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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
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pastures, and across a portion of the meadow, to the partic
ular spot on the river-bank which I had paused to contem-
plate in the course of my afternoon’s ramble. A nameless;
Eresentlmem had again drawn me thither, after leaving

liot’s pulpit. I showed my companions where I had
found the handkerchief, and “pointed to two or three foote
steps, impressed into the clayey margin, and tending to-
ward the water. Beneath its shallow verge, among the
water-weeds, there were further traces, as yet unobliterated
by the sluggish current, which was there almost at a stand-
still. Silas Foster thrust his face down close to these foote
steps, and picked up a shoe that had escaped my observa.
tion, being half imbedded in the mud.

“There’s a kid shoe that never was made on a Yankee
last,” observed he. “I know enough of shoemaker’s craft
to tell that. French manufacture; and, see what a high
instep ! and how evenly she trod in it! There never was a
womar that stepped handsomer in her shoes than Zenobia
did, Here,” he added, addressing Hollingsworth ; “ would
You liks to keep the shoe? ?

Hollingsworth started back, !

% Give it to me, Foster,” gaid I. :

I dabbled it in the water, to rinse off the mud, and have
kept ii ever since. Not far from this spot lay an old, leaky
punt, drawn up on the oozy river-side, and generally half-
full of water. It served the angler to go in quest of picke
erel, or the sportsman to pick up his wild ducks. Settin
this crazy bark afloat, I seated myself in the stern with the
paddle, while Hollingsworth sat in the bows with the
hooked pole, and Silas Foster amidships with a hay-rake.

“It puts me in mind of my young days,” remarked Si- °

las, “ when I used to steal out of bed to go bobbing for
horn-pouts and eels. Heigh-hol—well, life and death to-
gether make sad work for us all! Then I wasa boy, bob-
bing for fish; and now I am getting to be an old fellow,
and here I be, groping for a dead body! I tell you what,
lads, if I thought anything had really happened to Zencbia,
I should feel kind o’ sorrowful.”

“1 wish, at least, you would hold your fongue,” mute
tered I.

The moon, that night, though past the full, was still large
and oval, and having risen between eight and nine o’clock
now shone aslantwise over the river, throwing the high, ope
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posite bank, with its woods, into deep shadow, but llghtineg
up the hither shore pretty effectually. Not a ray appear

to fall on the river itself. It lapsed imperceptibly away, a
broad, black, inscrutable depth, keeping its own secrets
from the eye of man, as impenetrably as mid-ocean could.

“ Well, Miles Coverdale,” said Foster, “you are t};m
hetmsman. How do you mean to manage this business?

“1I shall let the boat drift, broadside foremost, past that
stump,” I replied. “1I know the bottom, having sounded it
in fishing. The shore, on this side, after the first step or
two, goes off very abruptly; and there is a pool, just by the
stump, twelve or fifteen feet deep. The current cou_ld not
have force enough to sweep any sunken object, even if par-
tially buoyant, out of that hollow.” |

“ Come, then,” said Silas; “but I doubt whether I can
touch bottom with this hay-rake, if it’s as deep as you say.
Mr. Hollingsworth, 1 think you'll be the lucky man to-
wight, such luck as it is.” ; i

We floated past the stump. Silas Foster plied his rake
manfully, poking it as far as he could into the water, and
Immersing the whole length of his arm besides. Hollings-
worth at first sat motionless, with the hooked pole elevated
in the air. But, by and by, with a nervous and jerky move-
ment, he began to plunge it into the blackness that upbore
us, setting his teeth, and making precisely such thrusts,
methought, as if he were stabbing at a deadly enemy. 1
bent over the side of the boat. So obscure, however, so
awfully mysterious, was that dark stream, that—and the
thought made me shiver like a leaf—I might as well have
tried to look into the enigma « ” the eternal world, to dis-
cover what had become of Zenobia’s soul, as into the riv- :
er’s depths, to find her body. And there, perhaps, she Iay,
with her face upward, while the shadow of the boat, 9,'11(1

my own pale face peering downward, passed slowly betwixt
her and the sky !
Once, twice, thrice, I paddled the boat up stream, and

