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Twice-Told Tales

THE GRAY CHAMPION

Trere was once a time when New England groaned
under the actual pressure of heavier wrongs than those
threatened ones which brought on the Revolution. James
IT, the bigoted successor of Charles the Voluptuous,
had annulled the charters of all the colonies, and sent a
harsh and unpnncipled soldier to take away our liberties
and cndanger our religion The admimstration of Sir
Edmund Andros lacked scarcely a single charactenstic of
tyranny* a Governor and Council, holding office from the
King, and wholly independent of the country, laws made
and tases levied without concurrence of the people im-
mediate or by their representatives; the nghts of private
citizens violated, and the titles of all landed property
declared void, the voice of complaint stified by restne-
tions on the press, and, finally, disaffection overawed by
the first band of mercenary troops that ever marched on
our frec soil. For two years our ancestors were kept in
sullen submission by that filial love which had mvariably
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secured their allegiance to the mother country, whether
its head chanced to be a Parhament, Proteclor, or Popish
Monarch. Till these evil times, however, such allcgiance
had been merely nomimal, and the colonists had ruled
themselves, enjoymg far more frecdom than 1s even yeot
the privilege of the native subjects of Great Bntan

At length a rumor reached our shores that the Prince
of Orange had venturcd on an enterpnse, the success of
which would be the trumph of cvil and religious nights
and the salvation of New England. It was but a doubtful
whisper 1t might be false, or the attempt might fail,
and, m either case, the man that stirred against King
James would lose lis head Stll the mntelligence pro-
duced a marked effect The pcople smiled mystcriously
in the streets, and threw bold glances at their oppressors
while far and wide there was a subdued and silent agita
tion, as 1f the shghtest signal would rouse the whole land
from 1ts sluggish despondency. Aware of therr danger,
the rulers resolved to avert it by an imposing display ot
strength, and perhaps to confirm their despotism by yet
harsher measures One afternoon m Apul, 1689, Sir Ed-
mund Andros and his favonte councillors, being warm
with wine, assembled the red-coats of the Governor’s
Guard, and made their appearance m the streets of Bos-
ton The sun was near setting when the march com-
menced

The roll of the drum at that unquiet crisis scemed to
go through the strects, less as the martial music of the
soldiers, than as a muster-call to the inhabitants them-
selves A multitude, by vanous avenues, assembled mn
King Street, which was destined to be the scene, nearly
a century afterwards, of another encounter between the
troops of Bntam, and a people strugglhing agamst her tyr-
anny. Though more than sity years had clapsed since
the pilgnms came, this crowd of their descendants stll
showed the strong and sombre features of their charac-
ter perhaps more stonkmgly in such a stern emergency
than on happier occasions There were the sober garb
the general seventy of muen, the gloomy but undlsmayeé
expression, the scriptural forms of speech, and the con-
fidence m Heaven's blessing on a nghteous cause, which
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would have marked a band of the onginal Puritans, when
threatened by some peril of the wilderness. Indeed, it
was not yet time for the old spint to be extinct, since
there were men in the street that day who had wor-
shipped there beneath the trees, before a house was
reared to the God for whom they had become exiles.
Old soldiers of the Parhament were here, too, smiling
gnmly at the thought that therr aged arms mght strike
another blow agamst the house of Stuart. Here, also,
were the veterans of King Philip’s war, who had burned
villages and slaughtered young and old, with pious fierce-
ness, while the godly souls throughout the land were
helping them with prayer. Several mimsters were scat-
tered among the crowd, which, unlike all other mobs,
regarded them with such reverence, as if there were sanc-
tity 1n their very garments. These holy men exerted their
influence to quiet the people, but not to disperse them.
Meantime, the purpose of the Governor, m disturbing
the peace of the town at a peniod when the shghtest com-
motion mught throw the country mto a ferment was
almost the umwersal subject of inquiry, and vanously
explained.

“Satan will strike his master-stroke presently,” cned
some, ‘“because he knoweth that his time 1s short All
our godly pastors are to be dragged to prison! We shall
see them at a Smuthfield fire m King Street!”

Hereupon the people of each pamsh gathered closer
round therr mmster, who looked calmly upwards and
assumed a more apostolic digmty, as well befitted a can-
didate for the highest honor of his profession, the crown
of martyrdom It was actually fancied, at that penod,
that New England might have a John Rogers of her own
to take the place of that worthy m the Primer

“The Pope of Rome has given orders for a new St.
Bartholomew!” cnied others “We are to be massacred,
man and male child!”

Neither was this rumor wholly discredited, although
the wiser class believed the Governor's object somewhat
less atrocious. His predecessor under the old charter,
Bradstreet, a venerable companion of the first settlers,
was known to be m town There were grounds for con-
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jecturing, that Sir Edmund Andros intended at once to
strike terror by a parade of military force, and to con-
found the opposite faction by possessing lumsclf of their
chief

“Stand firm for the old charter Governor!” shouted
the crowd, seizng upon the 1dea “The good old Gover-
nor Bradstreet!”

While this cry was at the loudest, the people were
surpnised by the wellknown figure of Governor Brad-
street himselt, a patniarch of nearly mincty, who appeared
on the clevated steps of a door, and, with charactenstic
mildness, besought them to submut to the constituted
authonties

“My children,” concluded this venerable person, “do
nothing rashly Cry not aloud, but pray for the welfarc
of New England, and expect patiently what the Lord
will do 1 this matterl”

The event was soon to be decided All this time the
roll of the drum had been approaching through Comn-
hill, louder and deeper, till with reverberations from
house to house, and the regula1 tramp of martial foot-
steps, it burst mnto the strect. A double rank of soldiers
made their appearance, occupying the whole breadth of
the passage, with shouldered matchlocks, and matches
burning, so as to present a row of fires in the dusk Their
steady march was Dike the progress of a machine, that
would roll irresistibly over everything in its way. Neat,
moving slowly, with a confused clatter of hoofs on the
pavement, rode a party of mounted gentlemen, the cen-
tral figure bemng Sir Edmund Andros, elderly, but ercct
and soldier-like Thosc around him were his favorite
councillors, and the bitterest foes of New England. At
his nght hand rode Edward Randolph, our arch-enemy,
that “blasted wretch,” as Cotton Mather calls hum, who
achieved the downfall of our ancient government, and
was followed with a sensible curse, through hife and to
his grave On the other side was Bullwant, scattenng
jests and mockery as he rode along. Dudley came
behind, with a downcast look, dreading, as well he might,
to meet the indignant gaze of the people, who beheld
him, their only countryman by birth, among the oppres-
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- sors of his native land. The captamn of a frigate in the

harbor, and two or three civil officers under the Crown,
were also there. But the figure which most attracted the
public eye, and stired up the deepest feehing, was the
Episcopal clergyman of King’s Chapel, riding haughtily
among the magstrates m his pnestly vestments, the
fitting representative of prelacy and persecution, the
union of church and state, and all those abominations
which had driven the Puntans to the wilderness Another
guard of soldiers, in double rank, brought up the rear.

The whole scene was a picture of the condition of
New England, and its moral, the deformity of any gov-
emment that does not grow out of the nature of things
and the character of the people. On one side the reh-
gious multitude, with their sad wvisages and dark attire,
and on the other, the group of despotic rulers, with the
high churchman in the midst, and here and there a cru-
cifix at their bosoms, all magmficently clad, flushed with
wine, proud of unjust authonty, and scoffing at the uni-
versal groan. And the mercenary soldiers, waiting but
the word to deluge the street with blood, showed the
only means by which obedience could be secured.

“O Lord of Hosts,” cried a voice among the crowd,
“provide a Champion for thy people!”

This ejaculation was loudly uttered, and served as a
herald’s cry, to introduce a remarkable personage. The
crowd had rolled back, and were now huddled together
nearly at the extrermity of the street, while the soldiers
had advanced no more than a third of its length. The
mtervening space was empty—a paved sohitude, between
lofty edifices, which threw almost a twilight shadow
over it. Suddenly, there was seen the figure of an ancient
man, who secemed to have emerged from among the
people, and was walking by himself along the centre of
the street, to confront the armed band He wore the old
Puntan dress, a dark cloak and a steeple-crowned hat,
in the fashion of at least fifty years before, with a heavy
sword upon his thigh, but a staff m his hand to assist the
tremulous gait of age

‘When at some distance from the multitude, the old
man turned slowly round, displaying a face of antique
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majesty, rendered doubly venerable by the hoary beard
that descended on his breast. He made a gesture at once
of encouragement and warming, then tumed again, and
resumed his way

“Who 15 this gray patriarch?” asked the young men of
therr sies.

“Who is this venerable brother?” asked the old men
among themselves

But none could make reply. The fathers of the people,
those of fourscore years and upwards, were disturbed,
deeming 1t strange that they should forget onme of such
evident authonity, whom they must have known m their
early days, the associate of Winthrop, and all the old
councillors, giving laws, and making prayers, and leading
them agamst the savage The elderly men ought to have
remembered him, too, with locks as gray mn their youth,
as therr own were now. And the young! How could he
have passed so utterly from their memones—that hoary
~sire, the relic of long-departed times, whose awful bene-
diction had surely been bestowed on their uncovered
heads, m childhood?

“Whence did he come? What 1s his purpose? Who
can this old man be?” whispered the wondenng crowd.

Meanwhile, the venerable stranger, staff in hand, was
pursuing his solitary walk along the centre of the street
As he drew near the advancmng soldiers, and as the roll
of their drum came full upon his ear, the old man rased
himself to a loftier mien, while the decrepitude of age
seemed to fall from his shoulders, leaving him 1 gray
but unbroken digmty. Now, he marched onward with a
warrior’s step, keeping time to the mulitary music Thus
the aged form advanced on one side, and the whole
parade of soldiers and magistrates on the other, till, when
scarcely twenty yards remamed between, the old man

grasped his staff by the middle, and held’ 1t before hum
like a leader’s truncheon

“Stand!” cnied he.

The eye, the face, and attitude of command, the sol-
emn, yet warlike peal of that voice, fit either to rule a
host m the battlefield or be raised to God m prayer,
were 1rresishible. At the old man’s word and outstretched
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arm, the roll of the drum was hushed at once, and the
advancing line stood still. A tremulous enthusiasm seized
upon the mulhitude. That stately form, combining the
leader and the samt, so gray, so dimly seen, i such an
ancient garb, could only belong to some old champion
of the mghteous cause, whom the oppressor’s drum had
summoned from his grave. They raised a shout of awe
and exultation, and looked for the delerance of New
England.

- The Governor, and the gentlemen of his party, per
ceving themselves brought to an unexpected stand, rode
hastily forward, as if they would have pressed their snort-
ing and affrighted horses nght against the hoary appan-
tion He, however, blenched not a step, but glancing his
severe eye round the group, which half encompassed
him, at last bent 1t sternly on Sir Edmund Andros. One
would have thought that the dark old man was chief
ruler there, and that the Govemor and Council, with
soldiers at their back, representing the whole power and
authonity of the Crown, had no alternative but obedience.

“What does this old fellow here?” cried Edward Ran-
dolph, fiercely. “On, St Edmund! Bid the soldiers for-
ward, and give the dotard the same choice that you give
all his countrymen—to stand aside or be trampled onl”

“Nay, nay, let us show respect to the good grandsire,”
said Bullwant, laughing “See you not, he is some old
round-headed digmtary, who hath lain asleep these
thirty years, and knows nothing of the change of times?
Doubtless, he thinks to put us down with a proclamation
m Old Noll’s name!”

“Are you mad, old man?”’ demanded Sir Edmund
Andros, mn loud and harsh tones “How dare you stay
the march of King James's Governor?”

“I have stayed the march of a King himself, ere now,”
replied the gray figure, with stem composure. “I am
here, Sir Governor, because the cry of an oppressed
people hath disturbed me mn my secret place, and be-
seeching this favor eamnestly of the Lord, 1t was vouch-
safed me to appear once agam on earth, i the good old
cause of his saints And what speak ye of James? There 15
no longer a Popish tyrant on the throne of England, and
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by tomorrow noon, his name shall be a byword in this
very street, where ye would make 1t a word of terror.
Back, thou that wast a Governor, back! With this mght
thy power is ended—tomorrow, the prisonl—back, lest
I foretell the scaffold!”

The people had been drawing nearer and nearer, and
drinking 1n the words of therr champion, who spoke mn
accents long disused, hke one unaccustomed to converse,
except with the dead of many years ago. But his voice
stired thewr souls They confronted the soldiers, not
wholly without arms, and ready to convert thc very
stones of the street into deadly weapons Sir Edmund
- Andros looked at the old man; then he cast his hard and
cruel eye over the multitude, and beheld them bumning
with that lund wrath, so difficult to kindle or to quench;
and agam he fixed lus gaze on the aged form, which
stood obscurely m an open space, where neither friend
nor foe had thrust himself. What were s thoughts, he
uttered no word which might discover. But whether the
oppressor were overawed by the Gray Champion’s look,
or percetved his penl in the threatening attitude of the
people, 1t 1s certamn that he gave back, and ordered his
soldiers to commence a slow and guarded retreat. Before
another sunset, the Governor, and all that rode so
proudly with him, were pnsoners, and long ere it was
known that James had abdicated, King Willam was
proclaimed throughout New England

But where was the Gray Champion? Some reported
that, when the troops had gone from King Street, and
the people were throngmg tumultuously in their rear,
Bradstreet, the aged Governor, was seen to embrace a
form more aged than his own Others soberly affirmed,
that while they marvelled at the vencrable grandeur of
his aspect, the old man had faded from thexr cyes, melting
slowly mto the hues of twilight, till, where he stood,
there was an empty space. But all agreed that the hoary
shape was gone The men of that generation watched for
his reappearance, 1n sunshimme and n twilight, but never
saw him more, nor knew when his funeral passed, nor
where tus gravestone was

And who was the Gray Champion? Perhaps his name
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might be found mn the records of that stern Court of
Justice, which passed a sentence, too mighty for the age,
but glorious 1n all after-times, for its humbling lesson to
the monarch and 1its high example to the subject. I have
heard, that whenever the descendants of the Pumtans
are to show the spmt of their sires, the old man appears
agam. When eighty years had passed, he walked once
more in Kimng Street. Five years later, mn the twihght of
an Apnl mormng, he stood on the green, beside the
meeting-house, at Lexmngton, where now the obelisk of
gramte, with a slab of slate mmlaid, commemorates the
first fallen of the Revolution. And when our fathers
were toilng at the breastwork on Bunker's Hill, all
through that nmight the old warnor walked his rounds.
Long, long may it be, ere he comes agam! His hour 1s
one of darkness, and adversity, and penl. But should
domestic tyranny oppress us, or the invader’s step pollute
our soil, still may the Gray Champion come, for he 1s
the type of New England’s hereditary spmt; and his
shadowy march, on the eve of danger, must ever be the
pledge, that New England’s sons will vindicate their
ancestry. .

3%

THE MINISTER’S BLACK VEIL

~ 1
A PARABLE

THE sexton stood 1 the porch of Milford meeting-house,
pulling busily at the bell-rope. The old people of the
village came stooping along the street. Children, with
bright faces, tripped mernly beside therr parents, or
mumicked a graver gait, m the conscious digmty of their

* Another clergyman mn New England, Mr Joseph Moody, of York,
Maine, who died about eighty years since, made himself remarkable by
the same cccentricity that 15 here related of the Reverend Mr Hooper.
In lus case, however, the symbol had a different import In carly life
he had acadentally Milled a beloved frnend, and from that day till the
hour of his own death, he hid his fac= from men
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Sunday clothes. Spruce bachclors looked sidelong at t}1c
pretty maidens, and fancied that the Sabbath sunshine
made them prettier than on week days. When the throng
had mostly streamed into the porch, the sexton began to
toll the bell, keeping is eye on the Reverend Mr.
Hooper's door. The first ghmpse of the clergyman’s figure
was the signal for the bell to cease its summons

“But what has good Parson Hooper got upon lus
face?” cricd the seaton n astonishment

All within hearing immediately tumed about, and
beheld the semblance of Mr. Hooper, pacing slowly his
meditative way towards the meeting-house. With onc
accord they started, expressing more wonder than if some
strange minister were commg to dust the cushions of Mr.
Hooper’s pulpit.

“Are you surc it is our parson?” inquired Goodman
Gray of the seaton

“Of a certamty 1t 1s good Mr Hooper,” rephed the
sexton “He was to have eachanged pulpits with Parson
Shute, of Westbury; but Parson Shute sent to eacuse
lnmself yesterday, being to preach a funeral sermon”

The cause of so much amazement may appear suffi-
ciently shght. Mr. Hooper, a gentlemanly person, of
about thirty, though still a bachelor, was dressed with
due clerical neatness, as if a careful wifc had starched
tus band, and brushed the weckly dust from lus Sunday’s
garb. There was but one thing remarkable 1 his appear-
ance Swathed about his forechcad, and hanging down
over hus face, so low as to be shaken by his breath, Mr.
Hooper had on a black veil. On a nearer view 1t scemed
to consist of two folds of crepe, which entirely concealed
his features, except the mouth and chm, but probably
did not mtercept his sight, further than to give a dark-
ened aspeet to all hiving and manimnate things With this
gloomy shade before him, good Mr Hooper walked on-
ward, at a slow and quet pace, stooping somewhat, and
looking on the ground, as 1s customary with abstracted
men, yet nodding kindly to those of his panshioners who
stll waited on the meeting-house steps. But so wonder-

struck were they that Iis grecting hardly met with 3
return.
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“I can’t really feel as if good Mr. Hooper's face was
behind that piece of crape,” said the sexton.

“I don’t like 1t,” muttered an old woman, as she hob-
bled into the mecting-house “He has changed himself
mto something awful, only by hiding his face.”

“Our parson has gone mad!” cned Goodman Gray,
following him across the threshold.

A rumor of some unaccountable phenomenon had
preceded Mr. Hooper mto the meeting-house, and set

‘all the congregation asti. Few could refram from
twisting their heads towards the door, many stood up-
right, and turmed directly about; while several hittle boys
clambered upon the seats, and came down agam with a
terrible racket. There was a general bustle, a rusthing of
the women’s gowns and shuffling of the men’s feet,
greatly at vanance with that hushed repose which should
attend the entrance of the mimster But Mr. Hooper
appeared not to nohice the perturbation of his people.
He entered with an almost noiseless step, bent his head
mildly to the pews on each side, and bowed as he passed
his oldest panshioner, a white-hared great-grandsire, who
occupied an arm-chair 1n the centre of the aisle It was
strange to observe how slowly this venerable man became
conscious of something singular 1 the appearance of his
pastor He scemed not fully to partake of the prevailing
wonder, till Mr. Hooper had ascended the stairs, and
showed himself i the pulpit, face to face with his con-
gregation, except for the black veill. That mysterious
emblem was never once withdrawn. It shook with his
measured breath, as he gave out the psalm; it threw 1ts
obscunty between him and the holy page, as he read the
Scriptures, and while he prayed, the veil lay heavily on
his uphfted countenance. Did he seek to hide 1t from
the dread Being whom he was addressing?

Such was the effect of this stmple piece of crape, that
more than one woman of delicate nerves was forced to
leave the meetinghouse. Yet perhaps the pale-faced
congregation was almost as fearful a sight to the mns-
ter, as hus black vell to them.

Mr Hooper had the reputation of a good preacher,
but not an energetic one he strove to win his people
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heavenward by mild, persuasive nfluences, rather than
to dnve them thither by the thunders of the Word. The
sermon wiuch he now delivered was marked by the same
charactenstics of style and manner as the gencral scries
of hus pulpit oratory. But there was something, either in
the sentiment of the discourse itself, or m the unagina-
tion of the auditors, which made it greatly the most
powerful effort that they had ever heard from their pas-
tor's hps. It was tinged, rather more darkly than usual,
with the gentle gloom of Mr. Hooper's temperament.
The subject had reference to sceret sin, and those sad
mystenes which we ide from our necarest and dearest,
and would fain conceal from our own consciousness, cven
forgetting that the Ommscient can detect them. A subtle
power was breathed mnto his words. Each member of the
congregation, the most innocent girl. and the man of hard-
ened breast, felt as if the preacher had crept upon them,
behind his awful vell, and discovered their hoarded 1nig-
wty of deed or thought. Many spread them clasped
hands on thewr bosoms There was notling ternble in
what Mr. Hooper said, at least, no wviolence, and yet,
with every tremor of s melancholy voice, the hearers
quaked. An unsought pathos came hand m hand with
awe. So sensible were the audience of some unwonted
attnbute 1n their mimster, that they longed for a breath
of wind to blow aside the veil, almost believing that a
stranger’s visage would be discovered, though the form,
gesture, and voice were those of Mr Hooper.

At the close of the services, the people hurned out
with indecorous confusion, eager to communicate their
pent-up amazement, and conscious of lighter spints the
moment they lost sight of the black veil. Some gathered
m httle cucles, huddled closely together, with their
mouths all whispening m the centre, some went home-
ward alone, wrapt m silent meditabion; some talked
loudly, and profaned the Sabbath day with ostentatious
laughter. A few shook their sagacious heads, intimating
that they could penetrate the mystery, while one or two
affirmed that there was no mystery at all, but only that
Mr. Hooper's eyes were so weakened by the mdmght
lamp, as to require a shade. After a bnef interval, forth
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came good Mr Hooper also, in the rear of s flock.
Turming hus veilled face from one group to another, he
paid due reverence to the hoary heads, saluted the mid-
dle aged with kind dignity as therr friend and spintual
guide, grected the young with mingled authonty and
fove, and lmd his hands on the litile chiuldren’s heads to
bless them. Such was always his custom on the Sabbath
day. Strange and bewildered looks repaid him for his
courtesy. None, as on former occasions, aspied to the
honor of walking by therr pastor’s side Old Squire Saun-
ders, doubtless by an accidental lapse of memory. neg-
lected to mvite Mr. Hooper to his table, where the good
clergyman had been wont to bless the food, almost every
Sunday since his settlement He returned, therefore, to
the parsonage, and, at the moment of closing the door,
was observed to look back upon the people, all of whom
had their eyes fixed upon the mumster. A sad smle
gleamed fantly from beneath the black vel, and flick-
ered about his mouth, ghmmenng as he disappeared.

“How strange,” said a lady, “that a simple black veil,
such as any woman might wear on her bomnet should
become such a temible thing on Mr Hooper’s facel”

“Something must surely be amiss with Mr Hooper’s
intellects,” observed her husband, the physician of the
village. “But the strangest part of the affar 1s the effect
of this vagary, even on a soberminded man like myself
The black veil, though it covers only our pastor’s face,
throws its influence over his whole person, and makes
him ghostlihe from head to foot. Do you not feel 1t s0?”

“Truly do I,” replied the lady; “and I would not be
alone with im for the world I wonder he 15 not afraid
to be alone with himselft”

“Men sometimes are so,” said her husband.

The aftcrnoon service was attended with similar cir-
cumstances. At its conclusion, the bell tolled for the
funeral of a young lady The relatives and friends were
assembled m the house, and the more distant acquaint-
ances stood about the door, speakng of the good qual-
lties of the deceased, when thenr talk was interrupted by
the appearance of Mr. Hooper, still covered with his
black veil. It was now an appropnate emblem The cler-
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gyman stepped mto the room where the corpse was
Jaid, and bent over the coffin, to take a last farewell of
his deceased panshioner As he stooped, the veil hung
straight down from his forehead, so that, if her eyehds
had not been closed forever, the dead maiden might
have seen his face Could Mr. Hooper be fearful of her
glance, that he so hastily caught back the black verl? A
person who watched the mterview between the dead and
hing, scrupled not to affirm, that, at the instant when
the clergyman’s features were disclosed, the corpse had
shghtly shuddered, rustlng the shroud and mushn cap,
though the countenance retamed the composure of
death. A superstitious old woman was the only witness of
this prodigy. From the cofin Mr Hooper passed into the
chamber of the mourners, and thence to the head of the
staircase, to make the funeral prayer. It was a tender and
heart-dissolving prayer, full of sorrow, yet so imbued
with celestial hopes, that the music of a heavenly harp,
swept by the fingers of the dead, scemed famntly to be
heard among the saddest accents of the mumster. The
people trembled, though they but darkly understood him
when he prayed that they, and himself, and all of mortal
race, mmght be ready, as he trusted this young maiden
had been, for the dreadful hour that should snatch the
vel from their faces The bearers went heawly forth,
and the moumers followed, saddemmng all the street,
with the dead before them, and Mr Hooper in his black
veil behind

“Why do you look back?” smd one m the procession
to Ius partner

“I had a fancy,” 1eplied she, “that the mumister and
the maiden’s spmt were walking hand in hand.”

“And so had I, at the same moment,” said the other.

That mght, the handsomest couple 1 Milford village
were to be joined in wedlock. Though reckoned a melan-
choly man, Mr. Hooper had a placid cheerfulness for
such occasions, which often excited a sympathetic smile
where hivelier mernment would have been thrown away.
There was no quality of lus disposition which made lum
more beloved than this. The company at the wedding
awaited his amival with impatience, trushing that the
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strange awe, which had gathered over him througlout
the day, would now be dispelled. But such was not the
result When Mr. Hooper came, the first thing that ther
eyes rested on was the same hormble black veil, which
bad added deeper gloom to .the funeral, and could por-
tend nothing but evil to the weddmng. Such was 1ts
immediate effect on the guests that a cloud seemed to
have rolled duskily from beneath the black crape, and
dimmed the light of the candles. The bndal pair stood
up before the mimister. But the bride’s cold fingers quiv-
ered m the tremulous hand of the bridegroom, and her
- deathlike paleness caused a whisper that the marden who
. had been buried a few hours before was come from her
grave to be marned. If ever another wedding were so
dismal, it was that famous one where they tolled the
wedding knell After performing the ceremony, Mr

Hooper raised a glass of wine to hus lips, wishing happ:-
ness to the new-marned couple 1 a stramn of mild pleas-
antry that ought to have bnghtened the features of the-
guests, like a cheerful gleam from the hearth. At that
mstant, catching a ghmpse of lus figure m the looking-
glass, the black veil 1nvolved his own spmt m the horror
with which 1t overwhelmed all others. His frame shud-
dered, his hips grew white, he spilt the untasted wine
upon the carpet, and rushed forth mto the darkness For

the Earth, too, had on her Black Veil.

The next day, the whole willage of Milford talked of
hittle else than Parson Hooper’s black veil. That, and the
mystery concealed behind it, supphed a topic for dis-
Cussion between acquaintances meeting in the street,
and good women gossiping at ther open windows It was
the first item of news that the tavernkeeper told to his
guests. The children babbled of 1t on their way to school.
One wmtative httle 1mp covered his face: with an old
black handkerchuef, thereby so affnghting hus playmates
that the pamic seized himself, and he well-mgh lost his
wits by his own waggery.

It was remarkable that of all the busybodies and imper-
tment people m the pansh, not one ventured to put
thg: plain question to Mr. Hooper, wherefore he did this
thing. Hitherto, whenever there appeared the shghtest



16 TWICE-TOLD TALES

call for such nterference, he had never lacked advisers,
nor shown himself averse to be guided by thewr judgment.
If he erred at all, it was by so pamnful a degrec of self-
distrust, that even the mmldest censure would lead him
to consider an indifferent action as a cnime Yet, though
so well acquainted with this amiable weakness, no indi-
vidual among his paushioners chose to make the black
vell a subject of fnendly remonstrance There was a
feeling of dread, neither plamly confessed mor carefully
concealed, which caused each to shift the responsibility
upon another, till at length 1t was found expedient to
send a deputation of the church, n order to deal with
Mr. Hooper about the mystery, before it should grow
mto a scandal Never did an embassy so 11l discharge its
duties The mimster received them with friendly cour-
tesy, but became silent, after they were seated, leaving
to s wisitors the whole burden of mtroducing their
mmportant busmess The topic, it mght be supposed,
was obvious enough There was the black veill swathed
round Mr Hooper's forehead, and concealing every fea-
ture above his placid mouth, on which, at times, they
could perceive the ghmmering of a melancholy smile.
But that piece of crape, to their immagmation, seemed to
hang down before his heart, the symbol of a fearful secret
between him and them Were the veill but cast aside,
they mmght speak freely of it, but not tll then. Thus
they sat a considerable time, speechless, confused, and
shrinking uneasily from Mr Hooper’s eye, which they
felt to be fixed upon them with an invisible glance
Finally, the deputies returned abashed to their constit-
uents, pronouncing the matter too weighty to be handled,
except by a council of the churches, if, indeed, 1t might
not require a general synod.

But there was one person 1n the village unappalled by
the awe with which the black vell had impressed all
beside herself When the deputies retumed without an
explanation, or even venturing to demand one, she, with
the calm energy of her character, determined to chase
away the strange cloud that appeared to be settling round
Mr. Hooper, every moment more darkly than before As
his plighted ~wxfe, it should be her privilege to know what

1
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the black . veill concealed. At the mimster’s first visit,
therefore, she entered upon the subject with a direct
simphaity, which made the task easier both for him and
her After he had seated himself, she fixed her eyes stead-
fastly upon the veil. but could discern nothing of the
dreadful gloom that had so overawed the multitude. it
was but a double fold of crape, hanging down from his
forehead to his mouth, and shghtly stmng with his
breath.

“No,” said she aloud, and smiling, “there 1s nothing
terrible 1 this piece of crape, except that it hides a face
which I am always glad to look upon. Come, good sir,
let the sun shine from behind the cloud. Fist lay aside
your black veil then tell me why you put it on.”

Mr Hooper’s smile ghmmered famtly.

“There 15 an hour to come,” said he, “when all of
us shall cast aside our veills Take it not amiss, beloved
friend, if I wear thus piece of crape till then.”

“Your words are a mystery, too,” returned the young
lady “Take away the veil from them, at least.”

“Ehzabeth, I will,” said he, “so far as my vow may
suffer me Know, then, this veil 1s a type and a symbol,
and I am bound to wear 1t ever, both n hight and dark-
ness, in sohtude and before the gaze of multitudes, and
as with strangers, so with my famihar fiends No mortal
eye will see 1t withdrawn. This dismal shade must sepa-
rate me from the world. even you, Elizabeth, can never
come behind 1tt”

“What grievous affliction hath befallen you,” she ear-
nestly inquired, “that you should thus darken your eyes
forever?”

“If 1t be a sign of mournmg,” replied Mr Hooper,
“I, perhaps, ike most other mortals, have sorrows dark
enough to be typified by a black veil.”

“But what if the world will not beleve that 1t 1s the
type of an mnocent sorrow?” urged Elizabeth “Beloved
and respected as you are, there may be whispers that you
hide your face under the consciousness of secret sin. For
the sake of your holy office, do away this scandal!”

The color rose into her cheeks as she mhmated the
nature of the rumors that were already abroad in the
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village. But Mr. Hooper's mildness did not forsake him.
He even smiled again—that same sad smile, which al-
ways appeated like a fant ghmmering of light, proceed-
g from the obscunty bencath the veil.

“If 1 lnde my face for sorrow, there 15 causc cnough,”
he merely replied. “and if 1 cover 1t for sccret sm, what
mortal might not do the same?”

And with this gentle, but unconqucrable obstinacy
did he resist all her entrcatics At length Elizabeth sat
silent For a few moments she appeared lost m thought,
considering, probably, what new methods might be tried
to withdraw her lover from so dark a fantasy, which, if 1t
had no other meaning, was perhaps a symptom of mental
disease Though of a firmer character than his own, the
tears rolled down her cheeks. But, 1n an instant, as it
were, a new feeling took the place of sorrow her cyes
were fixed insensibly on the black veil, when, like a sud-
den twilight mn the air, its terrors fell around her. She
arose, and stood trembhing beforc him

“And do you feel 1t then, at last?” said he mournfully.

She made no reply, but covered her eyes with her
hand, and turned to leave the room. He rushed forward
and caught her arm.

“Have patience with me, Elizabeth!” cned he, pas-
sionately “Do not desert me, though this veil must be
between us here on earth Be mune, and herecafter there
shall be no veil over my face, no darkness between our
souls! It 1s but a mortal veill—it 15 not for eternity! O!
you know not how lonely I am, and how fnightened, to
be alone behind my black vell Do not lcave me mn this
muserable obscunty forever!”

h“Llft the veil but once, and look me mm the face,” sad
she

“Never! It cannot be!” rephed Mr Hooper

“Then farewell’”” said Ehzabeth.

She withdrew her arm from his grasp, and slowly de-
parted, pausmg at the door to give one long shuddermg
gaze, that seemed almost to penetrate the mystery of the
black veil. But, even amid his guef, Mr Hooper smiled
to think that only a matenial emblem had separated him
from happness, though the horrors, which 1t shadowed
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forth, must be drawn datkly between the fondest of
lovers

From that time no attempts were made to remove Mr.
Hooper's black veil, or, by a direct appeal, to discover
the secret which 1t was supposed to hide. By persons who
clamed a superionty to popular prejudice, 1t was reck-
oned merely an eccentric whim, such as often mingles
with the sober actions of men otherwise rational, and
tinges them all with 1ts own semblance of insamty But
with the multitude, good Mr Hooper was irreparably a
bugbear He could not walk the street with any peace
of mind, so conscious was he that the gentle and timid
would turn aside to avoid him, and that others would
make 1t a pomt of hardihood to throw themselves in his
way The mmpertinence of the latter class compelled him'
to give up hiy customary walk at sunset to the bumal
ground; for when he leaned pensively over the gate, there
would always be faces behind the gravestones, peeping
at his black veil A fable went the rounds that the stare
of the dead people drove him thence. It gnieved him, to
the very depth of his kind heart, to observe how the chil-
dren fled fiom s approach, breaking up their mernest
sports, while his melancholy figure was yet afar off. Their
mstinctive dread caused him to feel more strongly than
aught else, that a preternatural horror was imterwoven
with the threads of the black crape In truth, his own
antipathy to the veill was known to be so great, that he
never willingly passed before a murror, nor stooped to
drmk at a still fountamn, lest, m 1ts peaceful bosom, he
should be affighted by himself. This was what gave
plausibihty to the whispers, that Mr. Hooper’s con-
science tortured hum for some great crime too homrble to
be entirely concealed, or otherwise than so obscurely -
timated. Thus, from beneath the black veil, there rolled
a cloud nto the sunshine, an ambiguity of sin or sorrow,
which enveloped the poor minister, so that love or sym-
pathy could never reach him It was said that ghost and
fiend consorted with lim there With self-shuddenngs
and outward terrors, he walked continually 1n 1ts shadow,
groping darkly within his own soul, or gazing through a
medium that saddened the whole world. Even the law-
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and a more crowded one in the churchyard, and having
wrought so late nto the evening, and done his work so
well, 1t was now good Father Hooper’s tumn to rest

Several persons were visible by the shaded candlelight,
in the death chamber of the old clergyman Natural con-
nections he had none. But there was the decorously
grave, though unmoved physician, seeking only to mut-
gate the last pangs of the patient whom he could not
save There were the deacons, and other eminently pious
members of his church There, also, was the Reverend
Mr. Clark, of Westbury, a young and zealous divine,
who had ndden 1n haste to pray by the bedside of the
expirmg mumster. There was the nurse, no hired hand-
maiden of death, but one whose calm affection had en-
dured thus long 1 secrecy, in sohtude, amid the chill of
age, and would not pensh, even at the dymg hour. Who,
but Ehzabeth! And there lay the hoary head of good
Father Hooper upon the death pillow, with the black
vell still swathed about his brow, and reaching down
over his face, so that each more difficult gasp of his faint
breath caused 1t to stir. All through life that piece of
crape had hung between him and the world- 1t had sep-
arated hun from cheerful brotherhood and woman’s love,
and kept lum m that saddest of all prisons, his own
heart; and still 1t lay upon his face, as if to deepen the
gloom of his darksome chamber, and shade him from the
sunshine of etermity.

For some time previous, his mind had been confused,
wavening doubtfully between the past and the present,
and hovering forward, as it were, at intervals, mnto the
mdistinctness of the world to come. There had been fe-
vensh turns, which tossed him from side to side, and
wore away what Iittle strength he had. But i his most
convulsive struggles, and m the wildest vagaries of his
mtellect, when no other thought retammed its sober in-
fluence, he still showed an awful sohcitude lest the black
veil should ship aside Even if his bewildered soul could
have forgotten, there was a faithful woman at his pillow,
who, with averted eyes, would have covered that aged
face, which she had last beheld in the comeliness of man-
hood. At length the death-sticken old man lay quietly m
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the torpor of mental and bodily exhaustion, with an
mmperceptible pulse, and breath that grew famter and
famter, except when a long, deep, and mrcgular inspira-
tion seemed to prelude the fight of hus spint |

The munister of Westbury approached the bedside

“Venerable Father Hooper,” said he, “the moment of
your release 15 at hand Are you ready for the hfting of
the veil that shuts m time from etermity?”

Father Hooper at first rephied merely by a feeble mo-
tion of his head, then, apprehensive, perhaps, that s
meamng might be doubtful, he exerted lumself to speak.

“Yea,” said he, in famt accents, “my soul hath a
patient weanness until that veil be lifted.”

“And 15 1t fithng,” resumed the Reverend Mr Clark,
“that a man so given to prayer, of such a blameless ex-
ample, holy in ‘deed and thought, so far as mortal judg-
ment may proncunce, 1s 1t fiting that a father mn the
church should leave a shadow on his memory, that may
seem to blacken a life so pure? 1 pray you, my venerable
brother, let not this thing be! Suffer us to be gladdened
by your triumphant aspect as you go to your reward.
Before the veill of etermity be hfted, let me cast aside
this black veil from your face!l”

And thus speaking, the Reverend Mr. Clark bent for-
ward to reveal the mystery of so many years But, exert-
ing a sudden energy, that made all the beholders stand
aghast, Father Hooper snatched both his hands from be-
neath the bedclothes, and pressed them strongly on the
black verl, resolute to struggle, if the munister of West-
bury would contend with a dymng man

“Nevert” cned the veiled clergyman. “On earth,
never!”’

“Dark old man'” exclaimed the affnghted minister,
“with what homnble cnme upon your soul are you now
passing to the judgment?”

Father Hooper’s breath heaved, it rattled in his
throat, but, with a mughty effort, grasping forward with
hus hands, he caught hold of life, and held it back il he
should speak He even raised himself in bed. and there
he sat. shwvenng with the arms of death around him,
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while the black veil hung down, awful, at that last mo-
ment, in the gathered terrors of a lifebhme. And yet the
fant, sad smile, so often there, now seemed to ghmmer
from 1ts obscurity, and linger on Father Hooper's hps.

“Why do you tremble at me alone?” cned he, tum-
mg his veiled face round the ciurcle of pale spectators.
“Tremble also at each other! Have men avoided me,
and women shown no pity, and children screamed and
fled, only for my black veil? What, but the mystery
which 1t obscurely typifics, has made this piece of crape
so awful? When the friend shows his inmost heart to his
friend, the lover to his best beloved, when man does not
vamly shrink from the eye of his Creator, loathsomely
treasuring up the secret of s sin, then deem me a mon-
ster, for the symbol beneath which I have lived, and diel
1 look around me, and, lo! on every visage a Black Veilt”

While his auditors shrank from onc another, in mu-
tual affmght, Father Hooper fell back upon his pillow, a
velled corpse, with a famt smile lingering on the hps.
Stll veiled, they laid hum in s coffin, and a veiled
corpse they bore huim to the grave. The grass of many
years has sprung up and withered on that grave, the bur-
1l stone 1s moss-grown, and good Mr Hooper's face is
dust, but awful 1s still the thought that it mouldered
beneath the Black Veil!

THE MAYPOLE OF MERRY MOUNT

There 15 an admurable foundation for a philosophic ro-
mance m the curious history of the early settlement of
Mount Wollaston, or Merry Mount. In the slight sketch
here aticmpted, the facts, recorded on the grave pages
of our Vew England annalsts, have wrought them-
selves, awmost spontaneously, mto a sort of dllegory. The
masques, mummeries, and festive customs, described in
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the text, are in accordance with the manncrs of the age.
Authority on these points may be found in Strutt’s Book
of English Sports and Pastiunes.

Bricur were the days at Merry Mount, when the May-
pole was the banner staff of that gay colony! They who
reared i, should their banner be tnumphant, were to
pour sunshme over New Lngland’s rugged lulls, and
scatter flower sceds throughout the soil. ‘Jollity and
gloom were contending for an ewmpire. Midsummer eve
had come, bringing deep verdure to the forest, and roscs
n her lap, of a more vivid hue than the tender buds of
Spring. But May, ot her nmrthful spint, dwelt all the
year round at Merry Mount, sporting with the Swiomer
months, and revelling with Autumm, and basking n the
glow of Winter's fireside. Through a world of tol and
carc she flitted with a drcamlike smile, and came hither
to find a home among the hghtsome hearts of Merry
Mount.

Never had the Maypole been so gayly decked as at
sunset on midsummer cve Tlus vencrated cmblem was
a pme-tree, which had preserved the slender grace of
youth, while 1t cqualled the loftiest height of the old
wood monarchs From its top strcamed a silken banner,
colored like the rambow. Down ncarly to the ground the
pole was dressed with birchen boughs, and others of the
hvehest green, and some with silvery leaves, fastened by
nbbons that fluttered mn fantastic knots of twenty differ-
ent colors, but no sad oncs Garden flowers, and blos-
soms of the wilderness, laughed gladly forth amid the
verdure, so fresh and dewy that they must have grown
by magic on that happy pine-trece. Where this green and
flowery splendor termimated, the shaft of the Maypole
was staincd with the seven bnlhant hues of the banner
at 1ts top On the lowest green bough hung an abundant
wreath of roscs, some that had been gathered m the sun-
niest spots of the forest, and others, of stil] ncher blush,
which the colonists had rcared from Enghsh sced O,

people of the Golden Age, the chief of your husbandry
was to raise flowers!
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But what was the wild throng that stood hand m hand
about the Maypole? It could not be that the fauns and
nymphs, when dnven from their classic groves and
homes of ancient fable, had sought refuge, as all the per-
secuted did, mn the fresh woods of the West These were
iGothic monsters;} though perhaps of Grecian ancestry.
On the shoulders of a comely youth uprose the head and
branching antlers of a stag, a second, human in all other
points, had the grnim visage of a wolf; a third, still with
the trunk and limbs of a mortal man, showed the beard
and horns of a venerable he-goat There was the likeness
of a bear erect, brute m all but his hind legs, which were
adorned with pink silk stockings And here again, almost
as wondrous, stood a real bear of the dark forest, lending
each of hus fore paws to the grasp of a human hand, and
as ready for the dance as any m that circle His nferior
nature rose half way, to meet Ius compamons as they
stooped. Other faces wore the simbtude of man or
woman, but distorted or extravagant, with red noses
pendulous before therr mouths, which seemed of awful
depth, and stretched from ear to ear in an eternal fit of
laughter Here mught be seen the Salvage Man, well
known in heraldry, hairy as a baboon, and girdled with
green leaves. By his side, a noble figure, but still a coun-
terfeit, appeared an Indian hunter, with feathery crest
and wampumn belt Many of this strange company wore
foolscaps, 4nd had Iittle bells appended to therr gar-
ments, tinkhng with a silvery sound, responswve to the
inaudible music of their gleesome spints. Some youths
and maidens were of soberer garb, yet well maintamed
their places m the wregular throng by the expression of
wild revelry upon their features Such were the colonists
of Merry Mount, as they stood 1 the broad smile of sun-
set round their venerated Maypole

Had a wanderer, bewildered 1n the melancholy forest,
heard their mirth, and stolen a half-affnghted glance, he
might have fancied them the crew of Comus, some al-
ready transformed to brutes, some midway between man
and beast, and the others moting m the flow of tipsy
jollity that foreran the change. But a band of Puntans,
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who watched the scene, mwvisible themselves, compared
the masques to those dewils and ruined souls with whom
therr superstition peopled the black wilderness.

Withim the rmg of monsters appeared the two ainest
forms that had cver trodden on any more sohd footing
than a purple and golden cloud. One was a youth in
glistening apparcl, with a scarf of the rainbow pattern
crosswise on lus breast Ihis right hand held a gilded
staff, the cnsign of Ingh dignity among the reveliers, and
Tus left grasped the slender fingers of a fair maiden, not
Tess gayly decorated than msclf. Bright roses glowed m
contrast with the dark and glossy curls of cach, and were
scattered round their fect, or had sprung up spontanc-
ously there Behind this hghtsome couple, so close to the
Maypole that its boughs shaded his jovial face, stood
the figure of an Enghsh priest, canonically dressed. yet
decked with flowers, in heathen fashuon, and weanng a
chaplet of the native vine leaves. By the not of his rolling
cye, and the pagan dccorations of lis holy garh, he
scemed the wildest monster there, and the very Comus
of the crew.

“Votarics of the Maypole,” cned the flower-decked
priest, “mernly, all day long, have the woods cchoced to
your mirth But be this your merniest hour, my hcartsl
Lo, here stand the Lord and Lady of the May, whom 1,
a clerk of Onford, and lugh pricst of Mcrry Mount, am
presently to join n holy matnimony. Up with your nim-
ble spinits, ye morris-dancers, green men, and glee mad-
ens, bears and wolves, and horned gentlemen! Come; a
chorus now, nch with the old wurth of Merry England,
and the wilder glee of this fresh forest, and then a
dance, to show the youthful pair what hife 15 made of,
and how amly they should go through it! All ye that Jove
the Maypole, lend your voices to the nuplial song of the
Lord and Lady of the May!”

This wedlock was more scrious than most affairs of
Merry Mount, where jest and dclusion, trick and fantasy,
kept up a contimual carnwval The Lord and Lady of the
May, though therr titles must be lmd down at sunsct,
were really and truly to be partners for the dance of life,
beginning the measure that same brght eve. The wreath
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of roses, that hung from the lowest green bough of the
Maypole, had been twined for them, and would be
thrown over both their heads, m symbol of their flowery
union. When the pnest had spoken, therefore, a notous
uproar burst from the rout of monstrous figures.

“Begin you the stave, 1everend Sir,” crnied they all;
“and never did the woods ring to such a merry peal as
we of the Maypole shall send up!”

Immediately a prelude of pipe, cithern, and viol,
touched with practised munstrelsy, began to play from a
neighbormg thicket, m such a murthful cadence that the
boughs of the Maypole quivered to the sound. But the
May Lord, he of the gilded staff, chancing to look into
his Lady’s eyes, was wonder struck at the almost pensive
glance that met his own

“Edith, sweet Lady of the May,” whispered he re-
proachfully, “is yon wreath of roses a garland to hang
above our graves, that you look so sad? O, Edith, this 1s
our golden time! Tarmish 1t not by any pensive shadow of
the mind, for it may be that nothing of futunty will be
brighter than the mere remembrance of what 15 now
passing.”’

“That was the very thought that saddened me! How
came 1t 1 your mind too?” said Edith, m a still lower
tone than he, for it was gh treason to be sad at Merry
Mount. “Therefore do I sigh amd this festive music.
And besides, dear Edgar, 1 struggle as with a dream, and
fancy that these shapes of our jowial friends are visionary,
and their mirth unreal, and that we are no true Lord and
Lady of the May What 1s the mystery in my heart?”

Just then, as if-a spell had loosened them, down came
a httle shower of withering rose leaves from the Maypole.
Alas, for the young lovers! No sooner had their hearts
glowed with real passion than they were sensible of some-
thing vague and unsubstantial m their former pleasures,
and felt a dreary presentiment of inewitable change ,
From the moment that they truly loved, they had sub-
jected themselves to earth’s doom of care and sorrow,
and troubled joy, and had no more a home at Merry
Mount That was Edith’s mystery Now leave we ‘the
pnest to marry them, and the masquers to sport round
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the Maypoale, till the last sunbeam be withdrawn from its
summit, and the shadows of the forest mingle gloomily
m the dance. Meanwhile, we may discover who these gay
people were.

Two hundred years ago, and more, the old world and
its mhabitants became mutually weary of each other.
Men voyaged by thousands to the West. some to barter
glass beads, and such like jewels, for the turs of the
Indian hunter, some to conquer virgin empires; and one
stern band to pray But none of these motives had much
weight with the colomsts of Merry Mount Their leaders
were men who had sported so long with life, that when
Thought and Wisdom came, cven these unwelcome
guests were led astray by the crowd of vambes which
they should have put to flight. Emng Thought and per-
verted Wisdom were made to put on masques, and play
the fool. The men of whom we speak, after losing the
heart’s fresh gayety. imagined a wild philosophy of pleas-
ure, and came Inther to act out thewr latest daydream.
They gathered followers from all that giddy tnbe whose
whole lfe 15 hike the festal days of soberer men In therr
train were munstrels, not unknown in London strects:
wandenng players, whose theatres had been the halls of
noblemen, mummers, rope-dancers, and mountebanks,
who would long be mussed at wakes, church-ales, and
fawrs; m a word, mirth makers of every sort, such as
abounded 1 that age, but now began to be discounte-
nanced by the rapid growth of Puntamsm Light had
their footsteps been on land, and as hightly they came
across the sea Many had been maddened by ther previ-
ous troubles mto a gay despar, others were as madly gay
in the flush of youth, like the May Lord and his Lady;
but whatever might be the quahty of thewr murth, old
and young were gay at Merry Mount The young deemed
themsehes happy The elder sputs, 1f they knew that
mirth was but the counterfeit of happiness, yet followed
the false shadow wilfully, because at least her garments
ghttered bnghtest. Sworn trflers of a hfetime, they
would not venture among the sober truths of life not
even to be truly blest.

All the bereditary pastimes of Old England were
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transplanted hither. The King of Chnstmas was duly
crowned, and the Lord of Mistule bore poient sway On
the Eve of St. John, they felled whole acres of the forest
to make bonfires, and danced by the blaze all night,
crowned with garlands, and throwing flowers wto the
flame At harvest time, though therr crop was of the
smallest, they made an 1mage with the sheaves of Indian
corn, and wreathed 1t with autumnal garlands, and bore
it home triumphantly. But what chiefly charactenzed
the colomists of Merry Mount was their veneration for
the Maypole. It has made theur true history a poet’s tale
Spring decked the hallowed emblem with young blos-
soms and fresh green boughs, Summer brought roses of
the deepest blush, and the perfected foliage of the forest;
Autumn ennched it with that red and yellow gorgeous-
ness which converts each wildwood leaf mto a pamnted
flower, and Winter silvered it with sleet, and hung 1t
round with icicles, till it flashed in the cold sunshine,
itself a frozen sunbeam. Thus each alternate season did
homage to the Maypole, and paid it a tnbute of its own
richest splendor. Its votaries danced round 1t, once, at
least, n every month, sometimes they called 1t ther
rehigion, or thewr altar, but always, 1t was the banner staff
of Merry Mount.

Unfortunately, there were men m the new world of a
sterner faith than these Maypole worshippers. Not far
from Merry Mount was a settlement of Puntans, most
dismal wretches, who said their prayers before dayhght,
and then wrought in the forest or the cornfield till eve-
ning made 1t prayer time agan Their weapons were al-
ways at hand to shoot down the straggling savage When
they met mn conclave, 1t was never to keep up the old
Enghsh murth, but to hear sermons three hours long, or
to proclaim bounties on the heads of wolves and the
scalps of Indians Their festivals were fast days, and thenr
chief pastime the simging of psalms. Woe to the youth or
maiden who did but dream of a dance! The selectman
nodded to the constable, and there sat the hght-heeled
reprobate in the stocks, or if he danced, 1t was round the

whipping-post, which might be termed the Puntan May-
pole.
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A party of these gnm Puntans, toihng through the
difficult woods, cach with a horscload of won armor to
burden his footsteps, would sometimes draw near the
sunny precincts of Merry Mount. There were the silken
colonists, sporting round their Maypole, perhaps teaching
a bear to dance, or striving to commumcaic their mirth
to the grave Indian, or masquerading m the skins of deer
and wolves, which they had hunted for that cspceial
purpose Often, the whole colony were playing at blind-
man’s buff, magistrates and all, with therr eycs band-
aged, except a smgle scapegoat, whom the blinded
smners pursued by the tmkhing of the bells at his gar-
ments Once, 1t 1s said, they were scen following a flower-
decked corpse, with mernment and festive music, to his
grave. But did the dead man laugh? In their quietest
times, they sang ballads and told tales, for the edifica-
tion of therr prous visitors, or perplesed them with jug-
ghng tnicks; or gnnned at them through horse collars;
and when sport itself grew weansome, they made game of
therr own stupidity, and began a yawming match. At the
very least of these cnormutics, the men of iron shook
their heads and frowned so darkly that the revellers
looked up, imagming that a momentary cloud had over-
cast the sunshine, which was to be perpectual there On
the other hand, the Puntans affirmed that, when a psalm
was pealing from thewr place of worship, the echo which
the forest sent them back scemed often like the chorus
of a jolly catch, closing with a roar of laughter Who but
the fiend, and his bond slaves, the crew of Merry Mount,
had thus disturbed them? In due tume, a feud arose,
stern and bitter on one side, and as serious on the other
as anything could be among such hght spints as had
sworn allegiance to the Maypole The future complexion
of New England was involved n this important quarrel.
Should the gnzzly sants establish their junsdiction over -
the gay smnners, then would their spints darken all the
chme, and make 1t a land of clouded visages, of hard
tol, of sermon and psalm forever But should the banner
staff of Merry Mount be fortunate, sunshine would break
upon the hills, and flowers would beautify the forest, and
late postenity do homage to the Maypole. '
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After these authentic passages from history, we return
to the nuptials of the Lord and Lady of the May. Alas!
we have delayed too long, and must darken our tale too
suddenly As we glance agamn at the Maypole, a sohitary
sunbeam 1s fading from the summit, and leaves only a
famnt, golden tinge blended with the hues of the rambow
banner. Even that dim light 15 now withdrawn, reln-
quishing the whole domam of Merry Mount to the eve-
ming gloom, which has rushed so instantaneously from
the black surrounding woods But some of these black
shadows have rushed forth in human shape.

Yes, with the setting sun, the last day of murth had
passed from Merry Mount The ning of gay masquers was
disordered and broken; the stag lowered his antlers
dismay, the wolf grew weaker than a lamb; the bells of
the morns-dancers tinkled with tremulous affnght. The
Puntans had played a charactersstic part in the Maypole
mummernes. Their darksome figures were ntermixed
with the wild shapes of their foes, and made the scene
a picture of the moment, when waking thoughts start up
amid the scattered fantasics of a dream The leader of
the hostile party stood in the centre of the circle, while
the rout of monsters cowered around him, like ewvil spints
m the presence of a dread magician. No fantastic foolery
could look him 1n the face So stern was the cnergy of his
aspect, that the whole man, wvisage, frame, and soul,
seemed wrought of 1ron, gifted with hte and thought, yet
all of one substance with his headpiece and breastplate
It was the Puntan of Pumtans i1t was Endicott him-
self!

“Stand off, priest of Baall” said he, with a gnm frown,
and laying no reverent hand upon the surphce. “I know
thee, Blackstone!! Thou art the man who couldst not
abide the rule even of thine own corrupted church, and
hast come hither to preach mmquity, and to give ex-
ample of 1t in thy hfe But now shall it be seen that the
Lord hath sanctified this wildemness for his pecuhar peo-

*Did Governor Endicott speal less positiely, we should suspect a
mistake here The Rev Mr. Blackstone, though an eccentric, 15 not
known to have been an immoral man We rather doubt his identity

_with the prest of Merry Mount.

i



32 TWICE-TOLD TALES

ple. Woc unto them that would defile it! And first, tor
this flower-decked abommation, the altar of thy wor-
ship!”

flznd with lis keen sword Endicott assaulted the hal-
Towed Maypole. Nor long did it resist Tus arm. It groaned
with a dismal sound; 1t showered leaves and roscbuds
upon the remorscless cnthusiast; and finally, with all its
green boughs and ribbons and flowers, symbolic of de-
parted pleasures, down fell the banner staff of Merry
Mount. As it sank, tradition says, the cveming sky
grew darker, and the woods threw forth a more sombre
shadow.

“There,” cried Endicott, looking triumphantly on his
work, “there hies the only Maypole mm New England! The
thought 1s strong within me that, by its fall, 15 shadowed
forth the fate of bight and 1dle murth malers, amongst us
and our postenty Amcn, saith John Endicott.”

“Amen!” echoed his followers.

But the votaries of the Maypole gave one groan for
therr 1dol. At the sound, the Puntan leader glanced at
the crew of Comus, cach a figure of broad nurth, yet,
at this moment, strangely espressive of sorrow and dis-
may.

“Vahant captam,” quoth Peter Palfrcy, the Ancient
of the band, “what order shall be taken with the pus
oners?”

“I thought not to repent me of cutting down a May-
pole,” replied Endicott, “yet now I could find n my
heart to plant 1t agan, and give cach of these bestal
pagans one other dancc round their idol. It would have
served rarely for a whippmg-post!”

“But there are pme-trees cnow,” suggested the licu-
tenant

“True, good Ancient,” said the lcader. “Whereforc,
bind the heathen crew, and bestow on them a small
matter of stripes apiece, as carnest of our future justice.
Set some of the rogues mn the stocks to rest themselves,
so soon as Providence shall bring us to one of our own
well-ordered settlements, where such accommodations
may be found. Further penalties, such as branding and
cropping of ears, shall be thought of hereafter.”
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“How many stnpes for the prest?” nquired Ancient
Palfrey.

“None as yet,” answered Endicott, bending his iron
frown upon the culpnt. “It must be for the Great and
General Court to determine, whether stripes and long
impnsonment, and other grievous penalty, may atone for
his transgressions Let him look to himself! For such as
violate our civil order, it may be permitted us to show
mercy. But woe to the wretch that troubleth our reli-

on!”
¥ “And this dancing bear,” resumed the officer. “Must
he share the stripes of his fellows?”

“Shoot him through the head'” said the energetic
Puntan. “I suspect witchcraft i the beast.”

“Here be a couple of shining ones,” continued Peter
Palfrey, pomnting his weapon at the Lord and Lady of the
May. “They seem to be of high station among these mus-
doers. Methinks their digmity will not be fitted with less
than a double share of stripes.”

Endicott rested on his sword, and closely surveyed the
dress and aspect of the hapless pair. There they stood,
pale, downcast, and apprehensive. Yet there was an air
of mutual support, and of pure affection, secking aid and
giving 1t, that showed them to be man and wife, with the
sanction of a pnest upon their love The youth, mn the
penl of the moment, had dropped his gilded staff, and
thrown his arm about the Lady of the May, who leaned
agamnst his breast, too lightly to burden him, but with
weight enough to express that their destimes were linked
together, for good or evil. They looked first at each other,
and then into the gnm captam’s face There they stood,
in the first hour of wedlock, while the idle pleasures, of
which therr companions were the emblems, had gen,
place to the sternest cares of life, persomfied by the dark
Purntans But never had their youthful beauty seemed so
pure and high as when 1ts glow was chastened by adver-
sity.

‘“Youth,” said Endicott, “ye stand 1 an evil case thou
and thy maiden wife Make ready presently, for 1 am
minded that ye shall both have a token to remember
your wedding dayl”
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“Stern man,” cried the May Lord, “how can 1T move
thee> Were the means at hand. 1 would resist to the
death. Being powerless, I entreat! Do with me as thou
wilt, but let Edith go untouched!”

“Not so,” rephed the mmmtigable zcalot “We are
not wont to show an 1dle courtesy to that sex, which re-
qureth the stncter disciplime. What sayest thou, maid?
Shall thy sithen brndegroom suffer thy share of the pen-
alty, besides lus own?”

“Be 1t death,” smd Edith, “and lay 1t all on me!”

Truly, as Endicott had sad, the poor lovers stood 1n a
woful case Thar foes were triumphant, their friends
captive and abascd, their home desolate, the bemghted
wilderness around them, and a ngorous destiny, mn the
shape of the Puntan leader, their only gwde. Yet the
deepening twilight could not altogether conceal that
the won man was softenced, he smled at the far spee-
tacle of carly love, he almost sighed for the mnewitable
bhght of early hopes.

“The troubles of life have come hastily on this young
couple,” observed Endicott “We will sce how they com-
port themselves under their present tnals ere we burden
them with greater If, among the spoil, there be any gar-
ments of a more decent fashion, let them be put upon
this May Lord and his Lady, mstcad of their ghstening
vamties Look to it, some of you.”

“And shall not the youth’s hair be cut?” asked Peter
Palfrey, looking with abhorrence at the lovelock and long
glossy curls of the young man

“Crop 1t forthwith, and that 1n the true pumpkin-shell
fashion,” answered the captam. “Then bning them along
with us, but more gently than their fellows. There be
quahlitics in the youth, which may make him vahant to
fight, and sober to toil, and pious to pray, and in the
maiden, that may fit her to become a mother mn our
Isracl, bringing up babes in better nurture than her own
hath been Nor thmk ye, young ones, that they are the
happiest, even 1n our hfetime of a moment, who mis-
spend 1t 1n dancing round a Maypole!”

