
Hollingsworth's self-accusation, had he volunteered it,—
would have weighed not the value of a mote of thistle-down
on the other side. So secure was she of his right, that she
never thought of comparing it with another’s wrong, but
left the latter to itself. _

Hollingsworth drew her arm within his, and soon disap-
peared with her among the trees. I cannot imagine how
Zenobia knew when they were out of sight; she never
glanced again toward them. But, retaining a proud atti-
tude so long as they might have thrown back a retiring
look, they were no sooner departed,—utterly de_'[?arted,—
than she began slowly to sink down. It was as if a great,
invisible, irresistible weight were pressing hLer to the earth.
Settling upon her knees, she leaned her forehead against the
rock, and sobbed convulsively ; dry sobs they seemed to be,
such as have nothing to do with tears.

CHAPTER XXVL
ZENOBIA AND COVERDALE.

ZenoBrA had entirely forgotten me. She fancied herself
alone with her great grief. And had it been only a com-
mon pity that I felt for her,—the pity that her proud
nature would have repelled, as the one worst wrong which
the world yet held in reserve,—the sacredness and awful-
ness of the crisis might have impelled me to steal away
silently, so that not a dry leat should rustle under my feet. I
would have left her to struggle, in that solitude, with only

_ the eye of God upon her. But, so it happened, I never
once dreamed of questioning my right to be there now, as I
had questioned it just before, when I eameso suddenly upon
Hollingsworth and berself, in the passion of their recent
debate. It snits me not to explain what was the analogy
that I saw, or imagined, between Zenobis’s situation and
mine ; nor, I believe, will the reader detect this one secret,
hidden beneath many a revelation whish perbaps conce
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me luss. In simple truth, however, as Zenobia leaned her
forehead against the rock, shaken with that tearless agony,
it seemed to me that the selfsame pang, with hardly
mitigated torment, leaped thrilling from her heart-strings
to my own. Was it wrong, therefore, if I felt myself con-
secrated to the priesthood by sympathy like this, and called
upon to minister to this woman’s affliction, so far as mortal
could?

But, indeed, what could mortal do for her? Nothing!
The attempt would be a mockery and an anguish. Time,
it is true, would steal away her grief, and bury it and the
best of her heart in the same grave. But Destiny itself,
methought, in its kindliest mood, ecould do no better for
Zenobia, in the way of quick relief, than to cause the im-
pending rock to impend a little further, and fall upon her
head. So I leaned against a tree, and listened to her sobs,
in unbroken silence. She was half prostrate, half kneeling,
wibh her forehead still pressed against the rock. Her sobs
weresthe only sound ; she did not groan, nor give any other
utterance to her distress. It was all involuntary.

At length, she sat up, put back her hair, and stared
about her with a bewildered aspect, as if not distinctly
recollecting the scene through which she had passed, nor
cognizant of the situation in which it left ber. Her face
and brow were almost purple with the rush of blood. They
whitened, however, by and by, and for some time retained
this death-like hue. She put her hand to her forehead, with
a gesture that made me forcibly conscious of an intense and
living pain there. :

Her glance, wandering wildly to and fro, passed over me
several times, without appearing to inform her of my
presence. Bat, finally, a look of recognition gleamed from
her eyes info mine.

“Is it you, Miles Coverdale ? ”” said she, smiling. * Ah,
I perceive what you areabout! You areturning this whole
affair into a ballad. Pray let me hear as many stanzasas
you happen to have ready!”

“ 0, hush, Zenobia | ” I answered. *“ Heaven knows what
an ache is in my soul!?”

“It is genuine tragedy, is it not? " rejoined Zenobisa,
with a sharp, light laugh. “ And you are willing to allow,
perhaps, that I have had hard measure. But it is a
woman’s doom, and I have deserved it like a woman ; so let
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there be no pity, s, on my part, there shall be no complaint,
It is all right, now, or will shortly be so. But, Mr.
Coverdale, by all means write this ballad, and put your
soul’s ache into it,and turn your sympathy to goed account,
as other poets do, and as poets must, unless they choose to
give us glittering icicles instead of lines of fire. As forthe
moral, it shall be distilled into the final stanza, in a drop of
bitter honey.”