' again suffered it to glide, with the river’s slow, funereal

motion, downward. Silas Foster had raked up a large mass
of stuff, wh ' ne toward the surface, looked some-
what like a flow t, but proved to be a monstrous
tuft of water-weeds. H sworth, with a gigantic effort,
upheaved a sunken log. When once free 01? the bottom, it
rose partly out of water—all weedy snd slimy, a dovilishe :
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looking object, wnich the moon had not shone upon for half
a hundred years,—then plunged again, and sullenly re-
turned to its old resting-place, for the remnant of the cens
tury.

“ That looked ngly!” quoth Silas. “I half thought it
was the evil one, on the same errand as ourselves,—searchs
ing for Zenobia.”

% He shall never get her,” said I, giving the boat a strong
impulse.

“ That’s not for you to say, my boy,” retorted the yeos
man. “Pray God he never has, and never may! Slow
, work this, however! I should really be glad to find some-
thing! Pshaw! What a notion that is, when the only
good luck would be to paddle, and drift, and poke, and
grope, hereabouts, till morning, and have our labor for our
pains! For my part, I shouldn’t wonder if the creature
had only lost her shoe in the mud, and saved her soul alive,
after all. My stars! how she will laugh at us, to-morrow
morning | ?

It is indescribable what an image of Zenobia—at the
breakfast-table, full of warm and mirthful life—this sur.
mise of Silas Foster’s brought before my mind. The ter-
rible phantasm of her death was thrown by it into the re-
motest and dimmest hack-ground, where it seemed to grow
as improbable as a myth.

“ Yes, Silas. it may be as you say,” cried L.

The drift oi the stream had again borne us a little below
the stump, when I felt,—yes, felt, for it was as if the iron
hook had smote my breast,—felt Hollingsworth’s pole strike
some object at the bottom of the river! He started up,
and almost overset the boat.

“ Hold on!” cried Foster; “ you have her!”

Putting a fury of strength into the effort, Hollingsworth
heaved amain, and up came a white swash to the surface of
the river. It was the flow of a woman’s garments. A lit-
tle higher, and we saw her dark hair streaming down the
current. Black River of Death, thou hadst yielded up thy

im! Zenobia was fo !
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ghore, we all three stepped into the water, bore her out, and
Iaid her on the ground beneath a tree.

“ Poor child!” said Foster,—and his dry old heart, I
verily believe, vouchsafed a tear,—* I'm sorry for her!”

Were I to describe the perfect horror of the spectacle,
the reader might justly reckon it to me for a sin and shame.
For more than twelve long years I have borne it in my
memory, and could now reproduce it as freshly as if it
were still before my eyes. Of all modes of death, methinks
it is the ungliest. Her wet garments swathed limbs of ters
rible inflexibility. She was the marble image of a death-
agony. Her arms had grown rigid in the act of strug-
gling, and were bent before her with clenched hands; her
knees, too, were bent, and—thank God for it |—in the atfi-
tude of prayer. Ah, that rigidity! It is impossible to
bear the terror of it. It seemed,—I must needs impart so
much of my own miserable idea,—it seemed as if her body
must keep the same position in the coffin, and that her
skeleton would keep it in the grave; and that when Zeno-
bia rose at the day of judgment, it would be in just the
same aftitude as now !

One hope I had; and that, too, was mingled half, with
fear. She knelt, as if in prayer. With the last, choking
consciousness, her soul, bubbling out through her lips, it
may be, had given itself up to the Father, reconciled and
penitent. But her arms! They were bent before her, as
if she struggled against Providence in never-ending hostils
ity. Her hands! They were clenched in immitigable de.

fiance. Away with the hideous thought! The flitting mo- |

ment after Zenobia sank into the dark pool—when her
breath was gone, and her soul at her lips—was as long, in
its capacity of God’s infinite forgiveness, as the lifetime of
the world!

Foster bent over the body, and carefully examined it.

“ You have wounded the poor thing’s breast,” said he to
Hollingsworth ; “ close by her heart, too!?”