And Endicott, the severest Puntan of all who laid the
rock foundation of New England, hfted the wreath of

N
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roses from the rum of the Maypole, and threw it, with
his own gauntleted hand, over the heads of the Lord and
Lady of the May. It was a deed of prophecy. As the
moral gloom of the world overpowers all systematic gay-
ety, even so was therr home of wild murth made desolate
amd the sad forest. They returned to 1t no more. But as
their flowery garland was wreathed of the brightest roses
that had grown there, so, in the tie that united them,
were ntertwined all the purest and best of their early
" joys. They went heavenward, supporting each other
along the difficult path which 1t was then lot to tread,
and never wasted one regretful thought on the vanities
of Merry Mount

#

WAKEFIELD

In some old magazine or newspaper I recollect a story,
told as truth, of a man—Ilet us call him Wakefield—who
absented himself for a long time from his wife. The fact,
thus abstractedly stated, 1s not very uncommon, nor—
without a proper distinction of circumstances—to be
condemned ecither as naughty or nomsensical Howbeit,
this, though far from the most aggravated, 1s perhaps the
strangest, instance on record, of mantal delinquency,
and, moreover, as remarkable a freak as.may be found n
the whole list of human oddities. The wedded couple
lived 1m London. The man, under pretence of gomg a
Jjourney, took lodgmgs in the next street to his own
house, and there, unheard of by his wafe or friends, and
without the shadow of a reason for such self-banishment,
dwelt upwards of twenty years. During that period, he
beheld his home every day, and frequently the forlom
Mrs. Wakefield. And after so great a gap in his matnimo-
mal felicity—when lis death was reckoned certain, his
estate settled, lus name dismussed from memory, and his
., wife, long, long ago, resigned to her autumnal widow-
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hood—he cntered the door one evening, quictly, as from
a day’s abscnce, and beeame a loving spouse till death.

This outhne 15 all that T remember, But the muadent,
though of thc purest ongmahty, uncvampled, and prob-
ably never to be repeated, is ong, 1 thin}, winch appeals
to the generous sympatlues of mankind We Inov., cach
for tumsclf, that nonc of us would perpetrate such a
folly, yet feel as af some other nmght To my own con-
templations, at Jeast, it has often recurred always evat-
ing wonder, but with a scnse that the story must be true,
and a conception of its hero's character Whencver any
subject so forably affects the mind, tine 1s well spent
thinking of 1t. If the reader chaose, let Tam do Ius own
meditation, or if he prefer to ramble with me through
the twenty years of Walkefield's vagary, 1 bid him wel
come, trusting that there will be a pavadimg spint and
a moral, cven should we fail to find them, done up
neatly, and condensed mto the final «entence  Thonght
has always its cfficacy, and cvery stribing meident ats
moral.

What sort of a man was Wakefield? We are free to
shapc out our own idea, and call 1t by his name. He was
now m the mendian of bfe, his matrimomal affections,
never violent, were sobered mio a calm, hebitual senti-
ment, of all husbands, he was hkely to be the most con-
stant, because a certan sluggishness would leep his
heart at rest, wherever it nmught be placed e was mtel-
lectual, but not actively so, Ins mnd occupied tself in
long and lazy musings, that ended to no purpose, or had
not vigor to attam 1, Ins thoughts were scldom so ener-
getic as to scize hold of words. Tmagimation, m the
proper meaming of the term, made no part of \Wake-
ficld’s gifts With a cold but not depraved nor wandenng
heart, and a mind never fevensh with notous thoughts:
nor perplexed with originahty, whe could have antici-
pated that our friend would entitlc himself to a foremost
place among the docrs of cccentric decds? Had lus
acquaintances been asked, who was the man in London
the surest to perform nothing to-day wiich should be
remembered on the morrow, they would have thought of
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Wakefield. Only the wife of his bosom might have hesi-
tated. She, without having analyzed s character, was
partly aware of a quiet selfishness, that had rusted nto
his mactive mind, of a pecubar sort of vamity, the most
uneasy attnbute about him; of a disposition to craft,
which had seldom produced more positive effects than
the keeping of petty secrets, hardly worth revealing; and,
lastly, of what she called a httle strangeness, sometimes,
m the good man. This latter quality 1s indefinable, and
perhaps non-existent.

Let us now imagine Wakefield bidding adieu to his
wife It 1s the dusk of an October eveming. His equip-
ment 15 a drab greatcoat, a hat covered with an oilcloth,
top-boots, an umbrella in one hand and a small port-
manteau 1n the other. He has informed Mrs. Wakefield
that he 1s to take the mght coach mto the country. She
would fain inquire the length of his journey, its object,
and the probable time of his return, but, mdulgent to
his harmless love of mystery, mterrogates hum only by a
look. He tells her not to expect hum positively by the
return coach, nor to be alarmed should he tarry three or
four days, but, at all events, to look for him at supper
on Fnday eveming Wakefield himself, be 1t considered,
has no suspicion of what 1s before him. He holds out tis
hand, she gives her own, and meets his parting kiss in
the matter-of-course way of a ten years’ matnmony;
and forth goes the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield, almost
resolved to perplex his good lady by a whole week’s ab-
sence. After the door has closed behind him, she per-
cewes 1t thrust partly open, and a vision of her husband’s
face, through the aperture, smiling on her, and gone 1n a
moment For the time, this Little incident is dismissed
without a thought But, long afterwards, when she has
been more years a widow than a wife, that smile recurs,
and flickers across all her reminiscences of Wakefield’s
visage. In her many musings, she surrounds the ongmal
smle with a mulhtude of fantasies, which make it
strange and awful- as, for instance, if she mmagmes him
m a coffin, that parting look 1s frozen on his pale fea-
tures, or, if she dreams of him in heaven, still his blessed

ek o v e
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companson and contrast between our imperfect reminis-
cences and the reality In Wakefield, the magic of a sin-
gle might has wrought a sumilar transformation, because,
mn that brief period, a great moral change has been
effected But this 1s a secret from hunself Before leaving
the spot, he catches a far and momentary ghmpse of hus
wife, passing athwart the front window, with her face
turned towards the head of the strect The crafty mn-
compoop takes to lus heels, scared with the idea that,
among a thousand such atoms of mortahity, her eye must
have detected him Rught glad s lus heart, though his
bramn be somewhat dizzy, when he finds himself by the
coal fire of his lodgings

So much for the commencement of this long whim-
wham After the imtial conception, and the stiring up
of the man’s sluggish temperament to put it i practice,
the whole matter evolves itself in a natural tran We
may suppose hum, as the result of deep deliberation,
buying a new wig, of reddish hair, and selecting sundry
garments, m a fashion unlike his customary suit of brown,
from a Jew’s old-clothes bag It is accomphshed Wake-
field 15 another man. The new system being now estab-
hshed, a retrograde movement to the old would be
almost as difficult as the step that placed um m his
unparalleled position Furthermore, he 15 rendered obsti-
nate by a sulkiness occasionally mcident to his temper,
and brought on at present by the inadequate sensation
which he conceives to have been produced mn the bosom
of Mrs. Wakefield He will not go back untl she
be frightened half to death 'Well, twice or thrnice has
she passed before his sight, each tume with a heavier
step, a paler cheek, and more anxious brow, and m the
third week of his non-appearance he detects a portent of
evil entering the house, mn the guse of an apothecary
Next day the knocker 1s mufled Towards nightfall
comes the chanot of a physician, and deposits its big-
wigged and solemn burden at Wakefield’s door, whence,
after a quarter of an hour’s visit, he emerges, perchance
the herald of a funeral Dear womant! Will she die? By
this time, Wakefield is excited to something like energy
of feeling, but stll lingers away from his wife’s bedside,
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pleading wath his conscience that she must not be dis-
turbed at such a juncture. If aught else restrains him. he
does not know 1t In the course of a few wecks she grad-
ually recovers; the cnisis 1s over. her heart 1s sad, perhaps,
but quiet; and, let him return soon or late, it will never
be fevensh for him again. Such 1deas ghmmer through
the mist of Wakefield’s mind, and render him indis-
tinctly conscious that an almost impassable gulf divides
his hured apartment from his former home. “It is but
the next street?”” he sometimes says. Fooll it is in another
world. Hitherto, he has put off his return from one par-
ticular day to another; henceforward, he leaves the pre-
cise time undetermined. Not to-morrow—probably next
week—pretty soon. Poor man! The dead have nearly as
much chance of revisiting their earthly homes as the
self-banished Wakefield.

Would that I had a folio to wnte, instead of an article
of a dozen pages! Then might I exemplify how an 1nfu-
ence beyond our control lays its strong hand on every
deed which we do, and weaves ifs consequences info an
iron tissue of necessity. Wakefield 15 spell-bound. We
must leave him, for ten years or so, to haunt around his
house, without once crossing the threshold, and to be
faithful to his wife, with all the affection of which his
heart 1s capable, while he is slowly fading out of hers.
Long since, it must be remarked, he had lost the percep-
tion of singulanty in his conduct.

Now for a scene! Amid the throng of a London street
we distinguish a man, now waxing elderly, with few char-
acteristics to attract carcless obserers, yet bearing. m
s whole aspect, the handwriting of no common fate,
for such as have the skill to read it. He is meagre; his
low and namrow forehead is deeply wnnkled; his cyes,
small and lustreless, sometimes wander apprehensively
about him, but oftener scem to look inward. He bends
his head, and moves with an indescribable obhquity of
gait, as if unwilling to display his full front to the world.
Watch him long enough to see what we have described,
and you will allow that circumstances—which often pro-
duce remarkable men from mnature’s ordinary handiwork
—have produced one such here. Next, leaving him to
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sidle along the footwalk, cast your eyes in the opposite
direction, where a portly female, considerably i the
wane of life, with a prayer-book in her hand, 15 proceed-
ing to yonder church. She has the placid muen of scttled
widowhood. Her regrets have either died away, or have
become so essential to her heart, that they would be
poorly exchanged for joy Just as the lean man and well-
conditioned woman are passing, a shght obstruction
occurs, and brings thesc two figures directly in contact.
Their hands touch; the pressure of the crowd forces her
bosom agamnst his shoulder, they stand, face to face,
staning mto each other’s eyes. After a ten ycars’ scpara-
tion, thus Wakeficld meets his wifel

The throng cddies away, and carrics them asunder.
The sober widow, resuming her former pace, proceeds
to church, but pauses in the portal, and throws a per-
plexed glance along the street. She passcs in, however,
opening her prayer-book as she goes. And the man! with
so wild a face that busy and selfish London stands to
gaze after him, he hurnes to his lodgings, bolts the door,
and throws humself upon the bed The latent feclings of
years break out, his feeble mind acquires a brief energy
from their strength, all the muserable strangencss of his
hife 15 revealed to him at a glance and he cnies out, pas-
sionately, “Wakefield! Wakefieldl You are madt”’

Perhaps he was so The singulanty of his situation
must have so moulded him to himself, that, considered
mn regard to his fellow-creatures and the business of life,
he could not be said to possess his nght mind He had
contrived, or rather he had happened, to dissever him-
sclf from the world—to vanish—to give up his place and
prvileges with living men, without bemg admitted
among the dead. The hfe of a hermit 15 nowise parallel
to his. He was 1n the bustle of the city, as of old, but the
crowd swepl by and saw him not; he was, we may figura-
tively say, always beside his wife and at his hearth, yet
must never feel the warmth of the one nor the affection
of the other It was Wakefield’s unprecedented fate to
retain his onginal share of human sympathics, and to be
stll mvolved in human interests, winle he had lost his
-reciprocal influence on them. It would be a most cunious
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speculation to trace out the effect of such circumstances
on his heart and intellect, separately, and in unison. Yet,
changed as he was. he would seldom be conscious of it,
but deem himself the same man as ever: ghmpses of the
truth, indeed, would come, but only for the moment;
and still he would keep saymg. “I shall soon go back!"—
nor reflect that he had been saying so for twenty ycars.

I conceive, also, that these twenty years would appear,

in the retrospect, scarcely longer than the week to which
Wakefield had at first hmited his absence. He would
look on the affarr as no more than an mterlude in the
main busmess of his hife. When, after a little while more,
he should decm 1t time to rcenter his parlor, his wife
would clap her hands for joy, on beholding the middle-
aged Mr. Wakefield. Alas, what a mustake! Would Tme
but await the close of our favouite follies, we should be
young men, all of us, and till Doomsday.

One evening, in the twentieth year since he vamished,
Wakefield s taking this customary walk towards the
dwelhng wlich he still calls Ins own. It 15 a gusty night
of autumn, with frequent showers that patter down upon
the pavement, and are gone before a man can put up his
umbrella Pausing necar the house, Wakeficld discerns,
through the parlor windows of the second floor, the red
glow and the ghmmer and fitful flash of a comfortable
fire On the coiling appears a grotesque shadow of good
Mrs Wakefiecld The cap, the nose and chin, and the
broad waist, form an admurable caricature, which dances,
morcover, with the up-fickenng and down-snking blaze,
almost too merrily for the shade of an clderly widow. At
this wstant a shower chances to fall, and 15 dnven, by’
the unmannerly guost, full into Wakeficld's face and
bosom He 1s quite penectrated with 1ts autumnal chall.
Shall he stand, wet and shivenng here, when his own
hearth has a good firc to warm him, and his own wife

will run to I "7~ gray coat and small-clothes, which,

doubtless, \apt carcfully in the clozr?’ TP
bed cha » ' ikefield is no such foo! L
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legs & T wn—but he ..

Wak 7 .go to the sole. L
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you? Then step into your gravel The door opens. As he
passes m, we have a parhing glimpse of his visage, and
rccogmze the crafty smile, which was the precursor of
the httle joke that he has ever since been playing off at
his wifc’s capense. ITow unmeraifully has he quizzed the
poor woman! Well, a good night's rest to Wakdficld!

Tins happy ovent—supposing 1t to be such—could
only have occurred at an unpremeditated moment, We
will not follow our {ricnd across the threshold. e has
left us much food for thought, a portion of wlich shall
lend 1ts wisdom to a moral, and be shaped nto a figure.
Amud the seemuing confusion of our mystenious world,
individuals are so miccly adjusted to a system, and sys-
tems to onc another and to a whole, that, by stepping
aside for a moment, a man evposes himsclf {o a fearful
nsk of losing lus place forever. Lake Wakehicld, he may
become, as 1t were, the Outcast of the Universe

=4

THE GREAT CARBUNCLE?

A MYSTERY O THIL WHITLE MOUXTAINS

At mghtfall, once m the olden time, on the rugged side
of onc of the Crystal Hills, a party of adventurers were
refreshing themselves, after a toilsome and frutless quest
for the Great Carbuncle They had come thither, not as
friends nor partners in the enterpnise, but cach, save one
youthful pair, impelled by Ins own selfish and sohtary
longing for thus wondrous gem. Therr fechng of brother-
hoed, however, was strong enough to mduce them to
contribute a mutual axid n bwlding a rude hut of
branches, and kindling a great fire of shattered pmcs,
that had dnfted down the headlong current of the Amo-

*The Indian tradition, on which tins somewhat extravagant tale 1s
tounded, s both too wild and too beautiful to be adequately wrought
up m prosc Sullvan, mn s History of Mame, wntten since the
Revolution, remarks, that cven then the existence of the Great Car-
buncle was not entirely discredited
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noosuck, on the lower bank of which they were to pass
the mght There was but onc of their number, perhaps,
who had become so estranged from natural sympathies,
by the absorbing spell of the pursumit, as to acknowledge
no satisfaction at the sight of human faces, i the remote
and solitary region whither they had ascended A vast
extent of wildcrness lay between them and the nearest
settlement, while a scant mile above their heads was that
black verge where the hills throw off their shaggy mantle
of forest trees, and either robe themselves in clouds or
tower naked mto the sky The roar of the Amonoosuck
would have been too awful for endurance if only a soli-
tary man had lListened, while the mountamn stream talked
with the wind

The adventurers, therefore, exchanged hospitable
greetings, and welcomed one another to the hut, where
each man was the host, and all were the gucsts of the
whole company. They spread their mdividual supplies
of food on the flat surface of a rock, and partook of a
general repast, at the close of which, a sentiment of good
fellowship was perceptible among the party, though re-
pressed by the 1dea, that the remewed search for the
Great Carbuncle must make them strangers again mn the
mormng Seven men and one young woman, they warmed
themselves together at the fire, which extended 1its bright
wall along the whole front of therr wigwam As they ob-
served the varous and contrasted figures that made up
the assemblage, each man looking like a caricature of
himself, 1n the unsteady light that flickered over him,
they came mutually to the conclusion, that an odder
society had never met, m city or wilderness, on moun-
tain or plamn.

The eldest of the group, a tall, lean, weather-beaten
man, some sixty years of age, was clad i the skins of
wild amimals, whose fashion of dress he did well to 1mi-
tate, since the deer, the wolf, and the bear, had long
been his most intimate compamons He was one of those
ill-fated mortals, such as the Indians told of, whom, in
therr early youth, the Great Carbuncle smote with a
pecuhar madness, and became the passionate dream of
therr existence. All who visited that region knew him as

-
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the Secker, and by no other name. As none could remem-
ber when he first took up the search, there went a fable
1 the valley of the Saco, that for lus mordnate lust after
the Great Carbuncle, he had been condemnced to wander
among the mountams till the end of tune, still with the
same feverish hopes at sunnsc—the same despair at cve.
Near this miserable Secker sat a httle elderly personage,
wearing a high-crowned hat, shaped somewhat like a
cructble He was from beyond the sca, a Doctor Caca-
phodel, who had wilted and dned himself mnto a
mummy by continually stooping over charcoal furnaces,
and mhahng unwholesome fumes durng his rescarches
in chemistry and alchemy It was told of lim, whether
truly or not, that, at the commencement of lis studies,
he had dramned his body of all its nchest blood, and
wasted 1t, with other mestimable mgredients, 1n an un-
successful experiment—and had never been a well man
since Another of the adventurers was Master Ichabod
Pigsnort, a weighty merchant and selectman of Boston,
and an elder of the famous Mr Norton’s church. His
enemies had a ndiculous story that Master Pigsnort was
accustomed to spend a whole hour after prayer time,
every morming and evemng, m wallowing naked among
an mmmense quantity of pme-tree shillings, which were
the earhest silver comnage of Massachusetts The fourth
whom we shall notice had no name that s companions
knew of, and was chiefly distingmished by a sneer that
always contorted his thin wisage, and by a prodigious
pair of spectacles, which were supposed to deform and
discolor the whole face of nature, to this gentleman’s
perception The ffth adventurer Iikewise lacked a name,
which was the greater pity, as he appeared to be a poet.
He was a brnghteyed man, but wofully pined away,
which was no more than natural, if, as some people
affirmed, his ordmary diet was fog, morning mist, and a
shce of the densest cloud within his reach, sauced with
moonshine whenever he could get it Certamn it 1s, that
the poetry which flowed from hum had a smack of all
these damties The sixth of the party was a young man of
haughty mien, and sat somewhat apart from the rest,
wearmg his plumed hat loftily among his elders, while
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the fire ghttered on the nch embroidery of his dress, and
gleamed mtensely on the jewelled pomme] of his sword
This was the Iiord de Vere, who, when at home, was
said to spend much of his time 1n the bumnal vault of his
'dead progemitors, rummagmng therr mouldy coffins in
search of .all the: earthly pnde and vamnglory that was
hidden among bones and dust, so that, besides lus own
share, he had the collected haughtiness of his whole line
of ancestry.

Lastly, there was a handsome youth n rustic garb, and
by his side a blooming hittle person, mm whom a delicate -
shade of maiden reserve was just melting imto the nch
glow of a young wife’s affection. Her name was Hannah,
and her husband’s Matthew, two homely names, yet well
enough adapted to the simple pair, who seemed strangely
out of place among the whimsical fratermty whose wits
had been set agog by the Great Carbuncle.

Beneath the shelter of one hut, mn the bright blaze of
the same fire, sat this varied group of adventurers, all so
intent upon a single object, that, of whatever clse they
began to speak, their closing words were sure to be illu-
minated with the Great Carbuncle Several related the
carcumstances that brought them thither One had hs-
tened to a traveller’s tale of this marvellous stone n his
own distant country, and had immediately been seized
with such a thust for beholding 1t as could only be
quenched 1 1ts ntensest lustre Another, so long ago as
when the famous Captain Smuth wvisited these coasts,
had seen 1t blazing far at sea, and had felt no rest m all
the imtervenmg years till now that he took up the search
A third, bemng encamped on a hunting espedition full
forty miles south of the White Mountans, awoke at mid-
mght, and.beheld the Great Carbuncle gleaming like a
meteor, so that the shadows of the trees fell backward
from it They spoke of the mnumerable attempts which
had been made to reach the spot, and of the smngular
fatahty which had hitherto withheld success from all
adventurers, though it might seem so easy to follow to
1ts source a hight that overpowered the moon, and almost
matched the sun. It was observable that each smiled
scornfully at the madness of every other in anticipating
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better fortune than the past, yet nounshed a scarccly
hidden conviction that he would lumself be the favored
onc. As if to allay their too sangmne hopes, they recurred
to the Indian traditions thal a spmt kept watch about
the gem, and bewildered those who sought it cither by
removing 1t from peak to peak of the hugher hills, or by
calling up a must from the enchanted lake over which it
hung But these tales were deemed unworthy of credit,
all professing to believe that the search had been baffled
by want of sagacity or perseverance n the adventurers,
or such other causes as nught naturally obstruct the pas-
sage to any given point among the ntmcacics of forest,
valley, and mountain

In a pause of the conversation the wearer of the pro-
digious spectacles looked round upon the party, making
each ndividual, m turn, the object of the sneer which
mvanably dwelt upon Ius countenance

“So, fcllow-pilgmms,” said he, “here we are, scven
wise men, and onc fair damscl—who, doubtless, 15 as
wise as any graybeard of the company. here we are, I
say, all bound on the same goodly enicrpnse. Methinks,
now, 1t were not amuss that cach of us declare what he
proposes to do with the Great Carbuncle, provided he
have the good hap to clutch it What says our friend in
the bear skin? How mean you, good sir, to enjoy the prize
which you have been seehing, the Lord knows how long,
among the Crystal Hills?”

“How cmjoy 1t!” exclaimed the aged Secker, bitterly.
“I hope for no enjoyment from 1t, that folly has passed
long ago! 1 keep up the scarch for this accursed stone
because the vain ambition of my youth has become a
fate upon me m old age. The pursmit alonc 15 my
strength,—the energy of my soul,—the warmth of my
blood,—and the pith and marrow of my bones! Were [
to turn my back upon 1t I should fall down dead on the
hither side of the Notch, which 1s the gateway of this
mountamn regon. Yet not to have my wasted hfctime
back agam would 1 give up my hopes of the Great Car-
buncle! Having found it, I shall bear it to a certamn cav-
ern that 1 wot of, and there, grasping 1t m my arms, lic
down and die, and keep 1t buried with me forever.”
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“O wretch, regardless of the interests of sciencel!”
cried Doctor Cacaphodel, with philosophic mdignation.
< “Thou art not worthy to behold, even from afar off, the
lustre of this most precious gem that ever was concocted
in the laboratory of Nature. Mine is the sole purpose
for which a wise man may desire the possession of the
Great Carbuncle Immediately on obtamming it—for I
have a presentiment, good people, that the pnze 15 re-
served to crown my scientific reputation—I shall return
to Europe, and employ my remaining years in reducing
it to 1ts first elements. A portion of the stone will I gnind
to mmpalpable powder, other parts shall be dissolved in
acids, or whatever solvents will act upon so admirable a
composition; and the remander I design to melt mm the
crucible, or set on fire with the blow-pipe. By these var-
1ous methods I shall gain an accurate analysis, and finally
bestow the result of my labors upon the world 1 a foho
volume.”

“Excellent!” quoth the man with the spectacles. “Nor
need you hesitate, learned sir, on account of the neces-
sary destruction of the gem, since the perusal of your
foho may teach every mother’s son of us to concoct a
Great Carbuncle of his own ”

“But, verily,” said Master Ichabod Pigsnort, “for mine
own part I object to the making of these counterfeits,
as bemng calculated to reduce the marketable value of the
true gem I tell ye frankly, sus, I have an interest
m keeping up the price Here have I quitted my regular
traffic, leaving my warehouse m the care of my clerks,
and putting my credit to great hazard, and, furthermore,
have put myself in penl of death or captivity by the ac-
cursed heathen savages—and all this without darng to
ask the prayers of the congregation, because the quest
for the Great Carbuncle 1s deemed httle better than a
traffic with the Evil One. Now think ye that I would have
done this grievous wrong to my soul, body, reputation,
and estate, without a reasonable chance of profit?”

“Not I, pious Master Pigsnort,” smd the man with the
spectacles “I never laid such a great folly to thy charge ”

“Truly, I hope not,” said the merchant. “Now, as
touching this Great Carbuncle, I am free to own that I
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have never had a glimpse of it; but be 1t only the hun-
dredth part so bright as people tcll, it will surcly ont-
value the Great Mogul's best diamond, wlich he holds
at an mcalculable sum Whercfore, I am minded to put
the Great Carbuncle on shipboard, and voyage with it
to England, I'rance, Spain, Italy, or into Heathendom,
if Providence should send me thither. and, in a word,
disposc of the gem to the best bidder among the poten-
tales of the carth, that he may place it among his crown
jewels If any of ye have a wiser plan, let Iim expound
it

“That have I, thou sordid man' cxclaimed the poct.
“Dost thou desirc nothmg brighter than gold that thou
wouldst transmute all thns cthereal lustre into such dross
as thou wallowest n already? For mysclf, Indimg the
jewel under my cloak, I shall hic me back to my attic
chamber, 1 one of the darksome alleys of London.
There, mght and day, will T gaze upon 1t; my soul shall
dunk 1ts radiance, it shall be diffused throughout my
mtcllectual powers, and gleam bnghtly i cvery hine of
poesy that 1 inditc Thus, long ages after T am gone, the
splendor of the Great Carbuncle will blaze around my
name!”’

“Well said, Master Poct!” cried he of the spectacles.
“Hide 1t under thy cloak, sayest thou? Why, st will gleam
through the holes, and make thee look like a jack-o™-lan-
tern!”

“To think!” cjaculated the Lord de Vere, rather to
himself than his companions, the best of whom he held
utterly unworthy of his intercourse—“to think that a
fellow m a tattered cloak should talk of conveymg the
Great Carbuncle to a garret in Grub Street! Have not 1
resolved within myself that the whole carth coniams no
fitter ornament for the great hall of my ancestral castle?
There shall 1t flame for ages, making a noonday of mid-
mght, ghtterimg on the swits of armoi, the banners, and
cscutcheons, that hang around the wall, and keeping
bright the memory of heroes Wherefore have all other
adventurers sought the prize m vamn but that I mght
win 1t, and make 1t a symbol of the glones of our lofty
hine? And never, on the diadem of the Wlute Moun-
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tams, did the Great Carbuncle hold a place half so hon-
ored as 15 reserved for it m the hall of the De Veres!”

“It 15 a noble thought,” said the Cynic, with an obse-
quious sneer. “Yet, might I presume to say so, the gem
would make a rare sepulchral lamp, and would display
the glones of your lordship’s progemitors more truly n
the ancestral vault than mn the castle hall.”

“Nay, forsooth,” observed Matthew, the young rustic,
who sat hand 1n hand with his bride, “the gentleman has
bethought limself of a profitable use for this bnght
stone Hannah here and I are seeking 1t for a hike pur-
pose ”’

“How, fellow!” exclaimed his lordship, mn surpmse.
“What castle hall hast thou to hang 1t mn?”

“No castle,” replied Matthew, “but as neat a cottage
as any within sight of the Crystal Hills Ye must know,
fniends, that Hannah and I, bemng wedded the last week,
have taken up the search of the Great Carbuncle,
because we shall need 1its hght in the long winter eve-
mings, and it will be such a pretty thing to show the
neighbors when they visit us. It will shine through the
house so that we may pick up a pm in any cormer, and
will set all the windows aglowing as if there were a great
fire of pine knots m the chimney. And then how pleas-
ant, when we awake in the night to be able to see one
another’s faces!”

There was a general smile among the adventurers at
the simphieity of the young couple’s project in regard to
this wondrous and nvaluable stone, with which the
greatest monarch on earth mught have been proud to
adorn lus palace. Especially the man with spectacles,
who had sneered at all the company 1n turn, now twisted
his visage into such an expression of ill-natured murth,
that Matthew asked him, rather peevishly, what he him-
self meant to do with the Great Carbuncle.

“The Great Carbuncle!” answered the Cyme, with'
ineffable scom “Why, you blockhead, there is no such
thing 1 rerum natura I have come three thousand mules,
and am resolved to set my foot on every peak of these
.mountains, and poke my head mto every chasm, for the
sole purpose of demonstrating to the satisfaction of any
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man one whit less an ass than thyself that the Great
Carbuncle 15 all a humbugl”

Vam and foolish were the motives that had brought
most of the adventurers to the Crystal Hills, but none
so vam, so foohsh, and so impious too, as that of the
scoffer with the prodigious spectacles He was one of
those wretched and evil men whose yearmings are down-
ward to the darkness, mnstead of heavenward, and who,
could they but extingwmsh the lghts which God hath
kindled for us, would count the mmdnight gloom therr
chiefest glory As the Cymc spoke, several of the party
were startled by a gleam of red splendor, that showed the
huge shapes of the surroundig mountams and the rock-
bestrewn bed of the turbulent niver wath an illumination
unhke that of therr fire on the trunks and black boughs
of the forest trees They hstened for the roll of thunder,
but heard nothing, and were glad that the tempest came
not near them The stars, those dial-pomnts of heaven,
now wamed the adventurers to close their eyes on the
blazing logs, and open them, n dreams, to the glow of
the Great Carbuncle.

The young mamned couple had taken therr lodgmgs
in the farthest corner of the wigwam, and were sepa-
rated from the rest of the party by a curtamn of cunously-
woven twigs, such as mught have hung, in deep festoons,
around the bndal-bower of Eve The modest httle wife
had wrought this piece of tapestry while the other guests
were talkimg She and her husband fell asleep with hands
tenderly clasped, and awoke from wvisions of unearthly
radiance to mcet the more blessed hight of one another’s
cyes They awoke at the same instant, and with one
happy smile beaming over theirr two faces, which grew
brighter with their consciousness of the reality of life
and love But no sooner did she recollect where they
were, than the bnde peeped through the imterstices of
the leafy curtam, and saw that the outer room of the hut
was deserted.

“Up, dear Matthew!” cnied she, m haste “The strange
folk are all gone! Up, this very minute, or we shall lose
the Great Carbuncle!”

In truth, so httle did these poor young people deserve
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the mighty prize which had lured them thither, that they
had slept peacefully all mght, and till the summits of
the hills were ghttenng with sunshine, while the other
adventurers had tossed their limbs in fevensh wakeful-
ness, or dreamed of climbing precipices, and set off to
realize ther dreams with the earliest peep of dawn.
But Matthew and Hannah, after their calm rest, were
as light as two young deer, and merely stopped to say
therr prayers and wash themselves m a cold pool of the
Amonoosuck, and then to taste a morsel of food, ere they
turned their faces to the mountamside. It was a sweet
emblem of conjugal affection, as they toiled up the diffi-
cult ascent, gathening strength from the mutual aid which
they afforded. After several hitle accidents, such as a
torn robe, a lost shoe, and the entanglement of
Hannah’s hair m a bough, they reached the upper verge
of the forest, and were now to pursue a more adventur-
ous course The mnumerable trunks and heavy fohage
of the trees had hitherto shut in their thoughts, which
now shrank affnghted from the region of wind and cloud
and naked rocks and desolate sunshine, that rose 1mmeas-
urably above them They gazed back at the obscure wil-
derness which they had traversed, and longed to be
bunied agamn m its depths rather than trust themselves
to so vast and wisible a sohitude.

“Shall we go on?” said Matthew, throwmng his arm
round Hannah’s waist, both to protect her and to com-
fort his heart by drawing her close to it.

But the Iittle bnde, simple as she was, had a woman’s
love of jewels, and could not forego the hope of possess-
mg the very brnightest m the world, in spite of the perils
with which 1t must be won

“Let us climb a httle higher,” whispered she, yet
t{\emulously, as she turned her face upward to the lonely
sky.

“Come, then,” said Matthew, mustering his manly
courage and drawing her along with him, for she became
timid agamn the moment that he grew bold.

And upward, accordingly, went the pilgrims of the
Great Carbuncle, now treading upon the tops and thickly-
interwoven branches of dwarf pimes, which, by the growth
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of centuries, though mossy with age, had barely rcached
three feet in alhitude Neai, they came to masses and
fragments of naked rock heaped confusedly togcther,
like a cairn rearcd by glants m memory of a giant chief.
In this bleak realm of upper air notlung breathed,
nothmng grew, there was no hfe but what was concen-
trated 1n their two hearts; they had chimbed so lugh that
Nature herself seemed no longer to keep them company.
She hingered beneath them, within the verge of the for-
est trees, and sent a farewell glance after her children as
they strayed where her own green footprmts had never
been. But soon they were to be hidden from her eye.
Densely and dark the musts began to gather below, cast-
mg black spots of shadow on the vast landscape, and
sailing heawily to one centre, as if the loftiest mountain
peak had summoned a council of its kindred clouds.
Finally, the vapors welded themselves, as 1t were, mnto a
mass, presenting the appearance of a pavement over
which the wanderers might have trodden, but where they
would vamly have sought an avenue to the blessed earth
which they had lost And the lovers yearned to behold
that green earth agam, more tenscly, alas! than, be-
neath a clouded sky, they had ever desired a ghmpse of
heaven They even felt 1t a relief to their desolation when
the musts, creeping gradually up the mountam, concealed
its lonely peak, and thus anmihilated, at least for them,
the whole region of visible space But they drew closer
together, with a fond and melancholy gaze, dreading
lest the umiversal cloud should snatch them from each
other’s sight

Still, perhaps, they would have been resolute to chmb
as far and as high, between earth and heaven, as they
could find foothold, 1f Hannal’s strength had not begun
to fail, and with that, her courage also Her breath grew
short She refused to burden her husband with her
weight, but often tottered agamst s side, and recovered
herself each time by a feebler effort. At last, she sank
down on one of the rocky steps of the acclvity
« “We are lost, dear Matthew,” samid she, mourntully.

‘We shall nevér find our way to the carth again. And oh
how happy we might have been 1n our cottagel”
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“Dear heart'—we will yet be happy there,” answered
Matthew “Look! In this direction, the sunshine pene-
trates the dismal must. By 1ts aid, I can direct our course
to the passage of the Notch Let us go back, love, and
dream no more of the Great Carbuncle!”

“The sun cannot be yonder,” said Hannah, with
despondence “By this time 1t must be noon If there
could ever be any sunshine here, 1t would come from
above our heads”

“But look!” repeated Matthew, mn a somewhat altered
tone “It 1s brnightening every moment. If not sunshine,
what can 1t be?”

Nor could the young bride any longer deny that a
radiance was breaking through the must, and changing
its dim hue to a dusky red, which continually grew more
vivid, as if bmlhant particles were mnterfused with the
gloom. Now, also, the cloud began to roll away from the
mountamn, while, as 1t heavily withdrew, one object after
another started out of its impenetrable obscunty mto
sight, with precisely the effect of a new creation, before
the indistinctness of the old chaos had been completely
swallowed up: As the process went on, they saw
the gleaming of water close at thewr feet, and found
themselves on the very border of a mountam lake, deep,
bright, clear, and calmly beautiful, spreading from brim
to brim of a basin that had been scooped out of the sohd
rock. A ray of glory flashed across its surface The pil-
gnms looked whence 1t should proceed, but closed their
eyes with a thnll of awful admiration, to exclude the
fervid splendor that glowed from the brow of a chff im-
pending over the enchanted lake. For the simple pair
had reached that lake of mystery, and found the long-
sought shrine of the Great Carbunclel ’

They threw therr arms around each other, and trem-
bled at their own success; for, as the legends of this won-
drous gem rushed thick upon therr memory, they felt
themselves marked out by fate—and the consciousness
was fearful. Often, from childhood upward, they had
seen 1t shining hike a distant star. And now that star was
throwing 1its intensest lustre on themr hearts They seemed
changed to one another’s eyes, in the red bmlliancy that
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flamed upon their checks, while 1t lent the same firc to
the lake, the rocks, and shy, and 1o the mists which had
rolled back before its power. But, with their nent glance,
they beheld an objeet that drew therr attention even from
fhe mighty stone. At the basc of the cliff, ducctly be-
ncalh the Great Carbuncle, appeared the figure of a
man, with his arms cvtending n the act of climbing, and
his face twined upward, as if to drink the full gush of
splendor. But he stirred not, no more than if changed to
marble.

“It is the Sccker,” whispered Hanunah, convulsively
graspmg her husband’s arm. “Matthew, he is dead.”

“The joy of success has Lilled him,” replicd Malthew,
trembling violently. “Or, perhaps, the very light of the
Great Carbuncle was death!”

“The Great Carbuncle,” cried a peevish voice behind
them “The Great Iumbugt If you have found it
prithee pomt 1t out to me.”

They turned their heads, and there was the Cymig,
with his piodigious spectacles sct carefully on his nose,
stauing now at the lake, now at the rocks, now at the dis-
tant masses of vapor, now right at the Great Carbuncle
itself, yet scemingly as unconscious of its light as 1f all
the scatlered clouds were condensed about lns person.
Though 1ts radiance actually threw the shadow of the
unbehever al Ins own feet, as he turned s back upon
the glorious jewel, he would not be convinced that there
was the least ghmmer there.

“Where 15 your Great Humbug?” he repeated. “I chal-
lenge you to make me sce 1tl”

“There,” said Matthew, incensed at such perverse
blindness, and turning the Cynic round lowards the illu-
minated clfl. “Take off thosec abommable spectacles,
and you cannot help sccing itl”

" Now these colored spectacles probably dmkenced the
Cynic's sight, in at least as great a degrec as the smoked
glasses through which pcople gaze at an cchpse. With
resolute bravado, however, he snatched them from his
nose, and fixed a bold stare full upon the ruddy blaze of
the Greal Carbuncle But scarccly had he encountered
it, when, with a deep, shuddening groan, he diopped his
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head, and pressed both hands across his miserable eyes
Thenceforth there was, i very truth, no hght of the
Great Carbuncle, nor any other light on earth, nor hght
of heaven 1tself, for the poor Cynic. So long accustomed
to view all objects through a medium that deprived them
of every glimpse of brightness, a single flash of so glo-
nous a phenomenon, striking upon his naked vision, had
blinded him forever

“Matthew,” said Hannah, chinging to him, “let us go
hence!”

Matthew saw that she was faint, and kneeling down,
supported her mm his arms, while he threw some of the
thrillingly cold water of the enchanted lake upon her
face and bosom. It revived her, but could not renovate
her courage.

“Yes, dearest!” cried Matthew, pressing her tremulous
form to his breast,—"‘we will go hence, and return to our
humble cottage. The blessed sunshine and the quiet
moonhight shall come through our window. We will
kindle the cheerful glow of our hearth, at eventide, and
be happy m 1ts light. But never again will we desire more
bight than all the world may share with us.”

“No,” said his bride, “for how could we live by day,
or sleep by night, in this awful blaze of the Great Car-
bunclel”

Out of the hollow of thewrr hands, they drank each a
draught from the lake, which presented them its waters
uncontaminated by an earthly hip. Then, lending their
guidance to the blinded Cynic, who uttered not a word,
and even stifled ns groans m his own most wretched
heart, they began to descend the mountam. Yet, as they
left the shore, till then untrodden, of the spint’s lake,
they threw a farewell glance towards the cliff, and beheld
the vapors gathering n dense volumes, through whick
the gem burned duskily.

As touching the other pilgrims of the Great Carbuncle,
the legend goes on to tell, that the worshipful Master
Ichabod Pigsnort soon gave up the quest as a desperate
speculation, and wisely resolved to betake himself again
to his warehouse, near the town dock, n Boston But,
as he passed through the Notch of the mountains, a war
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parly ot Indians captured our unlucky merchant, and
carnicd him to Montreal, there holding him in bondage,
ill, by the payment of a heavy ransom, he had wofully
subtracted from his hoard of pine-tree sinllings By his
long absence, morcover, his affmrs had become so dhsor
dered that for the test of s hfc, nstead of wallowmg
mn silver, e had scldom a sipence worth of copper. Doc-
tor Cacaphodel, the alchemust, returned to his Iaboratory
with a prodigious fragment of granite, wineh he ground
to powder, dusolved m acids, meclted in the crucble,
and burned with the blow-pipe, and published the result
of his cypeniments in onc of the heaviest fohos of the
day. And, for all these purposes, the gem itself could not
have answered better than the gramile The poct, by a
somewhat sumilar mistake, made prize of a great piece of
ice, which he found m a sunless chasm of the mountans,
and sworc that 1t corresponded, m all points, with his
idea of the Great Carbuncle. The entics say, that, if his
poctry lached the splendor of the gem, it retamed all
the coldness of the ice. The Lord de Vere went back to
‘his ancestral hall, where he contented himeclf with a
wav-lighted chandehier. and filled, i due course of time,
another coffin 1n the ancestral vault A< the funcral
torches gleamed wathin that dark receptacle, there was
no nced of the Great Carbuncle to show the vamty of
earthly pomp

The Cymic, having cast aside his speetacles, wandered
about the world, a muscrable object, and was pumshed
with an agomzing desire of hght, for the wilful blindness
of lis former hfe The whole might long, he would hft
lis splendor-blasted orbs to the moon and stars; he
turned his face castward, at sunnise, as duly as a Perssan
idolatcr, he made a pigrimage to Rome, to witness the
magmficent illummabion of St. Peter's Church, and
finally penshed n the great firc of London, nto the
mudst of which he bad thrust humsclf, with the desperate
1dea of catching one fecble ray from the blaze that was
kindhing carth and hcaven

Matthew and his bride spent many peaceful years, and
were fond of telling the legend of the Great Carbuncle.
The tale, however, towards the close of their lengthened
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lives, did not meet with the full credence that had been
accorded to it by those who remembered the ancient
lustre of the gem. For 1t is affirmed that, from the hour
when two mortals had shown themselves so simply wise
as to reject a jewel which would have dimmed all earthly
things, 1ts splendor waned. When other pilgnims reached
the chiff, they found only an opaque stone, with particles
of mica ghittering on its surface. There 15 also a tradition
that, as the youthful pair departed, the gem was loosened
from the forehead of the cliff, and fell into the enchanted
lake, and that, at noontide, the Seeker’s form may still
be seen to bend over its quenchless gleam

Some few believe that this inestimable stone 1s blazing
as of old, and say that they have caught its radiance, like
a flash of summer hghtning, far down the valley of the
Saco And be 1t owned that, many a mile from the Crys-
tal Holls, I saw a wondrous light around ther summts,
and was lured, by the faith of poesy, to be the latest
pilgnm of the GrReEAT CARBUNGLE.

M

THE PROPHETIC PICTURES?

“Bur this pamter” cried Walter Ludlow, with amma-
tion. “He not only excels m his pecuhar art, but pos-
sesses vast acquirements 1n all other learming and science.
He talks Hebrew with Dr. Mather, and gives lectures in
anatomy to Dr Boylston. In 2 word, he will meet the
best mnstructed man among us on lus own ground. More-
over, he is a polished gentleman—a citizen of the world
—yes, a true cosmopolite, for he will speak like a native
of each chime and country of the globe, except our own
forests, whither he 1s now going Nor 1s all this what I
most admire m him ”

*This story was suggested by an anecdote of Stuart, related m Dun-
lap’s History of the Arts of Design—a most entertammng book to the

general reader, and a deeply mteresting one, we should thunk, to the
arhist
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“Indeed!” said Elinor, who had listened with a
woman’s nterest to the descniption of such a man “Yet
this is admrable enough ”

“Surely 1t 15, rephied her lover, “but far less so than
his natural gift of adapting lumsclf to cvery variety of
character, msomuch that all men—and all women too,
LEhnoi—shall find a mirror of themscelves m this wonder-
ful pamter But the greatest wonder 15 yet to be told.”

“Nay, if he have more wonderful attributes than
these,” smd Elnor, Jaughing, “Boston 1s a perilous abode
for the poor gentleman. Are you telling me of a pamter,
or a wizard?”

“In truth,” answered he, “that queshon mght be
asked much more scriously than you supposc. They say
that he pamts not mercly a man’s featurcs, but ns mind
and heart He catches the sccret sentiments and passions.
and throws them upon the canvas, hike sunshine—or
perhaps, n the portraits of dark-souled men, hke a gleam
of infernal fire. It 15 an awful gift,” added Walter,
lowering his voice from 1its tone of conthusiasm “I shall
be almost afraid to sit to lum.”

“Walter, are you 1 earnest?” exclaimed Elinor.

“For Heaven’s sake, dcarest Elmor, do not let him
pamnt the look which you now wear,” said her lover,
smiling, though rather perplexed “There: 1t 1s passing
away now, but when you spoke you scemed frightened to
death, and very sad besides What were you thinking of?”

“Nothing, nothing,” answcred Ehnor hastily *“You
pamnt my face with your own fantasies Well, come for
me to-morrow, and we will visit this wonderful artist”

But when the young man had departed, it cannot be
denied that a remarkable expression was agamn visible on
the fair and youthful face of his mistress It was a sad
and anxious look, little 1n accordance with what should
have been the feelings of a maiden on the cve of wed-
lock Yect Walter Ludlow was the chosen of her heart.

“A look!” said Elnor to herself “No wonder that it
startled him, 1f 1t expressed what I sometimes feel. 1
know, by my own expenence, how fnghtful a look may
be. But 1t was all fancy. I thought notlung of it at the
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time—I have seen nothing of 1t since—I did but dream
it

And she busied herself about the embrowdery of a ruff,
m which she meant that her portrait should be taken

The panter, of whom they had been speaking, was not
one of those natwe artists who, at a later peniod than ths,
borrowed their colors from the Indians, and manufac-
tured their pencils of the furs of wild beasts Perhaps,
if he could have revoked his hfe and prearranged his
destiny, he might have chosen to belong to that school
without a master, in the hope of bemng at least onginal,
since there were no works of art to imitate nor rules to
follow. But he had been born and educated i Europe
People said that he had studied the grandeur or beauty
of conception, and every touch of the master hand,
all the most famous pictures, mn cabmets and gallerses,
and on the walls of churches, till there was nothing more
for his powerful mind to learn. Art could add nothing
to its lessons, but Nature mght. He had therefore vis-
ited a world whither none of lis professional brethren
had preceded him, to feast his eyes on visible images that
were noble and picturesque, yet had never been trans-
ferred to canvas America was too poor to afford other
temptations to an artist of emmence, though many of the
colomal gentry, on the pamter’s amival, had eapressed a
wish to transmut their hineaments to postenity by means
of his skill. Whenever such proposals were made, he
fixed his prercing eyes on the applicant, and seemed to
Iook him through and through If he beheld only a sleek
and comfortable visage, though there were a gold-laced
coat to adom the picture and golden guineas to pay for
it, he cvilly rejected the task and the reward. But if the
face were the mdex of any thing uncommon, m thought,
sentiment, or experience, or if he met a beggar m the
street, with a white beard and a furrowed brow, or if
sometimes a child happened to look up and smile, he
would exhaust all the art on them that he demed to
wealth.

Pictonal skill being so rare m the colomes, the pamter
became an object of general cumosity. If few or none
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could appreciate the technical merit of his productions,
yet there were pomts, m regard to which the opmion of
the crowd was as valuable as the refined judgment of
the amateur He watched the effect that cach picture
.produced on such untutored beholders, and denved
profit from their remarks, while they would as soon have
thought of instructing Nature hersclf as lim who scemed
to nval her. Therr admiration, 1t must be owned, was
tinctured with the prejudices of the age and country
Some deemed 1t an offence agamnst the Mosaic law, and
even a presumptuous mockery of the Creator, to bnng
into existence such lvely images of his creatures Others,
frightened at the art which could raisc phantoms at will,
and keep the form of the dead among the hving, were
mchined to consider the pamter as a magician, or per-
haps the famous Black Man, of old witch times, plotting
muschief in a new gmse These foolish fancies were more
than half believed among the mob. Even in supenor
circles his character was invested with a vague awe, partly
using like smoke wreaths from the popular superstitions,
but chefly caused by the vaned knowledge and talents
which he made subservient to his profession
Being on the eve of marmage, Walter Ludlow and
Elinor were eager to obtan their portraits, as the first of
what, they doubtless hoped, would be a long series of
family picturcs. The day after the conversation above
recorded they visited the panter’s rooms A servant ush-
ered them mto an apartment, where, though the artist
himself was not wvisible, there were personages whom
they could hardly forbear greeting with reverence. They
knew, imndeed, that the whole assembly were but pic-
tures, yet felt it impossible to separate the idea of life
and mtellect from such stnking counterfeits Several of
the portraits were known to them, cither as distinguished
characters of the day or their pnvate acquamtances
There was Governor Burnet, looking as if he had just
received an undutiful communication from the House
of Representatives, and were mnditing a most sharp re-
sponse  Mr Cooke hung beside the ruler whom he
opposed, sturdy, and somewhat purtanical, as befitted
a popular leader The ancient lady of Sir William Phipps

| TTRREN
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eyed them from the wall, in ruff and farthingale,—an
mmpernous old dame, not unsuspected of witchcraft John
Winslow, then a very young man, wore the expression of
warhke enterpnse, which long afterwards made him a
distinguished general Thewr personal friends were rec-
ognized at a glance. In most of the pictures, the whole
mind and character were brought out on the counte-
nance, and concentrated mto a single look, so that, to
speak paradomcally, the ongnals hardly resembled them-
selves so strikingly as the portraits did

Among these modern worthies there were two old
bearded Saints, who had almost vamished mto the dark-
emmng canvas There was also a pale, but unfaded Ma-
donna, who had perhaps been worshipped mn Rome, and
now regarded the lovers with such a muld and holy look
that they longed to worship too.

“How singular a thought,” observed Walter Ludlow,
“that this beautiful face has been beautiful for above two
hundred years! Oh, if all beauty would endure so wellt
Do you not envy her, Elinor?”

“If earth were heaven, I mught,” she rephed. “But
where all things fade, bow muserable to be the one that
could not fadet”

“This dark old St Peter has a fierce and ugly scowl,
saint though he be,” continued Walter “He troubles me
But the Virgin looks kindly at us.”

“Yes; but very sorrowfully, methinks,” said Elmor

The easel stood beneath these three old pictures, sus-
taiming one that had been recently commenced After a
hittle inspection, they began to recognmize the features of
their own mmmster, the Rev Dr. Colman, growing into
shape and hfe, as 1t were, out of a cloud.

“Kind old man’’ exclasmed Ehnor “He gazes at me
as 1f he were about to utter a word of paternal advice”

“And at me,” smd Walter, “as if he were about to
shake his head and rebuke me for some suspected 1mg-
wity. But so does the ongmal I shall never feel quite
comfortable under his eye till we stand before hum to be
marned ”

They now heard a footstep on the floor, and turmmng,
beheld the pamter, who had been some moments m the
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room, and had hstened to a few of their remarks He was
a middle-aged man, with a countenance well worthy of
s own pencil Indeed, by the picturesque, though care-
less arrangement of his rich dress, and, perhaps, because
s soul dwelt always among pamnted shapes, he looked
somewhat hke a portrait lumsclf IHis wisitors were sen-
sible of a kindred between the artist and his works, and
felt as 1f one of the pictures had stepped from the canvas
to salute them

Walter Ludlow, who was shghtly known to the painter,
explained the object of thewr vist While he spoke, 2
sunbeam was falling athwart hus figure and Ehnor’s, with
so happy an effect that they also scemed living pictures
of youth and beauty, gladdened by brght fortune. The
artist was cvidently struck.

“My ecasel 1s occupied for several ensumng days, and
my stay m Boston must be bricf,” said he, thoughtfully;
then, after an observant glance, he added. “but your
wishes shall be granified, though I disappoint the Chief
Justice and Madam Oliver. I must not losc this oppor-
tumity, for the sake of pamting a few ells of broadcloth
and brocade.”

The pamter expressed a desie to introduce both their
portraits mto one picture, and represent them engaged
m some appropnate action This plan would have de-
hghted the lovers, but was necessanly rejected, because
so large a space of canvas would have been unfit for the
room which 1t was mntended to decorate Twa half-length
portraits were therefore fixed wpon. After they had taken
leave, Walter Ludlow asked Ehnor, with a smile, whether
she knew what an mnfluence over their fates the pamter
was about to acquire.

“The old women of Boston affirm,” conhinued he,
“that after he has once got possession of a person’s face
and figure, he may pamt lum m any act or situation
whatever—and the picture will be prophetic. Do you
believe 1t?”

“Not quite,” said Ehnor, smiing. “Yet 1f he has such
magic, there 1s something so gentle 1 his manner that I
am sure he will use it well.”

It was the namter’s chowce to proceed with both the
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portraits at the same time, assignmg as a reasonm, in the
mystical language which he scmetimes used, that the
faces threw hght upon each other. Accordingly he gave
now a touch to Walter, and now to Elnor, and the fea-
tures of one and the other began to start forth so vividly
that it appeared as if his tnumphant art would actually
disengage them from the canvas. Amid the nich hight and
deep shade, they beheld their phantom selves Buf,
though the likeness promised to be perfect, they were
not qute satisfied with the expression; 1t seemed more
vague than i most of the pamter’s works. He, however,
was sabisfied with the prospect of success, and being
much mterested in the lovers, employed s leisure mo-
ments, unknown to them, in making a crayon sketch of
their two figures During therr sittings, he engaged them
m conversation, and kindled up ther faces with charac-
teristic trarts, which, though continually varymng, it was
his purpose to combine and fix. At length he announced
that at thewr next visit both the portraits would be ready
for dehwery.

“If my pencil will but be, true to my conception, in
the few last touches which I meditate,” observed he,
“these two pictures will be my very best performances.
Seldom, mdeed, has an artist such subjects.”

While speaking, he still bent his penetrative eye upon
them, nor withdrew 1t till they had reached the bottom
of the stairs

Nothing, in the whole circle of human vamities, takes
stronger hold of the mmagmation than this affair of hav-
mg a portrait pamted Yet why should 1t be so? The
looking-glass, the polished globes of the andirons, the
murror-hike water, and all other reflecting surfaces, con-
tnually present us with portraits, or rather ghosts of our-
selves, which we glance at, and straightway forget them.
But we forget them only because they vamish It 1s the
idea of duration—of earthy mmmortality—that gives such
a mystenious interest to our own portraits. Walter and
Elmor were not nsensible to this feeling, and hastened
to the panter’s room, punctually at the appomted hour,
to meet those pictured shapes which were to be their
representatives with postenity. The sunshme flashed after
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them into the apartment, but left 1t somewhat gloomy as
they closed the door

Their eyes were immediately attracted to their por-
traits, which rested agamnst the farthest wall of the room.
At the first glance, through the dim light and the dis-
tance, sceing themselves m precisely thewr natural athi-
tudes, and with all the air that they recogmzed so well,
they uttered a simultancous cxclamation of delight.

“There we stand,” cned Walter, enthusiastically,
“fixed m sunshme forever! No dark passions can gather
on our faces!”’

“No,” said Elmor, more calmly, “no drcary’ change
can sadden us”

This was smid while they were approaching, and had
yet gammed only an mmperfect view of the pictures The
pamnter, after saluting them, busied himself at a table m
completing a crayon sketch, leaving his visitors to form
thair own judgment as to his perfected labors At inter-
vals, he scnt a glance from beneath his deep eyebrows,
watching their countenances in profile, with Ins pencil
suspended over the sketch. They had new stood some
moments, cach 1n front of the other’s picture, contem-
plating it with entranced attention, but without uttering
a word. At length, Walter stepped forward—then back
—viewmng Elnor’s portrait mn various hghts, and finally
spoke,

“Is there not a change?” said he, mn a doubtful and
meditative tone. “Yes, the perception of 1t grows more
vivid the longer 1 look. It 15 certamnly the same picture
that 1 saw yesterday, the dress—the features—all are the
same, and yet something 1s altered ”

“Is then the picture less like than it was yesterday?”
inquired the pamter, now drawmg near, with irrepress-
ible nterest

“The features are perfect, Elmor,” answered Walter,
“and, at the first glance, the expression seemed also hers.
But, 1 could fancy that the portrait has changed counte-
nance, while I have been looking at 1t The cyes are fixed
on mune with a strangely sad and anxious eapression.
Nay, it 1s gnef and terrorl Is this like Elinor?”
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“Compare the hving face with the pictured one,” said
the pamter.

Walter glanced sidelong at his mustress, and started.
Motionless and absorbed—fascinated, as 1t were—in
contemplation of Walter's portrait, Elinor’s face had
assumed precisely the expression of which he had just
been complammng. Had she practised for whole hours
before a mirror, she could not have caught the look so
successfully. Had the picture itself been a murror, it
could not have thrown back her present aspect with
stronger and more melancholy truth She appeared quite
unconscious of the dialogue between the artist and her
lover.

“Elnor,” exclaimed Walter, in amazement, “what
change has come over you?”

She did not hear hum, nor desist trom her fixed gaze,
till he seized her hand, and thus attracted her notice;
then, with a sudden tremor, she looked from the picture
to the face of the onginal.

“Do you see no change m your portrait?” asked she.

“In mme?—None!” rephed Walter, examning it.
“But -let me see! Yes, there 1s a shght change—an 1m-
provement, I think, mn the picture, though none mn the
likeness. It has a hiveher expression than yesterday, as if
some brght thought were flashing from the eyes, and
about to be uttered from the hips. Now that I have
caught the look, it becomes very decided.”

While he was mtent on these observations, Elmor
turned to the pamter. She regarded him with gnef and
awe, and felt that he repaid her with sympathy and
commuiserabion, though wherefore, she could but vaguely

ess
gu“That look!” whispered she, and shuddered “How
came it there?”

“Madam,” said the pamter, sadly, taking her hand,
and leading her apart, “m both these pictures, I have
pamted what I saw. The artist—the true artist—must
look beneath the extenor. It is his gift—his proudest,
but often a melancholy one—to see the mmmost soul,
and, by a power indefinable even to himself, to make it
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glow or darken upon the canvas, in glances that express
the thought and sentiment of years YWould that I might
convince myself of crror in the present mstancel”

They had now approached the fable, on which were
heads 1n chalk, hands almost as expressive as ordinary
faces, vicd church towers, thatched cottages, old thun-
der-stricken trees, Onental and antique costume, and all
such picturesque vagaries of an arhist’s 1dle moments.
Tumning them over, with scemimg carclessness, a crayon
sketch of two figures was disclosed

“If T have failed,” continued he—*if your heart docs
not sce 1tself reflected mn your own portrmt—if you have
no sccret cause to trust my dehineation of the other—t
15 not yet too late to alter them 1 might change the
action of these figures too. But would 1t influence the
event?”’

He directed her notice to the sketch A thnll ran
through Ehnor’s frame, a shrick was upon her hips, but
she stifled 1t, with the sclf-command that becomes habit-
ual to all who lude thoughts of fear and anguh within
their bosoms. Turming from the table, she percened that
Walter had advanced ncar cnough to have scen the
sketch, though she could not determine whether it had
caught his eye.

“We will not have the pictures altered,” sad she,
hastily “If mme 15 sad, I shall but look the gayer for the
contrast

“Be 1t s0,” answered the pater, bowng “May your
gnefs be such fanciful ones that only your picturc may
mourm for them! For your joys—may they be true and
deep, and pamnt themselves upon this lovely face till it
quite behe my art!”

After the marnage of Walter and Ehnor, the pictures
formed the two most splendid ornaments of their abode.
They hung side by side, separated by a narrow panel,
appeaning to eye each other constantly, yet always re-
turning the gaze of the spectator Travelled gentlemen,
who professed a knowledge of such subjccts, reckoned
these among the most admirable specimens of modern
portratture, while common observers compared them
with the onginals, feature by feature, and were rapturous
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in praise of the hkeness. But 1t was on a third class—
netther travelled connoisseurs nor common observers, but
people of natural semsibility—that the pictures wrought
their strongest effect Such persons mught gaze carelessly
at first, but, becoming interested, would return dav after
day, and study these pamnted faces like the pages of a
mystic volume. Walter Ludlow’s portrait attracted their
earhest notice. In the absence of himself and his bride,
they sometimes disputed as to the expression which the
pamnter had intended to throw upon the features, all
agreeing that there was a look of earnest import, though
no two explamed it alike There was less diwversity of
opmion 1n regard to Elmor’s picture They differed, -
deed, 1n their attempts to estimate the nature and depth
of the gloom that dwelt upon her face, but agreed that
it was gloom, and ahen from the natural temperament
of therr youthful friend. A certamn fanciful person an-
nounced, as the result of much scrutiny, that both these
pictures were parts of one design, and that the melan-
choly strength of feeling, in Elmor’s countenance, bore
reference to the more vivid emotion, or, as he termed
1t, the wild passion, mn that of Walter. Though unskilled
m the art, he even began a sketch, in which the action
of the two figures was to correspond with therr mutual
expression.