‘ What shall it be, Zenobia ?” I inquired, endeavoring to
fall in with her mood.

“0,a very old one will gerve the purpose,” she replied.
“There are no new truths, much as we have prided our-
selves on finding some. A moral? Why, this:—that, in
the battle-field of life, the downright stroke, that would fall
only on a man's steel head-piece, is sure to light on a
woman’s heart, over which she wears no breastplate, and
whose wisdom it is, therefore, to leep out of the conflict.
Or, this :—that the whole universe, her own sex and yours,
and Providence, or Destiny, to boot, make common cause
against the woman who swerves one hair’s breadth out of
the beaten track. Yes; and add (for I may as well own it,
now) that, with that one hair's breath, she goes all
astray, and never sees the world in its true aspect after-
ward! "

“ This last is too stern a moral,” I observed. * Cannot we
soften it a little?

“ Do it, if you like, at your own peril, not on my respon-
sibility,” she answered. Then, with a sudden change of

1

subject, she went on: ‘ After all, he has flung away what ‘

would have served him better than the poor, pale flower he j
kept. What can Priscilla do for him? Put passionate

warmth into his heart, when it shall be chilled with frozen
hopes? Strengthen his hands, when they are weary with
mueh doing and no performance? No!l but only tend
toward him with a blind, instinctive love, and hang ber lit-
tle, puny weakness for a clog upon his arm! She cannot
even give him such sympathy as is worth the name. For
will he never, in many an hour of darkness, need that proud
intellectual sympathy which he might have had from me?
—the sympathy that would flash light along his course, and
guide as well as cheer him? Poor Hollingswerth! Where
will he find it now? " s
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“ Hollingsworth has a heart of feal” said I, bitterly.
“He is a wretch!?”

“Do him no wrong,” interrupted Zenobia, turning
haughtily upon me. “ Presume not to estimate a man like
Hollingsworth. It was my fault, all along, and none of
his. I seeit now! He never sought me. Why should he
seek me? What had I to offer him? A miserable, bruised
and battered heart, spoilt long before he met me. A life,
too, hopelessly entangled with a villain’s! He did well to
cast me off. God be praised, he did it! And yet, had he
trusted me, and borne with me a little longer, I would have
saved him all this trouble.”

She was silent for a time, and stood with her eyes fixed
on the ground. Again raising them, her look was more
mild and calm.

* MilesCoverdale ! ” said she.

“ Well, Zenobia,” I responded. “Can I do you any
service 7 ¥

“ Very little,” she replied. “ But it is my purpose, as
you may well imagine, to remove from Blithedale; and,
most likely, I may not see Hollingsworthagain. A woman
in my position, you understand, fecls scarcely at her ease
among former friends, New faces—unaccustomed looks—
those only can she tolerate. She would pine among famil-
iar scenes; she would be apt to blush, too, under the eyes
that knew her secret; her heart might throb uncomfort-
ably; she would mortify herself, I suppose, with foolish no-
tions of having sacrificed the honor of her sex at the foot of
proud, contumacious man. Poor womanhood, with its
rights and wrongs! Here will be new matter for my course
of lectures, at the idea of which you smiled, Mr. Coverdale,
a month or two ago. But, as you have really a heart and
sympathies, as far as they go, and as I ghall depart with-
out seeing Hollingsworth, I must entreat you to be a mes-
senger between him and me.”

“ Willingly,” said I, wondering at the strange way in
which her mind seemed to vibrate from the deepest earnest

. o mere levity. “ What is the message?”

“True—~What is it7” exclaimed Zenobia. “ After all,
I bardly know. On better consideration, I have no mes-
sage. Tell him—tell him something pretty and pathetic,
that will come nicely and sweetly into your ballad,—any-
thing you please, so it be tender and submissive enough,
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Tell him he has murdered me! Tell him that I'll haunt
him ! ”—she spoke these words with the wildest energy.—
% And give him—no, give Priscilla—this!”