“Hal?” cried Hollingsworth, with a start.

And so ke had, indeed, both before and after death!

“Beel” said Foster. “ That’s the place where the iron
struck her. It looks cruelly, but she never felt it1?

He endeavored to arrange the arms of the corpse
decently by its side. His utmost strength, however,

scarcely sufficed to bring them down ; and rising again, the
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next instant, they bade him defiance, exdctly ag befors,
e made another effort, with the same resuls,
“In God’s name, Silas Foster,” cried I, with bitter in-
dignation, “let that dead woman alone]”

“ Why, man, it’s not decent ! ” answered he, staring at me

in amazement. I can’t bear to see her looking so ! Well,
well,” added he, after a third effort, “’tis of no use, sure
enough; and we must leave the women fo do their best
with her, after we get to the house, The sooner that's
done, the better.”

We took two rails from a neighboring fence, and formed
3 bier by laying across some boards from the bottom of the
boat. And thus we bore Zenobia homeward. Six hours
before, how beautiful] At midnight, what a horror! A
reflection occurs to me that will show ludicrously, I doubt
not, on my page, but must come in, for its sterling truth.
Being the woman that she was, could Zenobia have fore.
seen all these ugly circumstances of death,—how ill it
would become her, the altogether unseemly aspect which
she must put on, and especially old Silas Foster's efforts to
improve the matter,—she would no more have committed
the dreadful act than have exhibited herself to a publie
assembly in a badly-fitting garment! Zenobia, I have often
thought, was not quite simple in her death. She had seen
pictures, I suppose, of drowned persons in lithe and grace-
ful attitudes, And she deemed it well and decorous to die
28 80 many village maidens have, wronged in their first
love, and seeking peace in the bosom of the old, familiar
stream,—so familiar that they eould not dread it,—where,
in childhood, they used to bathe their little feet, wading
mid-leg deep, unmindful of wat skirts. But in Zenobia’s
case there was some tint of the Arcadian affectation that
had been visible enough in all our lives, for a few montha
past,

This, however, to my conception, takes nothing from the
tragedy. For,has not the world come to an awfully sophis-
ticated pass, when, after a certain degree of acquaintance
with it, we cannot even put ourselves to death in whole.
hearted simplicity ?

: Slowly, slowly, with many a dreary pause,—resting the
bier often on some rock, or balancing it across s mossy log,
to take fresh hold,—we bore our burden onward through
the moonlight, and’ at last laig Zenobia on the floor of the

{
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oid farm-house. By and by came three or f‘our' ng‘giai{é :
wotaen, and stood whispering around Lhe'(‘91‘-1|S}£'){r111)f\(':1'l1:;_;{is :
it through their spectacles, holding vp tue_i'I; sk 3 1;,1 of’
shaking their night-capped heads, and taking counse
one another’s experience what was to be done.

With those tire-women we left Zenobia !

XXVIIL
BLITHEDALE PASTURE,

BLITHEDALE, thus far in its progress, hac? Tiewel, ra(t‘nﬁ
the necessity of a burial-cround. lln;re was some; fg; E
sultation among us in what spot Zenobia n;]ghtﬁnos‘ i 1-)
be laid. It was 1wy own wish that she should sleep at l}:Q
base of Eliot's pulpit, and that on the rugged irol'}t‘u_f‘ the
rock the name by which we familiarly knew her,-—.db.x(:n;‘.-t.
—and not another word, should be deeply cut, and lcltBufr
the moss and lichens to fill up at their long lc.su:‘c.‘ ‘ l.‘.t.
Hollingsworth (to whose ideas on this point great uc%ef e?‘c‘?
was {ltre) made it his request that Ler grave ]"}?l.gllit ;%Et‘tl:g
on the gently sloping l;:.l-sa(_;e, in the v.'ﬁle puzu.nle. t\bl(ld,
as we once supposed, Zenobia and Le had p}lamnc't to bui
their cottage. And thus it was dullm‘ a{:uormnglé e -