It was whispered amo._ .riends that, day by day,
Elmor’s f~oc was assuming a deeper shade of pensive-
ness, which threatened soon to render her too true a
counterpart of her melancholy picture Walter, on the
other hand, mnstead of acquirng the vivid look which the
pamter had given him on the canvas, became reserved
and downcast, with no outward flashes of emotion, how-
ever 1t mught be smouldenng within. In course of time,
Elmor hung a gorgeous curtam of purple silk, wrought
with flowers and fringed with heavy golden tassels, before
the pictures, under pretence that the dust would tarnish
therr hues, or the light dim them It was enough. Her
visitors felt, that the massive folds of the silk must never
be withdrawn, nor the portraits mentioned m her pres-
ence.

Time wore on; and the pamter came again. He had
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been tar enough to the north to see the silver cascade of
the Crystal Hills, and to look over the vast round of
cloud and forest from the summit of New England’s
loftiest mountam. But he did not profane that scene by
the mockery of his art He had also lam m a canoe on
the bosom of Lake George, making his soul the mirror
of its loveliness and grandeur, till not a picture n the
Vatican was more vivid than his recollection He had
gone with the Indian hunters to Niagara, and there,
agam, had flung is hopeless pencil down the precipice,
fecling that he could as soon pamt the roar, as aught else
that goes to make up the wondrous cataract In truth, it
was seldom his impulse to copy natural scenery, except
as a framework for the dehneations of the human form
and face, mstinct with thought, passion, or suffering
With store of such his adventurous ramble had ennched
him. the stern digmity of Indian chiefs, the dusky lovel-
ness of Indian guls, the domestic Iife of wigwams, the
stealthy march, the battle beneath gloomy pine-trees, the
frontier fortress with 1ts garnison, the anomaly of the oid
French partisan, bred m courts, but grown gray m shaggy
deserts, such were the scenes and portraits that he had
sketched. The glow of perilous moments, flashes of wild
feeling, struggles of fierce power,—love, hate, gnef,
frenzy; m a word, all the worn-out heart of the old earth
had been revealed to him under a new form His port-
folio was filled with graphic illustrations of the volume
of his memory, which genius would transmute nto its
own substance, and imbue with immortahty. He felt
that the deep wisdom n his art, which he had sought so
far, was found.

But amid stern or lovely nature, in the penls of the
forest or its overwhelming peacefulness, stll there had
been two phantoms, the companions of his way Like all
other men around whom an engrossing purpose wreathes
itself, he was msulated from the mass of human kind
He had no amm—no pleasure—no sympathies—but what
were ultimately connected with his art Though gentle m
manner and upright m mntent and action, he did not
possess kindly feelings, his heart was cold, no hiving crea-
ture could be brought near enough to keep im warm.

T
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For these two bemngs, however, he had felt, m 1its greatest
mtensity, the sort of interest which always alhed hum to
the subjects of his pencil He had pried mto their souls
with his keenest insight, and pictured the result upon
therr features with his utmost skill, so as barely to falj
short of that standard which no gemius ever reached, s
own severe conception. He had caught from the duski-
ness of the future—at least, so he fancied—a fearful
secret, and had obscurely revealed it on the portraits
So much of himself—of Ins imagmation and all othes
powers—had been lavished on the study of Walter and
Elmor, that he almost regarded them as creations of
his own, Iike the thousands with which he had peopled
the realms of Picture Therefore did they flit through
the twilight of the woods, hover on the mist of waterfalls,
look forth from the mirror of the lake, nor melt away in
the noontide sun They haunted his pictonal fancy, not
as mockenes of life, nor pale gobhns of the dead, but n
the guise of portraits, each with the unalterable expres-
sion which his magic had evoked from the caverns of the
soul He could not recross the Atlantic till he had agamn
beheld the ongnals of those airy pictures.

“O glorious Art!”’ thus mused the enthusiastic pamnter
as he trod the street, “thou art the image of the Creator’s
own. The mnumerable forms, that wander m nothing
ness, start mto bemng at thy beck. The dead live again
Thou recallest them to their old scenes, and givest thewr
gray shadows the lustre of a better hfe, at once earthly
and mmmortal Thou snatchest back the fleeting mo-
ments of History. With thee there 15 no Past, for, at thy
touch, all that 1s great becomes forever present, and illus-
trious men hive through long ages, 1n the visible perform-
ance of the very deeds wihich made them what they are.
O potent Art! as thou bmngest the faintly revealed Past
to stand i that narrow strip of sunlight, which we
call Now, canst thou summon the shrouded I'uture to
meet her there? Have I not achieved 1t? Am I not thy
Prophet?”

Thus, with a proud, yet melancholy fervor, did he
almost cry aloud, as he passed through the toilsome
street, among people that knew not of his revenes, nor
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could understand nor care for them It 1s mot good for
man to chensh a solitary ambition. Unless there be those
around him by whose example he may regulate himself,
his thoughts, desires, and hopes will become extravagant,
and he the semblance, perhaps the reality, of a madman.
Reading other bosoms with an acuteness almost preter-
natural, the pamter failed to see the disorder of his own.

“And thuis should be the house,” said he, looking up
and down the front, before he knocked “Heaven help
my brains! That picture! Methinks 1t will never vamsh.
‘Whether I look at the windows or the door, there it 1s
framed within them, painted strongly, and glowmng m
the nchest tmts—the faces of the portraits—the figures
and action of the sketch!”

He knocked

“The Portraits! Are they within?” inquired he of the
domestic, then recollecting himself—"“your master and
mistress! Are they at home?”

“They are, sir,” said the servant, adding, as he noticed
that picturesque aspect of which the painter could never
divest lumself, “and the Portraits too!”’

The guest was admitted mto a parlor, communicating
by a central door with an intenor room of the same size
As the first apartment was empty, he passed to the en-
trance of the second, within which lis eyes were greeted
by those living personages, as well as their pictured rep-
resentatives, who had long been the objects of so singular
an mterest He involuntanly paused on the threshold

They had not perceived his approach Walter and
Elmor were standing before the portraits, whence the
former had just flung back the nch and voluminous folds
of the silken curtamn, holding 1its golden tassel with one
hand, while the other grasped that of his bride The pic-
tures, concealed for months, gleamed forth agamm n un-
dimmshed splendor, appearing to throw a sombre hght
across the room, rather than to be disclosed by a bor-
rowed radiance That of Ehnor had been almost pro-
phetic. A pensiveness, and next a gentle sorrow, had
successively dwelt upon her countenance, deepening,
with the lapse of time, mto a queet angmsh A muxture
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of affnght would now have made it the very expression
of the portrait Walter's face was moody and dull, or
animated only by fitful flashes, which left a heavier dark-
ness for therr momentary illumination. He looked from
Elmor to her portrait, and thence to his own, mn the
contemplation of which he finally stood absorbed.

The painter seemed to hear the step of Destiny ap-
proaching behind him, on its progress towards its vic-
tims A strange thought darted into his mund Was not
his own the form in which that destiny had embodied
itself, and he a chief agent of the coming evil which he
had foreshadowed?

Still, Walter remamed silent before the picture, com-
muning with 1t as with his own heart, and abandoming
himself to the spell of evil mfluence that the painter
had cast upon the features. Gradually his eyes kindled;
while as Elinor watched the increasing wildness of his
face, her own assumed a look of terror, and when at last
he turned upon her, the resemblance of both to their
portraits was complete.

“Our fate is upon us'” howled Walter “Diel”

Drawing a kmfe, he sustamed her, as she was smking
to the ground, and aimed 1t at her bosom In the action,
and in the look and attitude of each, the pamnter beheld
the fgures of his sketch The picture, with all its tre-
mendous colormg, was finished

“Hold, madman!” cned he, sternly

He had advanced from the door, and interposed him-
self between the wretched bemgs, with the same sense
of power to regulate their destiny as to alter a scene
upon the canvas He stood like a magician, controlling
the phantoms which he had evoked.

“What"” muttered Walter Ludlow, as he relapsed
from fierce excitement into silent gloom. “Does Fate
impede 1ts own decree?”

“Wretched lady!” said the pamter, “did I not wam
you?7)

“You did,” replied Elnor, calmly, as her terror gave
place to the quet grief which it had disturbed. “But—I
love him!”



74 TwICE-TOLD TALES

Is there not a decp moral in the tale? Could the result
ot one, o1 all our deeds, be shadowed forth and sct before
us, some would call it Fate, and hurry onward, others
be swept along by their passionate desires, and none be
turncd aside by the Prorurric PicTunes.

2

LADY ELEANORE'S MANTLE

Nor long after Colonel Shute had assumed the govern-
ment of Massachusctts Bay, now ncarly a hundred and
twenty years ago, a young lady of rank and fortunc ar-
rived from England, to claim Ins protection as her guard-
1an. He was her distant relative, but the nearest who had
survived the gradual extinction of her famuly, so that no
morc chgible shelter could be found for the nich and
high-born Lady Eleanore Rochchffe than withm the
Province House of a transatlantic colony. The consort of
Governor Shute, morcover, had been as a mother to her
childhood, and was now anxious to reccive her, in the
hepe that a beautiful young woman would be exposed to
infimtely less penl from the prinmtive socicly of New
England than amid the artifices and corruptions of a
court. If either the Governor or lis lady had cspecially
consulted their own comfort, they would probably have
sought to devolve the responsibility on other hands,
since, with some noble and splendid traits of character,
Lady Elcanore was remarkable for a harsh, unyiclding
pnde, a haughty consciousness of her hereditary and
personal advantages, which made her almost mncapable
of control Judging from many traditionary anccdotes,
this pecular temper was hardly less than a monomania;
or, 1f the acts which it mspired were those of a sanc per-
son, 1t seemed due from Providence that pnde so sinful
should be followed by as severe a retrbution That tinge
of the marvellous, which 1s thrown over so many of these
half-forgotten legends, has probably imparted an addi-
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tional wildness to the strange story of Lady Eleanore
Rochchiffe ;

The ship 1 which she came passenger had armved at
Newport, whence Lady Eleanore was conveyed to Boston
mn the Governor’s coach, attended by a small escort of
gentlemen on horseback. The ponderous equipage, with
its four black horses, attracted much notice as 1t rumbled
through Cornhill, surrounded by the prancing steeds of
half a dozen cavaliers, with swords dangling to their stir-
rups and pistols at their holsters. Through the large glass
windows of the coach, as it rolled along, the people
could discern the figure of Lady Eleanore, strangely
combining an almost queenly stateliness with the grace .
and beauty of a maiden m her teens. A singular tale had
gone abroad among the ladies of the province, that their
fair nival was indebted for much of the irresistible charm:
of her appearance to a certamn article of dress—an em-
broidered mantle—which had been wrought by the most
skilful artist m London, and possessed even magical
properties of adornment. On the present occasion, how-
ever, she owed nothmng to the witchery of dress, bemng
clad m a nding habit of velvet, which would have ap-
peared stiff and ungraceful on any other form

The coachman remned m his four black steeds, and the °
whole cavalcade came to a pause m front of the con-
torted iron balustrade that fenced the Province House
from the public street. It was an awkward comcidence |
that the bell of the Old South was just then tolling for a
funeral; so that, instead of a gladsome peal with which
it was customary to announce the amval of distingmshed
strangers, Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe was ushered by a
doleful clang, as if calarmty had come embodied m her
beautiful person

“A very great disrespect!” exclaimed Captain Lang-
ford, an English officer, who had recently brought dis-
patches to Governor Shute. “The funeral should have
been deferred, lest Lady Eleanore’s spints be affected by
such a dismal welcome.”

“With your pardon, sir,” rephied Doctor Clarke, a phy-
sician, and a famous champion of the popular party,
“whatever the heralds may pretend, a dead beggar must
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have precedence of a hving queen King Death confers
high prvileges ”

These remarks were mterchanged while the speakers
waited a passage through the crowd, winch had gathered
on each side of the galeway, leaving an open avenue to
the portal of the Province House A black slave m hvery
now leaped from behmnd the coach, and threw open the
door, while at the same moment Governor Shute de-
scended the flight of steps from his manson, o assist
Lady Elcanorc m ahghting But the Governor's stately
approach was anticipated 1 a manner that excited gen-
cral astomshment. A pale young man, with lus black har
all m disorder, rushed from the throng, and prostrated
himself beside the coach, thus offermg his person as a
footstool for Lady Eleanore Rocheliffc to tread upon
She held back an mstant, vel with an cypression as if
doubting whether the young man were worthy to bear
the weight of her footslep, rather than dissatisfied to
receive such awful reverence from a fellow-mortal.

“Up, sir,” smd the Governor, steinly, at the same time
lifting his canc over the intruder. “\What means the Bed-
lamite by thus freak?”

“Nay,” answered Lady Eleanore playfully, but with
more scorn than pity in her tone, “your Excellency shall
not stnke Inm. When men seck only to be trampled
upon, 1t were a pity to deny them a favor so casily
granted—and so well desenved!”

Then, though as hightly as a sunbcam on a cloud, she
placed her foot upon the cowenng form, and cxtended
her hand to meet that of the Governor. There was a bref
mterval, dunng wlich Lady Eleanore retained this atti-
tude, and nevcr, surcly, was there an apter cmblem of
anstocracy and hereditary pnde trampling on human
sympathies and the kindred of nature, than these two
figures presented at that moment. Yct the spectators
were so smitten with her beauty, and so cssential did
pride scem to the ewstence of such a creature, that they
gave a simultaneous acclamation of applause.

“Who 15 this insolent young fellow?” inquired Captain
Langford, who still remaincd beside Doctor Clarke “If
he be in his senses, his mpertinence demands the basti-

T AT
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nado. If mad, Lady Eleanore should be secured from
further inconvenience, by his confinement ”

“His name 15 Jervase Helwyse,” answered the Doctor;
“a youth of no birth or fortune, or other advantages,
save the mind and soul that nature gave him, and bemng
secretary to our colomal agent in London, it was his mus-
fortune to meet this Lady Eleanore Rochchffe He loved
her—and her scorn has driven him mad.”

“He was mad so to aspie,” observed the Enghsh
officer.

“It may be so,” said Doctor Clarke, frowning as he
spoke. “But 1 tell you, sir, I could wellmgh doubt the
justice of the Heaven above us if no signal humiliation
overtake this lady, who now treads so haughtily mto yon-
der mansion She secks to place herself above the sym-
pathies of our common nature, which envelops all human
souls See, 1f that nature do not assert its claim over her
i some mode that shall bring her level with the lowest!”

“Never!” cnied Captain Langford mdignantly—“nei-
ther in life, nor when they lay her with her ancestors”

Not many days afterwards the Governor gave a ball mn
honor of Lady Eleanore Rochchffe The principal gentry
of the colony received mwvitations, which were distnibuted
to thewr residences, far and near, by messengers on
horseback, bearing mussives sealed with all the formahty
of official dispatches In obedience to the summons,
there was a general gathening of rank, wealth, and
beauty, and the wide door of the Province House had
seldom given admittance to more numerous and honor-
able guests than on the evening of Lady Eleanore’s ball.
Without much extravagance of eulogy, the spectacle
might even be termed splendid, for, according to the
fashion of the times, the ladies shone i nich silks and
satins, outspread over wide projecting hoops, and the
gentlemen ghttered m gold embroidery, laid unspanngly
upon the purple, or scarlet, or sky-blue velvet, which was
the matenal of therr coats and waistcoats The latter
article of dress was of great importance, sice 1t envel-
oped the wearer'’s body nearly to the knees, and was per-
haps bedizened with the amount of lus whole year’s
mcome, 1n golden flowers and foliage. The altered taste
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of the present day—a taste symbolic of a deep change
the whole system of society—would look upon almost
any of those gorgeous figures as ndiculous, although that
evening the guests sought their reflections mn the per-
glasses, and rejoiced to catch their own ghtter amd the
ghttenng crowd What a pity that one of the stately
murrors has not preserved a picture of the scene, which,
by the very traits that were so transitory, might have
taught us much that would be worth knowmng and re-
membermg!

Would, at least, that erther pamter or mrror could
convey to us some famnt idea of a garment, already no-
ticed m this legend,—the Lady Eleanore’s ecmbroidered
mantle,—which the gossips whispered was invested with
magic properties, so as to lend a new and untned grace
to her figure each time that she put it on' Idle fancy as
it 1s, this mystenous, mantle has thrown an awe around
my image of her, partly from its fabled virtues, and
partly because it was the handiwork of a dying woman,
and, perchance, owed the fantastic grace of its concep-
tion to the delmum of approaching death

After the ceremomial greetngs had been paid, Lady
Eleanore Rochcliffe stood apart from the mob of guests,
msulating herself withn a small and distingwished circle,
to whom she accorded a more cordial favor than to the
general throng The waxen torches threw their radiance
vividly over the scene, bringing out its brulhant points
strong relief, but she gazed carelessly, and with now and
then an expression of wearnmess or scorn, tempered with
such femmmmne grace that her auditors scarcely perceived
the moral deformity of which 1t was the utterance She
beheld the spectacle not with vulgar ndicule, as disdan-
mg to be pleased with the provincial mockery of a court
festival, but with the deeper scorn of one whose spint
held atself too high to participate in the enjoyment of
other human souls. Whether or no the recollections of
those who saw her that eveming were nfluenced by the
strange events with which she was subsequently con-
nected, so 1t was that her figure ever after recurred to
them as marked by something wild and unnatural,—
although, at the time, the general whisper was of her
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exceeding beauty, and of the indescmbable charm which
her mantle threw around her Some close observers, in-
deed, detected a fevensh flush and alternate paleness of
_countenance, with a corresponding flow and revulsion of
spuits, and once or twice a panful and helpless betrayal
of lassitude, as if she were on the pomt of sinking to the
ground. Then, with a ncrvous shudder, she seemed to
arouse her energies and threw some bnght and playful
yet half-wicked sarcasm into the conversation. There was
so strange a characteristic 1n her manners and sentiments
that it astonished every nght-minded lstener; till look-
mg m her face, a lurking and incomprehensible glance
and smile perplexed them with doubts both as to her
sernousness and samity Gradually, Lady Eleanore Roch-
chffe’s circle grew smaller, till only four gentlemen re-
maimned 1 1t These were Captamn Langford, the English
officer before mentioned, a Virgiman planter, who had
come to Massachusetts on some political errand; a young
Episcopal clergyman, the grandson of a Brtish earl and,
lastly, the prvate secretary of Governor Shute, whose
obsequiousness had won a sort of tolerance from Lady
Eleanore.

At different penods of the evemmng the liveried serv-
ants of the Province House passed among the guests,
bearing huge trays of refreshments and French and Span-
1sh wines Lady Eleanore Rochchffe, who refused to wet
her beautiful lips even with a bubble of Champagne, had
sunk back mto a large damask cham, apparently over-
weanied either with the escitement of the scene or its
tedium, and while, for an mstant, she was unconscious
of voices, laughter and music, a young man stole for-
ward, and knelt down at her feet. He bore a salver in
his hand, on which was a chased silver goblet, filled to
the bnm with wine, which he offered as reverentially as
to a crowned queen, or rather with the awful devotion of
a pricst domg sacnfice to his 1dol Conscious that some
one touched her robe, Lady Eleanore started, and un-
closed her eyes upon the pale, wild features and dishey-
elled hair of Jervase Helwyse

“Why do you haunt me thus?” said she, m a langmd
tone, but with a kindhier feechng than she ordinanly per-
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mutted herself to express. “They tell me that 1 have done
you harm ”

“Heaven knows if that be so,” replied the young man
solemnly “But, Lady Eleanore, m requital of that harm,
if such there be, and for your own ecarthly and heavenly
welfare, 1 pray you to take one sip of this holy wine, and
then to pass the goblet round among the guests And this
shall be a symbol that you have not sought to withdraw
yourself from the cham of human sympathies—which
whoso would shake off must keep company with fallen
angels ”

“Where has this mad fellow stolen that sacramental
vessel””’ exclaimed the Episcopal clergyman

This question drew the notice of the guests to the
siver cup, which was recognized as appertaining to the
commumon plate of the Old South Church, and, for
aught that could be known, 1t was brimmung over with
the consecrated wine

“Perhaps 1t 1s powsoned,” half whispered the Gover-
nor’s secretary

“Pour i1t down the willan’s throat!”” cmied the Virgmn-
1an fiercely

“Turn him out of the house!” cned Captain Langford,
seizing Jervase Helwyse so roughly by the shoulder that
the sacramental cup was overturned, and 1ts contents
spunkled upon Lady Eleanore’s mantle. “Whether
knave, fool, or Bedlamite, 1t 15 intolerable that the fellow
should go at large ”

“Pray, gentlemen, do my poor admurer no harm,” said
Lady Eleanore, wath a famt and weary smile “Take him
out of my sight, 1f such be your pleasure, for I can find m
my heart to do nothing but laugh at him, whereas, 1n all
decency and conmscience, 1t would become me to weep
for the muschuef I have wrought!”

But while the by-standers were attempting to lead
away the unfortunate young man, he broke from them,
and with a wild, impassioned earnestness, offered a new
and equally strange petition to Lady Eleanore It was no
other than that she should throw off the mantle, which,
while he pressed the silver cup of wine upon her, she had

y
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drawn more closely around her form, so as almost to
shroud herself within 1t.

“Cast 1t from you!” exclaimed Jervase Helwyse, clasp-
ing his hands 1n an agony of entreaty “It may not yet be
too latel Give the accursed garment to the flames!”

But Lady Eleanore, with a laugh of scorn, drew the
rich folds of the embroidered mantle over her head, in
such a fashion as to give a completely new aspect to
her beautiful face, which—half ldden, half revealed—
seemed to bclong to some bemng of mysterious character
and purposes

“Farewell, Jervase Helwyse!” said she. “Keep my
mmage 1 your remembrance, as you behold it now ”

“Alas, lady!” he rephed, mn a tone no longer wild, but
sad as a funeral bell. “We must meet shortly, when your
face may wear another aspect—and that shall be the
mage that must abide within me”

He made no more resistance to the violent efforts of
the gentlemen and servants, who almost dragged him out
of the apartment, and dismssed him roughly from the
won gate of the Province House Captain Langford, who
had been very active m this affair, was returning to the
presence of Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe, when he encoun-
tered the physician, Doctor Clarke, with whom he had
held some casual talk on the day of her arnval The Doc-
tor stood apart, separated from Lady Eleanorc by the
width of the room, but eying her with such keen sagacity
that Captain Langford involuntanly gave him credit for
the discovery of some deep secret

“You appear to be smutten, after all, with the charms
of this queenly maiden,” said he, hoping thus to draw
forth the physician’s hidden knowledge.

“God forbwd!” answered Doctor Clarke, with a grave
smile; “and if you be wise you will put up the same
prayer for yoursclf Woe to those who shall be smitten
by this beautiful Lady Eleanore! But yonder stands the
Governor—and 1 have a word or two for his private ear
Good mght!”

He accordingly advanced to Governor Shute, and
addressed im 1 so low a tone that none of the by-

»”
!
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standers could catch a word of what he said, although
the sudden change of his Icellency’s hitherto cheerful
visage betokened that the communication could be of
no agreeable mmport. A very fow moments afterwards it
was announced to the guests that an unforescen circum-
stance rendered it necessary to put a premature close to
the festwval.

The ball at the Province House supphied a tfopic ot
conversation for the colomal metropohs for some days
after 1ts occurrence, and might still Jonger have been the
general theme, only that a subject of all-engrossing inter-
est thrust it, for a time, from the public rccollection.
This was the appearance of a drcadful cpidemic, which,
m that age and long before and afterwards, was wont to
slay its hundreds and thousands on both sides of the
Atlantic. On the occasion of which we speak, it was dis-
tingwshed by a peculiar virulence, msomuch that 1t has
left ats traces—ats pit-marks, to use an appropnate figure
—on the hustory of the country, the affairs of wiich were
thrown mto confusion by its ravages. At first, unhke 1ts
ordmary course, the disease seemed to confine itsclf to
the higher cucles of socicty, sclecting its victims from
among the proud, the well-born, and the wealthy, enter-
ing unabashed mio stately chambers, and lymng down
with the slumberers m silken beds. Some of the most
distinguished guests of the Province House—even those
whom the haughty Lady Elecanore Rochehffe had
deemed not unworthy of her favor—were stncken by
this fatal scourge. It was noticed, with an ungenecrous
bitterness of feehng, that the four gentlemen—the Vir-
giman, the Bntish officer, the young clergyman, and the
Governor’s secrctary—who had been her most devoted
attendants on the eveming of the ball, were the foremost
on whom the plague stroke fell But the discase, pursu-
g 1ts onward progress, soon ceased to be evcluswvely a
prerogatve of anstocracy. Its red bLrand was no longer
conferred like a noble’s star, or an order of kmighthood
It threaded its way through the narrow and crooked
streets, and entered the low, mean, darksome dwellings,
and laid 1ts hand of death upon the arhisans and laborng
classes of the town. It compelled nch and poor to feel
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themselves brethren then; and stalking to and fro across
the Three Hills, with a fierceness which made it almost
a new peshilence, there was that mighty conqueror—that
scourge and hormror of our forefathers—the Small-Pox!

We cannot estimate the affght which this plague -
spired of yore, by contemplating 1t as the fangless mon-
ster of the present day. We must remember, rather, with
what awe we watched the gigantic footsteps of the Asi-
atic cholera, striding from shore to shore of the Atlantic,
and marching like destiny upon cities far remote which
fight had already half depopulated. There is no other
fear so horrble and unhumanizing as that which makes
man dread to breathe heaven’s vital air lest 1t be posson,
or to grasp the hand of a brother or friend lest the gripe
of the pestilence should clutch him. Such was the dismay
that now followed in the track of the disease, or ran be-
tore 1t throughout the town. Graves were hastily dug,
and the pestilential relics as hastily covered, because the
dead were enemues of the hiving, and strove to draw them
headlong, as 1t were, 1nto therr own dismal pit The pub-
lic councils were suspended, as if mortal wisdom might
relinquish 1ts devices, now that an unearthly usurper
had found his way mto the ruler’s mansion Had an
enemy’s fleet been hovering on the coast, or his armies
trampling on our soil, the people would probably have
commuitted their defence to that same direful conqueror
who had wrought therr own calamity, and would permut
no mterference with his sway. This conqueror had a sym-
bol of his triumphs It was a blood-red flag, that fluttered
m the tamnted air, over the door of every dwelling into
which the Small-Pox had entered.

Such a banner was long since waving over the portal of
the Province House; for thence, as was proved by track-
mg its footsteps back, had all this dreadful mischief
issued It had been traced back to a lady’s luxumous
chamber—to the proudest of the proud—to her that was
so delicate, and hardly owned herself of earthly mould
—to the haughty one, who took her stand above human
sympathies—to Lady Eleanore! There remamned no room
for doubt that the contagion had lurked i that gorgeous
mantle, which threw so strange a grace around her at the
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festival, Tts fantastic splendor had been conceived in the
delirious bramn of a woman on her death-bed, and was
the last toil of her stiffemng fingers, which had mter-
woven fate and misery with 1its golden threads. This dark
tale, wlispered at first, was now bruited far and wide.
The people raved agamst the Lady Eleanore, and cricd
out that her pride and scorn had evoked a fiend, and
that, between them both, this monstrous evil had been
born. At times, then rage and despmrr took the sem-
blance of gnnmng murth; and whenever the red flag of
the pestilence was howsted over another and yet another
door, they clapped their hands and shouted through the
streets, m bitter mockery: “Bchold a new trnumph for
the Lady Eleanore!”

One day, m the midst of these dismal times, a wild
figure approached the portal of the Province House, and
folding his arms, stood contemplating the scarlet banner
wiich a passing brecze shook fitfully, as if to fling abroad
the contagion that it typificd. At length, chimbing onc
of the pillars by mcans of the iron balustrade, he took
down the flag and cntered the mansion, waving 1t above
s head At the foot of the staircase he met the Gover-
nor, booted and spurred, with lis cloak drawn around
lim, evidently on the pomt of setting forth upon a
journey.

“Wretched lunatic, what do you scek here?” exclaimed
Shute, extending Ius cane to guard himsclf from contact
“There 15 nothing here but Death. Back—or you will
meet lim!”

“Death will not touch me, the banner-bearer of the
pestilence!” cried Jervase Helwyse, shaking the red flag
aloft “Death, and the Pestilence, who wears the aspect
of the Lady Eleanore, will walk through the strects to-
mght, and I must march before them with this bannerl”

“Why do I waste words on the fellow?” muttered the
Governor, drawmg his cloak across his mouth “What
matters his muserable life, when none of us are sure
;)f t;fr’clvc hours’ breath? On, foo), to your own destruc-

10n

He made way for Jervase Helwyse, who immediately
ascended the starcase, but, on the first landing place,
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was arrested by the firm grasp of a hand upon his shoul-
der Looking fiercely up, with a madman’s mmpulse to
struggle with and rend asunder lus opponent, he found
himself powerless beneath a calm, stern eye, which pos-
sessed the mystenious property of quelling frenzy at its
height The person whom he had now encountered was
the physician, Doctor Clarke, the duties of whose sad
profession had led him to the Province House, where he
was an nfrequent guest 1n more prosperous times

“Young man, what 1s your purpose?” demanded he.

“I seek the Lady Eleanore,” answered Jervase Hel-
wyse, submussively.

“All have fled from her,” said the physician “Why do
you seek her now? 1 tell you, youth, her nurse fell death-
stricken on the threshold of that fatal chamber Know ye
not, that never came such a curse to our shores as this
lovely Lady Eleanore?—that her breath has filled the air
with poison?—that she has shaken pestilence and death
upon the land, from the folds of her accursed mantle?”

“Let me look upon her!” rejoined the mad youth,
more wildly. “Let me behold her, m her awful beauty,
clad m the regal garments of the pestilence! She and
Death sit on a throne together Let me kneel down be-
fore them!”

“Poor youth!” said Doctor Clarke, and, moved by a
deep sense of human weakness, a smile of caustic humor
curled Tus lip even then “Wilt thou stll worship the
destroyer and surround her unage with fantasies the
more magmficent, the more evil she has wrought? Thus
man doth ever to his tyrants Approach, then' Madness,
as I have noted, has that good efhicacy, that 1t will guard
you from contagion—and perchance its own cure may be
found 1n yonder chamber”,

Ascending another flight of stams, he threw open a
door and signed to Jervase Helwyse that he should enter.
The poor lunatic, 1t seems probable, had chenshed a
delusion that his haughty mustress sat in state, unharmed

, herself by the pestilental mfluence, which, as by
enchantment, she scattered round about her. He dreamed,
no doubt, that her beauty was not dimmed, but bright-

ened into superhuman splendor. With such anticipations, -
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he stole reverentially to the door at which the physician
stood, but paused upon the threshold, gazing fearfully
mto the gloom of the darkened chamber.

“Where 15 the Lady Elcanore?” whispered he.

“Call her,” replied the physician.

“Lady Eleanore'—Prncess'—Queen of Death!” cned
Jervase Helwyse, advancing three steps into the chamber.
“She 15 not here! There, on yonder table, I behold the
sparkle of a diamond which once she wore upon her
bosom There’—and hc shuddered—there hangs her
mantle, on which a dead woman embroidercd a spell of
dreadful potency But where 1s the Lady Eleanore?”

Something stirred within the silken curtamns of a cano-
pied bed; and a low moan was uttered, which, hstening
intently, Jervase Helwyse began to distinguish as a wom-
an’s voice, complamming dolefully of thust. He fancied,
even, that he recogmzed 1its tones.

“My throatl—my throat 1s scorched,” murmured the
voice “A drop of waterl”

“What thing art thou?” said the bran-stnicken youth,
drawmg near the bed and tcamng asander 1its curtans
“Whose voice hast thou stolen for thy murmurs and mus-
erable petitions, as if Lady Eleanore could be conscious
of mortal mfirmity? Fiel Heap of diseased mortality, why
lurkest thou 1n my lady’s chamber?”

“O Jervase Helwyse,” said the voice—and as it spoke
the figure contorted itself, strugghng to hide its blasted
face—“look not now on the woman you once loved!\The
curse of Heaven hath stricken me, because I would] not
call man my brother, nor woman sister. I wrapped
myself 1 PRIDE as 1n a MANTLE, and scorned the syrhpa-
thies of nature, and therefore has nature made \this
wretched body the medum of a dreadful sympathy. You
are avenged——they are all avenged—Nature 15 avenged—
for 1 am Eleanore Rochcliffe!” \j

The malice of his mental disease, the bittermiss
lurking at the bottom of his heart, mad as he was, for' a
blighted and rmmned Lfe, and love that had been paid
with cruel scorn, awoke within the breast of Jervase Hel-
wyse. He shook his finger at the wretched gil, and the
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chamber cechoed, the curtains of the bed were shaken,
with his outburst of mnsane memment

“Another triumph for the Lady Eleanore!” he cried.
“All have been her victims! Who so worthy to be the
final vicim as herself?”

Impelled by some new fantasy of his crazed intellect,
he snatched the fatal mantle and rushed from the cham-
ber and the house. That mght a procession passed, by
torchlight, through the streets, beaning n the midst the
figure of a woman, enveloped with a michly embroidered
mantle, while m advance stalked Jervase Helwyse, waving
the red flag of the pestilence. Amving opposite the Prov-
ince House, the mob burned the effigy, and a strong wind
‘came and swept away the ashes. It was said that, from
that very hour, the pestilence abated, as if its sway had
some mystenious connection, from the first plague stroke
to the last, with Lady Eleanore’s Mantle A remarkable
uncertamty broods over that unhappy lady’s fate. There
15 a behef, however, that m a certain chamber of this
mansion a female form may sometimes be duskily dis-
cemned, shrinking nto the darkest comer and muffling
her face within an embroidered mantle Supposing the
legend true, can this be other than the once proud Lady
Eleanore?

:

OLD ESTHER DUDLEY

Tue hour had come—the hour of defeat and humil-
ation—when Sir Whlham Howe was to pass over the
threshold of the Province House, and embark, with no
such tnumphal ceremomes as he once promised himself,
on board the Bntish fleet He bade his servants and mul-
itary attendants go before him, and hingered a moment
m the loneliness of the mansion, to quell the fierce emo-'
tions that struggled in his bosom as with a death throb.
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Preferable, then, would he have deemed lus fate, had a
warrior’s death left lnm a clanm {o the narrow termtory
of a grave within the soil which the King had given him
to defend With an ominous perception that, as Ius
departing footsteps echoed adown the staircase, the sway
of Brtamn was passing forever from New LEngland, he
smote his clinched hand on his brow, and cursed the
destiny that had flung the shame of a dismembered
empire upon him.

“Would to God,” cned he, hardly repressing his tears
of rage, “that the rebels were even now at the doorstep!
A blood-stain upon the floor should then bear testimony
that the last British ruler was faithful to lus trust”

The tremulous voice of a woman rephied to his excla-
mation

“IHeaven’s cause and the King's are one,” it said. “Go
forth, Sir Wilham Howe, and trust in Heaven to bring
back a Royal Governor m triumph.”

Subduing, at once, the passion to which he had yiclded
only i the faith that it was unwitnessed, Sir William
Howe became conscious that an aged woman, leaning on
a gold-headed staff, was standing betwixt lim and the
door It was old Esther Dudley, who had dwelt almost
mmemonal years m this mansion, until her presence
seemed as mnseparable from it as the recollections of 1its
history She was the daughter of an ancient and once
emmnent famly, which had fallen nto poverty and decay,
and left its last descendant no resource save the bounty
of the King, nor any shelter eacept within the walls of
the Province House An office mn the household, with
merely nominal duties, has been assigned to her as a
pretext for the payment of a small pension, the greater
part of which she eapended in adorming herself with an
antique magmficence of attire The claims of Esther
‘Dudley’s gentle blood were acknowledged by all the suc-
cessive Governors, and they treated her with the punc-
tilous courtesy which 1t was her foible to demand, not
always with success, from a neglectful world The only
actual share which she assumed in the busmess of the
mansion was to ghde through its passages and public
chambers, late at mght, to see that the servants had

€T INTT
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dropped no fire from therr flanng torches, nor left
cmbers crackling and blazing on the hearths. Perhaps it
was this mvanable custom of walking her rounds mm the
hush of midnight that caused the superstition of the
times to invest the old woman with attnibutes of awe and
mystery; fabling that she had entered the portal of the
Province House, none knew whence, in the tramn of the
first Royal Governor, and that it was her fate to dwell
there till the last should have departed. But Sir William
Howe, 1f he ever heard this legend, had forgotten it.

“Mistress Dudley, why are you loitering here?” asked
he, with some severity of tome. “It is my pleasure to be
the last n this mansion of the King.”

“Not so, 1f 1t please your Excellency,” answered the
time-stricken woman. “This roof has sheltered me long.
I will not pass from 1t until they bear me to the tomb of
my forefathers What other shelter 1s there for old Esther
Dudley, save the Province House or the grave?”

“Now Heaven forgive me!” said Sit Wilhlam Howe to
himself. “I was about to leave this wretched old creature
to starve or beg. Take this, good Mistress Dudley,” he
added, putting a purse mto her hands “King George’s
head on these golden guneas 1s sterling yet, and will
continue so, I warrant you, even should the rebels crown
John Hancock therr king That purse will buy a better
shelter than the Province House can now afford.”

“While the burden of life remamns upon me, I will
have no other shelter than tlus roof,” persisted Esther
Dudley, stniking her staff upon the floor with a gesture
that expressed immovable resolve “And when your
Excellency returns m triumph, I will totter into the porch
to welcome you”

“My poor old friend!” answered the Bnfish Gen-
eral,—and all Ins manly and martial pnde could no
longer restran a gush of bitter tears “This 1s an
evil hour for you and me The Province which the King
wtrusted to my charge is lost. I go hence m misfortune—
perchance 1n disgrace—to return no more And you,
whose present being s mcorporated with the past—who
have scen Governor after Governor, m stately pageantry,
ascend these steps—whose whole hfc has been an obscrv-

’
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ance of majestic ceremonies, and a worship of the King—
how will you endure the change? Come with ust Bid farc-
well to a land that has shaken off its allegiance, and live
still under a royal government, at Hahfax.”

“Never, neverl” said the pertinacious old dame “Here
will T abide; and King George shall still have one true
subject mn lus disloyal Province.”

“Beshrew the old fooll” muttered Sir William IHowe,
growing impaticnt of her obstmacy, and ashamed of the
cmotion into which he bad been betrayed. “She s the
very moral of old-fashioned prejudice, and could cxist
nowhere but 1n this musty edifice. Well, then, Mistress
Dudley, since you will nceds tarry, I give the Province
Housc mn charge to you Take this key, and keep 1t safc
until mysclf, or somc other Royal Govemor, shall
demand it of you.”

Smiling bitterly at humself and her, he took the heavy
key of the Province House, and deliverning it mnto the old
lady’s hands, drew lus cloak around him for departure.
As the General glanced back at Esther Dudley’s antique
figure, he decemed her well fitted for such a charge, as
being so perfect a representative of the decayed past—
of an age gonc by, with 1ts manners, opimons, faith and
fechngs, all fallen mto oblivion or scorn—of what had
once been a reality, but was now merely a vision of faded
magmificence. Then Sir William Howe strode forth,
smiting his clinched hands together, in the ficrce anguish
of lus spmt, and old Esther Dudley was left to keep
watch 1 the Jonely Province House, dwelling there with
memory, and f Hope cver scemed to flit around hey,
still was 1t Memory in disguisc.

The total change n affars that cnsued on the depar-
ture of the Bntish troops did nol dnve the vencrable
lady from her stronghold There was not, for many yeats
afterwards, a Governor of Massachusetts, and the mag-
istrates, who had charge of such matters, saw no objection
to Esther Dudley’s residence in the Province House,
especially as they must otherwise have paid a hirching for
taking carc of the premuses, which with her was a labor
of love. And so they left her the undisturbed nustress of
the old Iustonic edifice. Many and strange were the fables
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+ which the gossips whispered about her, m all the chim-
ney corners of the town. Among the time-worn articles
of furmiture that had been left in the mansion there was
a tall, antique murror, which was well worthy of a tale by
itself, and perhaps may hereafter be the theme of one.
The gold of its heawily-wrought frame was tarmished, and
its surface so blurred, that the old woman’s figure, when-
ever she paused before it, looked indistinct and ghost-
hike. But 1t was the general behef that Esther could cause
the Governors of the overthrown dynasty, with the beau-
tiful ladies who had once adorned their festivals, the
Indian chiefs who had come up to the Province House
to hold council or swear allegiance, the gnm Provincial
warriors, the severe clergymen—in short, all the pag-
eantry of gone days——all the figures that ever swept across
the broad plate of glass i former times—she could cause
the whole to reappear, and people the mner world of the
murror with shadows of old lhife Such legends as these,
together with the singulanty of her isolated emstence,
her age, and the mmfirmity that each added wmter flung
upon her, made Mistress Dudley the object both of fear
and pity; and 1t was partly the result of either sentiment
that, amd all the angry license of the times, neither
wrong nor msult ever fell upon her unprotected head
Indecd, there was so much haughtiness in her demeanor
towards intruders, among whom she reckoned all persons
acting under the new authonties, that it was really an
affair of no small nerve to look her n the face And to do
the people justice, stern repubhcans as they had now
become, they were well content that the old gentle-
woman, i her hoop petticoat and faded embroidery,
should still haunt the palace of rumed pnde and over-
thrown power, the symbol of a dcparted system,
embodymg a history mn her person So Esther Dudley
dwelt year after year m the Province House, still rever-
encing all that others had flung aside, still faithful to her
King, who, so long as the venerable dame yet held her
post, mxght be said to retain one true subject in New
England, and one spot of the empire that had been
wrested from hum.

And did she dwell there mn utter loneliness? Rumor
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said, not so Whenever her chill and withered heart de-
sired warmth, she was wont to summon a black slave of
Governor Sharley’s from the Dblurred marror, and scnd
im in scarch of guests who had long ago been familiar
m those deserted chambers Forth went the sable mes-
senger, with the starthght or the moonshine gleaming
through lum, and did Ins errand in the bural ground,
knocking at the 1ron doors of tombs, or upon the marble
slabs that covered them, and whispenng to those within:
“My nustress, old Esther Dudley, bids you to the Prov-
ince House at midmght” And punctually as the clock
ot the Old South told twelve came the shadows of the
Ohlwers, the utchinsons, the Dudleys, all the grandees
of a by-gone generation, ghding beneath the portal into
the well-known mansion, where Esther mmgled with
them as 1f she hlewise were a shade. Without vouching
for the truth of such traditions, it 15 certain that Mistress
Dudley sometimes assembled a few of the stanch, though
crestfallen, old tories, who had lingered m the rebel town
during those days of wrath and tnbulation Out of a cob-
webbed bottle, containing hquor that a royal Govemnor
might have smacked his hips over, they quaffed healths
to the King, and babbled treason to the Republic,
feehng as if the protecting shadow of the throne were
still flung around them But, draming the last drops of
their hquor, they stole timorously homeward, and an-
swered not agam 1if the rude mob rewiled them in the
street.

Yet Esther Dudley’s most frequent and favored guests
were the children of the town. Towards them she was
never stern A kindly and loving nature, hindered else-
where from 1ts free course by a thousand rocky preju-
dices, lavished 1tself upon these little ones By bubes of
gingerbread of her own making, stamped with a royal
crown, she tempted their sunny sportiveness beneath the
gloomy portal of the Province House, and would often
beguile them to spend a whole play-day there, sitting 1n
a cucle round the verge of her hoop petticoat, greedily
attentive to her stonies of a dead world. And when these
httle boys and guls stole forth agam from the dark, mys-
terious mansion, they went bewildered, full of old fcel-'
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mgs that graver people had long ago forgotten, rubbing
their eyes at the world around them as »f they had gone
astray nto ancient times, and become children of the
past At home, when their parents asked where they had
loitered such a weary while, and with whom they had
been at play, the children would talk of all the departed
worthies of the Province, as far back as Governor Belcher
and the haughty dame of Sir Wilham Phipps It would
seem as though they had been sitting on the knees of
these famous personages, whom the grave had hidden
for half a century, and had toyed with the embroidery
of their nch waistcoats, or rogwishly pulled the long curls
of their flowing wigs “But Governor Belcher has been
dead this many a year,” would the mother say to her
little boy. “And did you really see mm at the Province
House?” “Oh yes, dear mother! yest” the half-dreaming
child would answer. “But when old Esther had done
speaking about him he faded away out of his charr.”
Thus, without affnghting her little guests, she led them
by the hand into the chambers of her own desolate heart,
and made childhood’s fancy discern the ghosts that
haunted there

Living so contmually m her own cicle of ideas, and
never regulating her mind by a proper reference to pres-
ent things, Esther Dudley appears to have grown par-
tially crazed. It was found that she had no nght sense of
the progress and true state of the Revolutionary War,
but held a constant faith that the armies of Britamn were
victorious on every field, and destined to be ultimately
tnumphant Whenever the town rejoiced for a battle
won by Washington, or Gates, or Morgan, or Greene, the
news, 1n passing through the door of the Province House,
as through the ivory gate of dreams, became metamor-
phosed 1nto a strange tale of the prowess of Howe, Cln-
ton, or Cornwallis Sooner or later it was her mvincible
behef the colones would be prostrate at the footstool of
the King Sometimes she seemed to take for granted that
such was already the case On one occasion, she startled
the towns-people by a bmlhant illumination of the Prov-
mce House, with candles at every pane of glass, and a
transparency of the King’s mitals and a crown of hght -

>k
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in the great balcony window. The figure of the aged
woman 1n the most gorgeous of her mildewed velvets and
brocades was scen passing from casement o casement,
until she paused before the balcony, and flourished a
huge key above her head. Iler wrmMed wvisage actually
gleamed with tnumph, as if the sonl within her were a
festal lamp

“What means this blaze of hght? What docs old
Esther's joy portend?” whispered a spectator. “It s
fnghtful to sce her ghding about the chambers, and re-
joicing there without a soul to bear her company.”

“It 15 as 1f she were making merry m a tomb,” saud
another.

“Pshaw! It 15 no such mystery,” obscrved an old man,
after some bnef exercise of memory. “Muistress Dudley
1s keceping jubiee for the King of England’s birthday.”

Then the people laughed aloud, and would have
thrown mud agamst the blazing transparency of the
King's crown and mitials, only that they mtied the poor
old dame, who was so dismally tnumphant amd the
wreck and rum of the system to which she appertamed.

Oftentimes 1t was her custom to chimb the weary stair-
case that wound upward to the cupola, and thence strain
her dimmed cycsight scaward and countryward, watching
for a Brtish fleet, or for the march of a grand procession,
with the King’s banncr floating over 1t The passengers
m the street below would discern her anwvious visage,
and send up a shout, “When the golden Indian on the
Province Housc shall shoot hus arrow, and when the cock
on the Old South spire shall crow, then look for a Royal
Governor agam!”—for this had grown a byword through
the town. And at last, after long, long years, old Lsther
Dudley knew, or perchance she only dreamed, that a
Royal Governor was on the eve of rcturning to the Prov-
mce House, to receve the heavy key which Sir Wilham
Howe had commtted to her charge. Now 1t was the fact
that intelhgence bearnng some famnt analogy to Esther’s
version of it was current among the towns-people. She
set the mansion 1 the best order that licr means allowed,
and, arraymg hersclf m silks and tamished gold, stood
long before the blurred murror to admire her own mag-
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mificence. As she gazed, the gray and withered lady
moved her ashen hps, murmuning half aloud, talking to
shapes that she saw within the murror, to shadows of her
own fantasies, to the household friends of memory, and
bidding them rejoice with her and come forth to meet
the Governor. And while absorbed in this communion,
Mistress Dudley heard the tramp of many footsteps n
the street, and, looking out at the window, beheld what
she construed as the Royal Governor’s arnval

“O happy day! O blessed, blessed hour!” she ex-
clamed “Let me but bid him welcome within the por-
tal, and my task in the Province House, and on earth, 1s
donel”

Then with tottering feet, which age and tremulous joy
caused to tread amiss, she hurried down the grand stair-
case, her silks sweeping and rusthng as she went, so that
the sound was as if a tram of spectral courtiers were
.thronging from the dim murror. And Esther Dudley fan-
cied that as soon as the wide door should be flung open,
all the pomp and splendor of by-gone times would pace
majestically into the Province House, and the gilded
tapestry of the past would be bnghtened by the sun-
shine of the present. She tumed the key—withdrew 1t
from the lock—unclosed the door—and stepped across
the threshold. Advancing up the court-yard appeared a
person of most dignified mien, with tokems, as Esther
mterpreted them, of gentle blood, high rank, and long-
accustomed authority, even m his walk and every ges-
ture He was nchly dressed, but wore a gouty shoe,
which, however, did not lessen the stateliness of his gait
Around and behind him were people m plam cwvic
dresses, and two or three war-worn veterans, evidently
officers of rank, arrayed 1 a umform of blue and buff.
But Esther Dudley, firm in the behef that had fastened
its roots about her heart, beheld only the principal per-
sonage, and never doubted that this was the long-looked-
for Governor, to whom she was to surrender up her
charge. As he approached, she mvoluntanly sank down
on her knees and tremblingly held forth the heavy key.

“Receve my trust! take 1t quckly” cned she, “for
methinks Death is striving to snatch away my triumph.
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But he comes too late. Thank Heaven for this blessed
Iiourt God save King Georgel”

‘“That, Madam, is a strange prayer Lo be offered up at
such a moment,” rephed the unknown guest of the Prov-
ince House, and courtcously removing his hat, he offered
his arm to raise the aged woman. “Yet, in reverence for
your giay haws and long-hept faith, Heaven forbnd that
any here should say you nay. Over the realms which still
acknowledge Ius sceptre, God save King Georgel”

Esther Dudley starled to her feet, and hastily clutch-
ing back the key, gazed with fearful carmestness at
the stranger, and dimly and doubtfully, as if suddenly
awakened from a dream, her bewildered cyes half recog-
mzed his face. Years ago she had known lnm among the
gentry of the province But the ban of the Kimng had
fallen apon hun! Ilow, then, came the *doomed victim
here? Proscnibed, cxcluded from mercy, the monarch’s
most drcaded and hated foe, {lus New England merchant
had stood triumphantly aganst a kgdom’s strength;
and lus foot now trod upon humbled Royalty, as hic as-
cended the steps of the Province Ilousc, the people’s
chosen Governor of Massachuselts.

“Wretch, wretch that T am!” muttered the old
woman, with such a hearl-broken cipression that the
tears gushed from the stranger’s cyes. “lave I bidden
a traitor welcome? Come, Death! come quickly!”

“Alas, vencrable lady! said Governor Ilancocl, lend-
g her his support with all the reverence that a courtier
would have shown to a queen. “Your hfe has been pro-
longed until the world has changed around you. You
have trcasured up all that time has rendered worthless
—the principles, fechings, manners, modes of being and
acting, which another generation has flung aside—and
you are a symbol of the past And I, and these around
me—we represent a new race of men—hving no longer
m the past, scarcely m the present—Dbut projecting our
hves forward mto the future Ceasing to model oursclves
on ancestral superstitions, 1t is our faith and principle to
press onward, onwardl Yet,” continued he, turning to
his attendants, “Ict us reverence, for the last time, the
stately and gorgeous prejudices of the tottering Pastl”
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While the Repubhican Governor spoke, he had con-
tmued to support the helpless form of Esther Dudley,
her weight grew heavier against lus arm, but at last, with
a sudden effort to free herself, the ancient woman sank
down beside one of the pillars of the portal The key of
the Province House fell from her grasp, and clanked
agamst the stone

“l have been faithful unto death,” murmured she.
“God save the Kmng!”

“She hath done her office!” said Hancock solemnly.
“We will follow her reverently to the tomb of her ances-
tors, and then, my fellow-cihizens, onward—onward! We
are no longer cluldren of the Past!”

2

THE AMBITIOUS GUEST

O~e September might a farmly had gathered round their
hearth, and piled 1t lugh with the driftwood of moun-
tain streams, the dry comes of the pine, and the splin-
tered ruins of great trees that had come crashing down
the precipice. Up the chimney roared the fire, and
bnghtened the room with its broad blaze The faces of
the father and mother had a sober gladness; the children
laughed, the eldest daughter was the mmage of Happmess
at seventeen, and the aged grandmother, who sat kmtting
m the warmest place, was the image of Happiness grown
old They had found the “herb, heart’s-ease,” in the
bleakest spot of all New England This family were sit-
uated in the Notch of the White Hills, where the wind
was sharp throughout the year, and pitilessly cold n the
winter,—giving theirr cottage all 1ts fresh inclemency
before 1t descended on the valley of the Saco They dwelt
m a cold spot and a dangerous one, for a mountain tow-
ered above their heads, so steep, that the stones would
often rumble down 1ts sides and startle them at tmdmight,

"™
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The daughter had just ultered some simple jest that
filled them all with murth, when the wind came through
the Notch and scemed to pausc before their cotlage—
ratthng the door, with a sound of wailing and lamenta-
tion, before 1t passed mto the vallcy. For a moment 1t
saddencd them, though therc was nothing unusual in
the tones. But the family were glad agam when they per-
cewved that the latch was hifted by some traveller, whose
footsteps had been unheard amid the dreary blast which
heralded Ins approach, and wailed as he was entering,
and went moaning away from the door.

Though they dwelt m such a solitude, thesc people
_ held daily converse with the world. The romantic pass
of the Notch 1s a great artery, through which the hfe-
blood of mternal commerce is contmually throbbing
between Mame, on onc side, and the Green Mountains
and the shores of the St Lawrence, on the other. The
stage-coach always drew up before the door of the cottage.
The wayfarer, with no compamon but Ins staff, paused
here to cichange a word, that the sense of lonelmess
might not utterly overcome him cre he could pass
through the cleft of the mountain, or reach the first
house 1 the valley. And here the tcamster, on his way to
Portland market, would put up for the mght; and, if a
bachelor, might sit an hour beyond the usual bedtime,
and stcal a kiss from the mountan maid at parting, It
was one of those primitive taverns where the traveller
pays only for food and lodging, but meets with a homely
kindness beyond all pricc 'When the footsteps were
heard, therefore, between the outer door and the mmner
one, the whole famuly rose up, grandmother, children, and
all, as if about {o wclcome some onec who belonged to
them, and whose fate was linked with theirs.

The door was opened by a young man. His face at
first wore thc mclancholy eapression, almost despond-
ency, of one who travels a wild and bleak road, at night-
fall and alone, but soon bnghtened up when he saw the
Lindly warmth of lus reception. He felt lus heart spring
forward to meet them all, from the old woman, who
wiped a chair with her apron, to the hittle clnld that held
out its arms to lim. Onec glance and smile placed the
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stranger on a footing of mnocent famihianty with the
eldest daughter.

“Ah, thus fire 15 the right thing!” cnied he, “especially
when there 1s such a pleasant circle round 1t I am quite
benumbed, for the Notch 1s just hike the pipe of a great
pair of bellows; 1t has blown a ternible blast 1n my face
all the way from Bartlett ”

“Then you are gomng towards Vermont?” said the
master of the house, as he helped to take a Iight knap-
sack off the young man’s shoulders.

“Yes, to Burlington, and far enough beyond,” replied
he. “I meant to have been at Ethan Crawtord’s to-mght,
but a pedestrian lingers along such a road as this. It 1s no
matter, for, when I saw this good fire, and all your cheer-
ful faces, I felt as if you had kindled 1t on purpose for
me, and were waiting my arnval So I shall sit down
among you, and make myself at home.”

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn lus char
to the fire when something like a heavy footstep was
heard without, rushing down the steep side of the moun-
tam, as with long and rapid stnides, and taking such a
leap m passing the cottage as to strike the opposite prec-
ipice The famuly held their breath, because they knew
the sound, and their guest held us by nstinct

“The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, for fear
we should forget him,” said the landlord, recovenng him-
self. “He sometimes nods his head and threatens to come
down; but we are old neighbors, and agree together
pretty well upon the whole Besides we have a sure place
of refuge hard by if he should be coming mn good
earnest ”

Let us now suppose the stranger to have finished his
supper of bear’s meat; and, by his natural felicity of man-
ner, to have placed himself on a footmg of kindness with
the whole family, so that they talked as freely together
as 1f he belonged to therr mountamn brood. He was of a
proud, yet gentle spint—haughty and reserved among
the nich and great, but ever ready to stoop his head to
the lowly cottage door, and be like a brother or a son
at the poor man’s fireside. In the household of the Notch
he found warmth and sumplicity of feeling, the per-

w_
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vading intelhgence of New England, and a poetry of
native growth, which they had gathered when they hitle
thought of 1t from the mountamn peaks and chasms, and
at the very threshold of therr romantic and dangerous
abode He had travelled far and alone, his whole life,
indeed, had been a solitary path; for, with the lofty cau-
tion of his nature, he had kept himsclf apart from those
who mght otherwise have been lus compamons. The
family, too, though so kind and hospitable, had that
consciousness of umty among themsclves, and separation
from the world at large, which, 1n every domestic circle,
should still keep a holy place where no stranger may n-
trude But this eveming a prophetic sympathy impelled
the refined and educated youth to pour out his heart
before the simple mountamcers, and constramed them
to answer him with the same free confidence. And thus
1t should have been Is not the kindred of a common
fate a closer tie than that of birth?
+ The secret of the young man’s character was a high
and abstracted ambition He could have borne to live an
undistingwished Iife, but not to be forgotten m the grave.
Yearning desire had been transformed to hope, and hope,
long chenshed, had become hke certamnty, that, obscurely
as he journeyed now, a glory was to beam on all his path-
way,—though not, perhaps, while he was trcading 1it.
But when postenty should gaze back mto the gloom of
what was now the present, they would trace the bright-
ness of his footsteps, brightening as meaner glones faded,
and confess that a gifted one had passed from his cradle
to his tomb with none to recognize him

“As yet,” cned the stranger—his cheek glowmg and
jhis eye flashing with enthusiassm—*‘as yet, I have done
nothing. Were I to vamish from the earth to-morrow,
none would know so much of me as you. that a nameless
youth came up at mghtfall from the valley of the Saco,
;and opened his heart to you m the evening, and passed
[through the Notch by sunnse, and was seen no more Not
a soul would ask, “‘Who was he? Whither did the wan-
.derer go?” But I cannot die till I have achieved my des-

ny. Then, let Death come! I shall have built my mon-
ument!”’

t
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There was a continual flow of natural emotion, gushing
forth amid abstracted reverie, which enabled the family
to understand tlns young man’s sentiments, though so
foreign from their own. With quick sensibility of the lu-
dicrous, he blushed at the ardor into which he had been
betrayed.

“You laugh at me,” said he, taking the eldest daugh-
ter’s hand, and laughing himself “You think my amb:-
tion as nonsensical as if I were to freeze myself to death
on the top of Mount Washington, only that people might
spy at me from the country round about. And, truly,
that would be a noble pedestal for a man’s statue!”

“It 1s better to sit here by this fire,” answered the g,
blushing, “and be comfortable and contented, though
nobody thinks about us”

“I suppose,” said her father, after a fit of musmg,
“there 15 something natural m what the young man says;
and if my mind had been turned that way, I might have
felt just the same. It 15 strange, wife, how his talk has set
my head running on things that are pretty certain never
to come to pass”

“Perhaps they may,” observed the wife “Is the man
thinking what he will do when he 1s a widower?”

“No, no!” cnied he, repelling the 1dea with reproach-
ful kindness ‘“When I think of your death, Esther, I
thmk of mine, too. But 1 was wishing we had a good
farm in Bartlett, or Bethlehem, or Littleton, or some
other township round the White Mountams, but not
where they could tumble on our heads I should want to
stand well with my neighbors and be called Squire, and
sent to General Court for a term or two, for a plam,
honest man may do as much good there as a lawyer. And
when I should be grown quite an old man, and you an
old woman, so as not to be long apart, I might die happy
enough in my bed, and leave you all crying around me.
A slate gravestone would suit me as well as a marble
one—with just my name and age, and a verse of a hymn,
and something to let people know that I lived an honest
man and died a Chnstian.”

“There now!” exclaimed the stranger; “it 1s our nature
to desire 2 monument. be 1t slate or marble. or a pillar
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of granite, or a glonous memory m the umversal heart of
man.”

“We're m a strange way, to-night,” said the wife, with
tears m her eyes “They say it’s a sign of some-
thing, when folks’ minds go a wanderng so. Hark to the
children!”

They hstencd accordingly. The younger children had
been put to bed mn another room, but with an open door
between, so that they could be heard talking busily
among themsclves One and all seemed to have caught
the infection from the fireside circle, and were outvymng
each other mn wild wishes, and clildish projects of what
they would do when they came to be men and women.
At length a little boy, mnstead of addgessing his brothers
and sisters, called out to his mother

“T'll tell you what I wish, mother,” eried he. “I want
you and father and grandma’m, and all of us, and the
stranger too, to start night away, and go and take a dnnk
out of the basin of the Flume!”