Thus saying, she took the jewelled flower out of her hair;
and it struck me as theact of a queen, when worsted in a
combat, discrowning herself, as if she found a sort of reliet
in abasing all her pride.

« Bid her wear this for Zenobia’s sake,” she continued.

“8he is a pretty little creature, and will make as soft and
gentle a wife as the veriest Bluebeard could desire. Pity
that she must fade so soon! These delicate and puny
maidens always do. Ten years hence, let Hollingsworth
look at my face and Priscilla’s, and then choose betwixt
them. Or, if he pleases, let him do it now.”
* How magnificently Zenobia looked, as she said this! The
effect of her beauty was even heightened by the over-con-
sciousness and self-recognition of it, into which, I suppose,
Hollingsworth’s scorn had driven her. - She understood the
look of admiration in my face ; and—Zenobia to the last—
it gave her pleasure.

“It is an endless pity,” said she, ¢ that I had not be-
thought myself of winning your heart, Mr. Coverdale, in-
stead of Hollingsworth’s. I think I should have succeeded ;
and many women would have deemed you the worthier con-
quest of the two. You are certainly much the handsomest
man. But there is a fate in these things. And beauly, in
a man, has been of little account with me, since my earliest
girlhood, when, for once, it turned my head. Now, fare-
well 17

“ Zenobia, whither are yon going ?” I asked.

“ No matter where,” said she. “ But I am weary of.this
place, and sick to death of playing at philanthropy and
progress. Of all varieties of mock-life, we have surely
blundered into the very emptiest mockery, in our effort to
establish the one true system. I have done with it; and
Blithedale must find another woman to superintend the
laundry, and you, Mr. Coverdale, another nurse to make
your gruel, the next time you fall ill. It was, indeed, a
foolish dream! Yet it gave us some pleasant summer days,
and bright hopes, while they lasted. It can do no more ; nor
awill it avail us to shed tears over a broken bubble, Hereis
soy hand! Adieul”
~ She gave me her hand, with the same free, wholesouled

v
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gesture as on the first afternoon of our acquaintanee; and,
being greatly moved, I bethought me of no better method
of expressing my deep sympathy than to carry it to my
lips. In so doing, I perceived that this white hand—so
hospitably warm when I first touched it, five months since
—wags now cold as a veritable piece of snow.

“ How very cold !” I exclaimed, holding it between both
my own, with the vain idea of warmingit. * What canbe
the reason? It is really death-like!”

“The extremities die first, they say,” answered Zenobia,
laughing. “ And so you kiss this poor, despised, rejected
hand! Well, my dear friend, I thank you. You have re-
served your homage for the fallen. Lip of man will never

" | touch my. hand again. I intend to become a Catholic, for

| the sake of going into a nunnery. When you next hear of
Zenobia, her face will be behind the black veil; so look
your last at it now—for all isover ! Oncemore, farewell 12

She withdrew her hand, yet left a iingering pressure,
which I felt long afterward. So intimately connected as I
had been with perhaps the only man in whom she was ever
truly interested, Zenobia looked on me as the representative
of all the past, and was conscious that, in bidding me adieu,
she likewise took final leave of Hollingsworth, and of this
whole epoch of her life. Never did her beauty shine out
more lustrously than in the last glimpse that I bhad of her.
She departed, and was soon hidden among the trees.

But, whether it was the strong impression of the forego-
ing scene, or whatever else the cause, I was affected with &
fantasy that Zenobia had not actually gone, but was still
hovering about the spot and haunting it. I seemed to feel
her eyes upon me. It was as if the vivid coloring of her
character had left a brilliant stain upon the air. By de-
grees, however, the impression grew less distinet. I flung
myself upon the fallen leaves at the base of Eliot’s pulpit.
The sunshine withdrew up the tree-trunks, and flickered on
the topmost boughs; gray twilight made the wood obscure ;

) the stars brightened out; the pendant boughs became web
! with chill autumnal dews. But I was listless, worn oub

{ with emotion on my own behalf and sympathy for others,

and had no heart to leave my comfortless lair beneath the
rock.