She was buried very much as other people l)mt>.1h-cn \:r
hundreds of years gone by. In anhcwationknf:} w:mi:j -“10
Blithedale cclonists had snmctln*.c:s. set our f:mc:ci at vjxolrli
to arrange a funereal ceremony, wkich Sh?t‘l‘ld be tiut.‘ 111 Dlui
symbolic expression of our sp:r;tnnl Pialt..}z :‘lnt ‘ .tl.tu,tlf\,
h.ones; and this we 1neant to s:'._bs_tltn_lte for those c~l.st<{m‘i?i
rites which were moulded originally out of the (”ft iie
gloom, and by long use, like an oid velvet pall: llfl'\ll‘}.SO
much more than their first death-smell n them. But \? :.eﬂr:
the occasion came, we found it the s:_m‘p}est ﬁnd-,?l.l}?iu
thing, after all, to content clll'sg]\'os “'.!'tf.,ﬂm old fh'n‘.l:ui]‘,
taking away what we could, ll:lj; interpolating ‘130 :}(1\ LILIL;
and particularly avoiding all frippery of ﬁgwezb and li .(_i ;
ful emblems. The procession mm'u} from the ﬁux]y rJul.,-f,.

Nearest the dead wallked an old man in deep 111:!_(1}11':11.'1_5!.‘.,1?

face mostly concealed in a white h_ﬂn(li{@rcme;, and ?\ lt.lfz

Priscilla leaning on his arm. Hollingsworth and myse

12
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came next.  We all stood around the narrow niche in the
cold earth; all saw the coflin lowered in; all heard the rat-
tle of the crumbly soil upon its lid.—that final sound
which mortality awakens on tlie utmost verge of sense, as
If in the vain Lope of bringing an echo from the spiritual
world.

I noticed a stranger,—a stranger to most of those present
though known to me,—who, after the coffin had descended,
took up a handful of earth, and flung it first into the gl‘m‘e:
I had given up Hollingsworth’s arm, and now found myself
near this man,

"ﬂlb was an idle thing—a foolish thing—for Zenobia to
do,” said he. * She was the last woman in the world to
waom death could have been necessary. 1t wastoo absurd!
1 have no patience with her.”

:‘1t"-fhy s.)?’: I inquircd, smothering my horror at his
So-‘:,‘ comment in my eazcr curiosity to discover some tangi-
ble truth as to his rclation with Zenobia. *“If any crisis
could justify the sad wrong sho oflcred to herself, it was
surely that in which she stood. Everything had failed
her ;—prosperity in the world’s sense, for her opulence was
gone,—the heart’s prosperity, in love. And there was a
secret burthen on her, the nature of which is best known
to you. Young as she was, she had tried life fully, had no
more to hope, and something, perhaps, to fear, Had Provi-
dIence‘t-algen her away in its own holy hand, I should have
thought it the kindest dispensation that could be avarded
t0 one so wrecked.” :

* You mistake the matter completely,” rejoined West-
ervelt.

:: Frr‘gl:'lt, ‘t‘!u:}tn, ls your own view of it 7” T asked.

Her mind was active, and various in its powers,” said
be. * Her LeartLad a manifold adaptation ; her constitution
an infinite buoyancy, which (bad she possessed only a little
patience to await the reflux ot her troubles) would have
borne her upward, triumphantly, for twenty years to come.
Her‘ beauty would not have waned—or scarcely so, and
sure.y not beyond the reach of art to restore it—in all that
Huc, She had life’s summer all before her, and a h;nadﬁ-d
varieties of Lrilliant success. What an actress Zenobia
mwight have been! Tt was one of her least valuable capabili-
ties. How forcibly she might have wrought upon the
world, either directly in her own person, or by her influencn
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upon some man, or a series of men, of controlling genius!
Every prize that could be worth a woman’s having—and
many prizes which other women ave too timid to desire—
lay within Zenobia’s reach.”

“In all this,” I observed, “there would have been noth.
ing to satisfy her heart.”