Nobody could help laughing at the child’s notion of
leaving a warm bed, and dragging them from a cheerful
fire, to visit the basin of the Flume,—a brook, which
tumbles over the precipice, decp withun the Notch. The
boy had hardly spoken when a wagon rattled along the
road, and stopped a moment before the door It appeared
to contain two or three men, who were cheenng their
hearts with the rough chorus of a song, which resounded,
in broken notes, between the cliffs, while the singers hes-
rtated whether to continue their journey or put up here
for the mght ”

“Father,” said the gil, “they are calhing you by
name "’

But the good man doubted whether they had really
called him, and was unwilling to show himself too solici-
tous of gamn.by mwviting people to patromize his house.
He therefore did not hurry to the door, and the
lash bemg soon appled, the travellers plunged mto the
Notch, stll singing and laughing, though therr music

and muth came back dreanly from the heart of the
mountan.
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“There, mother!” cned the boy, agan “They’d have
- gwen us a nide to the Flume ”

Agamn they laughed at the child’s pertinacious tancy
for a mght ramble. But it happened that a hght cloud
passed over the daughter’s spint, she looked gravely into
the fire, and drew a breath that was almost a sigh. It
forced its way, in spite of a htile struggle to repress it.
Then starting and blushing, she looked quickly round
the circle, as if they had caught a ghmpse into her bosom.
The stranger asked what she had been thinking of

“Nothing,” answered she, with a downcast smile.
“Only I felt lonesome just then”

“Oh, I have always had a gft of feehng what is in
other people’s hearts,” said he, half senously. “Shall I
tell the secrets of yours? For I know what to think when
a young girl shivers by a warm hearth, and complains of
lonesomeness at her mother’s side. Shall 1 put these feel-
mgs mnto words?”’

“They would not be a gul’s feelings any longer 1if they
could be put mto words,” replied the mountain nymph,
laughing, but avoiding us eye

All this was said apart Perhaps a germ of love was
sprnging m therr hearts, so pure that 1t might blossom
m Paradise, since it could not be matured on earth; for
women worship such gentle digmity as his; and the proud,
contemplative, yet kindly soul 1s oftenest captivated by
simphcity like hers But while they spoke softly, and he
was watchmng the happy sadness, the lightsome shadows,.
the shy yearnings of a maiden’s nature, the wind through
the Notch took a deeper and drearier sound It seemed,
as the fanciful stranger said, Iike the choral stramn of the
spints of the blast, who m old Indian times had theiu
dwelling among these mountams, and made their heights
and recesses a sacred region. There was a wail along the
road, as if a funeral were passing To chase away the
gloom, the family threw pine branches on therr fire, till
the dry Ieaves crackled and the flame arose, discovenng
once agam a scene of peace and humble happiness The
light hovered about them fondly, and caressed them all.
There were the httle faces of the children, peeping from
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their bed apart, and here the father’s frame of strength,
the mother’s subdued and carcful mien, the agh-browed
outh, the budding girl, and the good old grandam, still
autting m the warmest place The aged woman Jooked
up from ha task, and, with fingers cver busy, was the
nest to speak.

“QOld folks have thcir notions,” sad she, “as well as
young oncs. You've been wishing and planning; and let-
ting your heads run on one thing and another, till you've
sct my mund a wandernng too Now what should an old
woman wish for, when she can go but a step or two be-
fore she comes to her grave? Cluldren, 1t will haunt me
night and day till I tell you”

“What 15 1t, mother?” cned the husband and wife at
once.

Then the old woman, with an air of mystery which
drew the circle closer round the fire, informed them that
she had provided her grave-clothes some years before,—~
a mice hnen shroud, a cap with 4 muslin ruff, and cvery-
thing of a finer sort than she had worn since her wedding
day But this eveming an old superstition had strangely
recurred to her. It used to be smd, m her younger days,
that 1f anything were anuss with a corpse, if only the ruff
were not smooth, or the cap did not set nght, the corpse
n the coffin and beneath the clods would strnve to put up
its cold hands and arrange it. The bare thought made her
nervous

“Don’t talk so, grandmother!” smd the gil, shud-
denng

“Now,”—contmued the old woman, with singular
carncstness, yet smiling strangely at her own folly,—"I
want onc¢ of you, my children—when your mother is
dressed and m the coffin—1 want onc of you to hold a
looking-glass over my face. Who knows but I may take a
ghmpse at myself, and see whether all’s nght?”

“Old and young, we drecam of graves and monuments,”
murmured the stranger youth “I wonder how manners
feel when the slip 15 sinking, and they, unknown and
undistingwshed, are to be buned together in the ocean

—that wide and nameless sepulchre?”

For a moment, the old woman’s ghastly conception
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so engrossed the minds of her hearers that a sound
abroad m the mght, nisimng hke the roar of a blast, had
grown broad, deep, and ternble, before the fated group
were conscious of 1t. The house and all within 1t trem-
bled, the foundations of the earth seemed to be shaken,
as 1if this awful sound were the peal of the last trump.
Young and old exchanged one wild glance, and remaned
an 1nstant, pale, affnghted, without utterance, or power
to move Then the same shniek burst simultaneously from
all their lips.

“The Shde! The Shde!”

The simplest words must mntimate, but not portray,
the unutterable horror of the catastrophe The victims
rushed from their cottage, and sought refuge mn what
they deemed a safer spot—where, 1 contemplation of
such an emergency, a sort of barmer had been reared.
Alas! they had quitted their secumty, and fled nght nto
the pathway of destruction. Down came the whole side
of the mountam, mn a cataract of rmin Just before it
reached the house, the stream broke mto two branches—
shivered not a window there, but overwhelmed the whole
vicimty, blocked up the road, and anmhilated everything
m 1ts dreadful course Long ere the thunder of the great
Shide had ceased to roar among the mountans, the mor-
tal agony had been endured, and the victims were at
peace. Their bodies were never found

The neat morning, the hight smoke was seen stealing
from the cottage chimney up the mountamn side. Withn,
the fire was yet smouldering on the hearth, and the chairs
m a cucle round 1t, as if the mhabitants had but gone
forth to view the devastation of the Shde, and would
shortly return, to thank Heaven for their muraculous
escape All had left separate tokens, by which those who
had known the family were made to shed a tear for each.
Who has not heard their name? The story has been told
far and widc, and will forever be a legend of these moun-
tams. Poets have sung their fate

There were circumstances which led some to suppose
that a stranger had been recewved 1nto the cottage on this
awful night, and had shared the catastrophe of all its
mmates. Others demed that there were sufficient grounds
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for such a conjecture. Woe for the high-souled youth,
with his dream of Earthly Immortahityl His namec and
person utterly unknown, his history, lus way of hfe, his
plans, a mystery never to be solved, his death and his
existence equally a doubt! Whose was the agony of that
death moment?

- #

THE WHITE OLD MAID

Tae moonbeams came through two deep and narrow
windows, and showed a spacious chamber richly fur-
mished i an antique fashion From one lattice the
shadow of the diamond panes was thrown upon the floor,
the ghostly Iight, through the other, slept upon a bed,
falling between the heavy silken curtains, and illumi-
nating the face of a young man. But, how quetly the
slumberer lay! how pale lis features! and how hke a
shroud the sheet was wound about his framel Yes; 1t was
a corpse, 1n 1its bunal clothes

Suddenly, the fixed features seemed to move with
dark emotion. Strange fantasy! It was but the shadow
of the fringed curtamn waving betwnit the dead face and
the moonhght, as the door of the chamber opened and a
gul stole softly to the bedside. Was there delusion m the
moonbeams, or did her gesture and her eye betray
a gleam of trumph, as she bent over the pale corpse—
pale as itself—and pressed her living lips to the cold ones
of the dead? As she drew back from that long kiss, her
features wnthed as if a proud heart were fighting with
its angmsh Agamn 1t seemed that the features of the
corpse had moved responsive to her own. Still an 1llu-
sion! The silken curtamn had waved, a second time, be-
twint the dead face and the moonhght, as another fair
young girl unclosed the door, and ghded, ghostlike, to
the bedside There the two maidens stood, both beauti~
ful, with the pale beauty of the dead between them But
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she who had first entered was proud and stately, and the
other a soft and fragile thing.

“Away!”’ cried the lofty one. “Thou hadst him living!
The dead 1s mme!”

“Thine!” returned the other, shuddenng. “Well hast
thou spoken! The dead 1s thmne!”

The proud gul started, and stared into her face with a
ghastly look But a wild and mournful expression passed
across the features of: the gentle one, and weak and help-
less, she sank down on the bed, her head pillowed beside
that of the corpse, and her harr mingling with his dark
locks A creature of hope and joy, the first draught of
sorrow had bewildered her

“Edith"” cnied her nival -

Edith groaned, as with a sudden compression of the
heart, and removing her cheek from the dead youth’s
pillow, she stood upnght, fearfully encountermg the eyes
of the lofty gurl.

“Wilt thou betray me?” said the latter, calmly.

“Till the dead lid me speak, I will be sient,” an-
swered Edith. “Leave us alone together! Go, and lve
many years, and then return, and tell me of thy hfe. He,
too, will be here! Then, if thou tellest of suffermgs more
than death, we will both forgive thee”

“And what shall be the token?” asked the proud gil,
as if her heart acknowledged a meaming m these wild
words

“This lock of hair,” said Edith, hifting one of the dark,
clustering curls that lay heavily on the dead man’s brow.

The two maidens jomned therr hands over the bosom of
the corpse, and appomnted a day and hour, far, far in time
to come, for their mext meeting mn that chamber The
stateher girl gave one deep look at the motionless coun-
tenance, and departed—yet turned again and trembled
ere she closed the door, almost believing that her dead
lover frowned upon her. And Edith, too! Was not her
white form fading mto the moonlight? Scorming her own
weakness she went forth, and perceived that a negro
slave was waiting 1n the passage with a wax-light, which
he held between her face and his own, and regarded her,
as she thought, with an ugly expression of merriment.
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Lafting is torch on Iugh, the slave hghted her down the
staircase, and uncid the portal of the mansion. The young
clergyman of the town had just ascended the steps, and
bowing to the lady, passed mn without a word

Years, many years, rolled on; the world scemed new
agan, so much older was it grown since the might when
those pale guls had clasped their hands across the bosom
of the corpse. In the interval, a lonely woman had passed
from youth to extreme age, and was known by all the
town as the “Old Maid 1 the Winding Sheet” A tamt
of msamty had affected her whole hfe, but so quiet, sad,
and gentle, so utterly free from violence, that she was
suffcred to pursue her harmless fantasies, unmolested by
the world, with whose busmess or pleasures she had
nought to do She dwelt alone, and never came nto the
dayhght, except to follow funerals Whenever a corpse
was borne along the street n sunshine, ram, or snow;
whether a pompous tram of the nich and proud thronged
aftcr 1t, or few and humble were the mourners, behind
them came the lonely woman in a long white garment
which the people called her shroud She took no place
among the kindred or the friends, but stood at the door
to hear the funeral prayer, and walked n the rear of the
procession, as one whose earthly charge 1t was to haunt
the house of mourning, and be the shadow of affliction,
and see that the dead were duly buried So long had this
been her custom that the inhabitants of the town
deecmed her a part of every funeral, as much as the coffin
pall, or the very corpse 1tself, and augured 11l of the sm-
ner's destiny unless the “Old Maid m the Winding
Sheet” came ghding, like a ghost, behund Once, 1t 15
said, she affnghted a bndal party with her pale presence,
appeanng suddenly in the sllummated hall, just as the
priest was umting a false maid to a wealthy man, before
her Jover had been dead a year Evil was the omen to
that marnage! Sometimes she stole forth by moonlhght
and visited the graves of venerable Integrity, and wedded
Love, and virgin Innocence, and every spot where the
ashes of a kind and faithful heart were mouldenng Over
the hillocks of those favored dead would she stretch out
her arms, with a gesture, as 1f she were scattering seeds;
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and many beleved that she brought them from the gar-
den of Paradise, for the graves which she had wvisited
were green beneath the smow, and covered with sweet
flowers from Aprnl to November. Her blessing was better
than a holy verse upon the tombstone Thus wore away
her long, sad, peaceful, and fantastic life, till few were
so old as she, and the people of later generations won-
dered how the dead had ever been bured, or mourners
had endured their grief, without the “Old Maid in the
Winding Sheet ”

Still years went on, and still she followed funerals,
and was not yet summoned to her own festival of death.
One afternoon the great street of the town was all alive
with busiess and bustle, though the sun now gilded
only the upper half of the church spire, having left the
housetops and loftiest trees mn shadow. The scene was
cheerful and ammated, m spite of the sombre shade
between the high brick buildings. Here were pompous
merchants, 1 white wigs and laced velvet, the bronzed
faces of sea-captans. the foreign garb and air of Spanish
creoles, and the disdamnful port of natives of Old Eng-
land, all contrasted with the rough aspect of one or two
back settlers, negotiating sales of timber from forests
where axe had never sounded Sometimes a lady passed,
swellng roundly forth m an embroidered petticoat, bal-
ancing her steps mm lgh-heeled shoes, and courtesying
with lofty grace to the punctilous obeisances of the
gentlemen The hfe of the town seemed to have its very
centre not far from an old mansion that stood somewhat
back from the pavement, surrounded by neglected grass,
with a strange air of lonehness, rather deepened than
dispelled by the throng so near it Its site would have
been suitably occupied by a magmficent Exchange or a
brick block, lettered all over with vanous signs, or the
large house itself might have made a noble tavern, with
the “King’s Arms” swinging before 1t, and guests 1n every
chamber, mstead of the present solitude But owing to
some dispute about the nght of inhentance, the mansion
had been long without a tenant, decaymg from year to
year, and throwing the stately gloom of its shadow over
the busiest part of the town. Such was the scene, and
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such the time, when a figure unbid ¢ any that have been
desenbed was obwenved at a distance down the strect,

“1 cspy o strange <ail, yonder,” romarked o Liverpool
captam: “that womwn in the Jong winte garment]”

The salor scemed much struek by the object, as were
several others who, at the sune moment, caught 2
glimpse of the figure that had attracted s notice. Al
most immediately the vanons topics of convaation gave
place to speculations, m an undertone, on this onwonted
occurrence.

“Can there be a funcral <o late this aftemoon?” in-
quired some. ‘

They looked for the signs of death at evere dosr—the
senton, the hearse, the assemblize of bhied clad relitives
—all that makes up the woful pomp of funcrals They
raised heir eves, also, to the sun-gilt spire of the ehech,
and wondered that no clg proceeded from ats bell,
which had always tolled Gl now when this fiqure
appearcd in the hght of day But none had hewd that
corpse was to be bome to its home that afternoon, nor
was there any tolen of a funcral, exeept the apparition
of the “Old Mad in the Winding Sheet”

“What may this portend® asked cach man of his
ncighbor.

All siiled as they put the question, yet with a certan
trouble in their eves, as af peshilence or some other wide
calamity were prognosticated by the untuncly intrusion
among the living of one whose presence had always been
associated wath death and woc. What a comet 15 to the
carth was that sad woman to the town. Stll she moved
on, while the hum of surpnise was hushed at her ap-
proach, and the proud and the humble stood aside, that
her wlite garmient mmght not wave agunst them, It was
a long, loose robe, of spotless punty. Its wearer appeared
very old, pale, emacated, and feeble, yet ghded onward
without the unsteady pace of extreme age. At onc point
of her course a hittle rosy boy burt forth trom a door,
and ran, with open arms towards the ghostl) woman,
sceming to espect a lass from her bloedless hps, She
made a shght pause, fismg her eye upon nm with an
cvpression of no carthly sweetness, so that the child shay-
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ered and stood awe-struck, rather than affnghted, while
the Old Maid passed on Perhaps her garment might
have been polluted even by an infant’s touch; perhaps
her kiss would have been death to the sweet boy within
a year.

“She is but a shadow,” whispered the superstitious.
“The child put forth his arms and could not grasp her
robe!”

The wonder was increased when the Old Maid passed
beneath the porch of the deserted mansion, ascended
the moss-covered steps, lifted the iron knocker, and gave
three raps The people could only conjecture that some
old remembrance, troubling her bewildered bram, had
impelled the poor woman hither to visit the friends of
her youth, all gone from their home long since and for-
ever, unless their ghosts stll haunted it—*ft company for
the “Old Maid i the Winding Sheet” An elderly man
approached the steps, and, reverently uncovenng his gray
locks, essayed to explan the matter.

“None, Madam,” said he, “have dwelt in this house
these fifteen years agone—no, not since the death of old
Colonel Fenwicke, whose funeral you may remember to
have followed His heus, bemg ill agreed among them-
selves, have let the mansion-house go to rum.”

The Old Maid looked slowly round with a shght ges-
ture of one hand, and a finger of the other upon her lip,
appeaning more shadow-like than ever in the obscunty of
the porch. But agamn she lifted the hammer, and gave,
this time, a single rap Could 1t be that a footstep was
now heard coming down the staircase of the old man-
sion, which all concewed to have been so long unten-
anted? Slowly, feebly, yet hcawvily, like the pace of an
aged and infirm person, the step approached, more dis-
tinct on every downward stair, till 1t reached the portal
The bar fell on the mside, the door was opened One up-
ward glance towards the church spire, whence the sun-
shine had just faded, was the last that the people saw of
the “Old Maid in the Winding Sheet.”

“Who undid the door?” asked many

This question, owing to the depth of shadow beneath
the porch, no one could satisfactonly answer. Two or
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three aged men, while protesting aganst an inference
which might be drawn, affirmed that the person within
was a ncgro, and borc a singular resemblance to old
Casar, formerly a slave in the house, but freed by death
some thirty years before.

“Her summons has waked up a servant of the old
famly,” said one, half scriously.

“Let us wait here,” rephed another. “Moie guests will
knock at the door, anon. But the gate of the graveyard
should be thrown open!” \

Twilight had overspread the town betore the crowd
began to scparate, or the comments on thus mcident were
exhausted. One after another was wending his way home-
ward, when a coach—no common spectacle 1 those days
—drove slowly into the street. It was an old-fashioned
equipage, hanging close to the ground, with arms on the
panels, a footman behind, and a grave, corpulent coach-
man seated lugh m front—the whole giving an 1dea of
solemn state and digmty. There was something awful in
the heavy rumbling of the wheels. The coach rolled
down the strect, till, coming to the gateway of the de-
serted mansion, 1t drew up, and the footman sprang to
the ground

“Whose grand coach 15 this?” asked a very inquisttive
body

The footman made no reply, but ascended the steps
of the old house, gave three raps with the iron hammer,
and returned to open the coach door. An old man, pos-
sessed of the heraldic lore so common in that day,
exarmned the shicld of arms on the panel.

“Azure, a hon’s head ecrased, between three flower-
de-luces,” said he, then whispered the name of the fam-
ily to whom these bearngs belonged. The last inhentor
of his honors was recently dead, after a long residence
amid the splendor of the Bntish court, where Ius birth
and wealth had given him no mean station. “He left no
child,” continued the berald, “and these arms, being
mm a lozenge, betoken that the coach appertams to his
widow.”

Further disclosures, perhaps, might have been made,
had not the speaker suddenly been struck dumb by the
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stern eye of an ancient lady who thrust forth her head
from the coach, preparng to descend. As she emerged,
the people saw that her dress was magnificent, and her
figure dignified, n spite of age and mmfirnuty—a stately
ruin but with a look, at once, of pride and wretchedness
Her strong and ngid features had an awe about them,
unlike that of the white Old Maid, but as of something
evil. She passed up the steps, leaning on a gold-headed
cane, the door swung open as she ascended—and the
hight of a torch ghttered on the embrowdery of her dress,
and gleamed on the pillars of the porch After a2 momen-
tary pause—a glance backwards—and then a desperate
effort—she went . The decipherer of the coat of arms
had ventured up the lowest step, and shrmmking back
mmmediately, pale and tremulous, affirmed that the
torch was held by the very image of old Ceesar.

“But such a hideous grnin,” added he, “was never seen
on the face of mortal man, black or white! It will haunt
me tll my dymng day.”

Meantime, the coach had wheeled round, with a pro-
digious clatter on the pavement, and rumbled up the
street, disappearing 1n the twilight, while the ear still
tracked 1ts course Scarcely was it gone, when the people
began to question whether the coach and attendants, the
ancient lady, the spectre of old Caesar, and the Old Maid
herself, were not all a strangely combined delusion, with
some dark purport in its mystery The whole town was
astir, so that, instead of dispersing, the crowd continually
mcreased, and stood gazing up at the windows of the
mansion, now silvered by the bmnghtening moon The
elders, glad to indulge the narrative propensity of age,
told of the long-faded splendor of the family, the enter-
tanments they had given, and the guests, the greatest of
the land, and even titled and noble ones from abroad,
who had passed beneath that portal. These graphic rem-
miscences seemed to call up the ghosts of those to whom
they referred. So strong was the impression on some of
the more imagmmative hearers, that two or three were
seized with trembling fits, at one and the same moment,
protesting that they had distinctly heard three other raps
of the ron knocker.
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“Impossiblel” cxclaimed others. “Scel The moon
shines beneath the porch, and shows cvery part of it,
except m the narrow shade of that pillar There is no one
theret”

“Did not the door open?” whispered one ot these fan-
ciful persons.

“Didst thou sce it, too?” said his companion, in a
startled tonc.

But the general sentiment was opposcd to the idea
that a third visitant had made application at the door of
the deserted house. A few, however, adhered to this new
marvel, and even declared that a red gleam hke that of a
torch had shonc through the great front window, as if
the ncgro were hghting a guest up the stawcase. This,
too, was pronounced a mere fantasy. But at once the
whole multitude staried, and cach man behcld his own
terro1 pamted 1 the faces of all the rest.

“What an awful thing is this!” cnied they.

A shrick too fearfully distinct for doubt had been
heard within the mansion, breaking forth suddenly, and
succceded by a deep stillness, as if a heart had burst m
giving 1t utterance. The people knew not whether to fly
from the very sight of the house, or to rush trembling
m, and search out the strange mystery. Amid their con-
fusion and afinght, they were somewhat reassured by the
appcarance of their clergyman, a vencrable patnarch,
and cqually a samt, who had taught them and therr fa-
thers the way to heaven for more than the space of an
ordmnary lifetime. He was a reverend figure, with long,
white hair upon his shoulders, a whitc beard upon s
breast, and a back so bent over his staff that hie scemed
to be looking downward contnually, as if to choose a
proper grave for Tus weary frame It was some time be-
fore the good old man, being deaf and of impared mtel-
lect, could be made to comprehend such portions of the
affair as werc comprchensible at all But, when possessed
of the facts, his cnergics assumed unexpected vigor.

“Venly,” said the old gentleman, “it will be fitting
that T enter the mansion-house of the worthy Colonel
Fenwicke, lest any harm should have befallen that truc
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Chnstian woman whom ye call the ‘Old Maid n the
Winding Sheet.” ”

Behold, then, the venerable clergyman ascending the
steps of the mansion, with a torch-bearer behind him. It
was the elderly man who had spoken to the Old Maud,
and the same who had afterwards explained the shield
of arms and recogmzed the features of the negro Like
their predecessors, they gave three raps with the iron
hammer.

“Old Cesar cometh not,” observed the prnest. “Well
I wot he no longer doth service m this mansion ”

“Assuredly, then, it was somethmng worse, i old
Casar’s Iikeness!” said the other adventurer.

“Be 1t as God wills,” answered the clergyman. “See!
my strength, though it be much decayed, hath sufficed
to open this heavy door Let us enter and pass up the
staircase "’

Here occurred a singular exemplhfication of the
dreamy state of a very old man’s mind As they ascended
the wide flight of stawss, the aged clergyman appeared
to move with caufion, occasionally standing aside, and
oftener bending his head, as it were m salutation, thus
practising all the gestures of ome who makes his way
through a throng Reaching the head of the staircase, he
looked around with sad and solemn bemgmty, laid aside
hus staff, bared his hoary locks, and was evidently on the
pomnt of commencing a prayer

“Reverend Sir,” said his attendant, who concewved
this a very swtable prelude to thewr further search,
“would it not be well that the people jomn with us
prayer?”

“Welladay!” cried the old clergyman, staring strangely
around him. “Art thou here with me, and none other?
Venly, past times were present to me, and I deemed
that I was to make a funeral prayer, as many a time here-
tofore, from the head of this stawrcase Of a truth, I saw
the shades of many that are gone Yea, I have prayed at
therr bunals, one after another, and the ‘Old Maid n
the Winding Sheet’ hath seen them to their graves!”

Bemng now more thoroughly awake to their present
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purpose, he took s staff and struck foreibly on the
floor, till there came an echo from cach deserted cham-
ber, but no memal to answer their summons, They there-
fore walked along the passage, and agamn paused, oppo-
site to the great front window through which was seen
the crowd, m the shadow and parbial moonlight of the
street beneath. On their nght hand was the open door
of a chamber, and a closed one on their left. The clergy-
man pomted his cane to the carved oak panel of the
latter.

“Within that chamber,” observed he, “a whole life-
time since, did I sit by the death-bed of a goodly young
man, who, being now at the last gasp”—

Apparently there was some powerful excitement m
the ideas which had now flashed across lis mind. He
snatched the torch from lns companion’s hand, and
threw open the door with such sudden violence that the
flame was extinguished, leaving them no other hight than
the moonbeams, which fell through two windows mto
the spacious chamber It was sufficient to discover all
that could be known In a high-backed oaken arm-chair,
upnght, with her hands clasped across her breast, and
her head thrown back, sat the “Old Maid mn the Wind-
mg Sheet” The stately dame had fallen on her knees,
with her forehead on the holy knees of the Old Maid,
one hand upon the floor and the other pressed convul-
sively agamnst her heart. It clutched a lock of hair, once
sable, mow discolored with a greemsh mould. As the
priest and layman advanced into the chamber, the Old
Maid’s features assumed such a semblance of shifting ex-
pression that they trusted to hear the whole mystery
explamed by a single word. But it was only the shadow
of a tattered curtamn waving betwixt the dead face and
the moonlght.

“Both deadl” smd the venerable man. “Then who
shall divulge the secret? Methinks 1t ghmmers to and fro

m my mind, bke the hight and shadow across the Old
Maid’s face. And now ’t 1s gonel”
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4

PETER GOLDTHWAITE’S
TREASURE

“AND so, Peter, you won’t even consider of the busmess?”
said Mr. John Brown, buttoming his surtout over the
snug rotundity of his person, and drawing on his gloves.
“You positively refuse to let me have this crazy old
house, and the land under and adjomnng, at the prce
named?”

“Neither at that, nor treble the sum,” responded the
gaunt, gnzzled, and threadbare Peter Goldthwaite “The
fact 15, Mr Brown, you must find another site for your
brick block, and be content to leave my estate with the
present owner. Next summer, I wtend to put a splendid
new mansion over the cellar of the old house”

“Pho, Peter!’ cnied Mr. Brown, as he opened the
kitchen door, “content yourself with bulding castles m
the air, where house-lots are cheaper than on earth, to
say nothing of the cost of bricks and mortar Such foun-
dations are solid enough for your edifices, while this
undemeath us 1s just the thing for mine, and so we may
both be suited. What say you again?”

“Precisely what I said before, Mr Brown,” answered
Peter Goldthwaite. “And as for castles i the air, mine
may not be as magmficent as that sort of architecture,
but perhaps as substantial, Mr. Brown, as the very
respectable brick block with dry goods stores, tailors’
shops, and banking rooms on the lower floor, and law-
yers’ offices n the second story, which you are so anxious
to substitute.”

“And the cost, Peter, eh?” said Mr. Brown, as he wth-
drew, 1 something of a pet “That, I suppose, will be
%rovlided for, offhand, by drawmg a check on Bubble

ank!”

_ John Brown and Peter Goldthwaite had been jomtly
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known to the commercial world between twenty and
thirty years before, under the firm of Goldthwaite &
Brown, which copartnershup, however, was speedily dis-
solved by the natural immcongruity of 1its constituent
parts Since that event, John Brown, with exactly the
quabities of a thousand other John Browns, and by just
such plodding methods as they used, had prospered won-
derfully, and become one of the wealtluest John Browns
on earth Peter Goldthwaite, on the contrary, after innu-
merable schemes, which ought to have collected all the
com and paper currency of the country into his coffers,
was as needy a gentleman as ever wore a patch upon his
elbow The contrast between him and his former partner
may be briefly marked, for Brown never reckoned upon
luck, yet always had it, while Peter made luck the mam
condition of his projects, and always mussed 1t. While
the means held out, his speculations had been magmfi-
cent, but were chiefly confined, of late years, to such
small busmess as adventures in the lottery Once he had
gone on a gold-gathering expedition somewhere to the
South, and ingemously contrived to empty his pockets
more thoroughly than ever, while others, doubtless, were
filling thewrs with native bullion by the handful. More
tecently he had expended a legacy of a thousand or two
of dollars 1 purchasing Mexican scrip, and thereby be-
came the propnetor of a province, which, however, so far
as Peter could find out, was situated where he mght
have had an empire for the same money,—in the clouds
From a search after thus valuable real estate Peter re-
turned so gaunt and threadbare that, on reaching New
England, the scarecrows m the cornfields beckoned to
him, as he passed by “They did but flutter in the wind,”
quoth Peter Goldthwaite No, Peter, they beckoned, for
the scarecrows knew their brother!

At the period of our story his whole visible income
would not have paid the tax of the old mansion in which
we find lim It was one of those rusty, moss-grown,
many-peaked wooden houses, which are scattered about
the streets of our elder towns, with a beetle-browed sec-
ond story projecting over the foundation, as if it frowned
at the novelty around 1t. This old paternal edifice, needy
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as he was, and though, being centrally situated on the
principal street of the town, it would have brought him
a handsome sum, the sagacious Peter had his own rea-
sons for never parting with, either by auction or private
sale. There seemed, indeed, to be a fatality that con-
nected him with his birthplace; for, often as he had stood
on the verge of rmin, and standing there even now, he
had not yet taken the step beyond 1t which would have
compelled lum to surrender the house to his creditors
So here he dwelt with bad luck il good should come.

Here then mm his kitchen, the only room where a spark
of fire took off the chill of a November evening, poor
Peter Goldthwaite had just been visited by his nich old
partner. At the close of therr interview, Peter, with
rather a mortified look, glanced downwards at his dress,
parts of which appeared as ancient as the days of Gold-
thwaite & Brown. His upper garment was a mixed sur-
tout, wofully faded, and patched with newer stuff on
each elbow, beneath this he wore a threadbare black
coat, some of the silk buttons of which had been re-
placed with others of a different pattern, and lastly,
though he lacked not a pair of gray pantaloons, they
were very shabby ones, and had been partially turned
brown by the frequent toasting of Peter’s shins before a
scanty fire Peter’s person was m keeping with his goodly
apparel. Gray-headed, hollow-eyed, pale-cheeked, and
lean-bodied, he was the perfect picture of a man who
had fed on windy schemes and empty hopes, till he
could neither live on such unwholesome trash, nor stom-
ach more substantial food. But, withal, thus Peter Gold-
thwaite, crack-bramned simpleton as, perhaps, he was,
might have cut a very brlliant figure 1n the world, had
he employed his imagmation in the airy busmess of
poetry, mstead of making 1t a demon of muschief m
mercantile pursuits. After all, he was no bad fellow, but
as harmless as a child, and as honest and honorable, and
as much of the gentleman which nature meant him
for, as an wregular life and depressed circumstances will
permit any man to be.

As Peter stood on the umeven bncks of his hearth,
looking round at the disconsolate old kitchen, s eyes
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began to kindle with the illumination of an enthusiasm
that never long deserted hum He raised his hand,
chinched 1t, and smote it energetically aganst the smoky
panel over the fireplace.

“The time 15 come!” said he. “With such a treasure at
command, 1t were folly to be a poor man any longer.
To-morrow morning I will begin with the garret, nor
desist till 1 have torn the house down!”

Deep n the chimney-corner, like a witch in a dark
cavern, sat a httle old woman, mending one of the two
pawrs of stockings wherewith Peter Goldthwaite kept his
toes from bemng frostbitten As the feet were ragged past
all darning, she had cut pieces out of a cast-off flanncl
petticoat, to make ncw soles Tabitha Porter was an old
maid, upwards of sixty years of age, fifty-five of which
she had sat in that same chimney-comner, such bemng the
length of time smce Peter’s grandfather had taken her
from the almshouse. She had no friend but Peter, nor
Peter any frmiend but Tabitha, so long as Peter might
have a shelter for Ins own head, Tabitha would know
where to shelter hers; or, being homeless elsewhere, she
would take her master by the hand and brning him to her
native home, the almshouse Should 1t ever be necessary,
she loved him well enough to feed lum with her last
morsel, and clothe him with her under petticoat. But
Tabitha was a queer old woman, and, though never 1n-
fected with Peter’'s flightiness, had become so accus-
tomed to his freaks and follies that she viewed them all
as matters of course. Heaning him threaten to tear the
house down, she looked quietly up from her work

“Best leave the kitchen till the last, Mr. Peter,” said
she.

“The sooner we have it all down the better,” said
Peter Goldthwaite. “1 am tired to death of living 1n this
cold, dark, windy, smoky, creaking, groaming, dismal old
house I shall feel like a younger man when we get into
my splendid brnick mansion, as, please Heaven, we shall
by this time next autumn You shall have a room on the
sunny side, old Tabby, fimshed and furnished as best
may suit your own notions ”

“I should like it pretty much such a room as this
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Jatchen,” answered Tabitha. “It will never be like home
to me tll the chimney-corner gets as black with smoke
as this; and that won’t be these hundred years How
much do you mean to lay out on the house, Mr. Peter?”

“What is that to the purpose?” exclaimed Peter, loft-
ily. “Did not my great-granduncle, Peter Goldthwaite,
who died seventy years ago, and whose namesake I am,
leave treasure enough to build twenty such?”

“I can’t say but he did, Mr. Peter,” said Tabitha,
threading her needle

Tabitha well understood that Peter had reference to
an mmmense hoard of the precious metals, which was
said to exist somewhere 1 the cellar or walls, or under
the floors, or in some concealed closet. or other out-of-
the-way nook of the house. This wealth, according to
tradition, had been accumulated by a former Peter
Goldthwaite, whose character seems to have borne a re-
markable simibtude to that of the Peter of our story.
Like him he was a wild projector. seeking to heap up
gold by the bushel and the cartload, mmstead of scraping
1t together, coin by comn Like Peter the second, too, his
projects had almost mvariably failed, and, but for the
magnificent success of the final one, would have left him
with hardly a coat and pair of breeches to his gaunt and
gnzzled person Reports were vanous as to the nature of
his fortunate speculation one mntimating that the an-
cient Peter had made the gold by alchemy, another, that
he had conjured 1t out of people’s pockets by the black
art; and a third, still more unaccountable, that the dewil
had given him free access to the old provincial treasury.
It was afirmed, however, that some secret immpediment
had debarred him from the enjoyment of his riches, and
that he had a motive for concealing them from his heir,
or at any rate had died without disclosing the place of
deposit The present Peter’s father had faith enough m
the story to cause the cellar to be dug over Peter him-
self chose to consider the legend as an indisputable
truth, and, amid his many troubles, had this one conso-
lation that, should all other resources fail, he might build
up his fortunes by teanng his house down. Yet, unless he
felt a lurking distrust of the golden tale, 1t is difficuit to
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account for his permitting the paternal roof to stand so
long, smce he had never yet seen the moment when his
predecessor’s treasure would not have found plenty of
room in his own strong box But now was the cmsis.
Should he delay the search a little longer, the house
would pass from the lineal heir, and with it the vast heap
of gold, to remamn 1 its bunal-place, till the rum of the
aged walls should discover it to strangers of a future
generation

“Yes!” cried Peter Goldthwaite, agan, “to-morrow I
will set about 1t”

The deeper he looked at the matter the more certain
of success grew Peter. His spinits were naturally so elastic
that even now, i the blasted autumn of his age, he
could often compcte with the spring-time gayety of other
people. Enlivened by his brghtening prospects, he began
to caper about the kifchen like a hobgoblin, with the
queerest antics of his lean limbs, and gesticulations of
his starved features Nay, mn the exuberance of his feel-
ings, he seized both of Tabitha’s hands, and danced the
old lady across the floor, till the oddity of her rheumatic
motions set him mto a roar of laughter, which was
echoed back from the rooms and chambers, as i1f Peter
Goldthwaite were laughing 1 cvery one Fmally he
bounded upward almost out of sight, into the smoke that
clouded the roof of the kitchen, and, alighting safely
on the floor agamn, endeavored to resume his customary
gravity.

“To-morrow, at sunrise,” he repeated, taking his lamp
to retire to bed, “I'll see whether this treasure be hid in
the wall of the garret”

“And as we’re out of wood, Mr Peter,” smd Tabitha,
puffing and panting with her late gymnastics, “as fast as
you tear the house down, T'll make a fire with the
pieces.”

Gorgeous that mght were the dreams ot Peter Gold-
thwaite! At one time he was turning a ponderous key m
an 1mwon door not unlike the door of a sepulchre, but
which, being opened, disclosed a vault heaped up with
gold com, as plentifully as golden corn m a granary
There were chased goblets, also, and turcens, salvers,

U
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dinner dishes, and dish covers of gold, or silver gilt, be-
sides chamns and other jewels, mncalculably nch, though
tarmshed with the damps of the vault, for, of all the
wealth that was irrevocably lost to man, whether bured
m the earth or sunken in the sea, Peter Goldthwaite had
found i1t m this one treasure-place. Anon, he had re-
turned to the old house as poor as ever, and was received
at the door by the gaunt and gnzzled figure of a man
whom he mught have mistaken for himself, only that his
garments were of a much elder faslhion. But the house,
without losing 1ts former aspect, had been changed mto
a palace of the precious metals The floors, walls, and
ceiling were of burmshed silver, the doors, the window
frames, the cormices, the balustrades, and the steps of
the staircase, of pure gold; and silver, with gold bottoms,
were the chaws, and gold, standing on silver legs, the
high chests of drawers, and silver the bedsteads, with
blankets of woven gold, and sheets of silver tissue. The
house had evidently been transmuted by a single touch;
for it retamed all the marks that Peter remembered, but
m gold or silver mstead of wood, and the mmtials of Ius
name, which, when a boy, he had cut m the wooden
door-post, remamed as deep m the pillar of gold. A
happy man would have been Peter Goldthwaite except
for a certain ocular deception, which, whenever he
glanced backwards, caused the house to darken from its
ghttening magmficence mnto the sordid gloom of yester-
day.

%p, betimes, rose Peter, seized an axe, hammer, and
saw, which he had placed by his bedside, and hied him
to the garret It was but scantily highted up, as yet, by
the frosty fragments of a sunbeam, which began to glim-
mer through the almost opaque bull’s-eyes of the wm-
dow. A moralizer might find abundant themes for his’
speculative and impracticable wisdom in a garret. There
15 the limbo of departed fashions, aged tnfles of a day,
and whatever was valuable only to one generation of
men, and which passed to the garret when that genera-
tion passed to the grave, not for safe keeping, but to be
out of the way. Peter saw piles of yellow and musty
account-books, in parchment covers, wheremn creditors,
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long dead and buried, had wntten the names of dead
and buried debtors m mk now so faded that therr moss-
grown tombstones were more legible. He found old
moth-caten garments all in rags and tatters, or Peter
would have put them on. Here was a naked and rusty
sword, not a sword of service, but a gentleman’s small
French rapier, which had never left its scabbard till it
lost 1t Here were canes of twenty different sorts, but no
gold-headed ones, and shoe-buckles of vanous pattemn
and maternal, but not silver nor set with precious stones.
Here was a large box full of shoes, with ngh hecls and
peaked toes Here, on a shelf, were a2 multitude of phials,
half-filled with old apothecanies’ stuff, which, when the
other half had done 1its business on Peter’s ancestors, had
been brought hither from the death chamber. Here—
not to give a longer nventory of articles that will never
be put up at auction—was the fragment of a full-length
looking-glass, which, by the dust and dimness of its sur-
face, made the picture of these old things look older
than the reality When Peter, not knowmg that there
was a murror there, caught the faint traces of his own
figure, he partly imagmed that the former Peter Gold-
thwaite had come back, either to assist or impede his
search for the hidden wealth And at that moment a
strange notion ghmmered through his bram that he was
the identical Peter "who had concealed the gold, and
ought to know whereabout 1t lay. This, however, he had
unaccountably forgotten

“Well, Mr Peter!” cried Tabitha, on the garret stais.
“Have you torn the house down enough to heat the tea-
kettle?”

“Not yet, old Tabby,” answered Peter, “but that’s
soon done—as you shall see.”

‘With the word n his mouth, he uphfted the axe, and
laid about him so vigorously that the dust flew, the
boards crashed, and, in a twinkling, the old woman had
an apron full of broken rubbish.
th“VVe shall get our winter’s wood cheap,” quoth Tab-
ina

The good work being thus commenced, Peter beat
down all before him, smuting and hewing at the joists
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and tumbers, unchnclung spike-nails, npping and tearing
away boards, with a tremendous racket, from mormng
tll mght He took care, however, to leave the outside’
shell of the house untouched, so that the neighbors
might not suspect what was gomng on.

Never, mn any of his vagaries, though each had made
lim happy while 1t lasted, had Peter been happier than
now Perhaps, after all, there was something i Peter
Goldthwaite’s turn of mind, which brought him an -
ward recompense for all the external ewil that it caused.
If he were poor, ill-clad, even hungry, and exposed, as it
were, to be utterly annihilated by a precipice of impend-
ng run, yet only his body remamed m these miserable
circumstances, while his aspimng soul enjoyed the sun-
shine of a bright futunty It was his nature. to be always
young, and the tendency of his mode of life to keep him
so Gray hairs wete nothing, no, nor wnnkles, nor mnfir-
mity, he might look old, indeed, and be somewhat dis-
agreeably connected with a gaunt old figure, much the
worse for wear, but the true, the essential Peter was a
young man of high hopes, just entering on the world At
the kindling of each new fire, his burnt-out youth rose
afresh from the old embers and ashes. It rose exulting
now. Having hived thus long—not too long, but just to
the nght age—a susceptitde bachelor, with warm and
tender dreams, he resolved, so soon as the hidden gold
should flash to light, to go a-woomg, and win the love of
the fairest maid ;n town. What heart could resist him?
Happy Peter Goldthwaite!

Every evemng—as Peter had long absented himself
from hs former loungmg-places, at msurance offices,
news-rooms, and bookstores, and as the honor of his com-
pany was seldom requested m private circles—he and
Tabitha used to sit down sociably by the kitchen hearth.
This was always heaped plentifully with the rubbish of
his day’s labor As the foundation of the fire, there would
be a goodly-sized backlog of red oak, which, after bemng
sheltered from ram or damp above a century, still hissed
with the heat, and distilled streams of water from each
end, as 1f the tree had been cut down within a week or
two Next these were large sticks, sound, black, and
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heavy, which had lost the pnnciple of decay, and were
mdestructible except by fire, wherein they glowed like
red-hot bars of iron On this solid basis, Tabitha would
rear a lighter structure, composed of the splinters of door
pancls, ornamented mouldings, and such quck combus-
tibles, which caught hke straw, and threw a bnlliant
blaze ligh up the spacious flue, making its sooty sides
visible almost to the chimney-top. Mecantime, the gleam
of the old kitchen would be chased out of the cob-
webbed corners, and away from the dusky cross-beams
overhead, and dniven nobody could tell whither, while
Peter smiled Iike a gladsome man, and Tabitha seemed
a picture of comfortable age. All this, of course, was but
an emblem of the bnght fortune which the destruction
of the house would shed upon its occupants

While the dry pine was flaming and crackling, like an
wrregular discharge of fairy musketry, Peter sat looking
and listening, 1 a pleasant state of evcitement But,
when the brnef blaze and uproar were succceded by the
dark-red glow, the substantial heat, and the deep singing
sound, which were to last throughout the eveming, his
humor became talkative One might, the hundredth time,
he teased Tabitha to tell lum something new about his
great-granduncle

“You have been sithng in that clumney-comner fifty-
five years, old Tabby, and must have heard many a tra-
dition about him,” said Peter “Did not you tell me
that, when you first came to the house, there was an old
woman sitting where you sit now, who had been house-
keeper to the famous Peter Goldthwaite?”

“So there was, Mr Peter,” answered Tabitha, “and
she was near about a hundred years old She used to say
that she and old Peter Goldthwaite had often spent a
sociable evening by the kitchen fire~—pretty much as you
and I are doing now, Mr Peter ”

“The old fellow must have resembled me m more
pomts than one,” said Peter, complacently, “or he never
would have grown so nch But, methnks, he might have
mvested the money better than he did—no interest!—
nothing but good secunty'—and the house to be tom
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down to come at it! What made Ium hide it so snug,
Tabby?” ‘

“Because he could not spend it,” said Tabitha; “for
as often as he went to unlock the chest, the Old Scratch
came behind and caught his arm. The money, they say,
was paid Peter out of his purse; and he wanted Peter to
give him a deed of this house and land, which Peter swore
he would not do.” '

“Just as I swore to John Brown, my old partner,” re-
marked Peter. “But this is all nonsense, Tabby! I don’t
beheve the story.”

“Well, it may not be just the truth,” said Tabitha; “for
some folks say that Peter did make over the house to the
Old Scratch, and that’s the reason it has always been so
unlucky to them that lived in it. And as soon as Peter had
gwen him the deed, the chest flew open, and Peter
caught up a handful of the gold. But, lo and beholdt—
there was nothing in his fist but a parcel of old rags.”

“Hold your tongue, you silly old Tabby!” cned Peter
m great wrath “They were as good golden gumeas as ever
bore the effigies of the king of England It seems as if I
could recollect the whole circumstance, and how I, or old
Peter, or whoever 1t was, thrust in my hand, or his hand,
znd drew 1t out all of a blaze with gold. Old rags, in-

eed!”

But 1t was not an old woman’s legend that would dis-
courage Peter Goldthwaite All might long he slept among
pleasant dreams, and awoke at dayhght with a joyous
throb of the heart, which few are fortunate enough to
feel beyond their boyhood. Day after day he labored hard
without wasting a moment, except at meal times, when
Tabitha summoned him to the pork and cabbage, or
such other sustenance as she had picked up, or Provi-
dence had sent them. Bemng a truly pious man, Peter
never failed to ask a blessing, if the food were none of
the best, then so much the more eamestly, as 1t was more
needed,—nor to return thanks, if the dinner had been
scanty, yet for the good appetite, which was better than
a sick stomach at a feast. Then did he hurry back to his
toll, and, in a moment, was lost to sight m a cloud of dust
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from the old walls, though sufficiently perceptible to the
car by the clatter which he raised in the midst of it How
enviable is the consciousness of being usefully employed!
Nothing troubled Pcter, or nothing but those phantoms
of the mind wlhich seem like vague recollections, yet
have also the aspect of presentiments. He often paused,
with Tus axc uphfted 1 the ar, and sad to himsclf,—
“Peter Goldthwaite, did you never strke lus blow be-
fore?”—or, “Peter, what nced of tearing the whole house
down? Think a little while, and you will remember where
the gold 1s lndden.”” Days and wecks passed on, however,
without any rcmarkable discovery. Somctimes, indeed,
a lean, gray rat peeped forth at the lean, gray man, won-
dering what devil had got nto the old house, which had
always been so peaceable till now. And, occasionally,
Peter sympathized with the sorrows of a female mouse,
who had brought five or six pretty, little, soft and dchcate
young oncs into the world just in Ume to sce them
crushed by 1its rwin. But, as yet, no treasurc!

By this time, Peter, bemng as determined as FFate and
as diligent as Time, had made an cnd with the upper-
most regions, and got down to the sccond story, where
he was busy 1 one of the front chambers. I1 had formerly
been the stale bed-chamber, and was honored by tradi-
tion as the slecping apartment of Governor Dudley, and
many other cminent guests. The furmture was gone.
There were remnants of faded and tattered paper-hang-
ings, but larger spaces of bare wall ornamented with char-
coal sketches, chiefly of people’s heads 1 profile. These
being specimens of Peter’s youthful gemus, it went more
to is hecart to obliteratc them than if they had been
picturcs on a church wall by Michael Angelo One sketch,
however, and that the best one, affected hun diffcrently.
It represented a ragged man, partly supporting himsclf
on a spade, and bending lus lean body over a hole 1n the
carth, with one hand extended to grasp something that
he had found. But closc bchind him, with a fiendish
laugh on Ius features, appeared a figure with horns, a
tufted tail, and a cloven hoof.

i‘Avaunt, Satan!” cried Peter, “The man shall have his
gold!”
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Uphfting his axe, he hit the horned gentleman such a
blow on the head as not only demolhshed him, but the
treasure-secker also, and caused the whole scene to vanish
Iike magic Moreover, his axe broke quite through the
plaster and laths, and discovered a cavity.

“Mercy on us, Mr Peter, are you quarrelling with the
Old Scratch?” said Tabitha, who was secking some fuel
to put under the pot

Without answening the old woman, Peter broke down
a further space of the wall, and laid open a small closet
or cupboard, on one side of the fireplace, about breast
high from the ground It contamned notlung but a brass
lamp, covered with verdigns, and a dusty piece of parch-
ment. While Peter mspected the latter, Tabitha seized
the lamp, and began to rub 1t with her apron.

“There 15 no use in rubbing 1t, Tabitha,” said Peter.
“It is not Aladdin’s lamp, though I take it to be a token
of as much luck Look here, Tabby!”

Tabitha took the parchment and held 1t close to her
nose, which was saddled with a pair of won-bound spec-
tacles But no sooner had she began to puzzle over i1t than
she burst mto a chucklmg laugh, holding both her hands
agamst her sides

“You can’t make a fool of the old woman!” cned she.
“This 15 your own handwnting, Mr. Peter! the same as
n the letter you sent me from Mexico.”

“There 1s certamly a considerable resemblance,” said
Peter, again examining the parchment. “But you know
yourself, Tabby, that this closet must have been plas-
tered up before you came to the house, or I came mto
the world. No, this 15 old Peter Goldthwaite’s wrnting,
these columns of pounds, shillings, and pence are lhis
figures, denoting the amount of the treasure, and this at
the bottom 15, doubtless, a reference to the place of con-
cealment But the mk has either faded or peeled off, so
that 1t 15 absolutely illegible 'What a pity!”

“Well, this lamp 15 as good as new. That’s some com-
fort,” said Tabitha.

“A lamp!” thought Peter. “That indicates hight on my
researches "

For the present, Peter felt more inchned to ponder on
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this discovery than to resume Ius labors After Tabitha
had gone down stairs, he stood poring over the parch-
ment, at onc of the front windows, which was so obscured
with dust that the sun could barely throw an uncertain
shadow of the cascment across the floor. Peter forced it
open, and looked out upon the great strect of the town,
while the sun looked mn at Ius old house The air, though
mild, and even warm, thnlled Peter as with a dash of
water.

It was the first day of the January thaw. The snow lay
decp upon the house-tops, but was rapidly dissolving
mto milions of water-drops, which sparkled downwards
through the sunshinc, with the noise of a summer shower
beneath the eaves Along the street, the trodden snow
was as hard and sohid as a pavement of white marble,
and had not yet grown moist 1n the spring-like tempera-
ture But when Peter thrust forth his head, he saw that
the mhabitants, 1f not the town, were already thawed out
by this warm day, after two or three wecks of winter
weather. It gladdened him—a gladness with a sigh
breathing through 1t—to sec the stream of ladies, gliding
along the shppery sidewalks, with their red checks sct
off by quited hoods, boas, and sable capes, like roscs
ammdst a new kind of fohage. The sleigh-bells yngled to
and fro continually sometimes announcing the arrival of
a sleigh from Vermont, laden with the frozen bodies of
porkers, or sheep, and perhaps a deer or two, sometimes
of a regular marketman, with chickens, gecse, and tur-
keys, compnsing the whole colony of a bam yard, and
sometimes of a farmer and his dame, who had come to
town partly for the nde, partly to go a-shoppmg, and
partly for the sale of some eggs and butter This couple
rode 1 an old-fashioned square sleigh, which had served
them twenty winters, and stood twenty summers mn the
sun beside therr door. Now, a gentleman and lady
skimmed the snow m an elegant car, shaped somewhat
hike a cockle-shell Now, a stage-sleigh, with ats cloth
curtamns thrust aside to admit the sun, dashed rapidly
down the street, whirling 1 and out among the vehicles
that obstructed its passage Now came, round a corner,
(the similitude of Noah’s ark on runners, bemng an 1m-
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mense open sleigh with seats for fifty people, and drawn
by a dozen horses This spacious receptacle was populous
with merry maids and merry bachelors, merry girls and
boys, and merry old folks, all alive with fun, and grnning
to the full width of their mouths. They kept up a buzz
of babbhing voices and low laughter, and sometimes
burst mto a deep, joyous shout, which the spectators
answered with three cheers, while a gang of roguish boys
let dnive their snowballs night among the pleasure party
The sleigh passed on, and, when concealed by a bend of
the street, was still audible by a distant cry of memment.

Never had Peter beheld a livehier scene than was con-
stituted by all these accessomes the brght sun, the
flashing water-drops, the gleaming snow, the cheerful
multitude, the vanety of rapid vehicles, and the jpngle
jangle of merry bells which made the heart dance to their
music. Nothing dismal was to be seen, except that peaked
piece of antiquity, Peter Goldthwaite’s house, which
might well look sad externally, simce such a ternble con-
sumption was preying on 1its msides And Peter’s gaunt
figure, half visible m the projecting second story, was
worthy of his house.

“Peter' How goes 1it, friend Peter?” cried a voice
across the street, as Peter was drawing 1 his head. “Look
out here, Peter!”

Peter looked, and saw his old partner, Mr John Brown,
on the opposite sidewalk, portly and comfortable, with
his furred cloak thrown open, disclosing a handsome
surtout beneath. His voice had directed the attention of
the whole town to Peter Goldthwaite’s window, and to
the dusty scarecrow which appeared at 1t.

“I say, Peter,” cried Mr. Brown agan, “what the dewil
are you about there, that I hear such a racket whenever
I pass by? You are repairng the old house, I suppose,—
making a new one of 1t,—eh?”

“Too late for that, I am afraid, Mr Brown,” replied
Peter. “If I make 1t new, 1t will be new mside and out,
from the cellar upwards.”

“Had not you better let me take the job?” said Mr.
Brown, significantly

“Not yet!” answered Peter, hastily shutting the win-

Y~
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dow, for, cver since he had been in scarch of the treas-
ure, he hated to have people stare at him.

As he drew back, ashamed of his outward poverty, yet
proud of the secret wealth within his grasp, a haughty
smile shone out on Peter’s visage, with preciscly the
effect of the dim sunbeams i the squald chamber. He
endeavored to assume such a mien as his ancestor had
probably worn, when he gloried in the bwlding of a
strong house for 2 home to many generations of his pos-
terity But the chamber was very dark to his snow-dazzled
eyes, and very dismal too, in contrast with the lving
scene that he had just looked upon Iis bricf ghmpse
into the street had given tum a forcible impression of the
manncr m which the world kept atself cheerful and pros-
perous by social pleasures and an tercourse of business,
while he, in seclusion, was pursumg an object that might
possibly be a phantasm, by a method which most people
would call madness It 1s one great advantage of a gre-
garous mode of life that each person rectifies his mind
by other minds, and squares lus conduct to that of his
neighbors, so as scldom to be lost in eccentnicaty. Peter
Goldthwaite had exposed limself to this influence by
merely looking out of the window. For a while, he
doubted whether there were any hidden chest of gold,
and, 1n that case, whether he was so exceedingly wise to
tear the house down, only to be convinced of its non-
existence.

But this was momcntary. Peter, the Destroyer, re-
sumed the task which fate had assigned him, nor faltered
again till 1t was accomplished In the course of his search,
he met with many things that are usually found n the
ruins of an old house, and also with some that are not.
What scemed most to the purpose was a rusty key, which
had been thrust mnto a chink of the wall, with a2 wooden
label appended to the handle, beanng the mmtals, P G.
Another smgular discovery was that of a bottle of wine,
walled up 1n an old oven A tradition ran in the family,
that Peter’s grandfather, a jovial officer in the old French
War, had set aside many dozens of the precious liquor
for the benefit of topers then unbom. Peter needed no
cordial to sustamn his hopes, and therefore kept the wme
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to gladden his success Many halfpence did he pick up,
that had been lost through the cracks of the floor, and
some few Spanish coms, and the half of a broken six-
pence, which had doubtless been a love token. There was
likewise a silver coronation medal of George the Thrd.
But old Peter Goldthwaite’s strong box fled from one
dark corner to another, or otherwise eluded the second
Peter's clutches, till, should he seek much farther, he
must burrow mto the earth.

We will not follow him in his trrumphant progress,
step by step Suffice 1t that Peter worked like a steam-
engme, and fimished, m that one winter, the job which
all the former inhabitants of the house, with time and
the elements to aid them, had only half done m a cen-
tury Except the kitchen, every room and chamber was
now gutted. The house was nothing but a shell,-~the
appantion of a house,—as unreal as the pamnted edifices
of a theatre. It was hike the perfect nnd of a great cheese,
in which a mouse had dwelt and mbbled tll it was a
cheese no more And Peter was the mouse.

What Peter had torn down, Tabitha had burmned up,
for she wisely considered that, without a house, they
should need no wood to warm 1t, and theiefore economy
was nonsense Thus the whole house might be said to
have dissolved 1 smoke, and flown up among the clouds,
through the great black flue of the kitchen chimney. It
was an admurable parallel to the feat of the man who
jumped down his own throat

On the night between the last day of winter and the
fist of spnng, every chmk and cranny had been ran-
sacked, except within the precincts of the kitchen Ths
fated evening was an ugly one A snow-storm had set m
some hours before, and was still duven and tossed about
the atmosphere by a real hurricane, which fought agamst
the house as if the prince of the air, m person, were put-
ting the final stroke to Peter’s labors The framework
being so much weakened, and the inward props removed,
1t would have been no marvel if, 1n some stronger wrestle
of the blast, the rotten walls of the edifice, and all the
peaked roofs, had come crushing down upon the owner’s
head. He, however, was careless of the perl, but as wild
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and 1estless as the mght itsclf, or as the flame that quiv-
ered up the chimney at cach roar of the tempestuous
wind.

“The wme, Tabithal” hc cned “My grandfather’s
nch old winel We will drink it now!”

Tabitha arose from her smoke-blackened bench in the
chimney-corner, and placed the bottle before Peter, close
beside the old brass lamp, which had likewise been the
prize of his researches. Peter held it before his eyes, and,
looking through the hquid medium, beheld the kitchen
illuminated with a golden glory, which also cnveloped
Tabitha and gilded her silver hair, and converted her
mean garments mto robes of queenly splendor. It re-
minded lum of his golden dream.

“Mr. Peter,” remarked Tabitha, “must the wime be
drunk before the money is found?”

“The money is found!” exclaimed Peter, with a sort
of fierceness. “The chest is within my reach. T will not
sleep, till T have turned this key in the rusty lock. But,
first of all, let us dnnk!”

There being no corkscrew m the house, he smote the
neck of the bottle with old Peter Goldthwaite’s rusty
key, and decapitated the sealed cork at a single blow He
then filled two httle china teacups, which Tabitha had
brought from the cupboard. So clear and bnlhant was
this aged wine that it shone within the cups, and ren-
dered the spug of scarlet flowers, at the bottom of each,
more distinctly visible than when there had been no
wine there. Its nch and dehicate perfume wasted itself
round the kitchen

“Drmk, Tabitha!” cnied Peter. “Blessings on the hon-
est old fellow who set aside this good liquor for you and
mel And here’s to Peter Goldthwaite’s memory!”

“And good cause have we to remember him,” quoth
Tabitha, as she drank

How many years, and thiough what changes of fortune
and vaious calamty, had that bottle hoarded up ats
effervescent oy, to be quafted at last by two such boon
compamons! A portion of the happmess of the former
age had been kept for them, and was now set free, mn a
ciowd of 1ejoicing visions, to sport amd the storm and

I
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desolation of the present time. Until they have fimshed
the bottle, we must turn our eyes elsewhere.

It so chanced that, on this stormy mght, Mr John
Brown found himself ill at ease in his wire-cushioned
arm-charr, by the glowmng grate of anthracite which
heated his handsome parlor. He was naturally a good sott
of a man, and kind and pitiful whenever the misfortunes
of others happened to reach his heart through the padded
vest of his own prospenty. This evening he had thought
much about his old partner, Peter Goldthwaite, his
strange vagaries, and continual ill luck, the poverty of
his dwelling, at Mr. Brown’s last visit, and Peter’s crazed
and haggard aspect when he had talked with him at the
window.

“Poor fellowt” thought Mr. John Brown. “Poor; crack-
bramed Peter Goldthwaite! For old acquaintance’ sake
I ought to have taken care that he was comfortable this
rough winter ™

These feelings grew so powerful that, in spite of the
mclement weather, he resolved to visit Peter Goldthwaite
immediately The strength of the impulse was really sin-
gular Every shnek of the blast seemed a summons, ox
would have seemed so. had Mr. Brown been accustomed
to hear the echoes of lus own fancy in the wind. Much
amazed at such active benevolence, he huddled himself
m his cloak, muffled his throat and ears mn comforters
and handkerchiefs, and, thus fortified, bade defiance to
the tempest. But the powers of the amr had rather the
best of the battle Mr Brown was just weathenng the
corner, by Peter Goldthwaite’s house, when the humn
cane caught um off s feet, tossed him face downward
mto a snow bank, and proceeded to bury his protuberant
part beneath fresh dnfts There seemed little hope of his
reappearance earlier than the next thaw. At the same
moment his hat was snatched away, and whiled aloft
mto some far distant region, whence no tidings have as
yet returned.