I must have fallen asleep, and had a dream, all the eir-
eumstances of which utterly vanished at the moment When
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they converged to some tragical catastrophe, and thus grew
too powerful for the thin sphere of slumber that enveloped
them. Starting from the ground, I found the risen moon

Bhining upon the rugged face of the rock, and myself all in
& tremble.

CHAPTER XXVIL

MIDNIGHT,

IT could not have been far from midnight when I came

beneath Hollingsworth’s window, and, finding it open, flung
m a tuft of grass with earth at the roots, and heard it fall
upon the floor. He was either awake or sleeping very
lightly ; for scarcely a moment had gone by, before he
lo?fied out, and discerned me standing in the moonlight.

o -;IE it you, Coverdale?” he asked. “ What is the mat-

“Come down to me, Hollingsworth!” I answered, “ I
am anxious to speak with you.”

The strange tone of my own voice startled me, and him
probably, no less. ' He lost no time, and soon issued from
the house-door, with his dress half arranged.

:: :&gain, what is thrc matter?” he asked, impatiently.

. I;I{ge Hj‘to}ﬂhiiu;l .-5911_01;151’,” said I, “since you parted
er, ) pulpit?

“ No,” answered Hollingsworth ; ” nor did I expect it.”

His voice was deep, but had a tremor in it. Hardly had
he spoken, when Silas Foster thrust his head, done up in a
cotton handkerchief, out of another window, and took what
he called—as it literally was—a squint at us,

- “ Well, folks, What are ye about here?” he demanded.

Ahal are you there, Miles Coverdale? You have been
turning night into day, since you left us, I reckon; and so
you find it quite natural to come prowling about t];e house
at this time o’ night, frightening my old woman out of her
wits, and making her disturb a tired man out of his best
DEI};J.D In with }-‘01:, you vagabond, and to bed!”

“ Dress yourself quictly, Foster.’ gaj &

L Ema quictly, Foster,” said I. “ We want

1 could not, for the life of me, keep that strange tone quk
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of my voice. Silas Foster, obtuse as were his gensibilities,
geemed to feel the ghastly earnestness that was conveyed in it
as well as Hollingsworth did. He immediately withdrew
his head, and I heard him yawning, muttering to his wife,
and again yawning heavily, while he hurried on hisclothes.
Meanwhile, I showed Hollingsworth a delicate handker-
chief, marked with a well-known cipher, and told where I
had found it, and other circumstances, which had filled me
with a suspicion so terrible that I left him, if he dared, to
ghape it out for himself. By the time my brief explanation
was finished, we were joined by Silas Foster, in his blue
woolen frock,

“Well, boys,” cried he, peevishly,“ what is to pay now?

& Tell him, Hollingsworth,” said 1.

Hollingsworth shivered, perceptibly, and drew in a hard
breath betwixt his teeth. He steadied himself, however,
and, looking the matter more firmly in the face than I had
done, explained to Foster my suspicions, and the grounds
nf them, with a distinctness from which, in spite of my ut-
most efforts, my words had swerved aside. The tough»
nerved yoeman, in his comment, put a finish on the busi-
ness, and brought out the hideous idea in its full terror, as
if he were removing the napkin from the face of a corpse.

% And so you think she’s drowned herself? ” he cried.

I turned away my face.

“ What on earth should the young woman do that for?*
exclaimed Silas, his eyes half out of his head with meresur
prise. “ Why she has more means than she can use or
waste, and lacls nothing to make her comfortable, but a
husband, and that’s an article she could have, any day.
There’s some mistake about this, I tell youl?”

¢ (ome,” said I, shuddering ;  let us goand ascertain the
truth.”

“ Well, well,” answered Silas Foster; *just as you say.
We'll take the long pole, with the hook at the end, that -
serves to get the bucket out of the draw-well, when the rope
is broken. With that, and a couple of long-handled hay-
rakes, I'll answer for finding her, if she's anywhere to be
found. Strange enough! Zenobia drown herself! No,no;
I don't believe it. She had too much sense, and too much
means, and enjoyed life a great deal too well.”

When our few preparations were completed, we haswﬁ
by a shorter than the customary route, through fields