“Her heart!” answered Westervelt, contemptuously.
“That troublesome organ (as she had hitherto fomd it)
would have been kept in its due place and degree, and have
had all the gratification it could fairly claim. She would
soon have established a control over it. Love had failed
her, you say! Had it never failed her before? Yet she
survived it, and loved again,—possibly not once alone, nor
twice either. And now to dcown herself for yonder dreamy
philanthropist 1

“Who are you,” I exclaimed, indignantly, “tha* dare Lo
speak thus of the dead? You scem to intend aculogy, yeb
leave out whatever was noblest in her, and blacken while
you mean to praise. I have long considered you as Zeno-
bia's evil fate. Your sentiments confirm me in the idea.
but leave me still ignorant as to the mode in which you
have influenced her life. The connection may have Leen
indissoluble, except Ly death. Then, indeed,—always in
the hope of God’s infinite merey,—I cannot deem it o mis.
fortune that she sleeps in yonder gravel”

% No matter what I was to her,” he answered, gloomily,
yet without actual emotion. “3She is now beyond my
reach. Had she lived, and hearkened to my counsels, we
might have served each other well., But there Zenobia
lies in yonder pit, with the dull earth over her. Twenty
years of a brilliant lifetime thrownaway for a mere womar's
whim!?”

Heaven deal with Westervelt according to his nature ~nd
deserts I—that is to say, annihilate him. He was altogether
earthy, worldly, made for time and its gross objects, and
incapable—except by a sort of dim reflection caught from
other minds—of so much as one spiritual idea. Whatever
gtain Zenobia had was caucht from him; nor does it seldoin
happen that a character of admirable qualities loses its
better life becaunse the atmosphere that should sustain ib
is rendered poisonous by such breath as this man mingled
with Zenobia’s. Yet his reflections possessed their share
of truth. It was a woful thought, that 2 woman of Zenas
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bia’s diversified capacity should have fancied herself {rre.
trievably defeated on the broad battie-field of life, and with
no refuge, save to fall on her own sword, merely because
Love had gone against Ler. It is nonsense, and a miserable
wrong,—the resuit, like so many others, of masculine ego-
tism,—that the success or failure of woman's existence
should be made to depend wholly on the aflections, and on
one species of affection, while man Las such a multitude of
other chances, that this seems but an incdent. For its
own sake, if' it will do no more, the world should throw
opezt ail its avenues to the passport of a woman's bleeding
heart.

As we stood around the grave, I looked often toward
Pric-illa, dreading to see her wholly overcome with grief,
And deeply grieved, in truth, she was. But a character so
simply constituted as hers has room only for a single pre.
dominant afiection. No other feeling can touch the heart’s
inmost core, no do it any deadly mischief. Thus, while we
see that such a being responds o every breeze with tremu.
lous vibration, and imagine that she must be shattered Ly
the first rude Llast, we fnd her retaining her equilibrium
amid shocks that might have overthrown many a sturdier
frame. So with Priscilla ;—her one pessible misfortune
was Hollingsworth’s unkincness; and that was destined
never to befall her—never yct, at least—for Priscilla Las
not died.

But Hollingswortk! After all tne evil that he did, are
we to leave Lim thus, blest with the entire devction of
this one true heart, and with wealth at Lis disposal, to ex-
ecute the leng-contemplated project that had led him so far
astray 7 'Wlhat retribution is tlere Lere? My mind Leing
vexed with precisely this query, I made a journey, scme
years since, for the sole purpose of catcling a last gl.mpse
at Ilollingsworth, and judging for myself whether he were
a bappy man or no. T learncd that he inhabited a small
cottage, that Lis way of life was exceedingly vetired, and
that my only chance of encountering him or Priscilla wasto
et them in a secluded lane, where, in the lattcr part of
he afternoon, they were accustomed to walk.  did meet
them, accordingly As they approached me, I observed in
Hollingsworth’s face a depressed and melancholy look, that
seemed habitual ;—the powerfully-built man showed a selfs
distrustful weakness, and a childlike or childish tendency

THE BLITHEDAJE ROMANCE.

to press close, and closer stiil, vo tie side of the slenfier
woman whose arm was within his. In Pl‘lscﬂ\a'-% manner
there was a protective and watehful quality, as _!II_ s_hle felt
herself the guardian of her companion; but, 111\9“1?&31 :):i
deep, submissive, unquestioning reverence, and aisva velle
happiness in her fair and quiet countenalce. :

Drawing nearer, Priscilla recognized me, and gave me a
kind and friendly smile, but with a slight gesture, which I
could not help interpreting as an entreaty nos to nalke
mysell known to Hollingsworth. Nevertheless, an nrfpulse
took possession of me, and ecompelled me to ;ddres_s him.