Nevertheless Mr. Brown contrved to burrow a passage
through the snow-dnft, and, with his bare head bent
agamnst the storm, floundered onward to Peter’s door
There was such a creaking and groaning and ratthng,
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and such an ommous shaking throughout the crazy edi-
fice. that the loudest rap would have been inaudible to
those wathin He therefore entered, without ceremony,
and groped his way to the kitchen.

His intrusion, cven there, was unnoticed Peter and
Tabitha stood with their backs to the door, stooping over
a large chest, which, apparently, they had just dragged
from a cavity, or concealed closet, on the lcft side of the
chimney. By the lamp in the old woman’s hand, Mr,
Brown saw that the chest was barred and clamped with
iron, strengthened with won plates and studded with
iron nails, 50 as to be a fit receptacle in which the wealth
of one century might be hoarded up for the wants of
another. Peter Goldthwaite was mmserting a key into the
lock

“0O Tabitha!” cned he, with tremulous rapture, “how
shall I endure the effulgence? The goldi—the bright,
bright gold! Methinks 1 can remember my last glance at
it, just as the won-plated hd fell down. And ever since,
being seventy years, 1t has been blazing in sccret, and
gatheung its splendor against this glonious moment! It
will flash upon us hike the noonday sunt”

“Then shade your eyes, Mr. Peter’” said Tabitha, with
somewhat less patience than usual. “But, for mercy’s
sake, do turn the key!”

And, with a strong effort of both hands, Peter did
force the rusty key through the intricacies of the rusty
lock Mr. Brown, in the mean time, had drawn near, and
thrust hus eager visage between those of the other two, at
the mstant that Peter threw up the hd No sudden blaze
illuminated the kitchen.

“What's here?” exclaimed Tabitha, adjusting her spec-
tacles, and holding the lamp over the open chest “Old
Peter Goldthwaite’s hoard of 0ld rags.”

“Pretty much so, Tabby,” said Mr Brown, hfting a
handful of the treasure

Oh, what a ghost of dead and buncd wealth had Peter
Goldthwaite raised, to scare himself out of his scanty
wits withall Here was the semblance of an incalculable
sum, enough to purchase the whole town, and bumld
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every street anew, but which, vast as it was, no sane man
would have given a sohd sixpence for. What then, mn
sober eamnest, were the delusive treasures of the chest?
Why, here were old provincial bills of credit, and trcas-
ury notes, and bills of land, banks, and all other bubbles
of the sort, from the first 1ssue, above a century and a
half ago, down nearly to the Revolution Buills of a thou-
sand pounds were intermixed with parchment penmes,
and worth no more than they

“And this, then, 15 old Peter Goldthwaite’s treasure!”
said John Brown. “Your namesake, Peter, was something
Iike yourself, and, when the provincial currency had de-
preciated fifty or seventy-five per cent, he bought it up
m expectation of a nse. I have heard my grandfather say
that old Peter gave his father a mortgage of this very
house and land, to raise cash for s silly project But
the currency kept sinking, till nobody would take 1t as a
gift, and there was old Peter Goldthwaite, like Peter the
second, with thousands im Iis strong box and hardly a
coat to his back He went mad upon the strength of 1t
But, never mind, Peter! It 1s just the sort of capital for
building castles 1n the aw.”

“The house will be down about our ears!” cried Tabs-
tha, as the wind shook 1t with increasing violence.

“Let 1t fall’” said Peter, folding his arms, as he scated
himself upon the chest

“No, no, my old friend Peter,” said John Brown. “I
have house room for you and Tabby, and a safe vault for
the chest of treasure To-morrow we will try to come to
an agreement about the sale of this old house Real es-
tate 15 well up, and I could afford you a pretty handsome
price.”

“And I,” observed Peter Goldthwaite, with reviving
spints, “have a plan for laymng out the cash to great ad-
vantage ”

“Why, as to that,” muttered John Brown to himself,
“we must apply to the next court for a guardian to take
care of the solid cash, and if Peter mnsists upon specu-
lating, he may do it, to his heart’s content, with old
PerER GOLDTHWAITE'S TREASURE.”
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3
ENDICOTT
AND THE RED CROSS

!

AT noon ot an autumnal day, more than two centurnes
ago, the English colors were displayed by the standard-
bearer of the Salem trainband, which had mustered for
martial exercise under the orders of John Endicott It
was a period when the religious eules were accustomed
often to buckle on their armor, and prachse the handling
of theirr weapons of war. Since the first settlement of New
England, 1ts prospects had never been so dismal The
dissensions between Charles the First and his subjects
were then, and for several years afterwards, confined to
the floor of Parhament The measures of the King and
mmstry were rendered more tyrannically violent by an
opposition, which had not yet acquired sufficient con-
fidence 1 1its own strength to resist royal injustice with
the sword. The bigoted and haughty pnmate, Laud,
Archbishop of Canterbury, controlled the rehigious affairs
of the realm, and was consequently invested with powers
which might have wrought the utter rum of the two Pu-
nutan colonies, Plymouth and Massachusetts There 1s
evidence on record that our forefathers perceved therr
danger, but were resolved that then nfant country
should not fall without a struggle, even bencath the giant
strength of the King’s nght arm.

Such was the aspect of the times when the folds of
the English banner, with the Red Cross mn its field, were
flung out over a company of Puntans Their leader, the
famous Endicott, was a man of stem and resolute coun-
tenance, the effect of which was heightened by a gnzzled
beard that swept the upper portion of his breastplate.
Thus piece of armor was so hughly polished that the whole
surrounding scene had 1its image 1 the ghttenng steel
( The central object in the mirrored picture was an edifice
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of humble architecture with neither steeple nor bell to
proclaim 1t—what nevertheless 1t was—the house of
prayer. A token of the perils of the wilderness was seen
m the gnm head of a wolf, which had just been slam
within the precincts of the town, and according to the
regular mode of claiming the bounty, was nailed on the
porch of the meeting-house The blood was still plashing
on the doorstep There happened to be wisible, at the
same noontide hour, so many other charactenstics of the
times and manners of the Puntans, that we must
endeavor to represent them i a sketch, though far less
vividly than they were reflected m the pohshed breast-
plate of John Endicott.

In close vieimty to the sacred edifice appeared that
important engine of Puntamc authonty, the whipping-
post—wath the soil around 1t well trodden by the feet of
evil doers, who had there been disciplined At one corner
of the meeting-house was the pillory, and at the other the
stocks, and, by a singular good fortune for our sketch,
the head of an Episcopalian and suspected Cathohic was
grotesquely mcased 1 the former machine; while a fel-
low-cminal, who had boisterously quaffed a health to
the king, was confined by the legs mn the latter Side by
side, on the meeting-house steps, stood a male and a fe-
male figure. The man was a tall, lean, haggard personifi-
cation of fanaticism, bearng on lus breast this label,—
A WanrtoN GosprrLEr,—which betokened that he had
dared to give mterpretations of Holy Wnt unsanctioned
by the infallible judgment of the civil and rehgious
rulers Hhs aspect showed no lack of zeal to mamtam his
heterodoxies, even at the stake. The woman wore a cleft
stick on her tongue, 1n appropnate retnibution for having
wagged that unruly member aganst the elders of the
church; and her countenance and gestures gave much
cause to apprehend that, the moment the stick should be
removed, a repehition of the offence would demand new,
mgenwty m chastising it

The above-mentioned individuals had been sentenced
to undergo thewr vanous modes of ignommy, for the
space of one hour at noonday But among the crowd were
several whose pumishment would be lifelong; some,
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whosc ears had becn cropped, like those of puppy dogs;
others, whose cheeks had been branded with the intials
of therr musdemeanors, one, with his nostrils sht and
scared, and another, with a halter about his neck, which
he was forbidden ever to take off, or to conceal bencath
his garments Methinks he must have been grievously
tempted to affix the other end of the rope to some con-
venient beam or bough. There was likewise a young
woman, with no mean share of beauty, whose doom it
was to wear the letter A on the breast of her gown, m the
eyes of all the world and her own children And cven her
own children knew what that mitial sigmified Sporting
with her mfamy, the lost and desperate creature had em-
broidered the fatal token 1n scarlet cloth, with golden
thread and the nicest art of ncedlework; so that the cap-
ital A might have been thought to mean Admurable, or
anything rather than Adulteress

Let not the reader argue, from any of these evidences
of miquity, that the times of the Puritans were more
vicious than our own, when, as we pass along the very
street of this sketch, we discern no badge of infamy on
man or woman. It was thc policy of our ancestors to
scarch out even the most secret sins, and expose them to
shame, without fear or favor, mn the broadest light of the
noonday sun. Were such the custom now, perchance we
might find matenals for a no less piquant sketch than
the above

Except the malefactors whom we have described, and
the diseased or mfirm persons, the whole male popula-
tion of the ftown, between sixteen years and sixty, were
scen m the ranks of the tramband A few stately savages,
m all the pomp and digmty of the primeval Indian, stood
gazing at the spectacle Their flint-headed arrows were
but childish weapons compared with the matchlocks of
the Puntans, and would have rattled harmlessly agamnst
the steel caps and hammered mon breastplates which
inclosed ecach soldier mn an individual fortress, The
vahant John Endicott glanced with an eye of pnde at his
sturdy followers, and prepared to renew the martial toils
of the day.

“Come, my stout heartsl” quoth he, drawing his sword.
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“Let us show these poor heathen that we can handle our
weapons hhe men of might Well for them, if they put
us not to prove 1t mn earnest!”’

The 1ron-breasted company straightened their line, and
each man drew the heavy butt of s matchlock close to
tus left foot, thus awaiting the orders of the captan. But,
as Endicott glanced nght and left along the front, he
discovered a personage at some httle distance with whom
it behooved lnm to hold a parley It was an elderly gen-
tleman, wearmg a black cloak and band, and a high-
crowned hat, beneath which was a velvet skull-cap, the
whole being the garb of a Punitan mumster This reverend
person bore a staff which seemed to have been recently
cut 1n the forest, and his shoes were bemired as if he had
been travelling on foot through the swamps of the wilder-
ness. His aspect was perfectly that of a pilgnm, heght-
ened also by an apostolic dignity. Just as Endicott per-
ceived im he laid aside his staff, and stooped to dmnk
at a bubbling fountain which gushed mto the sunshine
about a score of yards from the comner of the meeting-
house But, ere the good man drank, he turned his face
heavenward in thankfulness, and then, holding back his
gray beard with one hand, he scooped up his simple
draught 1n the hollow of the other

“What, ho! good Mr Williams,” shouted Endicott.
“You are welcome back agamn to our town of peace. How
does our worthy Governor Winthrop? And what news
from Boston?”

“The Governor hath his health, worshipful Sir,” an-
swered Roger Willhams, now resurming his staff, and
drawmg ncar. “And for the news, here 15 a letter, which,
knowng I was to travel hitherward to-day, his Excellency
committed to my charge. Belike 1t contamns tidngs of
much mport, for a ship arnved yesterday from England.”

Mr Williams, the mumster of Salem and of course
known to all the spectators, had now reached the spot
where Endicott was standing under the banner of his
company, and put the Guvernor's epistle mto his hand.
The broad seal was impressed with Winthrop’s coat of
arms. Endicott hastily unclosed the letter and began to
read, while, as his eye passed down the page, a wrathful
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change came over his manly countenance. The blood
glowed through 1t, till 1t scemed to be hindling with an
mternal heat, nor was 1t unnatural to supposc that his
breastplate would likewsse bécome redhot with the an-
gry fire of the bosom which 1t covered. Arnving at the
conclusion, he shook the letter fiereely in his hand, so
that 1t rustled as loud as the flag above Ius hicad

“Black tidings these, Mr Williams,” said he; “blacker
never came to New England. Doubtless you know their
purport?”

“Yea, truly,” rephed Roger Williams; “for the Gov-
ernor consulted, respecting this matter, with my breth-
ren m the ministry at Boston, and my opinion was like-
wise asked And lus Excellency entreats you by me, that
the news be not suddenly noised abroad, lest the people
be stirred up unto some outbreak, and thereby give the
King and the Archbishop a handle agamnst us”

“The Governor 1s a wise man—a wise man, and a meek
and moderate,” said Endicott, sctting lus teeth gnmly.
“Nevertheless, I must do according to my own best judg-
ment There 1s neither man, woman, nor child in New
England, but has a concern as dcar as hfc in these tid-
mngs, and if John Endicott's voice be loud enough, man,
woman, and child shall hear them. Soldiers wheel 1nto
a hollow squarc! Ho, good people! Here are news for one
and all of you”

The soldiers closed m around their captain; and he and
Roger Williams stood together under the banner of the
Red Cross, while the women and the aged men pressed
forward, and the mothers held up their children to look
Endicott m the face A few taps of the drum gave signal
for silence and attention

“Fellow-soldiers,—fellow-exles,” began Endicott, speak-
ing under strong excitement, yet powerfully restram-
mg 1it, “wherefore did ye leave your native country?
Wherefore, I say, have we left the green and fertile ficlds,
the cottages. or, perchance, the old gray halls, where we
were born and bred, the churchyards where our fore-
fathers lie buried? Wherefore have we come hither to
set up our own tombstones i a wilderness? A howling
wilderness 1t 1s! The wolf and the bear meet us within



ENDICOTT AND THE RED CROSS 148

halloo of our dwellings. The savage heth in wait for us in
the dismal shadow of the woods. The stubborn roots of
the trees break our ploughshares, when we would il the
earth Our children cry for bread, and we must dig in the
sands of the sea-shore to satisfy them Whercefore, I say
agam, have we sought tlns country of a rugged soil and
wintry sky? Was it not for the cnjoyment of our civil
rights? Was it not for hiberty to worship God according
to our conscience?”

“Call you this hberty of conscience?” interrupted a
voice on the steps of the mecting-house

It was the Wanton Gospeller. A sad and quiet smile
fltted across the mld visage of Roger Williams But En-
dicott, 1n the excitement of the moment, shook his sword
wrathfully at the culpnt—an ommous gesture from a
man hike him

“What has thou to do with conscicnce, thou knave?”
cied he. “I said hiberty to worship God, not hcense to
profane and ndicule him. Break not m upon my speech,
or I will lay thce neck and heels till this time to-morrow!
Hearken to me, friends, nor heed that accursed rhapso-
dist. As I was sayng, we have sacnficed all things, and
have come to a land whereof the old world hath scarcely
heard, that we might make a new world unto ourselves,
and pamfully seck a path from hence to heaven But
what think ye now? This son of a Scotch tyrant—this
grandson of a Papistical and adulterous Scotch woman,
whose death proved that a golden crown doth not always
save an anonted head from the block”—

“Nay, brother, nay,” interposed Mr. Wilhams, “thy
words are not meet for a secret chamber, far less for a
public street ”

“Hold thy peace, Roger Wilhams!” answered Endicott,
mmperiously. “My spint 1s wiser than thine for the busi-
ness now m hand. I tell ye, fellow-exiles, that Charles of
England, and Laud, our bitterest persecvor, arch-priest
of Canterbury, are resolute to pursue us even hither.
They are taking counsel, saith this letter, 10 send over a
governor-general, in whose breast shall be deposited all
the law and equity of the land. They are minded, also,
to establish the idolatrous forms of Enghish Episcopacy;
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so that, when Laud shall kiss the Pope's toe, as cardimal
of Rome, he may deliver New England, bound hand and
foot, into the power of his master!”

A deep groan from the auditors,—a sound of wrath, as
well as fear and sorrow,—responded to this intclhgence.

“Look ye to 1it, brethren,” resumed Endicott, with in-
creasing energy. “If this king and tlus arch-prelate have
theirr will, we shall briefly behold a cross on the spire of
this tabernacle which we have builded, and a Iugh altar
within 1ts walls, with wax tapers burning round it at
noonday We shall hear the sacring bell, and the voices
of the Romush pricsts saymng the mass. But think ye,
Christian men, that these abominations may be suffered
without a sword drawn? without a shot fired? without
blood spilt, yea, on the very stams of the pulpit? No,—
be ye strong of hand and stout of heartl Here we stand
on our own soil, which we have bought with our goods,
which we have won with our swords, which wec have
cleared with our axes, which we have tilled with the
sweat of our brows, which we have sanchified with our
prayers to the God that brought us luther! Who shall
enslave us here? What have we to do with this mitred
prelate,—with this crowned king? What have we to do
with England?”

Endicott gazed round at the excited countenances of
the people, now full of lus own spit, and then tumed
fuddenly to the standard-bearer, who stood close behind
m

“Officer, lower your banner!” said he.

The officer obeyed, and, brandishing hus sword, Endi-
cott thrust i1t through the cloth, and, with his left hand,
rent the Red Cross completely out of thc banner. He
then waved the tattered ensign above his head

“Sacnilegious wretch!” cried the high-churchman in
the pillory, unable longer to restram himself, “thou hast
rejected the symbol of our holy rehgion!”

“Treason, treason'” roared the royalist in the stocks.
“He hath defaced the King’s banner!”

“Before God and man, I will avouch the deed,” an-
swered Endicott. “Beat a flounsh, drummer'—shout,
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soldiers and peoplel—in honor of the ensign of New Eng-
land Neither Pope nor Tyrant hath part in 1t now!”

With a cry of tnumph, the people gave their sanction
to one of the boldest exploits which our history records.
And forever honored be the name of Endicott! We look
back through the mist of ages, and recogmze mn the
rending of the Red Cross from New England’s banner
the first omen of that dehverance which our fathers con-
summated after the bones of the stern Pumntan had lam
more than a century m the dust.
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- Mosses from an Old Manse

THE BIRTHMARK

In the latter part of the last century there lived a man
of science, an emiment proficient 1 every branch of nat-
ural philosophy, who not long before our story opens
had made esperience of a spintual affinity more attrac-
tive than any chemical one. He had left s laboratory
to the care of an assistant, cleared his fine countenance
from the furnace smoke, washed the stam of acids from
s fingers, and persuaded a beautiful woman to become
his wife. In those days when the comparatively recent
discovery of electricity and other kindred mystenes of
Nature seemed to open paths mto the region of miracle,
It was not unusual for the love of science to mnval the
love of woman in its depth and absorbing energy. The
higher intellect, the imagination, the spint, and even the
heart might all find thewr congemal ahment in pursmits
which, as some of therr ardent votarnies believed, would
ascend from one step of powerful imtelhgence to another,
until the philosopher should lay lus hand on the secret
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of creative force and perhaps make new worlds for him.
self. We know not whether Aylmer posscssed this degree
of faith mn man’s ultimate conirol over Nature. He had
devoted himself, however, too unreservedly to scientific
studies ever to be weaned from them by any second pas-
sion Iis love for hus young wife might prove the stronger
of the two, but 1t could only be by mtertwining itself
with lus love of science, and uniting the strength of the
latter to Ius own

Such a union accordingly took place, and was attended
with truly remarkable conscquences and a deeply impres-
sive moral One day, very soon after therr marnage,
Aylmer sat gazing at lis wife with a trouble 1 lus coun-
tenance that grew stronger until he spoke.

“Georgiana,” said he, “has it never occurred to you
that the mark upon your cheek might be removed?”

“No, indeed,” said she, smhng; but percaving the
seriousness of his manner, she blushed deeply. “To tell
the truth it has been so often called a charm that I was
simple enough to imagine 1t might be so.”

“Ah, upon another face perhaps i1t might,” rephed her
husband, “but never on yours. No, dearest Georgiana, you
came so nearly perfect from the hand of Nature that this
slightest possible defect, which we hesitate whether to
term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the visible
mark of earthly imperfection.”

“Shocks you, my husband!” cried Georgiana, deeply-
hurt; at first reddeming with momentary anger, but then
bursting into tears *“Then why did you take me from my
mother’s side? You cannot love what shocks you!”

To explain this conversation 1t must be mentioned
that in the centre of Georgiana’s left check there was a
singular mark, deeply mnterwoven, as it were, with the
texture and substance of her face In the usual state of
her complexion—a healthy though delicate bloom—the
mark wore a tint of deeper crimson, which imperfectly
defined 1ts shape amid the surrounding rosiness. When
she blushed it gradually became more indistinct, and
finally vamshed amid the triumphant rush of blood that
bathed the whole check with its bnlhant glow But if any
shifing motion caused her to turn pale there was the



THE BIRTHMARK 149

mark agamn, a crimson stamn upon the snow, in what
Aylmer sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctuess.
Its shape bore not a little simlanty to the human hand,
though of the smallest pygmy size Georgiana’s lovers
were wont to say that some fairy at her birth hour had
laid her tiny hand upon the nfant’s cheek, and left this
impress there m token of the magic endowments that
were to give her such sway over all hearts Many a des-
perate swain would have risked Ife for the privilege of
pressmg his lips to the mystenious hand. It must not be
concealed, however, that the impression wrought by this
fairy sign manual varied exceedingly, according to the
difference of temperament in the beholders Some fastid-
10us persons—but they were exclusively of her own sex—
afirmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call it
quite destroyed the effect of Georgiana’s beauty, and
rendered her countenance even hideous But 1t would be
as reasonable to say that one of those small blue stans
which sometimes occur m the purest statuary marble
would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster Mascu-
line observers, if the birthmark did not heighten their
admiration, contented themselves with wishing it away,
that the world might possess one living specimen of ideal
loveliness without the semblance of a flaw. After his
marriage,—for he thought httle or nothing of the matter
before,—Aylmer discovered that this was the case with
himself.

Had she been less beautiful,-—1f Envy’s self could have
found aught else to sneer at—he mght have felt his
affection heightened by the prettiness of this mmic hand,
now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing forth again
and ghmmenng to and fro with every pulse of emotion
that throbbed within her heart, but seeing her otherwise
so perfect, he found this one defect grow more and more
intolerable with every moment of their umted hves. It
was the fatal flaw of humamty which Nature, 1n one
shape or another, stamps incffaceably on all her produc-
tons, either to imply that they are temporary and finite,
or that their perfection must be wrought by toil and
pan. The cnmson hand expressed the includible gnpe
m which mortality clutches the highest and purest of
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carthly mould, degrading them nto kindred with the
lowest, and even with the very brutes, hhe whom their
visible frames retwin o dust In this manner, sclecting
it as the symbol of lus wife’s liability 1o s, sorrow, de-
cay, and decath, Aylmer’s sombre imagination was not
long m rendenng the birthmark a frightful object, cauung
him more trouble and horror than cver Georgiana's
beauty, whether of soul or sense, had given i dehght

At all the scasons which should have been thewr hap-
piest, he imanably and without intending it, nay, m
spitc of a purposc to the contrary, reverted to tlus one
disastrous topic Tnfling as 1t at first appceared, 1t so con-
nected itsclf with nnumcrable trains of thought and
modes of feehng that it became the central pomt of all.
With the moming twilight Aylmer opened his cyes upon
hus wife’s face and recogmzed the symbol of imperfection,
and when they sat together at the cvenmg hearth lus
eycs wandered stealtlnly to her cheek, and beheld, flick-
cring with the blaze of the wood fire, the spectral hand
that wrotc mortality where he would fain have wor-
shipped Georgiana soon lcarned to shudder at lis gaze.
It needed but a glance with the pecubar expression that
his face often wore to change the roses of her check nto
a dcathlihe paleness, amid which the cnmson hand was
brought strongly out, hke a bass-rehcf of ruby on the
whitest marble

Late one might when the hights were growing dim, so
as hardly to betray thc stamn on the poor wife’s cheek,
she herself, for the first time, voluntanly took up the
subject

“Do you remember, my dear Aylmer,” smd she, with
a feeble attempt at a smile, “have you any recollection
of a dream last might about this odious hand?”

“None! none whatever!”” rephed Aylmer, starting, but
then he added, m a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake
of concealing the real depth of Tis emotion, “I mmight
well dream of it, for before I fell asleep it had taken a
pretty firm hold of my fancy.”

“And you did dream of 1t?” continued Georgiana,
hastily, for she dreaded lest a gush of tears should inter-
rupt what she had to say “A ternble dream! I wonder
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that you can forget it Is it possible to forget this one
expression?— Tt 1s 1 her heart now, we must have it
out” Reflect, my husband, for by all means I would have
you recall that dream.”

The mind 1s 1n a sad state when Sleep, the all-involv-
mg, cannot confine her spectres within the dim region of
her sway, but suffers them to break forth, affnghting this
actual hife with secrets that perchance belong to a deeper
one Aylmer now remembered his dream. He had fancied
himself with his servant Amunadab, attempting an oper-
ation for the removal of the birthmark, but the deeper
went the kmife, the deeper sank the hand, until at length
its tiny grasp appeared to have caught hold of Georgiana’s
heart, whence, however, her husband was 1nexorably
tesolved to cut or wrench it away.

When the dream had shaped itself perfectly i his
memory, Aylmer sat m his wife’s presence with a guilty
feehng Truth often finds its way to the mind close
muffled m robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncom-
promising directness of matters mn regard to which we
practise an unconscious self-deception during our waking
moments Until now he had not been aware of the tyran-
mzing mfluence acquired by one 1dea over his mind, and
of the lengths which he mmght find m s heart to go for
the sake of giving himself peace

“Aylmer,” resumed Geoigiana, solemnly, “I know not
what may be the cost to both of us to nd me of this fatal
birthmark Perhaps 1its removal may cause cureless de-
formity, or 1t may be the stam goes as deep as hfe itself.
Agam do we know that there 1s a possibility, on any
terms, of unclasping the firm gnpe of this hittle hand
which was laid upon me before I came imnto the world?”

“Dearest Georgana, I have spent much thought upon
the subject,” hastly mterrupted Aylmer. “I am con-
vinced of the perfect practicabihity of its removal.”

“If there be the remotest possibility of it,” continued
Georgiana, “let the attempt be made at whatever nsk.
Danger 1s nothing to me, for hfe, while this hateful mark
makes me the object of your horror and disgust,—life 1s
a burden which I would fling down with joy. Either re-
move this dreadful hand, or take my wretched hfe! You
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dark bosom of the ecarth Here, too, at an earher period,
he had studied the wonders of the human frame, and
attempted to fathom the very process by which Nature
assumilates all her precious influences from earth and
ai, and from the spintual world, to create and foster
man, her masterpiece The latter pursmt, however, Ayl-
mer had Jong laid aside i unwilling recogmtion of the
truth—against which all seekers sooner or later stumble
—that our great creative Mother, while she amuses us
with apparently working in the broadest sunshine, 15 yet
severely careful to keep her own secrets, and, m spite of
her pretended openness, shows us nothing but results.
She permits us, mndeed, to mar, but seldom to mend,
and, like a jealous patentee, on no account to make. Now,
however, Aylmer resumed these half-forgotten vestr-
gations, not, of course, with such hopes or wishes as first
suggested them; but because they mvolved much physio-
logical truth and lay in the path of his proposed scheme
for the treatment of Georgiana

As he led her over the threshold of the laboratory,
Georgiana was cold and tremulous. Aylmer looked cheer-
fully into her face, with intent to reassure her, but was
so startled with the intense glow of the birthmark upon
the whiteness of her cheek that he could not re-
stramn a strong convulsive shudder His wife famnted.

“Ammadabl Ammadab’’ shouted Aylmer, stamping
violently on the floor

Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a
man of low stature, but bulky frame, with shaggy hair
hanging about his visage, which was gnmed with the
vapors of the furnace. This personage had been Aylmer’s
underworker durmg his whole scientific career, and was
admirably ftted for that office by his great mechanical
readmess, and the skill with which, while mcapable of
comprehending a smgle prmeiple, he executed all
the detalls of s master’s expenments With lus vast
strength, Tus shaggy hair, s smoky aspect, and the -
describable earthiness that incrusted him, he seemed to
represent man’s physical nature, while Aylmer’s slender
figure, and pale, ntellectual face, were no less apt a type
of the spintual element.
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“Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab,”
said Aylmer, “and burn a pastill”

“Yes, master,” answered Amimadab, looking intently
at the hifeless form of Georgiana, and then he muttered
to himself, “If she were my wife, I'd never part with that
birthmark ”

When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found
herself breathing an atmosphere of penctrating fragrance,
the gentle potency of which had recalled her from her
deathlike fantness. The scene around her looked like
enchantment Aylmer had converted those smoky, dingy,
sombre rooms, where he had spent his brightest years
recondite purswits, mto a senes of beautiful apartments
not unfit to be the secluded abode of a lovely woman.
The walls were hung with gorgeous curtains, which im-
parted the combination of grandeur and grace that no
other species of adornment can achieve, and as they fell
from the ceiling to the floor, their nch and ponderous
folds, concealing all angles and straight lines, appeared
to shut mn the sccne from mfimte space. For aught
Georgiana knew, 1t mught be a pavilion among the
clouds And Aylmer, excluding the sunshine, which
would have nterfered with his chemical processes, had
supphied 1its place with perfumed lamps, emitting flames
of vanous hue, but all umting 1n a soft, impurpled radi-
ance. He now knelt by his wafe’s side, watching her ear-
nestly, but without alarm, for he was confident in his
science, and felt that he could draw a magic circle round
her within which no evil might ntrude.

“Where am I? Ah, I remember,” said Georgiana,
famtly, and she placed her hand over her cheek to hide
the ternble mark from her husband’s eyes

“Fear not, dearest!” exclaimed he. “Do not shnnk
from me! Believe me, Georgiana, I even rejoice mn this
single imperfection, smece 1t will be such a rapture to
remove 1t "’

“Oh, spare me!” sadly replied lis wife “Pray do

not look at it agam I never can forget that convulsive
shudder ”

In order to soothe Georguana, and, as it were, to re-
lease her mind, from the burden of actual things, Aylmer
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now put in practice some of the light and playful secrets
which science had taught him among its profounder lore.
Ay figures, absolutely bodiless 1deas, and forms of
unsubstantial beauty came and danced before her, 1m-
prmting their momentary footsteps on beams of light
Though she had some mdistinct 1dea of the method of
these optical phenomena, still the illusion was almost
perfect enough to warrant the belief that her husband
possessed sway over the spintual world Then agamn,
when she felt a wish to look forth from her seclusion,
mmmediately, as if her thoughts were answered, the pro-
cession of external existence flitted across a screen The
scenery and the figures of actual life were perfectly rep-
resented, but with that bewitching, yet indescribable dif-
ference which always makes a picture, an 1mage, or a
shadow so much more attractive than the original When
weanied of this, Aylmer bade her cast her eyes upon a
vessel contaiming a quantity of earth She did so, with
httle mterest at first, but was soon startled to perceive
the germ of a plant shooting upward from the soil. Then
came the slender stalk, the leaves gradually unfolded
themselves, and ammd them was a perfect and lovely
flower

“It 15 magical’”” cried Georgiana “I dare not touch
lt k24

“Nay, pluck 1t,” answered Aylmer,—“pluck it, and
inhale 1ts brief perfume while you may. The flower will
wither m a few moments and leave nothing save its
brown seed vessels, but thence may be perpetuated a
race as ephemeral as 1tself.”

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than
the whole plant suffered a blight, 1ts leaves turning coal-
black as if by the agency of fire

“There was too powerful a stimulus,” said Aylmer,
thoughtfully.

To make up for this abortive expeniment, he proposed
to take her portrait by a scientufic process of his own 1n-
vention It was to be effected by rays of light stnking
upon a polished plate of metal Georgiana assented, but,
on looking at the result, was affnghted to find the fea-
tures of the portrait blurred and indefinable, while the
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'mmute figure of a hand appeared where the cheek
should have been Aylmer snatched the metallic plate
and threw 1t into a jar of corrosive acid

Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures In
the 1intervals of study and chemical expeniment he came
to her flushed and exhausted, but seemed invigorated by
her presence, and spoke m glowing language of the re-
sources of his ait. He gave a history of the long dynasty
of the alchemists, who spent so many ages in quest
of the universal solvent by which the golden pmnciple
might be ehcited from all things vile and base. Aylmer
appeared to beheve that, by the plamest scientific logic,
it was altogether within the himits of possibility to dis-
cover this long-sought medium, “but,” he added, “a
philosopher who should go deep enough to acquire the
power would attam too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the
exercise of 1t” Not less singular were his opimmons m
regard to the elmur vite He more than mtimated that it
was at his option to concoct a hquid that should prolong
life for years, perhaps interminably, but that it would
produce a discord i Nature which all the world, and
chiefly the quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find
cause to curse.

“Aylmer, are you in earnest?” asked Georgiana, look-
mng at him with amazement and fear “It 1s termble to
possess such power, or even te~dream of possessing 1it.”

“Oh, do not tremble, my love,” said her husband. “I
would not wrong either you or myself by working such
mharmonious effects upon our lives; but I would have
you consider how tnfling, in companson, 15 the skill
requisite to remove this httle hand ”

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual,
shrank as i1f a redhot wron had touched her cheek.

Agamn Aylmer apphed himself to his labors She could
hear his voice m the distant furnace room giving direc-
tions to Aminadab, whose harsh, uncouth, misshapen
tones were audible 1n response, more like the grunt or
growl of a brute than human speech. After hours of
absence, Aylmer reappeared and proposed that she
should now examine his cabinet of chemical products
and natural treasures of the earth. Among the former he
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showed her a small vial, in which, he remarked, was con-
tammed a gentle yet most powerful fragrance, capable of
mmpregnating all the breezes that blow across a kingdom
They were of mestimable value, the contents of that
little vial, and, as he said so, he threw some of the per-
fume into the ar and flled the room with prercing and
mwigorating dehght

“And what 1s this?” asked Georgiana, pomnting to a
small crystal globe contaimming a gold-colored hiquid “It
15 so beautiful to the eye that I could imagme it the
clxir of life ”

“In one sense 1t 15, rephed Aylmer, “or, rather, the
eloar of immortahity It is the most precious poison that
ever was concocted i this world. By 1its aid I could ap-
portion the hifetime of any mortal at whom you might
pomt your finger. The strength of the dose would deter-
mine whether he were to linger out years, or drop dead
in the midst of a breath No king on lus guarded throne
could keep his life 1if I, m my private station, should
deem that the welfare of mlhons justified me mn deprv-
mg him of it~

“Why do you keep such a terrific drug?” mqured
Georgiana 1n horror

“Do not mstrust me, dearest,” said her husband,
smiling, “ats wvirtuous potency 1s yet greater than afs
harmful one. But see! here 15 a powerful cosmetic ' With
a few drops of this in a vase of water, freckles may be
washed away as easily as the hands are cleansed A
stronger infusion would take the blood out of the cheek,
and leave the rosiest beauty a pale ghost”

“Is 1t with this lotion that you intend to bathe my
cheek?”” asked Georgiana, anxiously ’

“Oh, no,” hastily replied her husband, “this 15 merely
superficial. Your case demands a remedy that shall go
deeper ”

In his nterviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally
made minute mnquiries as to her sensations and whether
the confinement of the rooms and the temperature of
the atmosphere agreed with her. These questions had
such a particular dnft that Georgiana began to comjec-
ture that she was already subjected to certan physical



158 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

mfluences, either breathed m with the fragrant am or
taken with her food She fancied likewsse, but it might
be altogether fancy, that there was a stimng up of her
system—a strange, mdefinite sensation creeping through
her vems, and tinghng, half panfully, half pleasurably,
at her heart. Still, whenever she dared to look into the
murror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and
with the cnmson birthmark stamped upon her cheek.
Not even Aylmer now hated 1t so much as she.

To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband
found 1t necessary to devote to the processes of combina-
tion and analysis, Georgiana turned over the volumes of
his scientific Iibrary In many dark old tomes she met
with chapters full of romance and poetry They were the
works of the philosophers of the muddle ages, such as
Albertus Magnus, Cornelius Agnppa, Paracelsus, and
the famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head.
All these antique naturalists stood 1n advance of therr
centuries, yet were imbued with some of their credulity,
and therefore were believed, and perhaps imagmed
themselves to have acquired from the mvestigation of
Nature a power above Nature, and from physics a sway
over the spintual world Hardly less curious and imagk-
native were the early volumes of the Transactions of the
Royal Society, mn which the members, knowing httle of
the Iimits of natural possibihty, were continually record-
g wonders or proposimng methods whereby wonders
mght be wrought

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a
large folio from her husband’s own hand, m which he
had recorded every expernnment of his scientific career,
its onginal aim, the methods adopted for its develop-
ment, and 1its final success or failure, with the circum-
stances to which either event was attributable The book,
m truth, was both the listory and emblem of his ardent,
ambitious, imagmative, yet practical and laborious hfe
He handled physical details as if there were nothing be-
yond them, yet spmtualized them all, and redeemed
himself from matenalism by his strong and eager aspira-
tion towards the ifimte. In his grasp the venest clod of
carth assumed a soul. Georgiana, as she read, reverenced

1
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Aylmer and loved lmm more profoundly than ever, but
with a less entire dependence on his judgment than
heretofore. Much as he had accomplished, she could not
but observe that his most splendid successes were almost
invanably failures, if compared with the ideal at which
he aimed. His bnghtest diamonds were the merest peb-
bles, and felt to be so by himself, in companson with
the nestimable gems which lay hidden beyond his
reach The volume, nch with achievements that had won
renown for its author, was yet as melancholy a record as
ever mortal hand had penned. It was the sad confession
and continual exemphfication of the shortcomings of the
composite man, the spint burdened with clay and work-
mg m matter, and of the despair that assails the higher
nature at finding itself so miserably thwarted by the
earthly part Perhaps every man of gemwus mn whatever
sphere might recogmize the mmage of his own expenience
m Aylmer’s journal.

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that
she laid her face upon the open volume and burst into
tears. In this situation she was found by her husband.

“It 15 dangerous to read mn a sorcerer’'s books,” said
he, with a smile, though his countenance was uneasy and
displeased  “Georgiana, there are pages m that volume
which I can scarcely glance over and keep my senses.
Take heed lest 1t prove as detnmental to you.”
h“It has made me worship you more than ever,’
she

“Ah, wait for this one success,” rejomned he, “then
worship me 1f you will. I shall deem myself hardly un-
worthy of 1t But come, I have sought you for the luxury
of your voice. Sing to me, dearest.”

So she poured out the hiquid music of her voice to
quench the thirst of Tus spmt He then took his leave
with a boyish exuberance of gayety, assuring her that her
seclusion would endure but a httle longer, and that the
tesult was already certam. Scarcely had he departed
when Georgiana felt wresistibly impelled to follow him
She had forgotten to mform Aylmer of a symptom which
for two or three hours past had begun to excite her
attention. It was a sensation 1n the fatal birthmark, not

H

said
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pamful, but which induced a restlessness throughout her
system. Hastening after her husband, she intruded for
the first time nto the laboratory.

The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace,
that hot and fevenish worker, with the mtcnse glow of
its fire, which by the quantities of soot clustered above
it scemed to have been burming for ages. There was a
distilling apparatus mn full operation Around the room
were retorts, tubes, cylinders, crucibles, and other appa-
ratus of chemical.research. An electrical machme stood
recady for mmmediate use. The atmosphere felt oppres-
sively close, and was tamnted with gaseous odors which
had been tormentcd forth by the processes of scicnce.
The scvere and homely simpheity of the apartment,
with 1ts naked walls and brick pavement, looked strange,
accustomed as Georglana had become to the fantastic
elegance of her boudow. But what chiefly, indeed almost
solely, drew her attention, was the aspect of Aylmer
himself.

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and hung
over the furnace as if 1t depended upon his utmost
watchfulness whether the hquid which 1t was distilling
should be the draught of mmmortal happmess or musery.
How diffcrent from the sanguinc and joyous mucn that
he had assumed for Georgiana's encouragement!

“Carefully now, Aminadab, carefully, thou human
machme, carcfully, thou man of clay!” muttered Aylmer,
morc to himself than lis assistant. “Now, 1if there be a
thought too much or too hittle, 1t 15 all over.”

“Ho! ho!” mumbled Aminadab “Look, master' look!”

Aylmer raised lus eyes hastily, and at first reddened,
then grew paler than ever, on beholding Georgiana. He
rushed towards her and seized her arm with a gnipe that
left the print of tus fingers upon 1it.

“Why do you come hither? Have you no trust m your
husband?” cried he, impetuously. “Would you throw the
blight of that fatal birthmark over my labors? It 15 not
well done Go, prying woman, gol” )

“Nay, Aylmer,” smd Georgiana with the firmness of
which she possessed no stinted endowment, “it 15 not
you that have a nght to complam. You mustrust your
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wife, you have concealed the anxiety with which you
watch the development of this expeniment. Think not so
unworthily of me, my husband Tell me all the nsk we
run, and fear not that I shall shrink, for my share in 1t 15
far less than your own”

“No, no, Georgianal” said Aylmer, impatiently; “it
must not be”

“I submut,” replied she calmly “And, Aylmer, I shall
quaff whatever draught you bring me, but 1t will be on
the same principle that would induce me to take a dose
of poison if offered by your hand.”

“My noble wife,” said Aylmer, deeply moved, “I knew
not the height and depth of your nature until now.
Nothing shall be concealed Know, then, that this crim-
son hand, superficial as 1t seems, has clutched its grasp
into your being with a strength of which I had no prewi-
ous conception. I have already admimistered agents pow-
erful enough to do aught except to change your entire
physical system Only one thing remains to be tred If
that fail us we are rumed.”

“Why did you hesitate to tell me this?” asked she

“Because, Georgiana,” said Aylmer, m a low voice,
“there 15 danger.”

“Danger? There 1s but one danger—that this hornble
stigma shall be left upon my cheek!” cned Georgiana.
“Remove 1t, remove 1t, whatever be the cost, or we shall
both go mad!”

“Heaven knows your words are too true,” sad Aylmer,
sadly “And now, dearest, rcturn to your boudorr In a
hittle while all will be tested.”

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a
solemn tenderness which spoke far more than his words
how much was now at stake. After lus departure Geor-
glana became rapt in musings She considered the char-
acter of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at any
previous moment Her heart ewulted, while 1t trembled,
at us honorable love—so pure and lofty that it would
accept nothing less than perfection nor miserably make
itself contented with an earthher nature than he had
dreamed of She felt how much more precious was such
a sentiment than that meaner kind which would have



162 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

borne with the imperfection for her sake, and have been
guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its perfect
'idea to the level of the actual, and with her whole spint
she prayed that, for a single moment, she might satisfy
his highest and deepest conception. Longer than one
moment she well knew 1t could not be, for Ius spint was
ever on the march, cver ascending, and cach instant
required something that was beyond the scope of the
mstant before

The sound of her husband’s footsteps aroused her. He
bore a crystal goblet contamming a hquor colorless as
water, but bnght enough to be the draught of mmmor-
tality. Aylmer was pale, but 1t scemed rather the conse-
quence of a lghly-wrought state of mind and tension of
spuit than of fear or doubt.

“The concoction of the draught has been perfect,”
said he, mn answer to Georgiana’s look. “Unless all my
science have deceived me, 1t cannot fail.”

“Save on your account, my dearcst Aylmer,” observed
his wife, “I might wish to put off this birthmark of mor-
tality by relinquishing mortality itself m preference to
any other mode Lafe 1s but a sad possession to those who
have attamned precisely the degree of moral advancement
at which I stand Were I weaker and bhinder 1t might be
happiness Were I stronger, it mught be endured hope-
fully. But, being what I find myself, methinks I am of
all mortals the most fit to die”

“You are fit for heaven without tasting death!” re-
phied her husband “But why do we speak of dymng? The
draught cannot fail Behold its effect upon this plant.”

On the window seat there stood a geranium diseased
with yellow blotches, which had overspread all its leaves
Aylmer poured a small quantity of the hqud upon the
soll m which it grew. In a hitle time, when the roots of
the plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly
blotches began to be extinguished m a living verdure.

“There needed no proof,” said Georgiana, quietly
“Give me the goblet I joyfully stake all upon your
word "’

“Drnk, then, thou lofty creaturel” exclaimed Aylmer,
with fervid admiration “There 15 no tamnt of imperfec-
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tion on thy spint. Thy sensible frame, too, shall soon
be all perfect.”

She quaffed the hiquid and returned the goblet to his
hand.

“It 1s grateful,” said she with a placid smile “Me-
thinks it 15 Tike water from a heavenly fountamn; for it
contains I know not what of unobtrusive fragrance and
deliciousness It allays a fevensh thirst that had parched
me for many days Now, dearest, let me sleep My
earthly senses are closing over my spint hike the leaves
around the heart of a rose at sunset ”

She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as
if 1t requred almost more energy than she could com-
mand to pronounce the famnt and lingenng syllables.
Scarcely had they loitered through her lips ere she was
lost 1n slumber Aylmer sat by her side, watching her
aspect with the emotions proper to a man the whole
value of whose existence was mvolved m the process now
to be tested Mingled with this mood, however, was the
philosophic 1nvestigation charactenistic of the man of
science Not the mmnutest symptom escaped him. A
heightened flush of the cheek, a shght iuregulanty of
breath, a quiver of the eyehd, a hardly perceptible
tremor through the frame,—such were the details which,
as the moments passed, he wrote down 1 his folio vol-.
ume. Intense thought had set its stamp upon every pre-
vious page of that volume, but the thoughts of years were
all concentrated upon the last.

While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at
the fatal hand, and not without a shudder. Yet once, by
a strange and unaccountable impulse, he pressed it with
his Tips. His spiit recoiled, however, mn the very act, and
Georgiana, out of the mudst of her deep sleep, moved
uneasily and murmured as if m remonstrance Agam
Aylmer resumed his watch Nor was 1t without avail
The crimson hand, which at first had been strongly vis-
ible upon the marble paleness of Georgiana’s cheek, now
grew more famtly outhined She remamed not less pale
than ever, but the birthmark, with every breath that
came and went, lost somewhat of its former distinctness
Its presence had been awful, 1ts departure was more
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awful still. Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out ot
the sky, and you will know how that mystcrious symbol
passed away.

“By Heaven! it is wellnigh goncl” said Aylmer to
himsclf, in almost irrepicssible ccstasy. “I can scarcely
trace it now. Success! success! And now it is like the
famicst rose color, The lightest flush of blood across her
check would oveicome 1t, But she is so palet”

Ile drew aside the window enrtain and suffered the
light of natural day to fall into thc room and rest upon
her cheek. At the same time he heard a gross, hoarse
chuckle, which he had long known as his servant Amma-
dal’s expression of delight,

“Al, clod! ah, carthly masst” cried Aylmer, laughing
m a sorl of fienzy, “you have scrved me welll Matter and
spirit—carth and heaven—have both done thar part m
this! Laungh, thing of the senses! You have carned the
right 1o laugh.”

These exclamations broke  Georgiana’s  sleep.  She
slowly unclosed her cyes and. gazed nto the mirror
which her husband had arranged for that purpose. A
famt snule flitted over her lips when she recogmzed how
barely perceptible was now that crimson hand which had
once blased forth with such disastrous biilliancy as to
scarc away all their happiness. But then her eyes sought
Aylmer's face with a {rouble and anaiety that he could
by no mecans account for.

“My poor Aylmer!” murmured she.

“Poor? Nay, richest, happicst, most favored!” cx-
claimed he. “My peerless bride, it is suceessfull You are
perfeett” :

“My poor Aylmer,” she repeated, with a more than
human tendemess, “you have aimed loftily; you have
donc¢ nobly. Do not repent that with so lugh and pure
a fechng, you have rejected the best the carth could
offer. Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dymng!”

Alas) 1t was too truel The fatal hand had grappled
with the mystery of life, and was the bond by which an
angclic spirit kept itsclf m union with a mortal frame.
As the last crimson tint of the birthmark—that sole



YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN 166

token of human imperfechon—faded from her cheek,
the parting breath of the now perfect woman passed mto
the atmosphere, and her soul, lingening a moment near
her husband, took 1ts heavenward flight Then a hoarse,
chuckling laugh was heard again! Thus ever does the
gross fatahty of earth exult in 1ts imvariable triumph
over the immortal essence which, i this dim sphere of
half development, demands the completeness of a higher
state Yet, had Aylmer reached a profounder wisdom, he
need not thus have flung away the happiness which
would have woven his mortal hife of the selfsame texture
with the celeshal The momentary circumstance was too
strong for hum, he failed to look beyond the shadowy
scope of time, and, living once for all mn etermty, to find
the perfect future 1n the present.

3t

YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN

Youne Goodman Brown came forth at sunset imnto the
street at Salem village, but put his head back, after
crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with
his young wife. And Faith, as the wife was aptly named,
thrust her own pretty head into the street, letting the
wind play with the pink nbbons of her cap while she
called to Goodman Brown.

“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather
sadly, when her lips were close to his ear, “pnthee put
off your journey until sunnse and sleep in your own bed
to-mght A lone woman 1s troubled with such dreams
and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes.
?ray tarry with me this might, dear husband, of all mghts
in the year.”

“My love and my Faith,” rephed young Goodman
Brown, “of all nights in the year, this one mght must I
tarry away from thee. My journey, as thou callest 1t, forth
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and back again, must nceds be done "twist now and sun-
nse What, my sweet, pretly wife, dost thou doubt me
alrcady, and we but three months married?”

“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink rib-
bons; “and may you find all well when you come back.”

“Amen!” cricd Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers,
dear Taith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will
come to thee”

So they parted, and the young man pursued lis way
until, bemg about to turn the corner by the mecting-
house, he looked back and saw the head of Tath still
peeping after lnm with 1 melancholy air, in spite of her
pmk ribbons.

“Poor httle Faith!” thought he, for Ins heart smote
him. “What a wretch am 1 to leave her on such an er-
rand! She talks of dreams, too Methought as she spole
there was trouble 1n her face, as if a dream had warned
her what work 15 to be done to-might. Bul no, no, 't
would Ml her to think at, Well, she’s a blessed angel on
cartl; and after tlus onc might I'll cling to her slarts and
follow her to heaven.”

With tlas exeellent resolve for the future, Goodman
Brown fclt lumsclf justificd i snaking more haste on us
present evil purpose e had taken a drearny road, dark-
cned by all the gloomest trees of the forest, winch
barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through,
and closed immedately belnd Tt was all as loncly as
could be, and there 1s this pecullanty i such a solitude,
that the traveller knows not who may be concealed by
the mnnumcrable trunks and the thick boughs overhead,
so that with loncly footsteps he may yet be passing
through an unseen multitude,

“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,”
said Goodman Brown to limsclf; and he glanced fear-
fully belund him as he added, “What if the devil him-
self should be at my very clbow!”

His head bemg turned back, he passed a crook of the
road, and, looking forward agamn, beheld the figure of a
man, m grave and decent attire, scated at the foot of an
old tree He arose at Goodman Brown'’s approach and
,Wwalked onward side by side with ham.

¥
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. “You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. “The clock
of the Old South was stnking as I came through Boston,
and that 15 full fifteen minutes agone”

“Faith kept me back a while,” rephed the young man,
with a tremor m his voice, caused by the sudden appear-
ance of his' companion, though not wholly unexpected.
. It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest m

that part of 1t where these two were journeying. As nearly
as could be discerned, the second traveller was about
fifty years old, apparently m the same rank of life as
Goodman Brown, and beanng a considerable resem-
blance to him, though perhaps more mn expression than
features. Still they might have been taken for father and
son And yet, though the elder person was as simply clad
as the younger, and as sumple i manner too, he had an
indescribable air of one who knew the world, and whe
would not have felt abashed at the governor’s dinner
table or m King William’s court, were 1t possible that
s affairs should call him thither But the only thing
about him that could be fixed upon as remarkable was
hus staff, which bore the likeness of a great black snake,
so curiously wrought that it mught almost be seen to
twist and wnggle itself hke a lhwving serpent This, of
course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by
the uncertain hght

“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller,
“this 15 a dull pace for the beginning of a journey. Take
my staff, 1f you are so soon weary.”

“Fniend,” said the other, exchanging hus slow pace for
a full stop, “having kept covenant by meeting thee here,
it 15 my purpose now to return whence I came. I have
scruples touching the matter thou wot’st of.”

“Sayest thou so?” rephed he of the serpent, smiling
apart. “Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we go;
and if T convince thee not thou shalt turn back. We are
but a little way 1n the forest yet”

“Too farl too far"”’ exclaimed the goodman, uncon-
sciously resummg tis walk. - “My father never went
mto the woods on such an errand, nor his tather be-
fore hum. We have been a race of honest men and good
Chnstians since the days of the martyrs; and shall I be
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the first of the name of Brown that cver took this path
and kept”—

“Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the
elder person, mterpreting hus pause. “Well said, Good-
man Brown! I have been as well acquamnted with your
farmly as with cver a one among the Puntans, and that's
no trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable,
when he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through
the strects of Salem; and it was I that brought your
father a pitch-pme knot, hindled at my own hearth, to
set firc to an Indian willage, in King Philip’s war They
were my good fricnds, both; and many a pleasant walk
have we had along this path, and returned mernly after
midmight. T would fain be friends with you for their
sake.”

“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I
rarvel they never spoke of these matters; or, venly, I
marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort would
have dniven them from New England. We are a people
ol prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such
wickedness ”

“Wickedness or noi,”” said the traveller with the
twisted staff, “I have a very general acquantance here
in New England The deacons of many a chuich have
drunk the communion wine with me, the sclectmen of
divers towns make me their chairman; and a majonty of
the Great and General Court are firm supporters of my
mterest The governor and I, too— But these are state
sccrets

“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare
of amazement at us undisturbed compamon. “IHowbet,
I have nothing to do with the governor and council, they
have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple hus-
bandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how
should I mect the eye of that good old man, our mims-
ter, at Salem willage? Oh, his voice would make me
tremble both Sabbath day and lecture day.”

Thus far the elder traveller had hstened with due
gravity, but now burst mnto a fit of irrepressible mirth,
shaking himself so violently that Ins snake-like staff actu-
ally seemed to wniggle 1n sympathy.
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. “Ha' ha! hal” shouted he again and again; then com-
posing limself, “Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on;
but, pnthee, don’t kill me with laughmg”

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Good-
man Brown, considerably nettled, “there 15 my wife,
Faith It would break her dear little heart, and I'd rather
break my own.”

“Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en
go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not for twenty
old women lhike the one hobbling before us that Faith
should come to any harm.”

As he spoke he ponted his staff at a female figure on
the path, m whom Goodman Brown recogmized a very
pous and exemplary dame, who had taught him his cat-
echism m youth, and was still lus moral and spmntual
adviser, jointly with the mmster and Deacon Gookin

“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far
in the wilderness at mightfall,” said he “But with your
leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods until
we have left this Chmsban woman behind Bemng a
stranger to you, she mught ask whom I was consorting
with and whither I was gomg.”

“Be 1t s0,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you the
woods, and let me keep the path”

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took
care to watch his compamon, who advanced softly along
the road until he had come within a staff’s length of the
old dame She, meanwhile, was making the best of her
way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and mum-
bling some 1ndistinct words—a prayer, doubtless—as she
went. The traveller put forth lis staff and touched her
withered neck with what seemed the serpent’s tail.

“The dewil™ screamed the pious old Iady.

“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old fuiend”” ob-
served the traveller, confronting her and leaning on his
wnthing stick.

“Ah, forsooth, and 1s 1t your worship mndeed?” cried
the good dame. “Yea, truly 1s 1t, and m the very image
of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of
the silly fellow that now 1s. But—would your worship
believe 1t?~—my broomstick hath strangely disappeared,
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stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged witch, Goody
Cory, and that, too, when I was all anomted with the
juice of smallage, and cmnquefoil, and wolf's bane”—

“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born
babe,” said the shape of old Goodman Brown.

“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old
lady, cackling aloud “So, as I was saying, being all ready
for the meeting, and no horse to nde on, I made up my
mind to foot 1t, for they tell me there 15 a mice young
man to be taken nto communmion to-might But now your
good worship will lend me your arm, and we shall be
there 1n a twinkling.

“That can hardly be,” answered her fniend. “I may
not spare you my aim, Goody Cloyse, but here is my
staff, if you will”’

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, per-
haps, 1t assumed life, bemng one of the rods which its
owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian magi Of this
fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take cognr
zance He had cast up his eyes mn astomshment, and,
looking down agam, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor
the serpentme staff, but this fellow-traveller alone, who
waited for Jum as calmly as if nothing had happened.

“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the
young man, and there was a world of meamng m this
simple comment.

They continued to walk onward, while the elder trav-
eller exhorted his companion to make good speed and
persevere 1n the path, discoursing so aptly that his argu-
ments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his
auditor than to be suggested by himself As they went,
he plucked a branch of maple to serve for a walking stick,
and began to stnp it of the twigs and hLttle boughs,
which were wet with eveming dew The moment his
fingers touched them they became strangely withered
and dned up as with a week’s sunshine. Thus the pair
proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, mn a
gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself

down on the stump of a tree and refused to go any
farther.
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“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up.
Not another step will I budge on this errand. What if a
wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil when I
thought she was gong to heaven 1s that any reason why
I should quit my dear Faith and go after her?”

“You will think better ot this by and by,” smd s
acquamtance, composedly. “Sit here and rest yourself a
while, and when you feel like moving agaimn, there 15 my
staff to help you along”

Without more words, he threw his compamon the
maple stick, and was as speedily out of sight as if he had
vanished mto the deepeming gloom. The young man sat
a few moments by the roadside, applauding himself
greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he
should meet the mmster mn his morning walk, nor shrink
from the eye of good old Deacon Gookin And what
calm sleep would be his that very might, which was to
have been spent so wickedly, but so purely and sweetly
now, n the arms of Faith! Amudst these pleasant and
praiseworthy meditations, Goodman Brown heard the
tramp of horses along the road, and deemed 1t advisable
to conceal himself within the verge of the forest, con-
scious of the gwity purpose that had brought him
-thither, though now so happily turned from it

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the niders,
two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they drew
near These mingled sounds appeared to pass along the
road, within a few yards of the young man’s iding-place;
but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom at that
particular spot, neither the travellers nor their steeds
were visible Though therr figures brushed the small -
boughs by the wayside, 1t could not be seen that they
mntercepted, even for a moment, the fant gleam from
the stnp of bright sky athwart which they must have
passed Goodman Brown alternately crouched and stood
on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and thrusting forth
tus head as fa1 as he durst without discerning so much as
a shadow It vexed him the more, because he could have
sworn, were such a thing possible, that he recognized the
voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, jogging along
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quetly, as they were wont to do, when bound to some
ordmation or ecclesiastical councill While yet within hear-
ing, one of the nders stopped to pluck a switch.

“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice hke the
deacon’s, “I had rather muss an ordination dmnner than
to-mght's meeting They tell me that some of our com-
mumty are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and
others from Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides scv-
eral of the Indian powwows, who, after their fashion,
know almost as much dewiltry as the best of us More-
over, theie 15 a goodly young woman to be taken imnto
communion "

“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin'” rephed the solemn
old tones ot the mumuster “Spur up, or we shall be late.
Nothing can be done, you know, until I get on the
ground ”’

The hoofs clattered agam, and the voices, talking so
strangely mn the empty air, passed on through the forest,
where no church had ever been gathered or sohtary
Chnstian prayed Whither, then, could these holy men
be journeying so deep 1into the heathen wilderness?
Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for sup-
port, bemng ready to smk down on the ground, famnt and
overburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart. He
looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was
a heaven above him Yet there was the blue arch, and
the stars bnghtening 1n it

“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand
firm agamst the dewil!” cried Goodman Brown

Whule he still gazed upward nto the deep arch of the
firmament and had hfted lis hands to pray, a cloud,
though no wind was stimng, hurmned across the zenith
and hid the bnghtening stars The blue sky was still vis-
ible, eacept directly overhead, where this black mass of
cloud was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft m the air,
as if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused and
doubtful sound of voices Once the listener fancied that
he could distingmish the accents of towns-people of his
own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, many of
whom he had met at the communion table, and had
seen others noting at the tavern. The next moment, so
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indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he had
heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, whisper-
mg without a wind. Then came a stronger swell of those
famihar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem wil-
lage, but never until now from a cloud of mght There
was one voice, of a young woman, uttering lamentations,
yet with an uncertamn sorrow, and entreating for some
favor, which, perhaps, 1t would gneve her to obtam; and
all the unseen multitude, both saints and sinners, seemed
to encourage her onward.

“Faith!”” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony
and desperation, and the echoes of the forest mocked
him, crymg, “Faith! Faith!” as if bewildered wretches
were seeking her all through the wilderness.

The cry of gnef, rage, and terror was yet piercmng the
might, when the unhappy husband held lus breath for a
response There was a scream, drowned 1mmediately n a
louder murmur of voices, fading into far-off laughter, as
the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent
sky above Goodman Brown But something fluttered
lightly down through the air and caught on the branch
of a tree. The young man seized 1it, and beheld a pnk
nbbon.