¢ have comne, Hollingsworth,” said I,*to view your
grand edifice for the reformation ¢f eriminals. Is it finished
yet?” : Ll e

¢ No, nor beguu,” answered he, without raising his eyes.
¢ A very small one answers all my purposes.’

Priscilla threw me an upbraiding glance. B‘ut_l spoke
again, with a bitter and revengeful emotion, as if flinging a
p;:nisanefl arrow at Hollingsworth’s heart. Pk

“ Up to this moment,” I inquired, * how many criminals
have you reformed? ” : : :

“ Not one.” said ITollingsworth, with his eyes still fixed
on the ground. * Ever since we parted, 1 have been busy
with a single murderer.” ;

Then the tears gushed into my eves, m_ﬂ..ri I forgave hlr_n;
for I remembered the will energy, the passionate shriek, with
which Zenobia had spoken those words,—* lt:_ll h‘_J’n he has
murdered me! Tell him that I'll haunt him!”—and I
knew what murderer he meant, and whose vindictive
shadow dogged the side where Priscilla was not.

The moral which presents itself to my reflections, as
draws from Hollingsworth’s character and errors, 1s simply
this,—that, admitting what is called 1)}15‘1;:1tl§1'011)', when
adopted as a profession, to be often useful by its energetic
impulse f~ society at large, it is .p{'r.llou% to the _nnh\'atiml
whose ruling passion, in one exclusive (-u:‘nn':(il, it thus be-
comes. 1t ruins, or is fearfully apt to ruin, the heart, the
rich juices of which God never meant should be pressed
violeatly out, and distilled into aletzr.u‘:c liquor, }‘)j_.' an un-
natural process, but should render life sweet, b:an‘d‘ m?d
gently beneficent. and insensibly influence othei: hsans_ and
other lives to the same blessed end. 1 see in Hulhng;ﬂz-
worth an exemplification of the most awful truth in Bunyan's
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book of such ;—from the very gate of heaven there is & bye
way to the pit!

But, all this while, we have been standing by Zenobia’s
grave. I have never since beheld it, but make no question
that the grass grew all the better, on that little paralielo-
gram of pasture-land, for the decay of the beautiful woman
who slept beneath. How much Nature seems to love us!
And how readily, nevertheless without a sigh or a com-
plaint, she converts us to a meaner purpose, when her high-
est one—that of conscious intellectual hfe and sensibility—
has been untimely balked! While Zenobia lived, Nature
was proud of her, and directed all eyes upon that radiant
presence, as her fairest handiwork. Zenobia perished. Will
not Nature shed a tear? Ah, nol—she adopts the calamity
at once into her system, cnd is just as well pleased, for
aught we can see, with the tuft of ranker vegetation that
grew out of Zenobia’s heart, as with all the beauty which
has bequeathed us no earthly representative except in this
crop of weeds. It is because the spirit is inestimable tha$
the lifeless body is so little valued. -

CHAPTER XXIX,
MILES COVERDALE'S CONFESSION.

It remains only to say a few words about myself. Not
fmprobably, the reader might be willing to spare me thé
trouble; for I have made but a poor and dim figure in my
own narrative, establishing no separate interest, and suf-
fering my colorless life to take its hue from other lives.
But one still retains some little consideration for one’s self;
go 1 keep these last two or three pages for my individual
and sole behoof.