“My Faith 15 gone! cned he, after one stupefied mo-
ment “There is no good on earth, and sm 1s but a name.
Come, devil, for to thee 1s this world given”

. And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud
and long, did Goodman Brown grasp Ins staff and set
forth agam, at such a rate that he seemed to fly along
the forest path rather than to walk or run The road
grew wilder and dreaner and more famtly traced, and
vamshed at length, leaving him 1n the heart of the dark
wilderness, still rushing onward with the mstinct that
guides mortal man to evil The whole forest was peopled
with fnightful sounds—the creaking of the trees, the
howhng of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians; while
sometimes the wind tolled hike a distant church bell,
and sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller,
as 1f all Nature were laughing him to scorn. But he was
himself the chief horror of the scene, and shrank not
from 1ats other horrors
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“Hal hal hal” roarcd Goodman Brown when the wind
laughed at lnm “Let us hear which will Jaugh loudest.
Think not to fnghten me with your deviltry. Come
witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, come devil
himself, and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as
well fear him as he fear you.”

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be
nothing more foghtful than the figure of Goodman
Brown. On he flew among the black pmes, brandishing
his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an
inspiration of hornid blasphemy, and now shouting forth
such laughter as set all the echoces of the forest laughing
Iike demons around lum. The fiend i his own shape is
less lndeous than when he rages in the breast of man.
Thus sped the demomac on lus course, until, quivening
among the trees, he saw a red hight before him, as when
the felled trunks and branches of a clearing have been
set on firc, and throw up their lund blaze agamst the sky,
at the hour of midmght. He paused, 1n a lull of the tem-
pest that had dniven lum onward, and heard the swell of
what sccmed a hymn, rolling solemnly from a distance
with the weight of many voices. e knew the tune, it
was a farmhiar one n the choir of the village mecting-
house. The verse died heavily away, and was lengthened
by a chorus, not of human voices, but of all the sounds
of the bemghted wilderness pealing in awful harmony
together Goodman Brown cried out, and lus cry was lost
to lus own car by 1ts umson with the cry of the desert.

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the
light glared full upon lus cycs. At onc extremity of an
open space, hemmed m by the dark wall of the forest,
arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural rescmblance
either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four
blazing pines, therr tops aflame, their stems untouched,
like candles at an evening meeting The mass of foliage
that had overgrown the summit of the rock was all on
fire, blazing lugh nto the might and fitfully illummating
the whole field. Each pendent twig and leafy festoon was
mn a blaze. As the red light arosc and fell, a numcrous
congregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared
0 shadow, and agan grew, as 1t were, out of the dark-
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ness, peopling the heart of the sohtary woods at once.

“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman
Brown.

In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to
and fro between gloom and splendor, appeared faces that
would be seen next day at the council board of the prov-
mce, and others which, Sabbath after Sabbath, looked
devoutly heavenward, and bemgnantly over the crowded
pews, from the hohiest pulpits i the land Some affirm
that the lady of the governor was there. At least there
were high dames well known to her, and wives of hon-
ored husbands, and widows, a great mulhitude, and an-
cient maidens, all of excellent repute, and farr young
guls, who trembled lest thewr mothers should espy them.
Eather the sudden gleams of lhight flashing over the ob-
scure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized
a score of the church members of Salem wvillage famous
for their especial sanctity Good old Deacon Gookin had
arnived, and waited at the skirts of that venerable sant,
his revered pastor. But, wureverently consorting with
these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders of
the church, these chaste dames and dewy virgins, there
were men of dissolute hives and women of spotted fame,
wretches given over to all mean and filthy vice, and sus-
pected even of hornd cnmes It was strange to see that
the good shrank not from the wicked, nor were the sin-
ners abashed by the sants. Scattered also among their
pale-faced enemies were the Indian priests, or powwows,
who had often ‘scared their native forest with more hide-
ous mncantations than any known to Englsh watcheraft.

“But where 15 Faith?” thought Goodman Brown, and*
as hope came mmto his heart, he trembled.

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and moumful
stramn, such as the pious love, but jomed to words which
expressed all that our nature can conceive of sm, and
darkly hinted at far more. Unfathomable to mere mor-
tals 15 the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung, and
still the chorus of the desert swelled between like the
deepest tone of a mughty organ; and with the final peal
of that dreadful anthem there came a sound, as if the
roaning wind, the rushing streawns, the howling beasts,
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and every other voice of the unconcerted wilderness were
minghng and according with the voice of guilty man in
homage to the prnce of all. The four blazing pines threw
up a loftier flame, and obscurely discovered shapes and
visages of horror on the smoke wreaths above the impi-
ous assembly. At the same moment the fire on the rock
shot redly forth and formed a glowmg arch above its
base, where now appeared a figure With reverence be 1t
spoken, the figure bore no shight similitude, both in garb
and manner, to some grave divine of the New England
churches.

“Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed
through the field and rolled nto the forest.

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the
shadow of the trees and approached the congregation,
with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the sym-
pathy of all that was wicked in s heart. He could have
well-mgh sworn that the shape of his own dead father
beckoned him to advance, looking downward from a
smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim features of de-
spair, threw out her hand to warn him back. Was 1t his
mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, nor to
resist, even m thought, when the mimster and good old
Deacon Gookm seized his arms and led him to the blaz-
mg rock Thither came also the slender form of a veiled
female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of
the catechism, and Martha Carner, who had received
the dewl’s promuse to be queen of hell A rampant hag
was she And there stood the proselytes beneath the can-
opy of fire.

“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the
communion of your race Ye have found thus young your
nature and your destiny My children, look behind you!”

They tumned; and flashing forth, as 1t were, 1 a sheet
of flame, the fiend worshippers were seen, the smile of
welcome gleamed darkly on every visage

“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye
have reverenced from youth Ye deemed them hoher
than yourselves, and shrank from your own sm, com-
trasting 1t with their lives of righteousness and prayer-
ful aspirations heavenward. Yet here are they all mn my
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worshipping assembly. This might 1t shall be granted you
to know their secret deeds how hoary-bearded elders of
the church have whispered wanton words to the young
maids of their households, how many a woman, eager
for widows” weeds, has given her husband a dnink at bed-
time and let lum sleep his last sleep in her bosom, how
beardless youths have made haste to mhent their fathers’
wealth, and how fair damsels—blush not, sweet ones—
have dug hitle graves in the garden, and bidden me, the
sole guest, to an infant’s funeral. By the sympathy of
your human hearts for sin ye shall scent out all the
places—whether in church, bed-chamber, street, ficld,
or forest—where crime has been commmtted, and shall
exult to behold the whole earth one stam of guwilt, one
mighty blood spot Far more than this It shall be yours
to penetrate, 1n every bosom, the deep mystery of s,
the fountamn of all wicked arts, and which mexhaustibly
supphes more ewil impulses than human power—than
my power at 1its utmost—can make mamifest m deeds
And now, my children, look upon each other”

They did so, and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled
torches, the wretched man beheld his Faith, and the
wife her husband, trembling before that unhallowed al-
tar.

“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, m
a deep and solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing
awfulness, as 1f his once angelic nature could yet mourn
for our miserable race. “Depending upon one another’s
hearts, ye had stll hoped that wirtue were not all
a dream. Now are ye undecerved Ewil is the nature of
mankind. Evil must be your only happmess Welcome
agamn, my children, to the commumon of your race ”

“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, m one
cry of despair and triumph.

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who
were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness m this
dark world A basin was hollowed, naturally, mn the rock "
Did 1t contam water, reddened by the lund hght? or was
1t blood? or, perchance, a liqud flame? Heremn did the
shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark
of baptism upon their foreheads, that they mght be par-

td



178 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

takers of the mystery of sin, morc conscious of the sccret
guit of others, both in deed and thought, than they

could now be of their own. The husband cast onc look at
" hus pale wife, and Faith at lum. What polluted wretches
would the next glance show them to cach other, shud-
dering alike at what they discloscd and what they saw.

“Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to heaven,
and resist the wicked one.”

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he
spoken when he found himself amnud calm night and sol-
itude, Listening to a roar of the wind which died heavily
away through the forest. He staggered aganst the rock,
and felt it clull and damp; wlile a hanging twig, that
had been all on fire, besprnkled hus check with the
coldest dew.

The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly
into the street of Salem willage, starmg around him hke
a bewildered man. The good old munister was taking a
walk along the graveyard to get an appehte for break-
fast and meditate Tus scrmon, and bestowed a blessing,
as he passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank from the
venerable saint as if to avoird an anathema Old Deacon
Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy words of
his prayer were heard through the open window “What
God doth the wizard pray to?” quoth Goodman Brown.
Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Chnstian, stood in the
eartly sunshine at her own lathice, catechizing a lhttle
girl who had brought her a pint of morning’s milk. Good-
man Brown snatched away the cluld as from the grasp
of the fiend himself Turning the comer by the meeting-
house, he spied the head of Faith, with the pink nbbons,
gazing anxiously forth, and bursting nto such joy at
sight of him that she skipped along the strect and almost
kissed her husband before the whole willage But Good-
man Brown looked sternly and sadly into her face, and
passed on without a greeting.

Had Goodman Brown fallen aslecp in the forest and
only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting?

Be 1t so if you will, but, alas! 1t was a dream of evil
omen for young Goodman Brown A stern, a sad, a darkly
meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man did he
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become from the night of that fearful dream. On the
Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy
psalm, he could not hsten because an anthem of sm
rushed loudly upon his ear and drowned all the blessed
straan. When the minster spoke from the pulpit with
power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the
open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, and of
samthike lives and triumphant deaths, and of future
bliss or musery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown
turn pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down
upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often,
awaking suddenly at nmdmght, he shrank from the bosom
of Faith, and at morming or eventide, when the famuly
knelt down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to him-
self, and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And
when he had lwved long, and was borne to his grave a
hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and
children and grandchildren, a goodly procession, besides
neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon
tus tombstone, for s dying hour was gloom.

%

RAPPACCINT'S DAUGHTER

A younc man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very
long ago, from the more southern region of Italy, to pur-
sue his studies at the Umversity of Padua Giovanni, who
had but a scanty supply of gold ducats m his pocket,
took lodgings 1n a high and gloomy chamber of an old
edifice which looked not unworthy to have been the
palace of a Paduan noble, and which, n fact, exhibited
over 1its entrance the armornal bearings of a family long
since extinct. The young stranger, who was not unstudied
m the great poem of his country, recollected that onc of
the ancestors of this farmily, and perhaps an occupant of
this very mansion, had been pictured by Dante as a par
taker of the immortal agonues of his Inferno. These remt
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mscences and associations, logether with the tendency
to heartbreak natural {o a young man for the first time
out of is native sphere, caused Giovanm to sigh heawily
as he looked around the desolate and ill-furnished apart-
ment

“Holy Vugm, signor!” cried old Dame Lisabetta, who,
won by the youth’s remarkable beauty of person, was
kindly endeavormg to give the chamber a habitable arr,
“what 2 sigh was that to come out of a young man’s
heart! Do you find this old mansion gloomy? For the
love of Heaven, then, put your head out of the window,
and you will sece as bnight sunshine as you have left in
Naples.”

Guascont: mechamcally did as the old woman advised,
but could not quite agree with her that the Paduan sun-
shine was as cheerful as that of southern Italy. Such as
1t was, however, it fell upon a garden bencath the window
and expended 1its fostening influences on a vanety of
plants, which seemed to have been cultivated with ex-
ceeding care.

“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Gio-
vanni.

“Heaven forbid, signor, unless it were fruitful of
better pot herbs than any that grow there now,” an-
swered old Lisabetta. “No; that garden 1s cultivated by
the own hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccni, the fa-
mous doctor, who, I warrant him, has becen heard of as
far as Naples It 1s said that he distils these plants into
medicines that are as potent as a charm. Oftentimes you
may see the signor doctor at work, and perchance the
signora, his daughter, too, gathering the strange flowers
that grow 1n the garden.”

The old woman had now done what she could for the
aspect of the chamber; and, commending the young man
to the protechion of the sants, took her departure.

Giovanm still found no better occupation than to look
down into the garden beneath his window. From 1ts
appearance, he judged 1t to be one of those botanic gar-
dens which were of earher date in Padua than elsewhere
in Italy or in the world Or, not improbably, 1t might

l”
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once have been the pleasure-place of an opulent family;
for there was the ruin of a marble fountamn in the centre,
sculptured with rare art, but so wofully shattered that
it was mmpossible to trace the origmal design from the
chaos of remaining tiagments. The water, however, con-
tinued to gush and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheer-
fully as ever. A lhitle gurgling sound ascended to the
young man’s window, and made him feel as if the foun-
tan were an immortal spint that sung its song unceas-
mgly and without heeding the wicissitudes around it,
while one century mmbodied it in marble and another
scattered the penshable garmiture on the soil All about
the pool into which the water subsided grew vamous
plants, that scemed to requre a plentiful supply of
moisture for the nounshment of gigantic leaves, and, n
some instances, flowers gorgeously magnificent There
was one shrub in particular, set mn a marble vase n the
midst of the pool, that bore a profusion of purple blos-
soms, each of which had the lustre and nichness of a gem;
and the whole together made a show so resplendent that
it seemed ecnough to illuminate the garden, even had
there been no sunshine Every portion of the soil was
peopled with plants and herbs, which, if less beautiful,
still bore tokens of assiduous care, as if all had therr -
divdual wirtues, known to the scienhfic mind that fos-
tered them. Some were placed in urns, nch with old
carving, and others in common garden pots, some crept
serpent-like along the ground or chimbed on high, using
whatever means of ascent was offered them. One plant
had wreathed itself round a statue of Vertumnus, which
was thus quite veiled and shrouded in a drapery of
hanging fohage, so happily arranged that it might have
scrved a sculptor for a study.

While Giovanni stood at the window he heard a rus-
thng behind a screen of leaves, and became aware that
a person was at work n the garden. His figure soon
emerged imnto view, and showed itself to be that of no
common laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, and sickly-
lookmg man, dressed 1n a scholar’s garb of black. He was
beyond the middle term of hfe, with gray hair, a thin,
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gray beard, and a face singularly marked with intellect
and cultivabion, but which could never, cven in his more
youthful days, have expressed much warmth of heart.

Nothing could exceced the imtentness with which this
scientific gardener examined cvery shrub which grew m
Ius path. 1t seemed as if he was looking into their mmost
naturc, making observations n regard to themn creative
esscnce, and discovering why one lcaf grew in thus shape
and another mn that, and wherefore such and such flowers
differced among themsclves m hue and perfume. Never-
theless, m spite of tlis deep intelhgence on  his
part, there was no approach to mtimacy between himself
and these vegetable existences. On the contrary, he
avorded therr actual touch or the direct mhahng of therr
odors with a caution that impressed Giovanmi most dis-
agrecably, for the man’s demcanor was that of onc
walking among mahgnant mfluences, such as savage
beasts, or deadly snakes, or evil spirits, wlich, should he
allow them one moment of license, would wreak upon
him some termble fatality, It was strangely frghtful to
the young man’s mmagmation to sce tlus air of msccunty
in a person cultivating a garden, that most simple and
mnocent of human toils, and which had been alike the
joy and labor of the unfallen parents of the racc Was
this garden, then, the Eden of the present world? And
this man, with such a perception of harm in what his
own hands caused to grow,—was he the Adam?

The distrustful gardener, while plucking away the dead
leaves or pruming the too lusurnant growth of the shrubs,
defended Ius hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor were
these s only armor. When, m his walk through the
garden, he came to the magmficent plant that hung its
purple gems beside the marble fountamn, he placed
a kind of mask over lus mouth and nostuls, as if all this
beauty did but conceal a deadlier malice, but, finding
his task still too dangerous, he drew back, removed the
mask, and called loudly, but m the infirm voice of a per-
son affected with inward discase,—

“Beatrice! Beatrice!”

_Here am I, my father. What would you?” cned a
rich and youthful voice from the window of the opposite

PP v St
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house—a voice as rich as a tropical sumset, and which
made Giovanm, though he knew not why, thimk of deep
hues of purple or cimson and of perfumes heavily delec-
table. “Are you in the garden?”

“Yes, Beatnice,” answered the gardener, “and 1 need
your help.” ’

Soon there emerged from under a sculptured portal
the figure of a young gul, arrayed with as much nchness
of taste as the most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as
the day, and with a bloom so deep and vivid that one
shade more would have been too much She looked re-
dundant with life, health, and energy, all of which attn-
butes were bound down and compressed, as it were, and
gudled tensely, i their luxuriance, by her virgin zone.
Yet Giovanni’s fancy must have grown morbid while he
looked down mto the garden, for the mmpression which
the fair stranger made upon him was as if here were
another flower, the human sister of those vegetable ones,
as beautiful as they, more beautiful than the nchest of
them, but still to be touched only with a glove, nor to
be approached without a mask. As Beatrice came down
the garden path, 1t was observable that she handled and -
mhaled the odor of several of the plants which her father
had most sedulously avoided

“Here, Beatrice,” said the latter, “see how many need-
ful offices require to be done to our chief treasure Yet,
shattered as I am, my life might pay the penalty of
approaching it .so closely as crcumstances demand.
Henceforth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to your
sole charge.”

“And gladly will T undertake 1t,” cried agam the nch
tones of the young lady, as she bent towards the mag-
nificent plant and opened her arms as if to embrace it.
“Yes, my sister, my splendor, 1t shall be Beatrice’s task
to nurse and serve thee, and thou shalt reward her with
thy kisses and perfumed breath, which to her is as the
breath of life.”

Then, with all the tenderness in her manner that was
so stukingly expressed i her words, she busied herself
with such attentions as the plant seemed to require,
and Giovanm, at his lofty window, rubbed his eyes and
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almost doubted whether it were a gil tending her favor-
ite flower, or onc sister performing the duties of affection
to another. The scenc soon terminated. Whether Dr.
Rappaccini had finished Ius labors m the garden, or that
his watchful cyc had caught the stranger’s face, he now
took lis daughter's arm and rclired. Night was alrcady
closing in; oppressive exhalations scemed to proceed from
the plants and steal upward past the open window; and
Giovanni, closing the lattice, went tc Tus couch and
dreamed of a nch flower and beautiful gil. Flower and
maiden were different, and yet the same, and franght
with some strange penl n cither shape.

But there is an mflucnce mn the light of mornmg that
tends to rectify whatever crrors of fancy, or even of
judgment, we may have ncurred during the sun’s de-
cline, or among the shadows of the might, or in the less
wholcsome glow of moonshine. Giovannr’s first move-
ment, on starting from slecp, was to throw open the
window and gaze down nto the garden winch lus drcams
had made so ferhile of mystenies e was surpnised and a
hittle ashamed to find how rcal and matter-of-fact an
affair 1t proved to be, in the first rays of the sun which
gilded the dew-drops that hung upon lcaf and blossom,
and, while giving a brghter beauty to cach rare flower,
brought everything within the himits of ordnary experi-
ence. The young man rejoiced that, i the heart of the
barren city, he had the privilege of overlooking this spot
of lovely and lununant vegetation It would scrve, he
said to limself, as a symboli¢ language to keep him n
communion with Nature Neither the sickly and thought-
worn Dr. Giacomo Rappaccim, 1t 1s true, nor lus brl-
hant daughter, were now wisible, so that Giovanm could
not determine how much of the singulanty which he
attnibuted to both was due to their own qualities and
how much to his wonder-working fancy; bul he was
mclhined to take a most rational view of the whole matter.
In the course of the day he paid Ins respects to Signor
Pietro Baghoni, professor of medicine 1n the umversity,
a physician of emument rcpute, to whom Giovanm had
brought a letter of introduction. The professor was an
elderly personage, apparently of gemal nature, and habits
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that might almost be called jovial. He kept the young
man to dmner, and made lumself very agreeable by the
freedom and hweliness of his conversation, especially
when warmed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine. Gio-
vanni, concewving that men of science, inhabitants of the
same city, must necds be on famihar terms with one
another, took an opportunity to mention the name of Dr.
Rappaccini. But the professor did not respond with so
much cordiality as he had anticipated.

“I1l would 1t become a teacher of the divine art of med-
icine,” said Professor Pietro Baghoni, 1n answer to a ques-
tion of Giovanm, “to withhold due and well-considered
praisc of a physician so emmnently skilled as Rappacciny;
but, on the other hand, I should answer it but scantily
to my conscience were I to permit a worthy youth like
yourself, Signor Giovanmi, the son of an ancient fnend,
to mmbibe erroneous ideas respecting a man who might
hereafter chance to hold your hife and death mn s hands.
The truth 15, our worshipful Dr Rappaccim has as much
science as any member of the faculty—with perhaps one
single exception—in Padua, or all Italy, but there are
certain grave objections to his professional character.”

“And what are they?” asked the young man

“Has my friend Giovanm any disease of body or heart,
that he 15 so mquisitive about physicians®” said the pro-
fessor, with a smmle “But as for Rappacciny, 1t 15 said of
lhim—and 1, who know the man well, can answer for 1ts
truth—that he cares infimtely more for science than for
mankind. His patients are interesting to him only as
subjects for some new expenment. He would sacnfice
human life, s own among the rest, or whatever else
was dearest to him, for the sake of adding so much as a
gram of mustard seed to the great heap of s accumu-
lated knowledge.”

. “Methinks he 15 an awful man indeed,” remarhed
Guasconts, mentally recallng the cold and purely ntel-
lectual aspect of Rappaccim. “And yet, worshipful pro-
fessor, 15 1t not a noble spimit? Are there many men
capable of so spintual a love of science?”

“God forbid,” answered the professor, somewhat
testily, “at least, unless they take sounder views of the
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healing art than those adopied by Rappaccini. It 1s his
theory that all medicinal wirtues are comprised within
those substances winch we term vegetable poisons. These
he cultivates with hus own hands, and 1s said even to have
produced new vancties of poison, more hornbly deleteri-
ous than Nature, without the assistance of this leamed
person, would cver have plagued the world withal, That
the signor doctor does less misclief than might be cx-
pected with such dangerous substances 15 undemable
Now and then, it must be owned, he has cffected, or,
secmed to cffect, a marvellous cure, but, to tell you my
private mind, Signor Giovanni, he should receive little
credit for such instances of success,—they being prob-
ably the work of chance,~but should be held strctly
accountable for Ius failures, which may justly be con-
sidered lus own work.”

The youth mght have taken Bagliom's opions with
many grams of allowance had he known that there was
a profcssional warfare of long continuance between him
and Dr. Rappaccim, in wlich the latter was generally
thought to have gained the advantage. If the reader be
mchned to judge for lumsclf, we refer lum to certain
black-letter tracts on both sides, preserved in the medi-
cal department of the Umversity of Padua.

“I know not, most learned professor,” returned Gio-
vanni, after musing on what had been said of Rappac-
cmi’s exclusive zeal for science,~—*“I know not how dcarly
this physician may love lis art, but surely there 1s one
object more dear to lum He has a daughter.”

“Ahal” cned the professor, with a laugh. “So now our
fiiend Giovanny’s sccret 1s out. You have heard of this
daughter, whom all the young men in Padua are wild
about, though not half a dozen have cver had the good
hap to sec her face. I know little of the Signora Beatnce
save that Rappaccimi 1s said to have instructed her
decply m lus science, and that, young and beautful as
fame reports her, she 15 already qualified to fill a pro-
fessor’s chair. Perchance her father destines her for munel
Other absurd rumors there be, not worth talking about or

histening to So now, Signor Giovanni, drnk off your glass
of lachryma ”
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Guasconti returned to Ius lodgings somewhat heated
with the wime he had quaffed, and which caused his
bram to swim with strange fantasies in reference to Dr.
Rappaccim and the beaubiful Beatnce. On his way,
happenmng to pass by a flonst’s, he bought a fresh bou-
quet of flowers

Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near the
window, but within the shadow thrown by the depth of
the wall, so that he could look down nto the garden with
little nsk of bemng discovered. All beneath lis eye was a
sohtude. The strange plants were basking in the sun-
shine, and now and then nodding gently to one another,
as if m acknowlédgment of sympathy and kindred. In
the mudst, by the shattered fountamn, grew the mag-
mficent shrub, with its purple gems clusterg all over
it, they glowed 1n the awr, and gleamed back agam out of
the depths of the pool, which thus seemed to overflow
with colored radiance from the nch reflection that was
steeped m 1t. At first, as we have said, the garden was a
solitude Soon, however,—as Giovanmi had half hoped,
half feared, would be the case,~a figure appeared be-
neath theé antique sculptured portal, and came down
between the rows of plants, inhaling their vanous per-
fumes as if she were one of those bemgs of old classic
fable that lived upon sweet odors. On again beholding
Beatnce, the young man was even startled to percewve
how much her beauty exceeded his recollection of 1t;
so brihant, so vivid, was 1ts character, that she glowed
amid the sunhght, and, as Giovanm whispered to him-
self, positively illuminated the more shadowy mtervals
of the garden path. Her face bemng now more revealed
than on the former occasion, he was struck by 1ts expres-
sion of simphicity and sweetness,—qualihes that had not
entered mto s 1dea of her character, and which made
him ask anew what manner of mortal she mght be. Nor
did he fail again to observe, or mmagtne, an analogy be-
tween the beautiful gl and the gorgeous shrub that hung
its gemhke flowers over the fountain,—a resemblance
which Beatrice seemed to have mdulged a fantastic
humor 1n heightening, both by the amangement of her
dress and the selection of 1ts hues.
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Approaching the shrub, she threw open her arms, as
with a passionate ardor. and drew 1ts branches into an
mtimate embrace—so intimate that her features were
hidden 1n 1its leafy bosom and her ghstening ringlets all
mtermingled with the flowers.

“Give me thy breath, my sister,” exclaimed Beatrice;
“for 1 am famt with common air. And give me this flower
of tline, which I separate with gentlest fingers from the
stem and place 1t close beside my heart ”

With these words the beautiful daughter of Rappac-
cini plucked one of the nchest blossoms of the shrub,
and was about to fasten it i her bosom. But now, unless
Giovanni’s draughts of wime had bewildered his senses,
a smgular mcdent occurred A small orange-colored
reptile, of the lizard or chamcleon specics, chanced to be
creepmg along the path, just at the feet of Beatnice. It
appeared to Giovanni,—but, at the distance from which
he gazed, he could scarcely have seen anything so
minute,—it appcared to him, however, that a drop or
two of moisture from the broken stem of the flower de-
scended upon the lizard’s head For an mstant the rep-
tile contorted itself wiolently, and then lay motionless
in the sunshine Beatrice observed tlus remarkable phe-
nomenon, and crossed herself, sadly, but without sur-
puse, nor did she therefore hesitate to arrange the fatal
flower 1 her bosom There 1t blushed, and almost ghm-
mered with the dazzling effect of a precious stone, adding
to her dress and aspect the one appropnate charm which
nothing else i the world could have supplied But Gio-
vann, out of the shadow of his window, bent forward and
shrank back, and murmured and trembled .

“Am 1 awake? Have I my senses?” said he to himself.
“What 1s this bemg? Beautiful shall I call her, or mex-
pressibly termble?”

Beatnice now strayed carelessly through the garden,
approaching closer beneath Giovanni’s window, so that
he was compelled to thrust his head quite out of 1ts con-
cealment in order to gratify the intense and pamful curn-
osity which she excited. At this moment there came a
beautiful msect over the garden wall, 1t had, perhaps,
wandered through the city, and found no flowers or
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verdure among those antique haunts of men until the
heavy perfumes of Dr. Rappaccii’s shrubs had lured it
from afar. Without ahghting on the flowers, this winged
brightness seemed to be attracted by Beatnice, and
Iingered mn the air and fluttered about her head Now,
here 1t could not be but that Giovanmi Guasconti’s eyes
deceved him. Be that as i1t might, he fancied that, while
Beatnice was gazing at the insect with childish dehght, it
grew famt and fell at her feet; its bnight wings shivered,
it was dead—from no cause that he could discern, unless
it were the atmosphere of her breath Agam Beatrice
crossed herself and sighed heavily as she bent over the
dead msect

An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her eyes
to the window There she beheld the beautiful head of
the young man—rather a Grecian than an Itahan head,
with fair, regular features, and a ghstening of gold among
his nnglets—gazing down upon her like a bemng that
hovered 1n mmd air Scarcely knowimng what he did, Gio-
vani threw down the bouquet which he had hitherto
held m his hand.

“Signora,” said he, “there are pure and healthful
flowers Wear them for the sake of Giovanm Guasconti ”

“Thanks, signor,” replied Beatrice, with her nch voice,
that came forth as 1t were like a gush of music, and with
a murthful expression half childish and half woman-ike.
“I accept yow gift, and would famn recompense 1t with
this precious purple flower; but if 1 toss it mto the air 1t
will not reach you So Signor Guasconti must even con-
tent himself with my thanks”

She lifted the bouquet from the ground, and then, as
if mwardly ashamed at having stepped aside from her
maidenly reserve to respond to a stranger’s greeting,
passed swiftly homeward through the gaiden. But few as
the moments were, 1t seemed to Giovanni, when she was
on the pomnt of vamishing beneath the sculptured portal,
that tis beautrful bouquet was already beginnmng to
wither m her grasp. It was an 1idle thought, there could
be no possibility of distingmishing a faded flower from a
fiesh one at so great a distance -

For many days after this incident the young man
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avorded the window that looked mto Dr. Rappaccini’s
garden, as if somcthing ugly and monstrous would have
blasted hus cyesight had he been betrayed intota glance.
He felt conscious of having put himsclf, to a certam
extent, within the nfluence of an unmtelligible power
by the communication which he had opened with
Beatrice. The wisest course would have been, if lus heart
were m any real danger, to quit his lodgings and Padua
itsclf at once, the neat wiser, to have accustomed him-
self, as far as possible, to the familiar and dayhght view
of Beatrice—thus bringing her ngidly and systematically
within the hmits of ordmary espenience. Least of all,
while avoidimg her sight, ought Giovanni to have
remamed so near this extraordinary being that the prox-
ity and possibibty even of mtercourse should give a
kind of substance and reahity to the wild vaganes wiich
his 1magmation ran riot continually mn producing Guas-
cont1 had not a decp heart—or, at all events, its depths
were not sounded now, but he had a quuck fancy, and an
ardent southern temperament, winch rose cvery instant
to a ugher fever pitch. Whether or no Beatrice possessed
those termble attmbutes, that fatal breath, the afimty
with those so beautiful and deadly flowers which were
indicated by what Giovanmi had witnessed, she had at
least mstilled a fierce and subtle poison nto his system.
It was not love, although her nich beauty was a madness
to hum, nor horror, even while he fancied her spint to be
mmbued with the same baneful essence that scemed to
pervade her physical frame, but a wild offspring of both
, love and horror that had cach parent n 1it, and burned
like one and shivered hike the other Giovanm knew not
what to dread; shill less did he know what to hope, yet
hope and dread kept a continual warfare m his breast,
alternately vanquishing one another and starting up
afresh to remew the contest Blessed arc all simple
emotions, be they dark or bnght! It 1s the lund mter-
munture of the two that produces the illuminating blaze
of the infernal regions

Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his
spint by a rapid walk through the strects of Padua or
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beyond 1ts gates. Ius footsteps kept time with the throb-
bings of his bramn, so that the walk was apt to accelerate
itself to a race One day he found himself arrested, his
arm was seized by a portly personage, who had turned
back on recognizing the young man and expended much
breath m overtaking him

“Signor Giovanmi' Stay, my young friend!” cried he
“Have you forgotten me? That might well be the case
if T were as much altered as yourself.”

It was Baghom, whom Giovanm had avoided ever
since therr first meeting, from a doubt that the pro-
fessor’s sagacity would look too deeply mfo his secrets.
Endeavormg to recover himself, he stared forth wildly
from his mner world nto the outer one and spoke hike a
man m a dream

“Yes; I am Giovanmi Guasconti. You are Professor
Pietro Bagliom Now let me pass!”

“Not yet, not yet, Signor Giovanmi Guasconh,” said
the professor, smiling, but at the same time scrutmizing
the youth with an earnest glance “What! did I grow up
side by side with your father? and shall his son pass me
like a stranger in these old streets of Padua? Stand shll,
Signor Giovanni, for we must have a word or two before
we part.”

“Speedily, then, most worshipful professor, speedily,”
said Giovanni, with fevenish mmpatience “Does not your
worship see that I am 1n haste?”

Now, while he was speaking there came a man n black
along the street, stooping and moving feebly Iike a person
m nferior health His face was all overspread with a most
sickly and sallow hue, but yet so pervaded with an expres-
sion of piercing and active intellect that an observer
mght easily have overlooked the merely physical attn-
butes and have seen only this wonderful energy As he
passed, this person exchanged a cold and distant saluta-
tion with Bagliom, but fixed his eyes upon Giovanm
with an intentness that seemed to bring out whatever
was within him worthy of notice. Nevertheless, there was
a pecubar quetness i the look, as if taking merely a
speculative, not a human, mterest mn the young man.
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‘”

“It 1s Dr Rappaccim!” wlispered the professor when
the stranger had passed ‘“Has he cver scen your face be-
fore?”

“Not that I know,” answered Giovanni, starting at
the name

“He has seen you! he must have secen you!” sad
Baglhoni, hastily “For some purpose or other, this man of
science 1s making a study of you. I know that look of his!
It 15 the same that coldly illumimates lus face as he bends
over a bird, a mouse, or a butterfly, which, 1n pursuance
of some expeniment, he has killed by the perfumc of a
flower; a look as deep as Nature itself, but without Na-
ture’s warmth of love. Signor Giovanm, I will stake my
hife upon 1it, you are the subject of one of Rappaccinr’s
experiments!”

“Will you make a fool of me?” cried Giovanm, pas-
sionately “That, signor professor, were an untoward ex-
periment.”

“Patiencel patience!” repled the imperturbable pro-
fessor “I tell thee, my poor Giovanm, that Rappaccini
has a scientific mterest m thee Thou hast fallen mnto
fearful hands' And the Signora Beatnice,—what part daes
she act mn this mystery?”

But Guascont;, finding Bagliom’s pertinacity intoler-
able, here broke away, and was gone before the professor
could agam seize his arm He looked after the young man
mtently and shook his head

“This must not be,” said Baghoni to himself “The
youth 15 the son of my old friend, and shall not come to
any harm from which the arcana of medical science can
preserve lim Besides, 1t 1s too insufferable an impert-
nence 1 Rappaccini, thus to snatch the lad out of my
own hands, as I may say, and make use of him for ls
mmfernal expenments This daughter of his! It shall be
looked to. Perchance, most learned Rappaccimi, I may
foil you where you httle dream of 1t!”

Meanwhile Giovanm had pursued a circuitous route,
and at length found limself at the door of his lodgings
As he crossed the threshold he was met by old Lisabetta,
who smirked and smuled, and was cvidently desirous to
attract hus attention, vamly, however, as the ebullition
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of hus feelings had momentanly subsided into a cold and
dull vacuity He turned his eyes full upon the withered
face that was puckerng itself into a smile, but seemed
to behold 1t not. The old dame, therefore, laxd her grasp
upon his cloak

“Signor! signor!”’ whispered she, still with a smle over
the whole breadth of her visage, so that i1t looked not
unlike a grotesque carving m wood, darkened by cen-
tunes “Listen, signor! There 1s a private entrance mto
the garden!”

“What do you say?” exclaimed Giovanm, turning
quickly about, as 1t an mnammate thing should start imnto
feverish hife “A private entrance mto Dr Rappaccmr’s
garden?”’

“Hush! hush! not so loud?” whispered Lisabetta,
putting her hand over his mouth. “Yes, mto the wor-
shipful doctor’s garden, where you may see all his fine
shrubbery. Many a young man 1n Padua would give gold
to be admitted among those flowers”

Giovanm put a piece of gold mto her hand

“Show me the way,” said he.

A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with
Bagliony, crossed his mind, that this mterposition of old
Lisabetta mught perchance be connected with the in-
tngue, whatever were 1ts nature, 1n which the professor
seemed to suppose that Dr Rappaccimi was mvolving
him But such a suspicion, though 1t disturbed Giovanmi,
was madequate to restrmn lim The mstant that he was
aware of the possibiity of approaching Beatrice, it
seemed an absolute necessity of his existence to do so
It mattered not whether she were angel or demon, he
was irrevocably within her sphere, and must obey the
law that whirled lim onward, m ever-lessening circles,
towards a result which he did not attempt to foreshadow,
and yet, strange to say, there came across him a sudden
doubt whether this intense nterest on his part were not
delusory, whether 1t were really of so deep and positive
a nature as to justify lum in now thrusting himself into
an 1ncalculable position, whether 1t were not merely the
fantasy of a young man’s bramn, only slightly or not at all
connected with his heart.
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He paused, hesitated, turncd half about, but again
went on His withered gmde led lum along scveral ob-
scure passages, and finally undid a door, through which,
as 1t was opencd, there came the sight and sound of
rustling leaves, with the broken sunshine glimmenng
among them. Giovanm stepped forth, and, forcing him-
self through the entanglement of a shrub that wreathed
its tendnls over the lidden entrance, stood beneath his
own window 1n the open area of Dr. Rappaccim’s garden

How often 1s 1t the case that, when impossibilities
have come to pass and dreams have condensed therr
misty substance nto tangible reahties, we find ourselves
calm, and even coldly sclf-possessed, amid circumstances
which 1t would have been a delnum of joy or agony to
anticipate! Fate debghts to thwart us thus Passion will
choose his own time to rush upon the scene, and hngers
sluggishly behind when an appropnate adjustment of
,events would seem to summon Ins appearance. So was
it now with Giovanni. Day after day Ins pulses had
throbbed with feverish blood at the improbable idea of
an intetview with Beatnice, and of standing with her,
face to face, m thus very garden, basking mn the Onental
sunshine of her beauty, and snatching from her full gaze
the mystery which he deemed the mnddle of us own
existence But now there was a smgular and untimely
equanimity withm his breast. He threw a glance around
the garden to discover if Beatnice or her father were
present, and, perceving that he was alone, began a cnt-
ical observation of the plants.

The aspect of one and all of them dissatished him,
their gorgeousncss scemed fierce, passionate, and even
unnatural There was hardly an mdividual shrub which
a wanderer, straying by lhumself through a forest, would
not have been startled to find growmg wild, as if an
unearthly face had glared at him out of the thicket.
Several also would have shocked a dehicate mnstinct by
an appearance of artificialness indicating that there had
been such commixture, and, as it were, adultery, of
various vegetable species, that the production was no
longer of God’s making, but the monstrous offspring of
man’s depraved fancy, glowing with only an evil mockery
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of beauty. They were probably the result of experiment,
which m one or two cases had succeeded in mingling
plants mdividually lovely mto a compound possessing
the questionable and ominous character that distin-
guished the whole growth of the garden In fine, Gio-
vanm recogmzed but two or three plants m the col-
lection, and those of a kind that he well knew to be
poisonous. While busy with these contemplations he
heard the rustlng of a silken garment, and, turning,
beheld Beatnice emerging from beneath the sculptured
portal.

Giovanm had not considered with himself what
should be his deportment, whether he should apologize
for his intrusion mto the garden, or assume that he was
there with the pnvity at least, if not by the desire, of
Dr. Rappaccimi or his daughter, but Beatrice’s manner
placed lum at s ease, though leaving him still mn doubt
by what agency he had gammed admittance. She came
lightly along the path and met him near the broken
fountam. There was surprise mn her face, but bnghtened
by a sumple and kind expression of pleasure

“You are a connoisseur in flowers, signor,” said Be-
atrnice, with a smule, alluding to the bouquet which he
had flung her from the window. “It 1s no marvel, there-
fore, if the sight of my father’s rare collection has
tempted you to take a nearer view If he were here, he
could tell you many strange and interesting facts as to
the nature and habits of these shrubs; for he has spent
a lhfetime 1n such studies, and this garden is his world ”

“And yourself, lady,” observed Giovanmi, “if fame
says true,—you hikewise are deeply skilled i the virtues
indicated by these nch blossoms and these spicy per-
fumes. Would you deign to be my mnstructress, I should
prove an apter scholar than it taught by Signor Rappac-
cim himself ”

“Are there such 1dle rumors?” asked Beatrice, with the
music of a pleasant laugh “Do people say that I am
skilled 1 my father’s science of plants? What a jest 1s
there! No, though I have grown up among these flowers,
I know no more of them than thewr hues and perfume;
and sometimes methinks I would fain nd myself of even
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that small knowledge There are many flowers here, and
those not the least brilhant, that shock and offend me
when they meet my eye. But pray, signor, do not believe
these stories about my science Believe nothing of me
save what you see with your own eyes.”

“And must I believe all that I have seen with my own
eyes?” asked Giovanm, powntedly, while the recollection
of former scenes made lmm shrmk “No, signora, you de-
mand too little of me Bid me beheve nothing save what
comes from your own lips

It would appear that Beatnice understood him. There
came a deep flush to her cheek, but she looked full into
Grovanny’s eyes, and 1esponded to his gaze of uneasy sus-
picion with a queenlike haughtiness.

“I do so bid you, -signor,” she rephed. “Forget what-
ever you may have fancied 1n regard to me If true to the
outward senses, still 1t may be false m 1ts essence, but
the words of Beatrice Rappaccini’s lips are true from the
depths of the heart outward Those you may believe.”

A fervor glowed mm her whole aspect and beamed
upon Giovannr’s consciousness like the hight of truth it-
self, but while she spoke there was a fragrance n the
atmosphere around her, nich and dehghtful, though eva-
nescent, yet which the young man, from an indefinable
reluctance, scarcely dared to draw into his lungs It mught
be the odor of the flowers Could 1t be Beatnice’s breath
which thus embalmed her words with a strange nichness,
as 1if by steeping them i her heart? A famntness passed
hike a shadow over Giovanm and flitted away, he seemed
to gaze through the beautiful giul’s eyes into her trans-
parent soul, and felt no more doubt or fear

The tinge of passion that had colored Beatrice’s man-
ner vamshed, she became gay, and appeared to denve a
pure dehight from her communion with the youth not un-
like what the maiden of a lonely 1sland might have felt
conversing with a voyager from the civihzed world Ewr-
dently her expenence of hfe had been confined within
the limits of that garden She talked now about matters
as simple as the daylight or summer clouds, and now
asked questions 1 reference to the city, or Giovannr's
distant home, his friends, his mother, and his sisters—
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questions indicating such seclusion, and such lack of
famihanty with modes and forms, that Giovanm re-
sponded as if to an mfant. Her spint gushed out before
him Uke a fresh nll that was just catching its fist
ghmpse of the sunlight and wondering at the reflections
of earth and sky which were flung mto 1its bosom There
came thoughts, too, from a deep source, and fantasies of
a gemhke brilhancy, as if diamonds and rubies sparkled
upward among the bubbles of the fountam Ever and
anon there gleamed across the young man’s mind a sense
‘of wonder that he should be walking side by side with
the bemng who had so wrought upon lus imagmnation,
whom he had idealized 1n such hues of terror, in whom
he had positively witnessed such manifestations of dread-
ful attnibutes,—that he should be conversmg with Bea-
trice like a brother, and should find her so human and so
maidenhke But such reflections were only momentary;
the effect of her character was too real not to make itself
famihar at once

In this free mtercourse they had strayed through the
garden, and now, after many turns among 1ts avenues,
were come to the shattered fountam, beside which grew
the magmficent shrub, with its treasury of glowing blos-
soms A fragrance was diffused from it which Giovanm
recognized as 1dentical with that which he had attnbuted
to Beatnce’s breath, but incomparably more powerful.
As her eyes fell upon 1t, Giovanm beheld her press her
hand to her bosom as if her heart were throbbing sud-
denly and pamfully.

“For the first ttme in my hfe,” murmured she, ad-
dressing the shrub, “I had forgotten thee ”

“I remember, signora,” said Giovanm, “that you once
promised to reward me with one of these hving gems for
the bouquet which I had the happy boldness to fling at
your fect Perrt me now to pluck 1t as a memonal of
this interview.”

He made a step towards the shrub with extended
hand, but Beatrice darted forward, uttering a shnek that
went through his heart like a dagger She caught hiy hand
and drew 1t back with the whole force of her slender fg-
ure. Giovanni felt her touch thnlling through his fibres.
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“Touch 1t not!” exclaimed she, mn a voice of agony.'
“Not for thy hfe! It 15 fatal!”

Then, hiding her face, she fled from him and vanished
beneath the sculptured portal. As Giovanm followed her
with his eyes, he beheld the emaciated figure and pale
intelhgence of Dr. Rappaccini, who had been watching
the scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow of
the entrance

No sooner was Guascont: alone mn his chamber than
the mmage’ of Beatrice came back to his passionate mus-
ings, nvested with all the witchery that had been gather-
ing around 1t ever since his first glimpse of her, and now
Likewise 1mbued with a tender warmth of gilish woman-
hood She was human, her nature was endowed with all
gentle and femimne qualities, she was worthiest to be
worshipped, she was capable, surely, on her part, of the
height and heroism of love Those tokens which he had
hitherto considered as proofs of a frightful peculianty n
her physical and moral system were now either forgot-
ten, or, by the subtle sophistry of passion transmutted
mto a golden crown of enchantment, rendenng Beatrice
the more admmable by so much as she was the more
unique. Whatever had looked ugly was now beautiful, or,
if mcapable of such a change, 1t stole away and hid 1tself
among those shapeless half ideas whicl throng the dim
region beyond the daylight of our perfect consciousness.
Thus did he spend the might, nor fell asleep until the
dawn had begun to awake the slumbenng flowers m Dr.
Rappaccmi’s garden, whither Giovannt’s dreams doubt-
less led him Up rose the sun i his due season, and,
flinging s beams upon the young man’s eyehds, awoke
him to a sense of pain When thoroughly aroused, he be-
came sensible of a burning and tingling agony m hus hand
~—1n his nght hand—the very hand which Beatnce had
grasped 1n her own when he was on the pomt of plucking
one of the gemlike flowers On the back of that hand
there was now a purple print like that of four small
fingers, and the likeness of a slender thumb upon his
wrst

Oh, how stubbornly does love,—or even that cunning
semblance of love which flounshes in the imagmation,



RAPPACCINI'S DAUGHTER 199

but strikes no depth of root mnto the heart,—how stub-
bornly does it hold its faith untl the moment comes
when it 15 doomed to vamish mto thin must! Giovanni
wrapped a handkerchief about his hand and wondered
what ewil thing had stung lhim, and soon forgot his pain
m a reverie of Beatrice.

After the first interview, a second was 1 the inevitable
course of what we call fate. A third; a fourth; and a meet-
ing with Beatrice in the garden was no longer an incident
in Giovanmi’s daily hife, but the whole space m which he
mught be said to live, for the anticipation and memory
of that ecstatic hour made up the remamnder. Nor was it’
otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccini She watched
for the youth’s appearance, and flew to lis side with con-
fidence as unreserved as if they had been playmates from
early nfancy—as 1if they were such playmates still. If, by
any unwonted chance, he failed to come at the appointed
moment, she stood beneath the window and sent up the
uch sweetness of her tones to float around him m his
chamber and echo and reverberate throughout his heart
“Giovanm! Giovanmi! Why tarnest thou? Come down!”
And down he hastened mto that Eden of poisonous
flowers.

But, with all this intimate famihanty, there was still a
reserve 1n Beatrice’s demeanor, so ngidly and vanably
sustammed that the idea of infringing 1t scarcely occurred
to his imagmation. By all appreciable signs, they loved;
they had looked love with eyes that conveyed the holy
secret from the depths of one soul into the depths of the
other, as if 1t were too sacred to be whispered by the
way; they had even spoken love mn those gushes of pas-
sion when thenr spints darted forth mn articulated breath
like tongues of long-hidden flame; and yet there had been
no seal of lips, no clasp of hands, nor any shightest caress
such as love claims and hallows He had never touched
one of the gleammg nnglets of her hair, her garment—so
marked was the physical barmer between them—had
never been waved agamnst hum by a breeze.' On the few
occasions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to over-
step the humit, Beatrice grew so sad, so stern, and withal
wore such a look of desolate separation, shuddenng at
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itsclf, that not a spoken word was requisite to repel him.
At such times he was startled at the horrible suspicions
that rose, monster-hke, out of the caverns of his heart
and stared Tum 1n the face; us love grew thin and faint
as thc morming mist, Ins doubts alone had substance.
But, when Beatriee's face brightened agamn after the mo-,
mentary shadow, she was transformed at once from the
mysterious, questionable being whom he had watched
with so much awe and horror, she was now the beautiful
and unsoplusticated girl whom he felt that his spint
knew wath a certamnty beyond all other Fnowledge

A considerable time had now passed smce Grovanni’s
last mceting with Baglioni. One morming, howcever, he
was disagreeably surpnised by a wisit from the professor,
whom he had scarcely thought of for whole wecks, and
would willingly have forgotten still longer Given up as he
had Jong been to a pervading excitement, he could tolerate
no compamons except upon condition of their perfect sym-
pathy with lus present state of fecling. Such sympathy
was not to be expected from Professor Baghioni.

The wvisitor chatied carclessly for a few moments
about the gossip of the city and the university, and then
took up another topic.

“I have been reading an old classic author lately,” said
he, “and met with a story that strangely interested me.
Possibly you may remember at. It is of an Indian pnnce,
who sent a beautiful woman as a present to Alevander
the Great She was as lovely as the dawn and gorgeous as
the sunset, but what especially distinguished her was a
certain nich perfume m her breath—ncher than a gar-
den of Persian roscs Aleaander, as was natural to a
youthful conqueror, fell i love at first sight with this
magnificent stranger, but a certain sage physician, hap-
pening to be present, discovered a ternble sccret in re-
gard to her”

“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, turming his
eyes downward to avoid those of the professor

“That this lovely woman,” continued Baghoni, with
emphasis, “had been nounshed with poisons from her
birth upward, until her whole nature was so imbued with
them that she herself had become the deadhest poison
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mn existence Poison was her element of life. With that
rich perfume of her breath she blasted the very air. Her
love would have been poison—her embrace death. Is not
this a marvellous tale?”

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanm, nervously
starting from his chair. “I marvel how your worship
finds time to read such nonsense among your graver
studies

“By the by,” said the professor, looking uneasily about
him, “what singular fragrance 1s this in your apartment?
Is it the perfume of your gloves? It 1s faint, but delicious,
and yet, after all, by no means agrecable Were I to
breathe 1t long, methnks 1t would make me il It 1s
like the breath of a flower, but I sce no flowers mn the
chamber.”

“Nor are there any,” replied Giovanm, who had
turned pale as the professor spoke, “nor, I think, 1s there
any fragrance except i your worship’s 1magmation.
Odors, being a sort of element combined of the sensual
and the spintual, are apt to decewve us i this manner.
The recollection of a perfume, the bare idea of it, may
casily be mustaken for a present reality ”

“Ay, but my sober mmagmation docs not often play
such tncks,” smd Baghomi, “and, were I to fancy any
\ind of odor, 1t would be that of some vile apothecary
drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough to be mm-
bued. Qur worshipful friend Rappaccim, as I have
heard, tinctures his medicaments with odors richer than
those of Araby. Doubtless, likewise, the fair and learned
Signora Beatrice would munister to her patients with
draughts as sweet as a maiden’s breath, but woe to him
that sips them!”

Giovannr’s face evinced many contending cmotions.
The tone i which the professor alluded to the pure and
lovely daughter of Rappaccimi was a torture to his soul,
and yet the mmtimation of a view of her character, oppo-
site to hus own, gave instantaneous distinctness to a thou-
sand dim suspicions, which now grmned at him like so
many demons But he strove hard to quell them and to
tespond to Baghom with a true lover's perfect faith

“Signor professor,” said he, “you werc my father’s
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Rappaccini. Bestow the vase, and the precious liquid
within 1t, on your Beatrice, and hopefully await the
result ”

Baghom laid a small, exquisitely wrought siver wvial
on the table and withdrew, leaving what he had said to
produce 1ts effect upon the young man’s mind

“We will thwart Rappaccimi yet,” thought he, chuck-
ling to himself, as he descended the staws, “but, let us
confess the truth of lum, he 1s a wonderful man—a won-
derful man indeed; a wile empiric, however, i his prac-
tice, and therefore not to be tolerated by those who
respect the good old rules of the medical profession.”

Throughout Giovanm’s whole acquantance with Bea-
trice, he had occasionally, as we have said, been haunted
by dark surmuses as to her character, yet so thoroughly
had she made herself felt by hum as a sumple, natural,
most affectionate, and gwleless creature, that the image
now held up by Professor Baghom looked as strange and
mcredible as if 1t were not in accordance with his own
ongnal conception. True, there were ugly recollections
connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful gil, he
could not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her
grasp, and the insect that penshed amd the sunny air,
by no ostensible agency save the fragrance of her breath.
These mcidents, however, dissolving 1 the pure light of
her character, had no longer the efficacy of facts, but
were acknowledged as mistaken fantasies, by whatever
testimony of the senses they might appear to be sub-
stantiated. There 15 something truer and more real than
what we can see with the eyes and touch with the finger.
On such better evidence had Giovanm founded his con-
fidence 1n Beatrice, though rather by the necessary force
of her lugh attmibutes than by any deep and generous
faith on his part But now his spint was mcapable of sus-
taming 1tself at the height to which the early enthusiasm
of passion had exalted 1t, he fell down, groveling among
carthly doubts, and defiled therewith the pure whiteness
of Beatrice’s image. Not that he gave her up, he did but
;distrust. He resolved to mnstitute some decisive test that
;should satisfy him, once for all, whether there were those
dreadful peculianities m her physical nature which could
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not be supposed to cxist without some corresponding
monstrosity of soul. His cycs, gazing down afar, might
have deceived him as to the lizard, the inscct, and the
flowers, but 1if he could witness, at the distance of a few
paces, the sudden bhight of onc fresh and healthful
flower in Beatrice’s hand, there would be room for no
further question. With this i1dea he hastened to the
flonist’s and purchased a bouquet that was still gemmed
with the mormmng dew-drops.

It was now the customary hour of his daily mterview
with Beatrnice. Before descending mto the garden, Gio-
vanm failed not to look at lus figure m the murror,—a
vamty to be eapected mn a beautiful young man, yct, as
displaying 1tself at that troubled and feverish moment,
the token of a certain shallowness of feeling and msmcer-
ity of character. He did gaze, however, and said to hum-
self that lus features had never before possessed so nich a
grace, nor lus eyes such vivacity, nor lus checks so warm
a hue of superabundant hfe.

“At lcast,” thought he, “her poison has not yet msin-
uated 1tself mto my system. I am no flower to pensh in
her grasp.”

With that thought he turned lus eyes on the bouquet,
which he had never once laid aside from Ins hand A
thnll of indefinable horror shot through lus frame on per-
ceving that those dewy flowers werc already begmmng to
droop, they wore the aspect of things that had been fresh
and lovely yesterday. Giovanm grew white as marble, and
stood motionless before the murror, stanng at is own
reflection there as at the hikeness of something frightful
He remembered Baghom’s remark about the fragrance
that seemed to pervade the chamber It must have been
the poison m his breath! Then he shuddercd-—shuddered
at himself Recovenng from his stupor, he began to
watch with cunous eye a spider that was busily at work
hanging its web from the antique cormice of the apart-
ment, crossing and recrossing the artful system of inter-
woven lines—as vigorous and aclive a spider as cver
dangled from an old ceiting Giovanm bent towards the
msect, and emitted a deep, long breath The spider sud-
denly ceased 1its toil, the web vibrated with a tremor
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ongmating m the body of the small arhisan. Again Gio-
vanm sent forth a breath, deeper, longer, and imbued
with a venomous feeling out of s heart he knew not
whether he were wicked, or only desperate. The spider
made a convulsive gripe with his hmbs and hung dead
across the window.

“Accursed! accursed!” muttered Giovanni, addressing
hunself. “Hast thou grown so poisonous that this deadly
msect penshes by thy breath?”

At that moment a rich, sweet voice came floating up
from the garden

“Giovanny’ Giovanni! It 1s past the hour! Why tarnest
thou? Come down!”

“Yes,” muttered Giovanm agamn  “She 15 the only
being whom my breath may not slay! Would that it
might!”

He rushed down, and in an instant was standing be-
fore the bnght and loving eyes of Beatrice A moment
ago his wrath and despair had been so fierce that he
could have desired nothing so much as to wither her by
a glance, but with her actual presence there came m-
fluences which had too real an existence to be at once
shaken off. recollections of the dehicate and bemgn
power of her feminine nature, which had so often envel-
oped him 1n a religious calm; recollections of many a
holy and passionate outgush of her heart, when the pure
fountain had been unsealed from its depths and made
visible m 1ts transparency to his mental eye, recollections
which, had Giovanm: known how to estimate them,
would have assured him that all this ugly mystery was
but an earthly illusion, and that, whatever must of evil
might seem to have gathered over her, the real Beatrice
was a heavenly angel. Incapable as he was of such gh
faith, still her presence had not utterly lost 1its magic.
Giovanni’s rage was quelled into an aspect of sullen -
sensibihty. Beatrice, with a quick spimtual sense, rmme-
diately felt that there was a gulf of blackness between
them”which neither he nor she could pass They walked
on together, sad and silent, and came thus to the marble
fountain and to 1its pool of water on the ground, in the
mdst of which grew the shrub that bore gem-like blos-
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soms. Giovanni was affrighted at the eager enjoyment—
the appetitc, as 1t were—with which he found himself
inhaling the fragrance of the flowers.

“Beatrice,” asked he, abruptly, “whence came this
shrub?”

“My father created it,” answered she, with simplicity.

“Created 1t! created 1t!” repcated Giovanni “What
mean you, Beatrice?”

“He is a man fearfully acquamted with the secrets of
Nature,” rephed Beatrice; “and, at the hour when T first
drew breath, this plant sprang from the soil, the offspring
of lus scicnce, of his intellect, while I was but his
earthly cluld. Approach it not!” continued she, observ-
ing with terror that Giovanm was drawing nearer to the
shrub “It has qualities that you little dream of But I,
dearest Giovannm,—I grew up and blossomed with the
plant and was nounshed with 1ts breath. It was my sister,
and I loved 1t with a human affection, for, alas'-—hast thou
not suspected it?—there was an awful doom.”

Here Giovanm frowned so darkly upon her that Bea-
trice paused and trembled But her faith m his tender-
ness reassured her, and made her blush that she had
doubted for an instant.

“There was an awful doom,” she continued, “the effect
of my father’s fatal love of science, which estranged me
from all society of my kind Until Heaven sent thee,
dearest Giovanni, oh, how lonely was thy poor Beatrice!”

“Was 1t a hard doom?” asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes
upon her,

“Only of late have I known how hard 1t was,” an-
swered she, tenderly. “Oh, yes; but my heart was torpid,
and therefore quiet”

Giovannr’s rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like
a hghtning flash out of a dark cloud

“Accursed onel!” cnied he, with venomous scorn and
anger “And, finding thy sohtude weansome, thou hast
severed me hikewise from all the warmth of hife and en-
ticed me 1nto thy region of unspeakable horror!”

“Giovannil” exclaimed Beatnice, turmng her large
bright eyes upon his face. The force of s words had

4
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not found 1ts way mto her mind, she was merely thunder-
struck

“Yes, powsonous thing!” repeated Giovanm, beside
himself with passion. “Thou hast done 1t! Thou hast
blasted me! Thou hast filled my veins with poison! Thou
hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome and
deadly a creature as thyself—a world’s wonder of hid-
eous monstrosity! Now, if our breath be happily as fatal
to ourselves as to all others, let us join our lips in one kiss
of unutterable hatred, and so diel”

“What has befallen me?”” murmured Beatnice, with a
low moan out of her heart. “Holy Virgin, pity me, a poor
heart-broken child!”

“Thou,—dost thou pray?” cned Giovanni, shll with
the same fiendish scorn. “Thy very prayers, as they come
from thy lips, taint the atmosphere with death. Yes, yes,
let us pray! Let us to church and dip our fingers mn the
holy water at the portal! They that come after us will
pensh as by a pestilence! Let us sign crosses in the air!
It will be scattering curses abroad in the hkeness of holy
symbolsl”

“Giovanny,” said Beatnice, calmly, for her gnef was
beyond passion, “why dost thou jomn thyself with me
thus i those termble words? I, 1t 1s true, am the hornble
thing thou namest me But thou,—what hast thou to do,
save with one other shudder at my hideous misery to
go forth out of the garden and mingle with thy race, and
forget that there ever crawled on earth such a monster as
poor Beatrice?”

“Dost thou pretend ignorance?” asked Giovanm,
scowhng upon her. “Behold! this power have I gamed
from the pure daughter of Rappaccimi”

There was a swarm of summer msects flitting through
the air 1n search of the food promised by the flower odors
of the fatal garden They circled round Giovanni’s head,
and were evidently attracted towards him by the same
mfluence which had drawn them for an mnstant within
the sphere of several of the shrubs. He sent forth a
breath among them, and smiled bitterly at Beatnce as
at least a score of the msects fell dead upon the ground.

‘”



208 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

“1 see 1t! I see 1t!” shrieked Beatnice. “It 15 my father’s
tatal science! No, no, Giovanm, 1t was not I' Neverl
never! 1 dreamed only to love thee and be with thee a
hittle tume, and so to let thee pass away, leaving but thine
image m mine heart, for, Giovanm, believe 1it, though
my body be nounshed with poison, my spit 15 God’s
creature, and craves love as its daily food But my father,
—he has umted us m this fearful sympathy Yes; spurn
me, tread upon me, kill me! Oh, what 1s death after such
words as thme? But 1t was not I. Not for a world of bliss
would I have done 1t ”

Giovanmi's passion had exhausted itself i 1ts outburst
from his hps There now came across him a sense,
mournful, and not without tenderness, of the mntimate
and peculiar relationship between Beatrice and himself
They stood, as it were, mn an utter solitude, which would
be made none the less sohtary by the densest throng of
human bfe Ought not, then, the desert of humamty
around them to press this insulated pair closer together?
If they should be cruel to one another, who was there to
be kind to them? Besides, thought Giovanni, might there
not still be a hope of his returmng within the hmits
of ordinary nature, and leading Beatnce, the redeemed
Beatrice, by the hand® O, weak, and selfish, and un-
worthy spint, that could dream of an earthly umon and
earthly happmess as possible, after such deep love had
been so bitterly wronged as was Beatrice’s love by Gio-
vanni’s bhighting words! No, no, there could be no such
hope. She must pass heavily, with that broken heart,
across the borders of Time—she must bathe her hurts 1
some fount of paradise, and forget her gnef m the hght
of immortahty, and there be well.

But Giovanm did not know it.

“Dear Beatnice,” said he, approaching her, while she
shrank away as always at hus approach, but now with 2
different impulse, “dearest Beatnce, our fate 1s not yet
so desperate. Behold! there 1s a medicine, potent, as a
wise physician has assured me, and almost divine m 1ts
efficacy. It 15 composed of ingredients the most opposite
to those by which thy awful father has brought this
calamity upon thee and me It s dishlled of blessed
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herbs Shall we not quaff it together, and thus be pu-
nfied from ewnil?”

“Gwe it mel” said Beatnce, extending her hand to
receive the hittle silver vial which Giovanm took from his
bosom. She added, with a peculiar emphasis, “I will
drnk, but do thou await the result.”

She put Baghonr’s antidote to her lips, and, at the
same moment, the figure of Rappaccimi emerged from
the portal and came slowly towards the marble fountamn.
As he drew near, the pale man of science seemed to gaze
with a trumphant expression at the beautiful youth and
maiden, as might an artist who should spend his life n
achieving a picture or a group of statvary and finally be
satisfied with hns success He paused; his bent form grew
erect with conscious power, he spread out lis hands over
them in the attitude of a father implorng a blessing
upon his children, but those were the same hands
that had thrown poson mto the stream of their lives
Giovanni trembled. Beatnice shuddered nervously, and
ptessed her hand upon her heart.

“My daughter,” said Rappaccini, “thou art no longe:
lonely in the world. Pluck one of those precious gems
from thy sister shrub and bid thy bridegroom wear 1t 1
his bosom. It will not harm him now My science and
the sympathy between thce and him have so wrought
within his system that he now stands apart from com-
mon men, as thou dost, daughter of my pnde and tri-
umph, from ordinary women Pass on, then, through the
Wgrld, most dear to one another and dreadful to all be-
sides!””

“My father,” said Beatrice, feebly,—and stll as she
spoke she kept her hand upon her heart,—"“wherefore
didst thou mflict this miserable doom upon thy cluld?”

“Miserable”  exclaimed Rappaccimi  “What  mean
you, foolish girl? Dost thou deem 1t musery to be en-
dowed with marvellous gifts aganst which no power nor
strength could avail an enemy—musery, tc be able to
quell the mightiest with a breath—musery, to be as terri-
ble as thou art beautiful? Wouldst thou, then, have pre-
ferred the condition of a weak woman, exposed to all evil
and capable of none?”
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“I would faimn have been loved, not feared,” murmured
Beatrice, smking down upon the ground “But now it
matters not. I am gomg, father, where the ewil which
thou hast striven to mingle with my bemng will pass
away like a dream—Iike the fragrance of these poisonous
flowers, which will no longer taint my breath among the
flowers of Eden Farewell, Giovanm! Thy words of ha-
tred are like lead within my heart, but they, too, will tall
away as I ascend Oh, was there not, from the first, more
poison in thy nature than in mine?”

To Beatnce,—so radically had her earthly part been
wrought upon by Rappaccimi’s skill,—as poison had been
Iife, so the powerful antidote was death, and thus the
poor victim of man’s mngenuity and of thwarted nature,
and of the fatality that attends all such efforts of per-
verted wisdom, penshed there, at the feet of her father
and Giovanni. Just at that moment Professor Pietro
Baghon: looked forth from the window, and called
loudly, mn a tone of triumph mixed with horror, to the
thunderstricken man of science,—

“Rappaccini! Rappaccimi! and 15 this the upshot of
your experiment!”

THE CELESTIAL RAILROAD

Nor a great while ago, passing through the gate of
dreams, I visited that region of the earth i which lies
the famous City of Destruction It interested me much
to learn that by the public spint of some of the mhabat-
ants a railroad has recently been established between
this populous and flounishing town and the Celestal
City. Having a httle time upon my hands, I resolved
to gratify a liberal curmosity, by making a tnp tinther
Accordingly, one fine morming after paying my hill at the
hotel, and directing the porter to stow my luggage behind
a coach, I took my seat 1n the vehicle and set out for the
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station-house. It was my good fortune to enjoy the com-
pany of a gentleman—one Mr. Smooth-1t-away—who,
though he had never actually wisited the Celestial Cuty, -
yet seemed as well acquamnted with 1its laws, customs,
policy, and statistics, as with those of the City of De-
struchion, of which he was a native townsman. Being,
moreover, a director of the railroad corporation and one
of its largest stockholders, he had 1t in his power to give
me all desirable mformation respecting that praiseworthy
enterprise

Our coach rattled out of the city, and at a short dis-
tance from its outskirts passed over a bmdge of elegant
construction, but somewhat too shght, as I imagined, to
sustain any considerable weight On both sides lay an
extensive quagmire, which could not have been more dis-
agreeable, either to sight or smell, had all the kennels of
the earth emptied their pollution there

“This,” remarked Mr. Smoothat-away, “1s the famous
Slough of Despond—a disgrace to all the neighborhood;
and the greater that it might so easily be converted into
firm ground.”

“I have 'understood,” said I, “that efforts have been.
made for that purpose from time immemonal. Bunyan
mentions that above twenty thousand cartloads of whole-
s?fme mstructions had been thrown in here without
etfect.” .

“Very probably! And what effect could be anticipated
from such unsubstantial stuff?” cried Mr. Smooth-t-
away “You observe this convenient bridge. We obtaned
a sufficient foundation for 1t by throwing into the slough
some editions of books of morality, volumes of French
philosophy and German rationalism, tracts, sermons, and
essays of modemn clergymen, extracts from Plato, Confu-
cws, and vanous Hindoo sages, together with a few m-
genious commentaries upon texts of Scripture,~—all of
which by some scientific process, have been converted
Into a mass like gramte. The whole bog might be filled
up with similar matter ”

It really seemed to me, however, that the bndge vi-
brated and heaved up and down m a very formidable
manner, and, spite of Mr Smoothat-away’s teshmony to
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the solidity of 1ts foundation, I should be loath to cross
it in a crowded ommnibus, especially if each passenger
were encumbered with as heavy luggage as that gentle-
man and myself. Nevertheless we got over without acci-
dent, and soon found oursclves at the station-house. This
very neat and spacious edifice 15 crected on the site of the
little wicket gate, which formerly, as all old pilgrims will
recollect, stood cirectly across the highway, and, by its
inconvenicnt narrowness, was a greal obstruction to the
traveller of liberal mind and expansive stomach. The
reader of john Bunyan will be glad to know that Chris-
tian’s old friend Evangelist, who was accustomed to sup-
ply cach pilgnm with a mystic roll, now presides at the
ticket officc Somc malicious persons it is true deny the
identity of thius reputable character with the Evangelist of
old times, and cven pretend to bring compclent evi-
dence of an imposture. Without involving mysclf in a
dispute I shall merely obscrve that, so far as my expen-
ence gocs, the square pieces of pasteboard now delivered
to passengers are much more convenient and uscful along
the road than the antique roll of parchment Whether
they will be as readily received at the gate of the Celes-
tial City I decline giving an opmion.

A large number of passengers were already at the sta-
tion-housc awaiting the departure of the cars. By the
aspect and demeanor of these persons it was casy to
judge that the fechings of the community had undergone
a very favorable change in reference to the celestial pil-
gnmage. It would have done Bunyan's heart good to sce
1t. Instead of a loncly and ragged man with a huge bur-
den on Ins back, plodding along sorrowfully on foot while
the whole aity hooted after him, here were partics of the
first gentry and most respectable people i the neighbor-
hood setting forth towards the Cclestial City as cheer-
fully as if the pilgrimage were merely a summer tour,
Among the gentlemen were characters of deserved cmi-
nence—magistrates, politicians, and men of wealth, by
whose example rehgion could not but be greatly recom-
mended to their meaner brethren. In the ladics’ apart-
ment, too, I rejoiced to distinguish some of those flowers
of fashionable socicty who are so well fitted to adomn the
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most clevated circles of the Celestial City There was
much pleasant conversation about the news of the day,
topics of business and politics, or the lighter matters of
amusement, while rehigion, though mdubitably the mam
thing at heart, was thrown tastefully into the background.
Even an infidel would have heard httle or nothing to
shock his sensibility.

One great convenience of the new method of going on
pilgnmage I must not forget to mention. Our enormous
burdens, mstead of being carried on our shoulders as had
been the custom of old, were all snugly deposited mn the
baggage car, and, as I was assured, would be delwered
to their respective owners at the journey’s end. Another
thing, likewise, the benevolent reader will be delighted
to understand It may be remembered that there was an
ancient feud between Prince Beelzebub and the keeper
of the wicket gate, and that the adherents of the former
distinguished personage were accustomed to shoot deadly
arrows at honest pilgnms while knocking at the door
This dispute, much to the credit as well of the illustrious
potentate above mentioned as of the worthy and en-
hghtened directors of the railroad, has been pacifically
armanged on the prnciple of mutual compromise The
prince’s subjects are now pretty numerously employed
about the station-house, some i taking care of the bag-
gage, others n collecting fucl, feeding the engines, and
such congenial occupations, and I can conscientiously
affirn that persons more attentive to their business,
more willing to accommodate, or more generally agrec-
able to the passengers, are not to be found on any rail-
road. Every good heart must surely exult at so satisfactory
an arrangement of an immemonal difficulty.

“Where 1s Mr Greatheart?” mqured I “Beyond a
doubt the directors have engaged that famous old cham-
pion to be chief conductor on the railroad?”

“Why, no,” smd Mr. Smoothat-away, with a dry
cough. “He was offered the situation of brakeman, but,
to tell you the truth, our friend Greatheart has grown
preposterously stiff and narrow 1n his old age He has so
often guided pilgnms over the road on foot that he con-
siders 1t a sin to travel in any other fashion. Besides, the
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old fellow had entered so heartily into the ancient feud
with Prince Beelzebub that he would have been perpet-
ually at blows or 1ll language with some of the prince’s
subjects, and thus have embroiled us anew. So, on the
swhole, we were not sorry when honest Greatheart went
off to the Celestial City 1n a huff and left us at hiberty to
choose a more suitable and accommodating man. Yonder
comes the engineer of the tram. You will probably rec-
ognize him at once.”

The engine at this moment took its station in advance
of the cars, looking, I must confess, much more like a
sort of mechanical demon that would hurry us to the
mfernal regions than a laudable contrivance for smooth-
g our way to the Celestial City. On 1ts top sat a per-
sonage almost enveloped 1 smoke and flame, which, not
to startle the rcader, appeared to gush from Ihis own
mouth and stomach as well as from the engine’s brazen
abdomen

“Do my eyes deceive me?” cried I. “What on earth 1s
this! A lwing creature? If so, he 1s own brother to the
engme he ndes upon'”’

“Poh, poh, you are obtuse!” said Mr Smooth-it-away,
with a hearty laugh. “Don’t you know Apollyon, Chris-
tian’s old enemy, with whom he fought so fierce a battle
i the Valley of Humihation” He was the very fellow to
manage the engine, and so we have reconciled him to
the custom of gomng on pilgnmage, and engaged him as
cluef engineer”

“Bravo, bravo!” exclaimed I, with irrepressible enthu-
siasm, “this shows the liberality of the age, this proves,
if anything can, that all musty prejudices are m a fair
way to be obliterated And how will Chustian rejoice to
hear of this happy transformation of his old antagomst!
I promise myself great pleasure in informing him of 1t
when we reach the Celestial Caty.”

The passengers being all comfortably seated, we now
rattled away mernly, accomphshing a greater distance 1n
ten minutes than Chnstian probably trudged over m a
day It was laughable, while we glanced along, as 1t were,
at the tail of a thunderbolt, to observe two dusty foot
travellers 1 the old pilgnm guise, with cockle shell and
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staff, thexr mystic tolls of parchment in their hands and
their intolerable burdens on their backs. The preposter-
ous obstinacy of these honest people in persisting to
groan and stumble along the difficult pathway rather
than take advantage of .modem improvements, excited
great mirth among our wiser brotherhood. We greeted
the two pilgnms with many pleasant gibes and a roar of
laughter, whereupon they gazed at us with such woful
and absurdly compassionate visages that our merriment
grew tenfold more obstreperous Apollyon also entered
heartily mto the fun, and contrived to flirt the smoke
and flame of the engine, or of his own breath, into therr
faces, and envelop them i an atmosphere of scalding
steam These httle practical jokes amused us mghtily,
and doubtless afforded the pilgnms the gratification of
considering themselves martyrs.

At some distance from the railroad Mr. Smooth-t-
away pomted to a large, antique edifice, which, he
observed, was a tavern of long standing, and had for-
merly been a noted stopping-place for pilgnms. In Bun-
yan’s road-book 1t 15 mentioned as the Interpreter’s
House

“I have long had a cunosity to visit that old mansion,”
remarked I

“It 1s not one of our stations, as you perceive,” said
my companion “The keeper was violently opposed to
the railroad, and well he might be, as the track left s
house of entertainment on one side, and thus was pretty
certam to deprive him of all his reputable customers
But the footpath still passes his door, and the old gen-
tleman now and then recewves a call from some simple
traveller, and entertains him with fare as old-fashioned
as himself ”

Before our talk on this subject came to a conclusion
we were rushing by the place where Chnstian’s burden
fell from his shoulders at the sight of the Cross. This
served as a theme for Mr. Smooth-it-away, Mr. Live-
tor-the-world, Mr. Hide-sin-in-theheart, Mr  Scaly-con-
science, and a knot of gentlemen from the town of
Shun-repentance, to descant upon the inestimable ad-
vantages resulting from the safety of our baggage. Myself,



216 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

and all the passengers indeed, joined with great una-
nmmty 1n this view of the matter; for our burdens were
nch mn many things csteemed precious throughout the
world, and, cspecially, we cach of us possessed a great
varicty of favorite Habits, which we trusted would not
be out of fashion cven in the pohtc arcles of the Celes-
tial City. It would have been a sad spectacle to sce such
an assortment of valuable articles tumbling into the sep-
ulchre. Thus pleasantly conversing on the favorable cir-
cumstances of our position as comparced with those of
past pilgnms and of narrow-minded ones at the present
day, we soon found ourselves at the foot of the Hill Daf-
ficulty. Through the very heart of this rocky mountam a
tunnel has been constructed of most admirable archi-
tecture, with a lofty arch and a spacious double track;
so that, unless the carth and rocks should chance to
crumble down, it will remamn an cternal monument of
the builder’s skill and enterpmse. It is a great though
incidental advantage that the matenals from the heart
of the Il Difficulty have been cmployed n filling up
the Valley of Humiliation, thus obviating the necessity
of descending into that disagreeable and unwholesome
hollow.

“This 15 a wonderful improvement, indecd,” smd I.
“Yet 1 should have been glad of an opportumty to visit
the Palace Beautiful and be introduced to the charming
young ladies—Miss Prudence, Miss Piety, Miss Charity,
and the rest—who have the kindness to entertan pil-
gnms there.”

“Young ladies!” cried Mr. Smooth-it-away, as soon as
he could spcak for laughing. “And charming young
ladiest Why, my dear fellow, they are old mads, every
soul of them—pnm, starched, dry, and angular; and not
one of them, I will venture to say, has altcred so much
as the fashion of her gown smce the days of Chnstian’s
pilgrimage.”

“Ah, well,” said I, much comforted, “then I can very
readily dispense with their acquamntance ”

The respectable Apollyon was now putting on the
steam at a prodigious rate, anaious, perhaps, to get nd
of the unpleasant reminiscences connected with the spot
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where he had so disastrously encountered Chnstian.
Consulting Mr. Bunyan's road-book, I percewved that we
must now be within a few miles of the Valley of the
Shadow of Death, mto which doleful region, at our pres-
ent speed, we should plunge much sooner than seemed
at all desmable In truth, I expected nothing better than
to find myself in the ditch on one side or the quag on
the other, but on commumecating my apprehensions to
Mr. Smooth-t-away, he assured me that the difficulties
of this passage, even m its worst condition, had been
vastly exaggerated, and that, m 1ts present state of mm-
provement, I mught consider myself as safe as on any
railroad 1n Chnstendom.

Even while we were speaking the train shot into the
entrance of this dreaded Valley. Though I plead gwilty
to some foolish palpitations of the heart dunng our
headlong rush over the causeway here constructed, yet it
were unjust to withhold the highest encomiums on the
boldness of its origmal conception and the mngenuity of
those who executed it. It was gratifymng, likewise, to
observe how much care had been taken to dispel the
everlashng gloom and supply the defect of cheerful sun-
shine, not a ray of which has ever penetrated among
these awful shadows. For this purpose, the inflammable
gas which exudes plentifully from the soil is collected by
means of pipes, and thence communicated to a quad-
ruple row of lamps along the whole extent of the pas-
sage. Thus a radiance has been created even out of the
fiery and sulphurous curse that rests forever upon the
valley—a radiance hurtful, however, to the eyes, and
somewhat bewildermg, as I discovered by the changes
which 1t wrought 1n the visages of my companions In
this respect, as compared with natural daylight, there 1s
the same difference as between truth and falsehood, but
if the reader have ever travelled through the dark Valley,
he will have leamed to be thankful for any light that he
could get—if not from the sky above, then from the
blasted soil beneath. Such was the red brlliancy of these
lamps that they appeared to build walls of fire on both
sides of the track, between which we held our course at
hghtning speed, while a reverberating thunder filled the
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Valley with its echoes Had the engme run off the track,
—a catastrophe, 1t 15 whispered, by no means unprece-
dented,—the bottomless pit, if there be any such place,
would undoubtedly have recewved us Just as some dismal
foolenies of this nature had made my heart quake there
came a tremendous shriek, careering along the valley as
if a thousand devils had burst their lungs to utter it, but
which proved to be merely the whistle of the engine on
arnving at a stopping-place.

The spot where we had now paused 1s the same that
our friend Bunyan—a truthful man, but infected with
many fantastic notions—has designated, mn terms plamer
than I like to repeat, as the mouth of the infernal region.
This, however, must be a mistake, masmuch as Mr
Smoothat-away, while we remamed m the smoky and
lund cavern, took occasion to prove that Tophet has
not even a metaphoncal existence The place, he assured
us, 15 no other than the crater of a half-extinct volcano,
m which the directors had caused forges to be set up for
the manufacture of railroad iron. Hence, also, 1s obtamed
a plentiful supply of fuel for the use of the engines
Whoever had gazed into the dismal obscunity of the
broad cavern mouth, whence ever and anon darted huge
tongues of dusky flame, and had seen the strange, half-
shaped monsters, and visions of faces horribly grotesque,
mnto which the smoke seemed to wreathe itself, and had
heard the awful murmurs, and shneks, and deep, shud-
denng whispers of the blast, sometimes forrung them-
selves mto words almost articulate, would have seized
upon Mr Smooth-1t-away’s comfortable explanation as
greedily as we did The inhabitants of the cavern, more-
over, were unlovely personages, dark, smoke-begrimed,
generally deformed, with misshapen feet, and a glow of
dusky redness mn their eyes as if their hearts had caught
fire and were blazing out of the upper windows It struck
me as a pecuhanty that the laborers at the forge and
those who brought fuel to the engine, when they began
to draw short breath, positively emitted smoke from
therr mouth and nostrils

Among the 1dlers about the tram, most of whom were
puffing cigars which they had lighted at the flame of
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the crater, I was perplexed to notice several who, to my
certam knowledge, had heretofore set forth by rairoad
for the Celestial City. They looked dark, wild, and
smoky, with a singular resemblance, mdeed, to the na-
tive mhabitants, ke whom, also, they had a disagreeable
propensity to ill-natured gibes and sneers, the habit of
which had wrought a settled contortion of their visages.
Having been on speaking terms with one of these per-
sons,—an 1ndolent, good-for-nothing fellow, who went
by the name of Taket-easy,—I called him, and inquired
what was his busmess there

“Did you not start,” said I, “for the Celestial City?”

“That’s a fact,” sad Mr. Takest-easy, carelessly
pufing some smoke into my eyes. “But I heard such
bad accounts that I never took pamns to chmb the hill
on which the city stands. No busmess domg, no fun
gomng on, nothing to dnnk, and no smoking allowed, and
a thrumming of church music from morning till might.
I would not stay in such a place if they offered me house
room and living free”

“But, my good Mr Take1t-easy,” cnied I, “why take
_up your residence here, of all places m the world?”

“Oh,” said the loafer, with a grn, “it 15 very warm
hereabouts, and I meet with plenty of old acquaintances,
and altogether the place suits me I hope to see you
back again some day soon A pleasant journey to you”

While he was speaking the bell of the engine rang, and
we dashed away after dropping a few passengers, but
receiving no new ones Ratthng onward through the
Valley, we were dazzled with the fiercely gleaming gas
lamps, as before. But sometimes, m the dark of intense
brnightness, gnm faces, that bore the aspect and expres-
sion of mdividual sins, or evil passions, seemed to thrust
themselves through the veil of hght, glaring upon us,
and stretching forth a great, dusky hand, as if to impede
our progress. I almost thought that they were my own
sins that appalled me there These were freaks of imag-
mation—nothing more, certamly—mere delusions, which
I ought to be heartily ashamed of, but all through the
Dark Valley 1 was tormented, and pestered, and dole-
fully bewildered with the same kind of waking dreams.
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The mephitic gases of that region intoxicate the bram.
As the hight of natural day, however, began to struggle
with the glow of the lanterns, these vain imaginations
lost their vividness, and finally vamished with the first
ray of sunshine that greeted our escape from the Valley
of the Shadow of Death Ere we had gone a mile beyond
1t I could wellmigh have taken my oath that this whole
gloomy passage was a dream

At the end of the valley, as John Bunyan mentions,
15 a cavern, where, m his days, dwelt two cruel giants,
Pope and Pagan, who had strown the ground about
therr residence with the bones of slaughtered pilgrims
These vile old troglodytes are no longer there, but into
their deserted cave: another termble giant has thrust
himself, and makes 1t his business to seize upon honest
travellers and fatten them for his table with plentiful
meals of smoke, mist, moonshine, raw potatoes, and
sawdust He 1s a German by birth, and 1s called Giant
Transcendentalist, but as to his form, his features, his
substance, and his nature generally, 1t 1s the chief pecu-
hianty of this huge muscreant that neither he for him-
self, nor anybody for hum, has ever been able to describe
them As we rushed by the cavern’s mouth we caught a
hasty glmpse of him, looking somewhat like an 1ll-pro-
portioned figure, but considerably more like a heap of
fog and duskmess He shouted after us, but 1 so strange
a phraseology that we knew not what he meant, nor
whether to be encouraged or affrighted

It was late in the day when the train thundered into
the ancient city of Vamty, where Vanity Fair 1s still at
the height of prospenty, and exlibits an epitome of
whatever 1s bnlhant, gay, and fascinating beneath the
sun As I purposed to make a considerable stay here, it
gratified me to learn that there 1s no longer the want of
harmony between the town’s-people and pilgnms, which
mmpelled the former to such lamentably mistaken meas-
ures as the persecution of Christian and the fiery martyr-
dom of Faithful On the contrary, as the new railroad
brings with 1t great trade and a constant mnflux of stran-
gers, the lord of Vamty Fair 1s 1ts chief patron, and the
capitalists of the city are among the largest stockholders.
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Many passengers stop to'take ther pleasure or make
therr profit n the Fair; mstead of gomng onward to the
Celestial City. Indeed, such are the charms of the place
that people. often affirm 1t to be the true and only
heaven; stoutly contending that there 1s no other, that
those who seek further are mere dreamers, and that, if
the fabled bnghtness of the Celestial City lay but a
bare mile beyond the gates of Vamty, they would not
be fools enough to go thther. Without subscribing to
these perhaps exaggerated encommums, I can truly say
that my abode in the city was mainly agreeable, and my
intercourse with the inhabitants productive of much
amusement and mstruction.

Bemg naturally of a senious turn, my attention was
directed to the solid advantages denvable from a resi-
dence here, rather than to the effervescent pleasures
which are the grand object with too many visitants. The
Chnstian reader, if he have had no accounts of the city
later than Bunyan’s time, will be surprised to hear that
almost every street has its church, and that the reverend
clergy are nowhere held mn higher respect than at Vamty
Fair. And well do they deserve such honorable estima-
tion, for the maxims of wisdom and virtue which - fall
from their hps come from as deep a spintual source, and
tend to as lofty a rehgious aim, as those of the sagest
philosophers of old. In justification of this high praise
I nced only mention the names of the Rev Mr
Shallow-deep, the Rev Mr. Stumble-at-truth, that fine
old clenical character the Rev. Mr Ths-to-day, who
expects shortly to resign tus pulpit to the Rev Mr That-
to-morrow, together with the Rev Mr Bewilderment,
the Rev Mr Clog-the-spirit, and, last and greatest, the
Rev. Dr. Wind-of-doctrme The labors of these emment
divines are aided by those of innumerable lecturers, who
diffuse such a vanous profundity, m all subjects of
human or celestial science, that any man may acquire
an omnigenous erudition without the trouble of even
learming to read Thus literature 15 etherealized by as-
summg for 1ts medium the human voice. and knowledge,
depositing all its heavier particles, except, doubtless,
its gold, becomes exhaled into a sound, which forthwith
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steals mto the ever-open car of the commumty. These
ingenious methods constitute a sort of machinery, by
which thought and study are donc to every person’s
hand without his putting himself to the slightest incon-
venience 1m the matter. There 1s another specics of
machme for the wholesale manufacture of individual
morahty. This excellent result 1s cffected by socichies
for all manner of virtuous purposcs, with which 2 man
has merely to connect himself, throwing, as it were, his
‘quota of virtue into the common stock, and the pres-
wdent and directors will take care that the aggregate
amount be well apphed. All these, and other wonderful
improvements m cthics, rehgion, and hterature, being
made plamn to my comprehension by the mngenious' Mr.
Smooth-it-away, mspired me with a vast admiration of
Vamity Faur.

It would fill a volume, m an age of pamphlets, were
I to record all my observations i tlus great capital of
human business and pleasure. There was an unlimited
range of society—the powerful, the wise, the witty, and
the famous n every walk of life, pnnces, presidents,
poets, generals, artists, actors, and philanthropists,—
all making their own market at the fair, and deeming no
price too exorbitant for such commodities as hit their
fancy It was well worth one’s while, even 1f he had no
idea of buymg or selling, to loiter through the bazaars
and observe the vanous sorts of traffic that were going
forward

Some of the purchasers, I thought, made very foolish
bargamns For instance, a young man having imhented
a splendid fortune, laid out a considerable portion of it
m the purchase of diseases, and finally spent all the
rest for a heavy lot of repentance and a swmit of rags A
very pretty gul bartered a heart as clear as crystal, and
which seemed her most valuable possession, for another
jewel of the same kind, but so worn and defaced as to
be utterly worthless In one shop there were a great
many crowns of laurel and mysrtle, which soldiers,
authors, statesmen, and vanous other people pressed
eagerly to buy, some purchased these paltry wreaths
with their hives, others by a toilsome servitude of years,
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and many sacnficed whatever was most valuable, yet
finally slunk away without the crown. There was a sort
of stock or scrip, called Conscience, which seemed to be
in great demand, and would purchase almost anything
Indeed, few mnch commodities were to be obtamed
without paying a heavy sum 1n this particular stock, and
a man’s business was seldom very lucrative unless he
knew precisely when and how to throw his hoard of
conscience mto the market Yet as this stock was the
only thing of permanent value, whoever parted with it
was sure to find himself a loser in the long run Several
of the speculations were of a questionable character.
Occasionally a member of Congress recruited his pocket:
by the sale of his constituents, and I was assured that
public officers have often sold their country at very
moderate prices. Thousands sold therr happmess for a
whim. Gilded chams were m great demand, and pur-
chased wath almost any sacnfice In truth, those who
deswred, according to the old adage, to sell anything
valuable for a song, might find customers all over the
Fair, and there were mnumerable messes of pottage,
piping hot, for such as chose to buy them with ther
birthnghts. A few articles, however, could not be found
genuine at Vamty Fair. If a customer wished to renew
his stock of youth the dealers offered him a set of false
tecth and an auburn wig, 1f he demanded peace of mind,
they recommended opwum or a brandy bottle.

Tracts of land and golden mansions, situate i the
Celestial City, were often exchanged, at very disadvan-
tageous rates, for a few years’ lease of small, dismal,
mconvement tenements m Vanity Fair. Prince Beelze-
bub himself took great interest in this sort of traffic,
and sometimes condescended to meddle with smaller
matters I once had the pleasure to see him bargammg
with a muser for his soul, which, after much ingenious
skirmishing on both sides, tis highness succeeded m
obtaming at about the value of sxpence. The prince
remarked with a smile, that he was a loser by the trans-
action. ‘

Day after day, as I walked the streets of Vamty, my
manners and deportment became more and more hLke
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those of the mhabitants The place began to scem like
home, the idea of pursuing my travels to the Celestial
City was almost obliterated from my mind. I was re-
minded of it, however, by the sight of the same pair of
simple pilgnms at whom we had laughed so hearhly
when Apollyon puffed smoke and steam into their faces
at the commencement of our journey. There they stood
amidst the densest bustle of Vanity, the dealers offering
them their purple and fine linen and jewels, the men of
wit and humor gibing at them, a pair of buxom ladies
oghng them askance, while the benevolent Mr Smooth-
it-away whispered some of his wisdom at their elbows,
and pomted to a newly-erected temple, but there were
these worthy simpletons, making the scene look wild
and monstrous, merely by therr sturdy repudiation of
all part 1 1ts business or pleasures

One of them—his name was Stick-to-the-nght—per-
ceived n my face, I suppose, a species of sympathy and
almost admiration, which, to my own great surprise, I
could not help feehng for this pragmatic couple. It
prompted him to address me.

“Siu,” mquired he, with a sad, yet mild and kndly
voice, “do you call yourself a pilgrim?”

“Yes,” 1 repled, “my right to that appellation is
mdubitable I am merely a sojourner here in Vanity
Fair, being bound to the Celestial City by the new rail-
road ”

“Alas, friend,” rejoined Mr. Stick-to-the-right, “I do
assure you, and beseech you to receive the truth of my
words, that that whole concemn 1s a bubble You may
travel on 1t all your lifetime, wefe you to live thousands’
of years, and yet never get beyond the himits of Vamty
Fain. Yea, though you should deem yourself enterng
the gates of the blessed city, 1t will be nothing but a
muserable delusion.”

“The Lord of the Celestial City,” began the other
pilgnm, whose name was Mr. Footat-to-heaven, “has
" refused, and will ever refuse, to grant an act of mcorpo-
ration for this railroad; and unless that be obtained, no
passenger can ever hope to enter his dominions Where-
fore every man who buys a ticket must lay his account
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with losing the purchase money, which is the value of
his own soul

“Poh, nonsense!” said Mr. Smooth-it-away, taking my
arm and leading me off, “these fellows ought to be in-
dicted for a hbel. If the law stood as it once did
m Vamity Fair we should see them gnnming through the
won bars of the prison window.” ;

This mncident made a considerable impression on my
mind, and contributed with other circumstances to
mndispose me to a permanent residence mn the city of
Vamity, although, of course, I was not simple enough to
give, up my ongmal plan of ghding along easily and
commodiously by railroad. Stll, I grew anxious to be
gone. There was one strange thing that troubled me.
Amid the occupations or amusements of the Fair,
nothing was more common than for a person—whether
at feast, theatre, or church, or trafficking for wealth and
honors, or whatever he might be domg, and however
unseasonable the mnterruption—suddenly to vamish like
a soap bubble, and be never more seen of his fellows;
and so accustomed were the latter to such lttle acci-
dents that they went on with therr business as quetly
as 1f nothing had happened. But 1t was otherwise with
me.

Finally, after a pretty long residence at the Fair, I
resumed my journey towards the Celestial City, still
with Mr Smooth-it-away at my side At a short distance
beyond the suburbs of Vamty we passed the ancient
silver mine, of which Demas was the first discoverer,
and which 1s now wrought to great advantage, supplying
nearly all the comed currency of the world. A little
further onward was the spot where Lot’s wife had stood
forever under the semblance of a pillar of salt Curous
travellers have long since carnied 1t away piecemeal. Had
all regrets been pumshed as ngorously as this poor,
dame’s were, my yearning for the rehnquished delights
of Vamty Fair might have produced a sinmlar change m
my own corporeal substance, and left me a warning to
future pilgnms

The next remarkable object was a large edifice, con-
structed of mossgrown stone, but 1 a modem and aiy
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style of architecture The cngme came {o a pause in its
vicuuity, with the usual tremendous shrick

“This was formerly the castle of the redoubted giant
Despair,” observed Mr  Smooth-t-away, “but smce his
death Mr TFhmsy-faith has repaired i, and keeps an
excellent house of entertamnment here. It 1s onc of our
stopping-places.”

“It scems but slightly put together,” remarked I,
looking at the frail yet ponderous walls. “I do not cnvy
Mr Fhmsy-faith his habitation. Some day it will thunder
down upon the heads of the occupants.”

“We shall escape at all events,” said Mr Smooth-t-
away, “for Apollyon 1s putting on the stcam agam.”

The road now plunged mto a gorge of the Delectable
Mountains, and traversed the field wherc in former ages
the blind men wandered and stumbled among the
tombs. One of these ancient tombstones had been thrust
across the track by some malicious person, and gave the
tram of cars a ternble jolt Far up the rugged side of a
mountam [ perceived a rusty iron door, half overgrown
with bushes and creeping plants, but with smoke 1ssuing
from 1ts crevices

“Is that,” mquired I, “the very door m the hill-side
which the shepherds assured Chrnstian was a by-way to
hell?”

“That was a joke on the part of the shepherds,” said
Mr Smooth-it-away, with a smile. “It 15 neither more
nor less than the door of a cavern which they use as a
smoke-house for the preparation of mutton hams”

My recollections of the journey are now, for a little
space, dim and confused, mmasmuch as a simgular drow-
siness here overcame me, owng to the fact that we were
passing over the enchanted ground, the air of which
encourages a disposiion to sleep I awoke, however, as
soon as we crossed the borders of the pleasant land of
Beulah All the passengers were rubbing their eyes, com-
panng watches, and congratulating one another on the
prospect of arriving so seasonably at the journey’s end.
The sweet breezes of this happy clime came refreshingly
to our nostnls, we beheld the ghmmenng gush of silver
fountans, overhung by trees of beautful foliage and

-~
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delicious fruit, which were propagated by grafts from
the celeshal gardens Once, as we dashed onward like a
hurnicane, there was a flutter of wings and the bmght
appearance of an angel in the air, speeding forth on some
heavenly mission The engine now announced the close
vicimty of the final station-house by one last and hor-
mnble scream, m which there seemed to be distinguish-
able every kind of wailing and woe, and bitter fierceness
of wrath, all mixed up with the wild laughter of a devil
or a madman Throughout our journey, at every stop-
ping-place, Apollyon had exercised his mgenwmty 1n
screwing the most abominable sounds out of the whistle
of the steam-engine, but mn this closing effort he outdid
himself and created an infernal uproar, which, besides
disturbing the peaceful mmhabitants of Beulah, must have
sent 1ts discord even through the celestial gates

While the hornd clamor was still ninging m our ears
we heard an exulting stram, as if a thousand instruments
of music, with height and depth and sweetness i therr
tones, at once tender and triumphant, were struck in
unison, to greet the approach of some illustrious hero,
who had fought the good fight and won a glonous wvic-
tory, and was come to lay aside his battered arms forever.
Looking to ascertain what might be the occasion of this
glad harmony, I perceived, on alighting from the cars,
that a multitude of shiming ones had assembled on the
other side of the nwver, to welcome two poor pilgnms,
who were just emerging from 1ts depths. They were the
same whom Apollyon and ourselves had persecuted with
taunts, and gibes, and scalding steam, at the commence-
ment of our journey—the same whose unworldly aspect
and mmpressive words had stired my conscience ammd
the wild revellers of Vamty Fair

“How amazingly well those men have got on,” cried
I to Mr. Smoothat-away “I wish we were secure of as
good a reception ”’

“Never fear, never fear!” answered my friend. “Come,
make haste, the ferry boat will be off directly, and n
three mmutes you will be on the other side of the nwver.
No doubt you will find coaches to carry you up to the
oty gates.”

>
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A steam ferry boat, the last improvement on this
important route, lay at the nver side, puffing, snorting,
and emtting all those other disagreeable utterances
which betoken the departure to be immediate. I hurried
on board with the rest of the passengers, most of whom
were 1 great perturbation. some bawhng out for ther
baggage, some teanng their hair and exclaiming that
the boat would explode or sink, some already pale with
the heaving of the stream, some gazing affnghted at the
ugly aspect of the steersman, and some still dizzy with
the slumberous mfluences of the Enchanted Ground.
Looking back to the shore, I was amazed to discern Mr
Smooth-t-away waving his hand m token of farewell.

“Don’t you go over to the Celestial City?” exclaimed
L

“Oh, no!” answered he with a queer smile, and that
same disagreeable contortion of wisage which I had
remarked 1 the inhabitants of the Dark Valley. “Oh,
no' I have come thus far only for the sake of your pleas-
ant company Good-by! We shall meet agan.”

And then did my excellent fiend Mr. Smooth-it-away
laugh outnght, m the mudst of which caclinnation a
smoke-wreath issued from his mouth and nostnls, while
a twinkle of lund flame darted out of either eye, proving
indubitably that s heart was all of a red blaze. The
impudent fiend! To deny the emstence of Tophet, when
he felt its fiery tortures raging within his breast. I rushed
to the side of the boat, intending to fling myself on
shore, but the wheels, as they began their revolutions,
threw a dash of spray over me so cold—so deadly cold,
with the chill that will never leave those waters until
Death be drowned 1 lus own niver—that with a shiver
and a heartquake I awoke. Thank Ieaven it was a
Dream!
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FEATHERTOP:
A MORALIZED LEGEND

“Dicron,” cried Mother Rigby, #y coal for my pipel”

The pipe was 1n the old dame’s mouth when she said
these words She had thrust 1t there after filing 1t with
tobacco, but without stooping to light 1t at the hearth,
where mdeed there was no appearance of a fire having
been kindled that morning. Forthwith, however, as soon
as the order was gwven, there was an mtense ted glow
out of the bowl of the pipe, and a whiff of smoke from
Mother Rigby’s lips. Whence the coal came, and how
brought thither by an mnvistble hand, I have never been
able to discover.

“Goodt” quoth Mother Rugby, with a nod of her head.
“Thank ye, Dickon! And now for making this scarecrow
Be withmn call, Dickon, m case need you agam.”

The good woman had nsen thus early (for as yet 1t
was scarcely sunmse) m order t0 set about making a
scarecrow, which she mntended to put mn the middle of
her com-patch. It was now the latter week of May, and
the crows and blackbirds had already discovered the
httle, green, rolled-up leaf of the Indian com just
peeping out of the soil She was determmmed, therefore,
to contrive as lifelike a scarecrow as ever was seen, and
to finsh it immeduately, from top to toe, SO that it
should begmn 1ts sentinel’s duty that very morning Now
Mother Rigby (as everybody must have heard) was one
of the most cunnmg and potent watches New Eng-
land, and mmght, with very Yittle trouble, have made a
scarecrow ugly enough to fnghten the minster himself
But on this occasion, as she had awakened m an uncom-
monly pleasant humor, and was further dulaified by her
pipe of tobacco, she resolved to produce something fine,
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beautiful, and splendid, rather than Iudeous and hor-
nble.

“I don’t want to set up a hobgoblin 1n my own com-
patch, and almost al my own doorstep,” said Mother
Rigby to hersclf, puffing out a whiff of smoke; “I could
do 1t if 1 pleased, but I'm tiwed of domng marvellous
things, and so I'll keep within the bounds of cvery-day
business just for vanety’s sake Besides, there 15 no use
m scarmg the httle children for a mule roundabout,
though 't is true I'm a witch.”

It was scttled, therefore, in her own mind, that the
scarccrow should represent a fine gentleman of the
pentod, so far as the matenals at hand would allow.
Perhaps 1t may be as well to cnumerate the cluef of the
articles that went to thc composition of this figure.

The most mmportant item of all, probably, although
it made so httle show, was a certain broomstick, on
which Mother Rigby had taken many an airy gallop at
midmght, and which now scrved the scarccrow by way
of a spmal column, or, as the unlcarned phrasec i, a
backbone. Onec of its arms was a disabled flaal wluch
used to be wiclded by Goodman Rigby, before his
spouse wornied lnm out of this troublesome world, the
other, if I mistake not, was composed of the pudding
stick and a broken rung of a chair, ticd loosely together
at the clbow. As for 1its legs, the night was a hoe handle,
and the left an undistingwshed and muscellancous stick
from the woodpile. Its lungs, stomach, and other affaurs
of that kind were nothing better than a meal bag stuffed
with straw. Thus we have made out the skeleton and
entire corporosity of the scarccrow, with the cxception
ot 1its head; and this was admrably supplied by a some-
what withered and shnvelled pumpkin, m which Mother
Rigby cut two holes for the cyes, and a shit for the
mouth, leaving a bluish-colored knob in the middle to
pass for a nose. It was rcally quite a respectable face

“I've seen worse ones on human shoulders, at any
rate,” smd Mother Rigby. “And many a fine gentleman
has a'pumpkm head, as well as my scarecrow ”

But the clothes, mn this case, were to be the making
of the man. So the good old woman took down from a

~
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peg an ancient plum-colored coat of London make, and
with relics of embroidery on 1its seams, cuffs, pocket-
flaps, and button-holes, but lamentably wom and faded,
patched at the elbows, tattered at the skirts, and thread-
bare all over. On the left breast was a2 round hole,
whence either a star of nobility had been rent away, or
else the hot heart of some former wearer had scorched
it through and through. The neighbors said that this
nch garment belonged to the Black Man’s wardrobe,
and that he kept it at Mother Rigby’s cottage for the
convemence of shipping it on whenever he wished to
make a grand appearance at the governor’s table To
match the coat there was a velvet wastcoat of very
ample size, and formerly embroidered with foliage that
had been as brightly golden as the maple leaves in
October, but which had now quite vanished out of the
substance of the velvet Next came a par of scarlet
breeches, once wom by the French governor of Louss-
bourg, and the knees of which had touched the lower
step of the throne of Lows le Grand The Frenchman
had given these smallclothes to an Indian powwow,
who parted with them to the old witch for a gill of
strong waters, at one of their dances in the forest. Fur-
thermore, Mother Rigby produced a pair of silk stock-
mgs and put them on the figure’s legs, where they
showed as unsubstantial as a dream, with the wooden
realty of the two sticks making itself muserably appar-
ent through the holes. Lastly, she put her dead hus-
band’s wig on the bare scalp of the pumpkin, and sur-
mounted the whole with a dusty three-cornered hat,
which was stuck the longest tail feather of a rooster.

Then the old dame stood the figure up 1 a comer of
her cottage and chuckled to behold its yellow semblance
of a visage, with 1ts nobby hittle nose thrust into the aur.
It had a strangely self-satisfied aspect, and seemed to
say, “Come look at mel!”

“And you are well worth looking at, that’s a fact!”
quoth Mother Rigby, in admuration at her own handi-
work. “I've made many a puppet since I've been a witch,’
but methinks this 1s the finest of them all. *T is almost
too good for a scarecrow And, by the by, I'll just £l a
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fresh pipe of tobacco and then take him out {o the com-
atch.”

d ‘While filling her pipe the old woman continued to
gaze with almost motherly affection at the figure in the
corner. To say the truth, whether it were chance, or
skill, or downright witcheraft, there was something
wonderfully human m this ridiculous shape, bedizened
with its tattered finery; and as for the countenance, it
appeared to shrivel its yellow surface into a grin—a
funny kind of capression betwixt scorn and mernment,
as if it understood itself to be a jest at mankind. The
more Mother Rigby looked the better she was pleased.

“Dickon,” cnied she sharply, “another coal for my
ipe!”

ri—Iardly had she spoken, than, just as before, there was
a red-glowing coal on the top of the tobacco. She drew
in a long whiff and puffed it forth again into the bar of
morning sunshime which struggled through the onc dusty
pane of her cottage window. Mother Rigby always
liked to flavor her pipe with a coal of firc from the par-
ticular chimney corner whence this had been brought.
But where that chmmney comner mmght be, or who
brought the coal from it,—further than that the invis-
ible messenger scemed to respond to the name of Dickon,
—-] cannot tell.

“That puppet yonder,” thought Mother Rigby, still
with her eyes fined on the scarecrow, “is too good a
precc of work to stand all summer m a corn-patch,
frightening away the crows and blackbirds. He's capable
of better things. Why, I've danced with a worse one,
when partners happened to be scarce, at our witch
meetings mn the forestt What if I should let him take
his chance among the other men of straw and cmpty
fellows who go bustling about the world?”

The old witch took three or'four more whiffs of her
pipe and smiled

“He'll meet plenty of his brethien at every strect
cornerl” continucd she “Well, I didn’t mean to dabble
in witchcraft to-day, further than the lightmg of my
pipe, but a witch I am, and a witch I'm lkely to be,

i
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and there’s no use trymg to shuk it. I'll make a man
of my scarecrow, were it only for the joke’s sake!”

While muttermg these words, Mother Rigby took the
pipe from her own mouth and thrust it mto the crevice
which represented the same feature i the pumpkn
visage of the scarecrow.

“Puff, darhng, puff!” said she “Puff away, my fine
fellow! your hife depends on it!”

This was a strange exhortation, undoubtedly, to be
addressed to a mere thing of sticks, straw, and old
clothes, with nothing better than a shnivelled pumpkin
for a head,—as we know to have been the scarecrow’s
case Nevertheless, as we must carefully hold n remem-
brance, Mother Rigby was a witch of singular power and
dextenty; and, keeping this fact duly before our minds,
we shall see nothing beyond credibiity m the re-
markable mcidents of our story Indeed, the great diffi-
culty will be at once got over, if we can only bring our-
selves to beheve that, as soon as the old dame bade him
puff, there came a whiff of smoke from the scarecrow’s
mouth It was the very feeblest of whiffs, to be sure,
but it was followed by another and another, each more
decided than the precedmg one.

“Puff away, my pet! puff away, my pretty omel”
Mother Rigby kept repeating, with her pleasantest smile.
“It 15 the breath of hfe to ye, and that you may take my
word for”

Beyond all question the pipe was bewitched. There
must have been a spell exther m the fobacco or m the
fercely-glowing coal that so mysteniously burned on top
of i, or m the pungently-aromatic smoke which exhaled
from the kindled weed The figure, after a few doubtful
attempts, at length blew forth a volley of smoke extend-
mg all the way from the obscure corner into the bar of
sunshine. There 1t eddied and melted away among the
motes of dust It seemed a convulsive effort, for the
two or three next whiffs were famter, although the coal
stll glowed and threw a gleam over the scarecrow’s
visage. The old witch clapped her skinny hands together,
and smiled encouragingly upon her handiwork. She saw
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that the charm worked well. The shnivelled, yellow tace,
which heretofore had been no face at all, had already
a thin, fantastic haze, as it were of human likeness,
shufting to and fro across it; sometimes vamishing en-
twely, but growmng more perceptible than ever with' the
next whiff from the pipe The whole figure, mn like
manner, assumed a show of life, such as we mmpart to
ill-defined shapes among the clouds, and half deceive
ourselves with the pastime of our own fancy

If we must needs pry closely mto the matter, it may
be doubted whether there was any real change, after
all, i the sordid, worn-out, worthless, and 1ill-jointed
substance of the scarecrow, but merely a spectral illu-
sion, and a cunmmng effect of hight and shade so colored
and contrived as to delude the eyes of most men. The
muracles of witchcraft seem always to have had a very
shallow subtlety, and, at least, if the above explanation
do not Iut the truth of the process, I can suggest no
better.

“Well puffed, my pretty lad!” still cried old Mother
Rigby “Come, another good stout whiff, and let 1t be
with might. and main. Puff for thy hfe, I tell thee! Puff
out of the very bottom of thy heart, if any heart thou
hast, or any bottom to i1t! Well done, agamn! Thou didst
suck in that mouthful as if for the pure love of 1t.”

And then the wiich beckoned to the scarecrow,
throwing so much magnetic potency into her gesture
that 1t seemed as if it must mevitably be obeyed, hike'
the mystic call of the loadstone when it summons the
110N

“Why lurkest thou in the corner, lazy one?” said she
“Step forth! Thou hast the world before thee!”

Upon my word, if the legend were not one which I
heard on my grandmother’s knee, and which had estab-
Iished 1its place among things credible before my childish
judgment could analyze 1its probabihty, I question
whether 1 should have the face to tell it now.

In obedience to Mother Rigby’s word, and extending
its arm as 1if to reach her outstretched hand, the figure’
made a step forward—a kind of litch and jerk, however,
rather than a step—then tottered and almost lost its
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balance. What could the witch expect? It was nothing,
after all, but a scarecrow stuck upon two sticks But
the strong-willed old beldam scowled, and beckoned,
and flung the energy of her purpose so forcibly at this
poor combination of rotten wood, and musty straw, and
-ragged garments, that it was compelled to show itself
a man, m spite of the reahty of things. So 1t stepped
into the bar of sunshine. There 1t stood—poor devil of
a contrivance that it was'—with only the thinnest ves-
ture of human smilitude about it, through which was
evdent the stuff, nckety, incongruous, faded, tattered,
good-fornothing patchwork of its substance, ready to
sk m a heap upon the floor, as conscious of its own
unworthiness to be erect. Shall I confess the truth? At
its present point of vivification, the scarecrow reminds
me of some of the lukewarm and abortive characters,
composed of heterogeneous matenals, used for the thou-
sandth time, and never worth using, with which romance
winters (and myself, no doubt, among the rest) have
so over-peopled the world of fiction.

But the fierce old hag began to get angry and show a
ghmpse of her diabolic nature (like a snake’s head,
peeping with a hiss out of her bosom), at this pusillam-
mous behavior of the thing which she had taken the
trouble to put together.

“Puff away, wretch!”” cnied she, wrathfully “Puff,
puff, puff, thou thing of straw and emptmess! thou rag
or two! thou meal bag! thou pumpkin head! thou
nothing! Where shall I find a name wile enough to call
thee by? Puff, I say, and suck m thy fantastic hife along
with the smoke! else 1 snatch the pipe from thy mouth
and hurl thee where that red coal came from.”

Thus threatened, the unhappy scarecrow had nothing
for it but to puff away for dear life. As need was,
therefore, 1t apphed itself lustily to the pipe, and sent
forth such abundant volleys of tobacco smoke that the
small cottage kitchen became all vaporous The one
sunbeam struggled mistily through, and could but im-
perfectly define the image of the cracked and dusty
window pane on the opposite wall Mother Rigby,
meanwhile, with one brown arm akimbo and the other
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stretched towards the figure, loomed gnmly amid the
obscunity with such port and expression as when she was
wont to heave a ponderous mghtmare on her victims and
stand at the bedside to enmjoy their agony. In fear and
trembling did this poor scarecrow puff. But its efforts,
it must be acknowledged, served an excellent purpose,
for, with each successive whiff, the figure lost more and
more of 1ts dizzy and perplexing tenuity and seemed to
take denser substance. Its very garments, moreover,
partook of the magical change, and shone with the gloss
of novelty and ghstened with the skilfully embroidered
gold that had long ago been rent away And, half re-
vealed among the smoke, a yellow visage bent its lustre-
less eyes on Mother Rigby.

At last the old witch clinched he: fist and shook it at
the figure Not that she was positively angry, but merely
acting on the pnnciple—perhaps untrue, or not the
only truth, though as high a one as Mother Rigby could
be expected to attain—that feeble and torpid natures,
bemg incapable of better inspiration, must be stired up
by fear. But here was the cnsis Should she fail in what
she now sought to effect, 1t was her ruthless purpose to
scatter the miserable simulacre mnto 1ts onginal elements.

“Thou hast a man’s aspect,” said she, sternly “Have
also the echo and mockery of a voice! I bid thee speak!”

The scarecrow gasped, struggled, and at length
emitted a murmur, which was so incorporated with 1its
smoky breath that you could scarcely tell whether it
were mdeed a voice or only a whiff of tobacco. Some
narrators of this legend hold the opmmon that Mother
Rigby’s conjurations and the fierceness of her will had
compelled a famihar spint into the figure, and that the
voice was his

“Mother,” mumbled the poor stified voice, “be not
so awful with me' I would fan speak, but being without
wits, what can I say?”

“Thou canst speak, darling, canst thou?” cried Mother
Rugby, relaxing her grim countenance into a smile “And
what shalt thou say, quotha! Say, indeed' Art thou of
the brotherhood of the empty skull, and demandest of
me what thou shalt say? Thou shalt say a thousand
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things, and saying them a thousand times over, thou
shalt still have said nothing! Be not afraid, I tell theel
When thou comest into the world (whither I purpose
sending thee forthwith) thou shalt not lack the where-
withal to talk. Talk! Why, thou shalt babble like a mill-
stream, 1f thou wilt. Thou hast brams enough for that,
I trow!”

“At your service, mother,” responded the figure

“And that was well said, my pretty one,” answered
Mother Rigby. “Then thou speakest Iike thysclf, and
meant nothung Thou shalt have a hundred such set
phrases, and five hundred to the boot of them And
now, darling, I have taken so much pams with thee and
thou art so beautiful, that, by my troth, I love thee
better than any witch’s puppet i the world, and T've
made them of all sorts—clay, wax, straw, sticks, might
fog, morming must, sea foam, and climney smoke. But
thou art the very best. So give heed to what I say.”

“Yes, kind mother,” said the figure, “with all my
heart!”

“With all thy heart!” cnied the old witch, setting her
hands to her sides and laughing loudly “Thou hast
such a pretty way of speaking With all thy heart! And
thou didst put thy hand to the left side of thy waistcoat
as if thou really hadst one!”

So now, m high good humor with this fantastic con-
tnvance of hers, Mother Rigby told the scarecrow that
1t must go and play its part mn the great world, where
not one man 1n a hundred, she afirmed, was gifted with
more real substance than itself And, that he mght hold
up his head with the best of them, she endowed him,
on the spot, with an unreckonable amount of wealth.
It consisted partly of a gold mme n Eldorado, and of
ten thousand shares in a broken bubble, and of half a
million acres of vineyard at the North Pole, and of a
castle in the awr, and a chateau m Spam, together with
all the rents and income therefrom accruing She fur-
ther made over to lim the cargo of a certamn ship, laden
with salt of Cadiz, which she herself, by her necro-
mantic arts, had caused to founder, ten years before,
in the deepest part of mid-ocean. If the salt were not
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dissolved, and could be broughi to market, 1t would
fetch a pretty penny among the fishermen. That he
might not lack ready moncy, she gave him a copper
farthing of Birmingham manufacture, being all the coin
‘she had aboul her, and likewisc a great deal of brass,
which she applied to lus forchead, thus making it yel-
lower than cver.

“With that brass alone,” quoth Mother Rigby, “thou
canst pay thy way all over the carth. Kiss me, pretty
darling! I have donc my best for thee.”

Furthermore, that the adventurer mught lack no pos-
sible advantage towards a fair start m lfe, tlus excel-
lent old dame gave him a token by which he was to
introduce himself to a certam magistrate, member of the
council, merchant, and clder of the church (the four
capacities constituting but one man), who stood at the
head of society in the neighboring metropolis. The token
was neither more nor less than a single word, which
Mother Rigby whispercd to the scarecrow, and which
the scarecrow was to whisper to the merchant.

“Gouty as the old fellow 15, he’ll run thy errands for
thee, when once thou hast given lum that word m lus
car,” sad the old witch. “Mother Rigby knows the
worshipful Justice Gookm, and the worshipful Justice
knows Mother Rigby!”

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to
the puppet’s, chuckling urepressibly, and fidgeting all
through her system, with delight at the idea which she
meant to communicate.

“The worshipful Master Gookin,” whispered she,
“hath a comely maiden to his daughier. And hark ye,
my pet! Thou hast a fair outside, and a pretty wit
enough of thine own. Yea, a pretty wit enough! Thou
wilt think better of it when thou hast seen more of other
people’s wits. Now, with thy outside and thy inside,
thou art the very man to win a young girl’s heart. Never
doubt 1tt I tell thee 1t shall be so. Put but a bold face
on the matter, sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, ‘thrust forth
thy leg like a dancing-master, put thy nght hand to the
left side of thy waistcoat, and pretty Polly Gookin is
thine ownl”
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All this while the new creature had been sucking in
and exhaling the vapory fragrance of his pipe, and
scemed now to continue this occupation as much for the
enjoyment 1t afforded as because 1t was an essential
condition of his existence It was wonderful to see how
exceedingly like a human bemng 1t behaved. Its eyes (for
it appeared to possess a pair) were bent on Mother
Rigby, and at swtable junctures it nodded or shook its
head Neither did 1t lack words proper for the occasion:
“Really! Indeed! Pray tell me! Is it possiblel Upon my
word! By no means! Ohl Ah! Hem!” and other such
weighty utterances as mmply attention, mquiry, acqui-
escence, or dissent on the part of the auditor. Even had
you stood by and seen the scarecrow made, you could
scarcely have resisted the conviction that it perfectly
understood the cunning counsels which the old watch
poured mto its counterfeit of an ear The more earnestly
it apphed 1ts hips to the pipe, the more distinctly was
its human likeness stamped among visible reahties, the
more sagacious grew its expression, the more hfelike
its gestures and movements, and the more intelligibly
audible 1its voice. Its garments, too, ghstened so much
the brighter with an illusory magmficence. The very
pipe, 1 which burned the spell of all this wonderwork,
ceased to appear as a smoke-blackened earthen stump,
and became a meerschaum, with pamted bowl and
amber mouthpiece.

It might be apprehended, however, that as the hfe of
the 1llusion seemed 1dentical with the vapor of the pipe,
it would terminate simultaneously with the reduction of
th? tobacco to ashes. But the beldam foresaw the diffi-
culty °

“Hold thou the pipe, my precious onme,” said she,
“while I ill 1t for thee again.”

It was sorrowful to behold how the fine gentleman
began to fade back into a scarecrow while Mother Rigby
shook the ashes out of the pipe and proceeded to re-
' plemish 1t from her tobacco-box

“Dickon,” cried she, in her high, sharp tone, “another
coal for this pipel”

No sooner said than the mtensely ted speck of fire
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was glowing within the pipe-bowl; and the scarccrow,
without waiting for the witch’s bidding, applicd the
tube to lus lips and drew in a few short, convulsive
whiffs, which soon, however, became regular and cquable

“Now, mmec own heart's darling,” quoth Mother
Rigby, “whatever may happen to thee, thou must stick
to thy pipc. Thy hic is m it; and that, at least, thou
knowest well, if thou knowest nought besides. Stick to
thy pipe, 1 say! Smoke, puff, blow thy cloud; and tell
the people, 1f any question be made, that it s for thy
health, and that so the physician orders thee to do. And,
sweet onc, when thou shalt find thy pipe gething low,
go apart into some corner, and (first filling thyself with
smoke) cry sharply, ‘Dickon, a fresh pipe of tobaccol’
and, ‘Dickon, another coal for my pipel’ and have it
into thy pretty mouth as speedily as may be Else,
instcad of a gallant gentleman in a gold-aced coat, thou
wilt be but a jumble of sticks and tattered clothes, and
a bag of straw, and a withered pumplin! Now depart,
my trcasure, and good luck go with theet”

“Never fear, motherl” smd the figure, 1 a stout
voice, and sending forth a courageous winff of smoke, “I
will thrve, if an honest man and a gentleman may!”

“Oh, thou wilt be the death of mel” cried the old
witch, convulsed with laughter. “That was well said. If
an honest man and a gentleman may' Thou playest thy
part to perfection. Get along with thee for a smart fel-
low, and I will wager on thy head, as a man of pith and
substance, with a brain and what they call a heart, and
all else that a man should have, against any cther thing
on two legs 1 hold myself a better witch than yesterday,
for thy sake. Did not 1 make thee? And I defy any witch
in New England to make such another! Here; take my
staff along with thee!”