But what, after all. have T to tell? Nothing, nothing,
nothing! I left Blithedale within the week after Zenobia’s
death, and went back thither no more. The whole soil of
our furm, for a long time afterward, seemed but the sodded
earth over her grave. I could not toil there, nor live upon
its products. Often, however, in these years that are dark-
ening around me, I remember our beautiful scheme of a
noble and unselfish life ; and how fair, in that first summae.
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sppeared the prospect that it might endure for generations,
and be perfected, as the ages rolled away, into the system
of a people and a world| Were my former associates now
there—were there only three or four of those true-hearted
men still laboring in the sun,—I sometimes fancy that i
should direct my world-weary footsteps thitherward, and
entreat them to receive me, for old friendship's sake. Mere
and more I feel that we had struck upon what ought to ve
8 truth.  Posterity may dig it up, and profit by 5. The
experiment, so far as its original projectors were concerned,
proved, long ago, a failure; first lapsing into Fouriensm,
and ‘dying, as it well deserved, for this infidelity to its own
higher spirit. Where once we toiled with our whole hope
ful bearts, the town-paupers, aged, nerveless, and discom
solate, creep sluggishly a-field. Alas. what fzith is requi
site to bear up against such results of generous effort |

My subsequent life has passed,—1 was going to say hap-
pily —but, at all events, tolerably enough. I am now at
middle age,—well, well, a step or two beyond the midmost
point, and I care not a fig who knows it |—a bachelor, with
no very decided purpose of ever being otherwise. I hava
been twice to Europe, and spent a year or two rather agree.
ably at each visit., Being well to do in the world, and
having nobody but myself to care for, I live very much a
my ease, and fare sumptuously every day. As for poetry,
1 have given it up, notwithstanding that Doctor Griswold
—as the reader, of course, knows—has placed me at a fais
elevation among our minor minstrelsy, on the strength of
my pretty little volume, published ten years ago. Asre-
gards human progress (in spite of my irrepressible yearns
ings over the Blithedale reminiscences), let them believe in
it who can, and aid in it who choose. If I could earnestly
do either, it might be all the better for my comfort. As
Hollingsworth cnce told me, I lack a purpose. How
strange! He was ruined, morally, by an overplus of the
very same ingredient, the want of which, I occasionally sus-
pect, has rendered my own life all an emptiness. 1 by no
means wish to die. Yet, were there any cause, in this
whole chaos of human struggle. worth a sane man’s dying
for, and which my deatn wowd benefit, then—provided,
however, the effort did not involve an unreasonable amount
of trouble—methinks I might be bold to offer up my life.
If Kossuth, for example, would pitch the battlefield of
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Hungarian rights within an easy side of my abode, and
echooze s mild, sunny morning, after preakfast, for the con-
flict, Miles Coverdale would “gladly be his man, for one
brave rush upon the levelled bayonets. Further than that,
1 should be loth to pledge myself.

1 exaguerate my own defects. The reader must not take
my own word for it, nor believe me altogether changed
from the young man who once hoped strenuously, and
struggled not so much amiss. Frostier heads than mine
have gained honor in the world ; frostier hearts have im-
hibed new warmth, and been newly happy. Life, however,
it waust be owned, has come to rather an idle pass with me.
Would my friends iike to know what brought it thither?
Y'here is one secret,—I have concealed it all along, and never
meant to let the least whisper of it escape,—one foolish
little secret, which possibly may Lave had something to do
with these inactive years of meridian manhood, with my
bachelorship, with the unsatisfied retrospect that I fling
back on life, and my listless glance toward the future.
Qhall 1 reveal it? It is an absurd thing for a man in his
afternoon,—a man of the world, mnoreover, with these three
white hairs in his brown mustache, and that deepening track
of a crow's-foot on each temple,—an absurd thing ever to
have happened. and quite the absurdest for an old bachelor,
flike me, to talk about. But it rises in my throat; o let it
come

1 perceive. moreover, that the confession, hrief as it shall
be. will throw a gleam of light over my behavior through-
out the foregomng ncidents, and is, indeed, esseinial tothe
full understanding of my story. The reader, theretore,
since 1 have disclosed so much, is entitled to thic one word
wmore. As I write it, he will charitably suppose nw % blush,
and teyn away my face :\—

l—] myself—was love—with—PriscinLal