The staff, though it was but a plamm oaken stick,
immediately took the aspect of a gold-lcaded cane.

“That gold hcad has as much scnse n it as thme
own,” said Mother Rugby, “and 1t will gwde thee strmght
to worshipful Master Gookin’s door Get thee gone, my
pretty pet, my darling, my precious one, my treasurc;
and if any ask thy name, 1t is Feathertop. For thou hast
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a feather m thy hat, and I have thrust a handful of
feathers mto the hollow of thy head, and thy wig, too, is
of the fashion they call Feathertop,—so be Feathertop
thy name!”’

And, issumg from the cottage, Feathertop strode
manfully towards town Mother Rigby stood at the
threshold, well pleased to see how the sunbeams ghs-
tened on him, as if all his magmficence were real, and
how dihigently and lovingly he smoked his pipe, and how
handsomely he walked, in spite of a httle stiffness of his
legs She watched him until out of sight, and threw a
witch benediction after her darling, when a turn of the
road snatched him from her view.

Betimes m the forenoon, when the principal street of
the neighboring town was just at its acme of lfe and
bustle, a stranger of very distinguished figure was seen
on the sidewalk His port as well as lus garments beto-
kened nothing short of nobiity He wore a mnchly-
embroidered plum-colored coat, a wastcoat of costly
velvet, magmficently adorned with golden fohage, a pair
of splendid scarlet breeches, and the finest and glossiest
of white silk stockings. His head was covered with a
peruke, so damnbly powdered and adjusted that it would
have been sacnlege to disorder 1t with a hat, which,
therefore (and 1t was a goldlaced hat, set off with a
snowy feather), he carmed beneath his arm On the
breast of tus coat ghstened a star. He managed hus gold-
headed cane with an airy grace, peculiar to the fine gen-
tlemen of the peniod, and, to give the highest possible
finish to his equipment, he had lace ruffles at his wnst,
of a most ethereal delicacy, sufficiently avouching how
wdle and anstocratic must be the hands which they half
concealed.

It was a remarkable point mn the accoutrement of this,
brilhant personage that he held m s left hand a fan-
tastic kind of a pipe, with an exqusitely pamted bowl
and an amber mouthpiece This he apphed to his lips
as often as every five or six paces, and inhaled a deep
whiff of smoke, which, after being retained a moment mn
lis lungs, might be seen to eddy gracefully from his
mouth and nostrils.
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As may well be supposed, the street was all astir to
find out the stranger’s name

“It 15 some great nobleman, beyond question,” said
one of the towns-people. “Do you see the star at his
breast?”

“Nay; 1t 15 too bright to be seen,” said another. “Yes;
he must needs be a nobleman, as you say. But by what
conveyance, think you, can his lordship have voyaged
or travelled hither? There has been no vessel from the
old country for a month past, and it he have arnved
overland from the southward, pray where are his attend-
ants and equipage?” )

“He needs no equipage to set off his rank,” remarked
a third. “If he came among us n rags, nobility would
shine through a hole in his elbow I never saw such
digmity of aspect He has the old Norman blood in his
vems, I warrant him ”

“I rather take him to be a Dutchman, or one of your
high Germans,” said another citizen. “The men of
those countnies have always the pipe at therr mouths.”

“And so has a Turk,” answered his companion. “But,
in my judgment, this stranger hath been bred at the
French court, and hath there learned politeness and
grace of manner, which none understand so well as the
nobility of France That gait, now! A vulgar spectator
mght deem 1t stiff—he mught call 1t a hitch and jerk—
but, to my eye, 1t hath an unspeakable majesty, and
must have been acquired by constant observation of the
deportment of the Grand Monarque. The stranger’s
character and office are evident enough He 1s a French
ambassador, come to treat with our rulers about the
cession of Canada”

“More probably a Spamard,” said another, “and
hence his yellow complexion, or, most likely, he 1s from
the Havana, or from some port on the Spanmish mam,
and comes to make investigation about the puracies
which our government 1s thought to connive at Those
settlers n Peru and Mexico have skins as yellow as the
gold which they dig out of therr mes.”

“Yellow or not,” cried a lady, “he 1s a beautiful man!
—s0 tall, so slender! such a fine, noble face, with so
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well-shaped a mose, and all that delicacy of expression
about the mouth! And, bless me, how bnght his star is!
It positively shoots out flames!”

“So do your eyes, fair lady,” said the stranger, with
a bow and a flourish of his pipe; for he was just passing
at the instant. “Upon my honor, they have quite daz-
zled me”

“Was ever so original and exquisite a comphment?”
murmured the lady, m an ecstasy of delight.

Amid the general admiration eacited by the stranger’s
appearance, there were only two dissenting voices. One
was that of an impertinent cur, which, after snuffing at
the heels of the ghstening figure, put its tail between 1ts
legs and skulked mto its master’s back yard, vociferat-
ing an execrable howl. The other dissentient was a young
child, who squalled at the fullest stretch of his lungs, and
babbled some ummntelligible nonsense about a pumpkin.

Feathertop meanwhile pursued his way along the
street Except for the few complimentary words to the
lady, and now and then a slight mchnation of the head
m requital of the profound reverences of the bystanders,
he seemed wholly absorbed in his pipe There needed no
other proof of his rank and consequence than the perfect
equamimity with which he comported himself, while the
curiosity and admuration of the town swelled almost into
clamor around him With a crowd gathering behind his
footsteps, he finally reached the mansion-house of the
worshipful Justice Gookin, entered the gate, ascended
the steps of the front door, and knocked In the mterim,
before his summons was answered, the stranger was
observed to shake the ashes out of his pipe

“What did he say imn that sharp voice?” mquired one
of the spectators. ,

“Nay, I know not,” answered s friend. “But the sun
dazzles my eyes strangely. How dim and faded lus lord-
ship looks all of a sudden! Bless my wits, what is the
matter with me?”

“The wonder 1s,” said the other, “that his pipe, which

was out only an mstant ago, should be all alight agam.

and with the reddest coal I ever saw. There 15 something
mysterious about this stranger. What a whiff of smoke

;
4
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was that! Dim and faded did you call him? Why, as he
turns about the star on his breast 15 all ablaze ”

“It 15, mndeed,” saxd his companion, “and it will go
near to dazzle pretty Polly Gookin, whom I see peeping
at 1t out of the chamber window ”

The door being now opened, Feathertop turned to the
crowd, made a stately bend of his body like a great man
acknowledging the reverence of the meaner sort, and
vanished mto the house There was a mystersous kind of
a smile, if it mught not better be called a grnn or gn-
mace, upon his visage, but, of all the throng that beheld
him, not an individual appears to have possessed msight
enough to detect the illusive character of the stranger ex-
cept a little child and a cur dog

Our legend here loses somewhat of its continuity, and,
passing over the prehminary explanation between Feath-
ertop and the merchant, goes in quest of the pretty
Polly Gookin She was a damsel of a soft, round fgure,
with light hair and blue eyes, and a fair, rosy face, which
seemed neither very shrewd nor very simple. This young
lady had caught a ghmpse of the glistening stranger while
standing at the threshold, and had forthwith put.on a
laced cap, a stuing of beads, her finest kerchief, and her
stiffest damask petticoat mn preparation for the mnterview
Hurrymmg from her chamber to the parlor, she had ever
smce been viewing herself i the large looking-glass and
practising pretty airs—now a smile, now a ceremonious
digmity of aspect, and now a softer smile than the
former, kissing her hand likewsse, tossing her head, and
managmg her fan, while within the mirror an unsubstan-
tial hittle maid repeated every gesture and did all the
foolish things that Polly did, but without making her
ashamed of them In short, it was the fault of pretty
Polly’s ability rather than her will if she failed to be as
complete an artifice as the illustnous Feathertop him-
self, and, when she thus tampered with her own sim-
phcity, the witch’s phantom mught well hope to win her

No sooner did Polly hear her father’s gouty footsteps
approaching the parlor door, accompanied with the stiff
clatter of Feathertop’s high-heeled shoes, than she seated



FEATHERTOP: A MORALIZED LEGEND 245

herself bolt upright and innocently began warbling a
song

“Polly! daughter Polly!” cned the old merchant.
“Come hither, child.”

Master Gookin’s aspect, as he opened the door, was
doubtful and troubled.

“This gentleman,” continued he, presenting the
stranger, ‘“4s the Chevaher Feathertop,—nay, I beg his
pardon, my Lord Feathertop,—~who hath brought me a
token of remembrance from an ancient friend of mune.
Pay your duty to his lordship, child, and honor him as
his quahty deserves.”

After these few words of ntroduction, the worshipful
magistrate 1mmediately quitted the room But, even in
that bnief moment, had the fair Polly glanced aside at
her father nstead of devoting herself wholly to the »nl-
hant guest, she might have taken waming of some mis-
chief nigh at hand The old man was nervous, fidgety,
and very pale Purposing a smile of courtesy, he had
deformed his face with a sort of galvamic gnn, which,
when Feathertop’s back was tumed, he eschanged for a
scowl, at the same time shaking his fist and stamping his
gouty foot—an mavility which brought its retnbution
along with 1t The truth appears to have been that
Mother Rigby’s word of introduction, whatever 1t might
be, had operated far more on the nch merchant’s fears
than on Ius good will Moreover, bemg a man of won-
derfully acute observation, he had noticed that these
painted figures on the bowl of Feathertop’s pipe were m
mation Looking more closely, he became convinced that
these figures were a party of little demons, each duly
provided with horns and a tail, and dancing hand n
hand, with gestures of diabolical mernment, round the
circumference of the pipe bowl. As if to confirm his
suspicions, while Master Gookin ushered his guest along
a dusky passage from his private room to the parlor, the
star on Feathertop’s breast had scmntillated actual flames,
and threw a flickening gleam upon the wall, the ceiling,
and the floor.

With such simister prognostics manifesting themselves
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on all hands, it is not to be marvelled at that the
merchant should have felt that he was commutting his
daughter to a very questionable acquamntance. He cursed,
m his secret soul, the msnuating elegance of Feather-
top’s manners, as this brilhant personage bowed, smiled,
put s hand on his heart, mmhaled a long whiff from s
pipe, and enriched the atmosphere with the smoky vapor
of a fragrant and wvisible sigh. Gladly would poor Master
Gookin have thrust his dangerous guest into the street;
but there was a constraint and terror withim him. Ths
respectable old gentleman, we fear, at an earher period
of life, had given some pledge or other to the evil prin-
ciple, and perhaps was now to redeem 1t by the sacrifice
of his daughter

It so happened that the parlor door was partly of glass,
shaded by a silken curtam, the folds of which hung a
Iittle awry. So strong was the merchant’s interest m wit-
nessing what was to ensue between the fair Polly and the
gallant Feathertop that, after quitting the room, he
could by no means refram from peeping through the
crevice of the curtamn.

But there was nothing very muraculous to be seen;
nothing—except the tnfles previously noticed—to con-
firm the idea of a supernatural pemnl environing the
pretty Polly The stranger 1t 15 true was evidently a thor-
ough and practised man of the world, systematic and
self-possessed, and therefore the sort of a person to whom
a parent ought not to confide a simple, young gil with-
out due watchfulness for the result. The worthy magis-
trate, who had been conversant with all degrees and
quahties of mankind, could not but percewve every mo-
tion and gesture of the distingwished Feathertop came
m 1ts proper place, nothing had been left rude or native
in him, a well-digested conventionalism had incorpo-
rated itself thoroughly with his substance and trans-
formed hum mto a work of art Perhaps it was this
pecubanty that mvested lim with a species of ghastli-
ness and awe It 1s the effect of anything completely and
consummately artificial, in human shape, that the per-
son mmpresses us as an unreality and as having hardly
Pith enough to cast a shadow upon the floor. As regarded
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Feathertop, all this resulted i a wild, extravagant, and
fantastical 1mpression, as if s hife and bemg were akin
to the smoke that curled upward from his pipe

But pretty Polly Gookin felt not thus. The pair were
now promenading the room Feathertop with his damnty
stde and no less damty grimace, the gul with a native
maidenly grace, just touched, not spoiled, by a shghtly
affected manner, which seemed caught from the perfect
artifice of her companion The longer the imterview con-
tinued, the more charmed was pretty Polly, until, withit
the first quarter of an hour (as the old magstrate noted
by hus watch), she was evidently beginning to be m love.
Nor need it have been witchcraft that subdued her
such a hurry, the poor child’s heart, 1t may be, was so
very fervent that it melted her with 1its own warmth as
reflected from the hollow semblance of a lover. No mat-
ter what Feathertop said, his words found depth and
reverberation 1mm her ear, no matter what he did, his
action was heroic to her eye And by this time 1t 15 to be
supposed there was a blush on Polly’s cheek, a tender
smile about her mouth, and a hqud softness m her
- glance; while the star kept coruscating on Feathertop’s
breast, and the httle demons careered with more frantic
memment than ever about the circumference of his pipe
bowl O pretty Polly Gookin, why should these imps
rejoice so madly that a silly maiden’s heart was about to
be given to a shadow' Is i1t so unusual a misfortune, so
1are a trumph?

By and by Feathertop paused, and throwmg himself
mto an imposing athitude, seemed to summon the fair
gil to survey his figure and resist um longer if she
could His star, hus embroidery, his buckles glowed at
that instant with unutterable splendor, the picturesque
hues of lus attire took a ncher depth of coloring, there
Was a gleam and polish over his whole presence be-
tokenmg the perfect witchery of well-ordered manners.
The maiden raised her eyes and suffered them to hinger
Upon her companion with a bashful and adminng gaze.

en, as if deswrous of judging what value her own sim-
Ple comelimess might have side by side with so much
bollancy, she cast a glance towards the full-length
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looking-glass m front of wlich they happened to be
standing. It was one of the truest plates m the world and
mcapable of flattery. No sooner did the images therem
reflected meet Polly’s eye than she shrieked, shrank
from the stranger’s side, gazed at him for a moment
the wildest dismay, and sank insensible upon the floor.
Feathertop hkewise had looked towards the murror, and
there beheld, not the ghttering mockery of lus outside
show, but a picture of the sordid patchwork of lus real
composition, stripped of all witcheraft

The wretched simulacrum! We almost pity lnm. He
threw up his arms with an expression of despair that
went further than any of lus previous manifestations to-
wards vindicating lus claims to be reckoned human, for,
perchance the only time since this so often empty and
deceptive life of mortals began its course, an 1illusion had
seen and fully recognized itself.

Mother Rigby was seated by her kitchen hearth in the
twilight of this eventful day, and had just shaken the
ashes out of a new pipe, when she heard a hurried tramp
along the road Yet 1t did not seem so much the tramp
of human footsteps as the clatter of sticks or the rattling
of dry bones

“Ha'’ thought the old witch, “what step 1s that?
Whose skeleton 1s out of its grave now, I wonder?”

A figure burst headlong into the cottage door. It was
Feathertop! His pipe was stll alight, the star still flamed
upon his breast, the embroidery still glowed upon his
garments, nor had he lost, in any degrec or manner that
could be estimated, the aspect that assimilated hum with
our mortal brotherhood But yet, n some indescribable
way (as 1s the case wath all that has deluded us when
once found out), the poor reality was felt beneath the
cunnming artifice

“What has gone wrong?” demanded the witch. “Did
yonder smfflimg hypocnte thrust my darhng from his
door? The willam! I'll set twenty fiends to torment lum
till he offer thee his daughter on Iis bended knees!”

“No, mother,” said Feathertop despondingly; “it was
not that ”

“Did the girl scorn my precious one?” asked Mother

"y
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Rigby, her fierce eyes glowing like two coals of Tophet.
“I'll cover her face with pimples’ Her nose shall be as
red as the coal m thy pipe! Her front teeth shall drop
out! In a week hence she shall not be worth thy
having!”

“Let her alone, mother,” answered poor Feathertop;
“the gl was half won; and methmks a kiss from her
sweet lips might have made me altogether human. But,”
he added, after a brief pause and then a howl of self-
contempt, “I've seen myself, mother! I've seen myself for
the wretched, ragged, empty thing I am! I'll exist no
longert”

Snatching the pipe trom his mouth, he flung 1t with
all his might agamst the climney, and at the same m-
stant sank upon the floor, a medley of straw and tattered
garments, with some sticks protruding from the heap,
and a shnwvelled pumpkin i the midst The eyeholes
were now lustreless, but the rudely-carved gap, that just
before had been a mouth, still seemed to twist 1tself mto
a despairng grin, and was so far human.

“Poor fellow” quoth Mother Rigby, with a rueful
glance at the relics of her illfated contrivance “My
poor, dear, pretty Feathertop! There are thousands upon
thousands of coxcombs and charlatans mn the world,
made up of just such a jumble of worn-out, forgotten,
and good-for-nothing trash as he was! Yet they hve m
fair repute, and never see themselves for what they are
And why should my poor puppet be the only one to
know humself and pensh for 1t?”

While thus muttermg, the witch had filled a fresh
Pipe of tobacco, and held the stem between her fingers,
a5 doubtful whether to thrust it into her own mouth or
Feathertop’s

“Poor Feathertop!” she continued “I could easily give
him another chance and send lum forth agam to-morrow.
But no, s feelings are too tender, his sensibilities too
decp He seems to have too much heart to bustle for his
Own advantage in such an empty and heartless world.
Welll wellf T'l] make a scarecrow of hum after all "T 1s
an mnocent and useful vocation, and will smt my darling
well, and, 1f each of his human brethren had as fit a one,
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't would be the better for mankind; and as for thns pipe
of tobacco, I need it more than he”
So saying, Mother Rigby put the stem between her

bips “Dickon!” cried she, m her lugh, sharp tone, “an-
other coal for my pipel”

B2/

' 2

EGOTISM;! OR, THE BOSOM SERPIENT

FROM THL UNPUBLISHELD
“ALLLCORILS OT THL HTLART"

“Hrre he comes!” shouted the boys along the street.
“Here comes the man with a snake in his bosom!”

This outcry, saluting Herlimer’s cars as he was about
to enter the won gate of the Elhiston mansion, made lim
pause It was not without a shudder that he found him-
self on the pomt of meeting his former acquamtance,
whom he had known in the glory of youth, and whom
now after an interval of fine years, he was to find the
victim either of a diseased fancy or a hornble physical
msfortunc

“A snake m his bosom!” repeated the young sculptor
to lumsclf “It must be he. No sccond man on carth
has such a bosom friecnd And now, my poor Rosina,
Heaven grant me wisdom to discharge my errand anghtl
Woman’s faith must be strong indeed since thine has not
yet failed ”

Thus musing, he took his stand at the entrance of the
gate and waited until the personage so singularly an-
nounced should make his appearance After an nstant
or two he beheld the figure of a lean man, of unwhole-
some Jook, with glittering cyes and long black hair, who
seemed to mmutate the motion of a snake; for, instead of
walking straight forward with open front, he undulated
along the pavement m a curved hine. It may be too fanci-

*The physical fact, to which 1t 15 here attempted to gne a mons
sigmfication, has been known 10 accur m more than one instance.
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ful to say that something, eithier 1n his moral or material
aspect, suggested the i1dea that a muracle had been
wrought by transforming a serpent into a man, but so
mmperfectly that the snaky nature was yet hidden, and
scarcely hidden, under the mere outward guse of hu-
mamty. Herkimer remarked that his complexion had a
greemsh tinge over its sickly white, remunding him of a
species of marble out of which he had once wrought
a head of Envy, with her snaky locks

The wretched being approached the gate, but, mstead
of entermg, stopped short and fixed the ghtter of his eye
full upon the compassionate yet steady countenance of
the sculptor

“It gnaws me! It gnaws me!” he exclaimed.

And then there was an audible hiss, but whether it
came from the apparent lunahc’s own hps, or was the
real Iuss of a serpent, might admit of a discussion. At all
events, 1t made Herkimer shudder to his heart’s core.

“Do you know me, George Herkimer?” asked the
snake-possessed

Herkimer did know him; but 1t demanded all the n-
timate and practical acquamtance with the human face,
acquured by modelling actual likenesses in clay, to recog-
nize the features of Roderick Elliston m the visage that
now met the sculptor’s gaze. Yet it was he It added
nothing to the wonder to reflect that the once bnlhant
young man had undergone this odious and fearful
Cbange during the no more than five brief years of Her-
kimer's abode at Florence The possibility of such a
transformation bemng granted, 1t was as easy to conceive
it effected 1 a moment as m an age Inexpressibly
shocked and startled, 1t was still the keenest pang when
Herkimer remembered that the fate of his cousin Rosina,
the 1deal of gentle womanhood, was indissolubly inter-
woven with that of a being whom Providence seemed to

ave unhumamized

“Elliston! Roderick!” cried he, “I had heard of this;
but my conception came far short of the truth. What has
befallen you? Why do I find you thus?”

“Oh, ’t 15 2 mere nothing! A snake! A snake! The com-
Mmonest thing 1n the world. A snake in the bosom—that’s
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all,” answercd Rodenck Elhston. “But how is your own
breast?” continucd he, looking the sculptor in the cye
with the most acute and penetrating glance that it had
ever been lus fortune to cncounter “All pure and whole-
some? No reptile there? By my faith and conscience,
and by the dewil within me, here 15 a wonder! A man
without a serpent m his bosom!”

“Be calm, Elhston,” whispered George Herkimer, lay-
mng his hand upon the shoulder of the snake-possessed
“I have crossed the ocean to meect you. Listen! Let us
be private. I bring a message from Rosmna—from your
wifel”

“It gnaws mel! It gnaws me!” muttercd Roderick

With this exclamation, the most frequent mm his
mouth, the unfortunate man clutched both hands upon
his breast as 1f an intolerable sting or torture impelled
him to rend 1t open and let out the iving mischief, cven
should 1t be mtertwined with lus own life He then
freed himself from Herkimer’s grasp by a subtle motion,
and, ghdmg through the gate, took refuge in his anti-
quated family residence. The sculptor did not pursue
him He saw that no available intercourse could be ex-
pected at such a moment, and was desirous, before
another meeting, to mqure closely into the nature of
Roderick’s discase and the circumstances that had re-
duced lum to so lamentable a condition. He succeeded
m obtammg thc necessary information from an eminent
medical gentleman

Shortly after Elhston’s separation from his wife—now
nearly four years ago—his associates had observed a sin-
gular gloom spreading over s daily hfe, like those chull,
gray musts that sometimes steal away the sunshine from
a summer’s morning The symptoms caused them end-
less perplenity They knew not whether 11l health were
robbing his spmts of elasticity, or whether a canker of
the mind was gradually eating, as such cankers do, from
his moral system into the physical frame, which 1s but
the shadow of the former They looked for the root of
this trouble 1in his shattered schemes of domestic bliss,—
wilfully shattered by himself,—but could not be satisfied
of its existence there. Some thought that therr once
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bnliant friend was mm an incipient stage of insanity,
of which his passionate impulses had perhaps been the
forerunners, others prognosticated a general blight and
gradual dechne From Rodenck’s own lips they could
lean nothing. More than once, it 1s true, he had been
heard to say, clutching his hands convulsively upon his
breast,—“It gnaws me! It gnaws me!"—but, by dif-
ferent auditors, a great diversity of explanation was
assigned to this ommous expression What could 1t be
that gnawed the breast of Roderick Elliston? Was 1t
sorrow? Was 1t merely the tooth of physical disease? Or,
in his reckless course, often vergmg upon profligacy, if
not plunging nto 1its depths, had he been gmlty of some
deed which made his bosom a prey to the deadlier fangs
of remorse? There was plausible ground for each of
these conjectures, but 1t must not be concealed that
more than one elderly gentleman, the vichm of good
cheer and slothful habits, magistenally pronounced the
secret of the whole matter to be Dyspepsia!

Meanwhile, Rodenick seemed aware how generally he
had become the subject of cuniosity and comjecture, and,
with a2 morbid repugnance to such notice, or to any
notice whatsoever, estranged himself from all compan-
1onship. Not merely the eye of man was a horror to him;
not merely the hght of a friend’s countenance, but even
the blessed sunshine, hkewise, which in its universal
beneficence typifies the radiance of the Creator’s face,
expressing his love for all the creatures of his hand The
dusky twilight was now too transparent for Roderick
Elliston, the blackest midnight was s chosen hour to
steal abroad, and if ever he were seen, 1t was when the
watchman’s lantermn gleamed upon his figure, ghding
along the street, with his hands clutched upon lus
bosom, still muttermg, “It gnaws me! It gnaws met”
What could it be that gnawed him?

After a time, 1t became known that Elliston was in
the habit of resorting to all the noted quacks that -
fested the city, or whom money would tempt to journey
thither from 2 distance By one of these persons, in the
exultation of a supposed cure, it was proclaimed far and
wide, by dint of handbills and hittle pamphlets on dingy
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paper, that a distingwshed gentleman, Roderick Iilliston,
Esq., had been relieved of a Swaxe n his stomach! So
here was the monstrous sccret, ejected from its lurking
place nto public view, mn all its hornble defornuty. The
mystery was out, but not so the bosom serpent. He, if it
were anythg but a delusion, still lay coiled in his living
den The empinc’s cure had been a sham, the cffect,
it was supposcd, of somc stupcfymg drug which more
nearly caused the death of the patient than of the odi-
ous reptile that possessed him. When Rodenck Elliston
regained cntire sensibility, it was to find lus misfortunc
the town talk—the more than mine days’ wonder and
horror—while, at lus bosom, he felt the sicheming motion
of a thing alive, and the gnawing of that restless fang
which seemed to gratify at once a physical appetite and
a fiendish spite.

He summoncd the old black servant, who had been
bred up m his father’s house, and was a middle-aged
man while Rodenck lay in lus cradle

“Scipio!” he began, and then paused, with is arms
folded over his heart “What do people say of me,
Scipro?”

“Sirl my poor master! that you had a scrpent in your
bosom,” answered the servant with hesitation.

“And what else?” asked Rodenck, with a ghastly look
at the man.

“Notlung clse, dear master,” rephied Scipio, “only that
the doctor gave you a powder, and that the snake leaped
out upon the floor.”

“No, no!” muttered Rodenck to himself, as he shook
his head, and pressed his hands with a more convulsive
force upon his breast, “I feel lnm sull. It gnaws mel It
gnaws mel”

From tlus time the miserable sufferer ceased to shun
the world, but rather solicited and forced himself
upon the notice of acquaintances and strangers It was
partly the result of desperation on finding that the cavern
of his own bosom had not proved decp and dark enough
to hide the secret, even while 1t was so secure a fortress
for the loathsome fiend that had crept mto 1t. But still
more, this craving for notoriety was a symptom of the
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intense morbidness which now pervaded his nature. Al
pesons chromcally diseased are egotists, whether the
disease be of the mind or body, whether 1t be s, sor-
row, or merely the more tolerable calamity of some end-
less pan, or mschief among the cords of mortal life.
Such individuals are made acutely conscious of a self, by
the torture m which 1t dwells Self, therefore, grows to
be so promuinent an object with them that they cannot
but present 1t to the face of every casual passer-by.
There 15 a pleasure—perhaps the greatest of which the
sufferer 15 susceptible—n displaymg the wasted or ul-
cerated Limb, or the cancer m the breast, and the fouler
the crime, with so much the more difficulty does the
perpetrator prevent 1t from thrusting up 1ts snakehike
head to fnghten the world, for 1t 1s that cancer, or that
cume, which constitutes their respective indinduality.
Rodenck Elliston, who, a httle while before, had held
himself so scomfully above the common lot of men, now
pad full allegiance to this humihating Jaw. The snake
i his bosom seemed the symbol of a monstrous egolism
to which everything was referred, and which he pam-
pered, might and day, with a continual and exclusive
sacrifice of devil worship

He soon exhibited what most people considered mndu-
bitable tokens of insamty In some of his moods, strange
to say, he pnided and gloned himsclf on bemng marked
out from the ordinary expernence of mankmmd, by the
possession of a double nature, and a hfe within a lfe.
He appeared to imagmme that the snake was a dwvmity,
—-not celestial, 1t 15 true, but darkly infernal,—and that
he thence derived an emmence and a sanchity, hornd,
mdeed, yet more desirable than whatever ambition aims
at. Thus he drew his msery around hum like 2 regal
mantle, and looked down inumphantly upon those
whose vitals nourished no deadly monster Oftener, how-
ever, his human nature asserted its empire over him m
the shape of a yearning for fellowship It grew to be his
custom to spend the whole day wn wandenng about the
streets, aimlessly, unless 1t might be called an aim to
establish a species of brotherhood between himself and
the world. With cankered ingenuity, he sought out his
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own disease in every breast. Whether msane or not, he
showed so keen a perception of frailly, error, and vice,
that many persons gave lum credit for bemng possessed
not merely with a serpent, but with an actual fiend, who
umparted this evil faculty of recogmzing whatever was
uglest 1n man’s heart

For instance, he met an individual, who, for thirty
years, had chenished a hatred agamnst his own brother.
Roderick, amidst the throng of the street, laid Tus hand
on this man’s chest, and looking full mnto his forbidding
face,—

“How 15 the snake to-day?” he inquired, with a mock
expression of sympathy.

“The snakel” exclaimed the brother hater—“what do
you mean?”

“The snake! The snake! Does he gnaw you?” persisted
Rodenck “Did you take counsel with him this morning
when you should have been saying your prayers? Did he
sting, when you thought of your brother’s health, wealth,
and good repute? Did he caper for joy, when you re-
membered the profligacy of his only son? And whether
he stung, or whether he frolicked, did you feel his por-
son throughout your body and soul, converting every-
thing to sourness and bitterness? That 15 the way of such
serpents I have learned the whole nature of them from
my ownl!”

“Where 15 the police?”” roared the object of Rodenck’s
persecution, at the same time giving an stinctive
clutch to his breast. “Why 15 this lunatic allowed to go
at large?”

“Ha, ha'” chuckled Roderick, releasing his grasp of
the man. “His bosom serpent has stung him then!”

Often it pleased the unfortunate young man to vex
people with a lghter satire, yet stll characterized by
somewhat of snakelike virulence One day he encoun-
tered an ambitious statesman, and gravely mnquired after
the welfare of his boa constrictor, for of that species,
Rodenck affirmed, this gentleman’s serpent must needs
be, since its appetite was enormous enough to devour
the whole country and constitution. At another time,
he stopped a close-fisted old fellow, of great wealth, but
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who skulked about the city in the guise of a scarecrow,
with a patched blue surtout, brown hat, and mouldy
boots, scraping pence together, and picking up rusty
nails. Pretending to look earnestly at this respectable
person’s stomach, Roderick assured him that his snake
was a copper-head, and had been generated by the im-
mense quantibes of that base metal, with which he daily
defiled s fingers Agamn, he assaulted a man of rubi-
cund visage, and told hum that few bosom serpents had
more of the devil mn them than those that breed n the
vats of a distillery The next whom Rodenck honored
with his attention was a distinguished clergyman, who
happened just then to be engaged m a theological con-
troversy, where human wrath was more perceptible than
divine mnspiration

“You have swallowed a snake in a cup of sacramental
wine,” quoth he

“Profane wretch!” exclaimed the divine, buf, never-
theless, his hand stole to his breast.

He met a person of sickly sensibihity, who, on some
carly disappomntment, had retired from the world, and
thereafter held no intercourse with his fellow-men, but
brooded sullenly or passionately over the irrevocable
past This man’s very heart, if Roderick might be be-
hieved, had been changed mto a serpent, which would
finally torment both him and 1tself to death Observing
@ marmied couple, whose domestic troubles were matter
of notonety, he condoled with both on having mutually
taken a house adder to therr bosoms To an envious
author, who depreciated works which he could never
equal, he said that his snake was the shmiest and filthiest
of all the reptile tribe, but was fortunately without a
Stng A man of mpure hfe, and a brazen face, asking
Roderick 1f there were any serpent 1 his breast, he told
him that there was, and of the same species that once
tortured Don Rodngo, the Goth He took a fair young
gul by the hand, and gazing sadly mto her eyes, warned
her that she chenshed a serpent of the deadhest kind
within her gentle breast, and the world found the truth’
of those ominous words, when, a few months afterwards,
the poor girl died of love and shame. Two ladies, nivals in
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fashionable life, who tormented one another with a thou-
sand hittle stings of womanish spite, were given to under
stand that cach of their hearts was a nest of diminutive
snakes, wlnch did quite as much mschief as onc great
one.

But notling scemed to please Rodenck better than to
lay hold of a person infected with jealousy, which he
represented as an enormous green rephle, with an ice-
cold length of body, and the sharpest sting of any snake
save onc.

“And what one is that?” asked a by-stander, overhear-
g him.

It was a dark-browed man who put the question; he
had an evasive eye, winch m the course of a dozen years
had looked no mortal dircctly n the face. Therc was an
ambigmty about this person’s character,—a stain upon
his reputation,—yct nonc could tell precisely of what
nature, although the city gossips, male and female, whis-
pered the most atrocious surmuses Until a recent period
he had followed the sea, and was, in fact, the very ship-
master whom George Herkimer had encountered, under
such smgular circumstances, in the Grecian Archipel-
ago.

“What bosom serpent has the sharpest sting?” re-
peated this man, but he put the question as if by a
reluctant necessity, and grew pale wlile he was uttenng
it

“Why need you ask?” rephed Roderick, with a look of
dark mtelligence “Look mto your own breast Hark! my
serpent bestirs himself! He acknowledges the presence of
a master fiend!”

And then, as the by-standers afterwards affirmed, a
hissing sound was heard, apparently in Roderick Elis-
ton’s breast It was said, too, that an answenng hiss
came from the vitals of the shipmaster, as if a snake
were actually lurking there and had been aroused by the
call of 1ts brother reptile If there were mn fact any such
sound, 1t might have been caused by a malicious exercise
of ventriloquism on the part of Rodenck

Thus making Ins own actual serpent—if a serpent
there actually was m s bosom—the type of each man's
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fatal error, or hoarded sm, or unquict CODSCIEnCE, and
stnking his sting so unremorsefully mto the sorest spot,
we may well imagmne that Rodenck became the pest of
the aity Nobody could elude him—none could with-
stand him. He grappled with the ughest truth that he
could lay his hand on, and compelled hus adversary to do
the same. Strange spectacle in human hfe where it is
the 1nstmetive effort of one and all to hide those sad
realities, and leave them undisturbed beneath a heap of
superficial topics which constitute the matenals of mter-
course between man and man! It was not to be tolerated
that Rodenck Ellston should break through the tacit
compact by which the world has done 1its best to secure
repose without relinquishing evil. The wichms of his
malicious remarks, 1t 1s true, had brothers enough to
keep them m countenance, for, by Rodernck’s theory,
every mortal bosom harbored either a brood of small
serpents or one overgrown monster that had devoured all
the rest Stll the aity could not bear this new apostle. It
was demanded by nearly all, and particularly by the
most rtespectable imhabitants, that Rodenick should no
longer be permitted to violate the recewved tules of
decornm by obtruding his own bosom serpent to the
public gaze, and draggng those of decent people from
their Turkng places.

Accordingly, hus relatives interfered and placed him m
a puvate asylum for the msane. When the news was
noised abroad, 1t was observed that many persons walked
the streets with freer countenances and covered their
breasts less carefully with theiwr hands.

His confinement, however, although 1t contributed
not a httle to the peice of the town, operated unfavor-
ably upon Rodenick himself. In solitude hus melancholy
grew more black and sullen. He spent whole days—in-
deed, it was his sole occupation—in COMIMUNINgG with
the serpent. A conversation was sustained, 1n which, as it
seemed, the hidden monster bore a part, though unmn-
telligibly to the histeners, and maudible except 1 a huss.,
Singular as 1t may appear, the sufferer had now con-
tracted a sort of affection for his tormentor, mingled,
however, with the intensest loathing and horror. Nor






EGOTISM ; . OR, THE BOSOM SERPENT 261

catch a ghmpse of the snake’s head far down within his
throat. It is supposed that he succeeded, for the attend-
ants once heard a frenzied shout, and, rushing into the
room, found Roderick lifeless upon the floor ‘

He was kept but httle longer under restramnt. After
minute investigation, the medical directors of the asy-
lum decided that lus mental disease did not amount to
insamity, nor would warrant his confinement, especially
as 1its mfluence upon his spints was unfavorable, and
might produce the evil which 1t was meant to remedy.
His eccentrnicities were doubtless great, he had habitually
violated many of the customs and prejudices of society;
but the world was not, without surer ground, entitled to
treat him as a madman On this decision of such compe-
tent authonty Rodenck was released, and had returned
to lus native aity the very day before his encounter with
George Herkimer

As soon as possible after learning these particulars the
sculptor, together with a sad and tremulous companion,
sought Elliston at lus own house It was a large, sombre
edifice of wood, with pilasters and a balcony, and was
divided from one of the principal streets by a terrace
of three elevations, which was ascended by successive
fhights of stone steps. Some immense old elms almost
concealed the front of the mansion This spacious and
once magnificent family residence was built by a grandee
of the race early n the past century, at which epoch,
land bemng of small comparative value, the garden and
other grounds had formed quite an extensive domain.
Although a portion of the ancestral hentage had been
alienated, there was still a shadowy enclosure m the
rear of the mansion where a student, o1 a dreamer, or a
man of stncken heart might lie all day upon the grass,
amid the sohtude of murmurning boughs, and forget that
a caty had grown up around him

Into this retwrement the sculptor and his companion
were ushered by Scipio, the old black servant, whose
wrinkled visage grew almost sunny with intellhigence and
Jjoy as he paid his humble greetings to one of the two
visitors,

“Remam m the arbor,” whispered the sculptor to
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the figure that lecaned upon his arm “You will know
whether, and when, to make your appearance ”

“God will teach me,” was the reply. “May He support
me too!”

Roderick was rechming on the margin of a fountain
which gushed into the fleckered sunshme with the same
clear sparkle and the same voice of awy quietude as
when trees of primeval growth flung theirr shadows
across its bosom. How strange 15 the hfe of a fountain!
—born at every moment, yet of an age coeval with the
rocks, and far surpassing the venerable antiquity of a
forest

“You are come! I have expected you,” said Ellston,
when he became aware of the sculptor’s presence

His manner was very different from that of the pre-
ceding day—quiet, courteous, and, as Herkimer thought,
watchful both over his guest and himself This unnatu-
ral restraint was almost the only trait that betokened
anything amiss He had just thrown a book upon the
grass, where 1t lay half opened, thus disclosing itself to
be a natural history of the serpent tmbe, illustrated
by lfelike ‘plates ‘Near it lay that bulky volume, the
Ductor Dubitantium of Jeremy Taylor, full of cases of
conscience, and i which most men, possessed of a con-
science, may find something applicable to their purpose

“You sce,” observed Elhston, pomting to the book of
serpents, while a smile gleamed upon his hips, “I am
making an effort to become better acquamnted with my
bosom friend; but I find nothing satisfactory m this vol-
ume. If I mistake not, he will prove to be sui generis,
and akmn to no other reptile 1 creation.”

“Whence came this strange calamity?” mqured the
sculptor.

“My sable friend Scipio has a story,” replied Roder-
ick, “of a snake that had lurked in tlus fountamn—pure
and mnocent as 1t looks—ever since 1t was known to the
first settlers This insmuating personage once crept mnto
the vitals of my great grandfather and dwelt there many
years, tormenting the old gentleman beyond mortal
endurance. In short 1t 15 a family peculianty. But, to tell
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you the truth, I have no faith in this 1dea of the snake’s
bemg an heiloom He is my own snake, and no man’s
else.” '

“But what was his ongin?” demanded Herkimer

“Oh, there 1s poisonous stuff m any man’s heart
sufficient to generate a brood of serpents,” said Elhston
with a hollow laugh. “You should have heard my homi-
lies to the good town’s-people. Positively, I deem myself
fortunate 1 having bred but a single serpent. You, how-
ever, have none in your bosom, and therefore cannot
sympathize with the rest of the world. It gnaws me! It
gnaws mel”

With this exclamation Roderick lost his self-control
and threw himself upon the grass, testifying his agony by
mtncate wnthings, mm wlich Herkimer could not but
fancy a resemblance to the motions of a snake. Then,
likewise, was heard that fnightful hiss, which often ran
through the sufferer’s speech, and crept between the
words and syllables without interrupting therr succession

“This 15 awful mdeed!” exclaimed the sculptor—“an
awful mflicion, whether 1t be actual or imagmary. Tell
me, Rodenck Elliston, 1s there any remedy for this loath-
some evil?”

“Yes, but an impossible one,” muttered Rodenck, as
he lay wallowing with his face m the grass “Could I for
one mstant forget myself, the serpent mught not abide
withm me. It 1s my diseased self-contemplation that has
engendered and nounshed him.”

“Then forget yourself, my husband,” said a gentle
voice above him, “forget yourself in the 1dea of another!”

Rosina had emerged from the arbor, and was bending
over lum with the shadow of his angush reflected in her
countenance, yet so mngled with hope and unselfish
love that all anguish seemed but an earthly shadow and
a dream. She touched Roderick with her hand. A tremor
shivered through his frame. At that moment, if report
be trustworthy, the sculptor beheld a waving motion
through the grass, and heard a tinkling sound, as 1f some-
thing had plunged into the fountam Be the truth as 1t
mght, 1t is certamn that Rodenck Elhston sat up hke a
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man rencwed, restored to his nght mind, and rescued
from the fiend which had so muscrably overcome him m
the battle-ficld of his own breast.

“Rosmal” cried he, m broken and passionate tones,
but with nothing of the wild wail that had haunted his
voice so long, “forgive! forgive!”

Her happy tears bedewed his face

“The pumshment has been scvere,” observed the
sculptor. “Even Justice might now forgive, how much
more a woman’s tenderness! Roderick Elliston, whether
the serpent was a physical reptile, or whether the mor-
bidness of your nature suggested that symbol to your
fancy, the moral of the story 1s not the less true and
strong. A tremendous Egotism, mamfesting 1itself in your
casc m the form of jealousy, 1s as fearful a fiend as ever
stole mto the human heart Can a breast, where 1t has
dwelt so long, be purfied?”

“Oh yes,” smd Rosmna with a heavenly smile. “The
serpent was but a dark fantasy, and what 1t typified was
as shadowy as itself The past, dismal as it seems, shall
fling no gloom upon the future. To give 1t 1ts due 1mpor-
tancc we must think of it but as an anecdote m our
Eternity.”

2
THE ARTIST OF THE BEAUTIFUL

An elderly man, with his pretty daughter on his arm,
was passmg along the strect, and emerged from the
gloom of the cloudy evening imnto the light that fell across
the pavement from the window of a small shop It was
a projecting window, and on the nside were suspended
a variety of watches, pinchbeck, silver, and one or two
of gold, all with their faces turned from the streets, as
if churlishly disinchned to mform the wayfarers what
o’clock 1t was. Seated within the shop, sidclong to the
window, with his pale face bent earnestly over some
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dehicate piece of mechamism on which was thrown the
concentrated lustre of a shade lamp, appcared a young
man.

“What can Owen Warland be about?” muttered old
Peter Hovenden, himself a retired watchmaker, and the
former master of this same young man whose occupation
he was now wondering at “What can the fellow be
about? These six months past I have never come by his
shop without seemng him just as steadily at work as now.
It would be a flight beyond his usual foolery to seek for
the perpetual motion, and yet I know enough of my old
business to be certamn that what he 1s now so busy with
is no part of the machmery of a watch ”

“Perhaps, father,” said Anme, without showing much
interest 1 the question, “Owen 15 mnventing a new kind
of timekeeper I am sure he has mgenmty enough”

“Poh, child! He has not the sort of ingenuity to mvent
anything better than a Dutch toy,” answered her father,
who had formerly been put to much vexation by Owen
Warland’s irregular gemus. “A plague on such ingenuity!
All the effect that ever I knew of 1t was to spoil the
accuracy of some of the best watches m my shop He
would turn the sun out of its orbit and derange the whole
course of time, if, as I said before, his mngenwity could
grasp anything bigger than a child’s toy!”

“Hush, father' He hears you'!” whispered Annie,
pressing the old man’s arm. “His ears arc as delicate as
his feelings, and you know how easily disturbed they
are. Do let us move on”

So Peter Hovenden and his daughter Annie plodded
on without further conversation, until in a by-street of
the town they found themselves passing the open door
of a blacksrmth’s shop Within was seen the forge, now
blazing up and dlummating the high and dusky roof,
and now confiming its lustre to a narrow precinct of the
coal-strewn floor, according as the breath of the bellows
was puffed forth or agamn inhaled into its vast leathem
lungs In the intervals of brightness it was easy to dis-
tinguish objects in remote corners of the shop and the
horseshoes that hung upon the wall, in the momentary
gloom the fire seemed to be glmmenng amidst the
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vagueness of unenclosed space. Moving about i this
red glare and alternate dusk was the figure of the black-
smth, well worthy to be viewed in so picturesque an
aspect of hight and shade, where the bnght blaze strug-
gled with the black mght, as if each would have snatched
his comely strength from the other. Anon he drew
a white-hot bar of wron from the coals, laid it on the an-
vil, uplifted his arm of might, and was soon enveloped
m the myriads of sparks which the strokes of his hammer
scattered into the surrounding gloom

“Now, that 1s a pleasant sight,” said the old watch-
maker. “I know what 1t 1s to work 1n gold, but give me
the worker in 1ron after all 1s said and done He spends
his labor upon a reality What say you, daughter Annie?”

“Pray don’t speak so loud, father,” whispered Annie,
“Robert Danforth will hear you.”

“And what 1if he should hear me?” said Peter Hoven-
den. “I say agam, 1t 1s a good and a wholesome thing to
depend upon mamn strength and reality, and to eam
one’s bread with the bare and brawny arm of a black-
smth A watchmaker gets his brain puzzled by his
wheels within a wheel, or loses his health or the micety
of his eyesight, as was my case, and finds himself at
middle age, or a httle after, past labor at lis own trade
and fit for nothing else, yet too poor to lve at his ease.
So I say once agamn, give me mam strength for my money.
And then, how it takes the nonsense out of a man! Did'
you ever hear of a blacksmith bemng such a fool as Owen
‘Warland yonder?”

“Well said, uncle Hovenden!” shouted Robert Dan-
forth from the forge, m a full, deep, merry voice, that
made the roof reecho “And what says Miss Annie to
that doctrne? She, I suppose, will think it a genteeler
business to tinker up a lady’s watch than to forge a
horseshoe or make a gndiron.”

Anme drew her father onward without giving him
time for reply.

But we must return to Owen Warland’s shop, and
spend more meditation upon his history and character
than erther Peter Hovenden, or probably s daughter
Annie, or Owen’s old schoolfellow, Robert Danforth,
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would have thought due to so shght a subject. From the
time that his little fingers could grasp a penkmife, Owen
had been remarkable for a delicate ingenuity, which
sometimes produced pretty shapes m wood, prncipally
figures of flowers and burds, and sometimes seemed to
amm at the lidden mysteries of mechamism. But 1t was
always for purposes of grace, and never with any mockery
of the useful. He did not, like the crowd of school-boy
artisans, construct httle windmills on the angle of a bamn
or watermulls across the neighboring brook Those who
discovered such pecullanty mn the boy as to thmk it
worth their while to observe lum closcly, sometimes saw
reason to suppose that he was attempting to mmitate the
beautiful movements of Nature as exemplhfied in the
flight of birds or the activity of hittle ammals It seemed,
in fact, a new development of the love of the beautiful,
such as mght have made him a poet, a pamter, or a
sculptor, and which was as completely refined from all
utihtanian coarseness as 1t could have been m either of
the fine arts He looked with singular distaste at the
stiff and regular processes of ordinary machmery. Bemg
once carried to see a steam-engine, n the expectation
that his intuitive comprehension of mechanical principles
would be gratified, he turned pale and grew sick, as if
something monstrous and unnatural had been presented
to lim This horror was partly owing to the size and
ternble energy of the iron laborer, for the character of
Owen’s mind was mucroscopic, and tended naturally to
the minute, i accordance with his diminutive frame
and the marvellous smallness and delicate power of his
fingers Not that his sense of beauty was thereby dimin-
ished into a sense of prettiness The beautiful 1dea has no
relation to size, and may be as perfectly developed mn a
space too minute for any but microscopic investigation as
within the ample verge that 15 measured by the arc of the
rainbow. But, at all events, this charactenstic minuteness
m his objects and accomphshments made the world even
more ncapable than 1t might otherwise have been of ap-
preciating Owen Warland’s gemus The boy’s relatives saw
,nothing better to be done—as perhaps there was not—
‘than to bind him apprentice to a watchmaker, hoping that



268 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

his strange ingenuity mught thus be regulated and put to
utihtarian purposes

Peter Hovenden’s opmion of his apprentice has al-
ready been expressed He could make nothmg of the
lad Owen’s apprchension of the professional mysteres,
it 1s true, was mconcewvably quick, but he altogether
forgot or despised the grand object of a watchmaler’s
business, and cared no more for the mecasurement of
time than if 1t had been merged mnto etermty So long,
however, as he remained under his old master’s care,
Owen’s lack of sturdiness made 1t possible, by stmct
injunctions and sharp oversight, to restramn his creative
eccentnicity within bounds, but when lis apprenticeship
was served out, and he had taken the httle shop which
Peter Hovenden's failmg eyesight compelled him to
relinquish, then did people recogmze how unfit a person
was Owen Warland to lead old blind Iather Time along
his daily course One of lus most rational projects was
to comnect a musical operation with the machinery of
his watches, so that all the harsh dissonances of hfe
might be rendered tuneful, and each flitting moment
fall mto the abyss of the past in golden drops of har-
mony. If a famuly clock was mtrusted to lum for reparr,
—one of those tall, ancient clocks that have grown nearly
alhed to human nature by measuning out the hfetime
of many generations,—he would tike upon himself to
arrange a dance or funeral procession of figures across
its venerable face, representing twelve murthful or mel-
ancholy hours Several freaks of this kind quite destroyed
the young watchmaker’s credit with that steady and mat-
ter-of-fact class of people who hold the opmmon that time
15 not to be tnfled with, whether considered as the me-
dium of advancement and prospenty mn this world or
preparation for the neat. His custom rapidly dimmshed
~—a musfortune, howcver, that was probably reckoned
among lus better accidents by Owen Warland, who was,
becoming more and more absorbed n a secret occupa-
tion which drew all his science and manual dexterity
mto itself, and hkewise gave full employment to the
charactenistic tendencies of s genws. This pursmt had
already consumed many months.
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After the old watchmaker and his pretty daughter had
gazed at him out of the obscunty of the street, Owen,
Warland was seized with a fluttenng of the nerves, which
made his hand tremble too violently to proceed with
such delicate labor as he was now engaged upon.

“It was Anmie herself!” murmured he. “I should have
known 1t, by this throbbing of my heart, before I heard
her father’s voice. Ah, how 1t throbs! I shall scarcely be
able to work again on this exquisite mechamism to-might.
Anme' dearest Anme! thou shouldst give firmness to my
heart and hand, and not shake them thus, for if I stnive
to put the very spint of beauty into form and give it
moton, it 1s for thy sake alone O throbbing heart, be
quet! If my labor be thus thwarted, there will come
vague and unsatisfied dreams which will leave me spir-
itless to-morrow.”

As he was endeavoring to settle himself agam to his
task, the shop door opened and gave admittance to no
other than the stalwart figure which Peter Hovenden had
paused to adrure, as seen amid the light and shadow of
the blacksrmth’s shop Robert Danforth had brought a
little anvil of his own manufacture, and pecularly con-
structed, which the young artist had recently bespoken.
Owen examined the article and pronounced 1t fashioned
according to his wish.

“Why, yes,” said Robert Danforth, his strong voice,
filling the shop as with the sound of a bass viol, “I con-
sider myself equal to anything in the way of my own
trade, though I should have made but a poor figure at
yours with such a fist as this,” added he, laughing, as he
laid his vast hand beside the delicate one of Owen. “But
what then? I put more mam strength mto one blow of
my sledge hammer than all that you have expended since
you were a ‘prentice Is not that the truth?”

“Very probably,” answered the low and slender voice
of Owen “Strength 15 an earthly monster. I make no
pretensions to 1t My force, whatever there may be of
it, is altogether spintual ”

“Well, but, Owen, what are you about?”’ asked his
old schoolfellow, still m such a hearty volume of tone
that 1t made the artist shnnk, especially as the question



270 "MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

related to a subject so sacred as the absorbing dream of
his mmagination. “Folks do say that you are trymng to
discover the perpetual motion.”

“The perpetual motion? Nonsense!” replied Owen
Warland, with a movement of disgust; for he was full
of little petulances. “It can never be discovered It 15 a
dream that may delude men whose brains are mystified
with matter, but not me Besides, if such a discovery
were possible, 1t would not be worth my while to make
it only to have the secret turned to such purposes as are
now effected by steam and water power I am not am-
bitious to be honored with the patermty of a new kind
of cotton machine

“That would be droll enough!” cried the blacksmith,
breaking out mto such an uproar of laughter that Owen
himself and the bell glasses on his workboard quivered
m unison. “No, no, Owen! No child of yours will have
won jomnts and smews. Well, I won’t hinder you any
more. Good might, Owen, and success, and if you need
any assistance, so far as a downmnght blow of hammer
upon anvil will answer the purpose, I'm your man ”

And with another laugh the man of mam strength
left the shop.

“How strange 1t 15,” whispered Owen Warland to
himself, leaning his head upon his hand, “that all my
musings, my purposes, my passion for the beautiful,
my consciousness of power to create it,—a finer, more
ethereal power, of which this earthly giant can have no
conception,—all, all, look so vamm and 1dle whenever
my path 15 crossed by Robert Danforth! He would drive
me mad were I to meet luim often His hard, brute force
darkens and confuses the spintual element within me;
but I, too, will be strong mn my own way. I will not yield
to him”

He took from beneath a glass a piece of mmnute ma-
chinery, which he set m the condensed hight of his lamp,
and, looking intently at it through a magnifymg glass,
proceeded to operate with a delicate instrument of steel.
In an instant, however, he fell back in his charr and
clasped his hands, with a look of horror on his face that
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made its small features as impressive as those of a giant
would have been.

“Heaven] What have I done?” exclaimed he. “The
vapor, the influence of that brute force,—it has bewil-
dered me and obscured my perception I have made the
very stroke—the fatal stroke—that I have dreaded from
the first. It 1s all over—the toil of months, the object
of my Iife. I am rumed?”’

And there he sat, in strange despair, until his lamp
flickered 1 the socket and left the Artist of the Beau-
tiful in darkness.

Thus it 15 that 1deas, which grow up withmn the imag-
ination and appear so lovely to 1t and of a value beyond
whatever men call valuable, are exposed to be shattered
and anmhilated by contact with the practical. It is
requisite for the ideal artist to possess a force of char-
acter that seems hardly compatible with its delicacy;
he must keep his faith m himself while the incredulous
world assails lum wiath its utter disbelief; he must stand
up agamnst mankind and be his own sole disciple, both
as respects his gemus and the objects to which 1t is di-
rected.

For a time Owen Warland succumbed to this severe
but mewvitable test. He spent a few sluggish weeks with
his head so continually resting in his hands that the
towns-pcople had scarcely an opportumity to see his
countenance. When at last 1t was again uplfted to the
hight of day, a cold, dull, nameless change was percep-
tible upon 1t. In the opmion of Peter Hovenden, however,
and that order of sagacious understandings who think
that hife should be regulated, hike clockwork, with leaden
weights, the alteration was entirely for the better. Owen
now, mdeed, applied himself to business with dogged
mndustry. It was marvellous to witness the obtuse grawty
with which he would inspect the wheels of a great old
silver watch; thereby debghting the owner, m whose
fob 1t had been womn till he deemed it a portion of his
own life, and was accordingly jealous of its treatment.
In consequence of the good report thus acquired, Owen
Warland was invited by the proper authonties to regu-



272 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

late the clock in the church steeple. Ile succceded so
admirably 1n this matter of public interest that the mer-
chants gruffly acknowledged his merits on ’Change;
the nurse whispered Ius praises as she gave the potion
in the sick-chamber; the lover blessed him at the hour
of appomted interview, and the town in gencral thanl-ed
Owen for the punctuality of dimner time. In a word, the
heavy weight upon lus spirits kept everything m order,
not merely within lus own system, but whercsocver the
iron accents of the church clock were audible. It was a
arrcumstance, though minute, yet characteristic of his
present state, that, when cmployed to cngrave names or
mitials on silver spoons, he now wrote the requisite
letters i the plamest possible style, omutting a varicty
of fanciful flounshes that had herctofore distingmshed
Ins work m this kind.

Onc day, duning the era of tlus happy transformation,
old Pcter Hovenden came to visit hus former apprentice

“Well, Owen,” said he, “I am glad to hear such good
accounts of you from all quarlers, and especially from
the town clock yonder, which speaks 1in your commen-
dation every hour of the twenty-four. Only get ud al-
together of your nonscnsical trash about the beautiful,
which I nor nobody clse, nor yoursclf to boot, could ever
understand,—only frec yourself of that, and your success
i life 1s as sure as dayhght. Why, if you go on m this
way, 1 should cven venture to let you doctor tins pre-
cious old watch of minc, though, except my daughter
Annie, I have nothing clse so valuable mn the world.”

“I should hardly dare touch it, sir,” replied Owen, 1n
a depressed tone; for he was weighed down by s old
master’s presence

“In time,” said the latter,—“in time, you will be
capable of it”

The old watchmaker, with the freedom naturally
consequent on his former authonty, went on inspecting
the work which Owen had m hand at the moment, to-
gether with other matters that were in progress. The
artist, meanwhile, could scarcely lift lis head There
was nothing so antipodal to his naturc as tlus man’s
cold, ummagmative sagacity, by contact with which
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*‘everytlung was converted mto a dream except the dens-
est matter of the physical world. Owen groaned in
sprrit and prayed fervently to be delivered from him.

“But what s this?” cried Peter Hovenden abruptly,
taking up a dusty bell glass, beneath which appeared a
mechamical something, as delicate and mimute as the
system of a butterfly’s anatomy. “What have we here?
Owen! Owen! there i1s witchcraft in these little chains,
and wheels, and paddles See! with ome pmch of my
finger and thumb I am going to delwer you from all
future penl.”

“For Heaven’s sake,” screamed Owen Warland,
springmg up with wonderful energy, “as you would not
drive me mad, do not touch it! The shghtest pressure
of your finger would rum me forever.”

“Aha, young man! And 15 1t s0?” said the old watch-
maker, looking at him wath just enough of penetration
to torture Owen’s soul with the bitterness of worldly
caticism  “Well, take your own course; but I wam you
agam that in this small piece of mechanism hives your
evil spmt Shall I exorcise him?” A

“You are my evil spint,” answered Owen, much
excited,—“you and the hard, coarse world! The leaden
thoughts and the despondency that you fling upon me
are my clogs, else I should long ago have achieved the
task that I was created for”

Peter Hovenden shook his head, wath the mixture of
contempt and mdignation which mankind, of whom he
was partly a representative, deem themsehes entitled
to feel towards all sumpletons who seek other prizes than
the dusty one along the highway. He then took his leave,
with an uplifted finger and a sneer upon his face that
haunted the artist’s dreams for many a mght afterwards
At the time of his old master’s visit, Owen was prob-
ably on the pomt of taking up the relinquished task,
fbu’c, by this sinister event, he was thrown back into the
state whence he had been slowly emerging

But the innate tendency of s soul had only been
accumulating fresh wigor dunng 1its apparent sluggish-
ness As the summer advanced he almost totally rehn-
quished his busimess, and permitted Father Time, so
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far as the old gentleman was represented by the clocks
ad watches under lis control, to stray at random
through human hfe, makng mfinite confusion among
the tramn of bewildered hours. He wasted the sunshine,
as people said, in wandermng through the woods and
ficlds and along the banks of streams. There, hike a child,
be found amusement m chasmg butterflies or watching
the motions of water insects There was something truly
mysterious in the intentness with which he contem-
plated these lwing playthings as they sported on the
breeze or examined the structure of an impenal nsect
whom he had imprisoned. The chase of butterflies was
an apt emblem of the ideal purswit in which he had
spent so many golden hours; but would the beautiful
idea ever be yiclded to his hand like the butterfly that
symbolized it? Sweet, doubtless, were these days, and
congenial to the artist’s soul. They were full of bnght
conceptions, which gleamed through his intellectual
world as the butterfies gleamed through the outward
atmosphere, and were real to him, for the nstant, with-
out the toil, and perplexity, and many disappointments
of attempting to make them wisible to the sensual eye.
Alas that the artist, whether 1 poetry, or whatever other
matenal, may not content himself with the inward en-
joyment of the beautiful, but must chase the flittng
mystery beyond the verge of his ethereal domam, and
crush ats frail bemng m seizing 1t with a matenal grasp.
Owen Warland felt the impulse to give external reality
to hus 1deas as irresistibly as any of the poets or paimnters
who have arrayed the world m a dimmer and famnter
beauty, imperfectly copied from the nchness of their
visions.

The night was now his time for the slow progress of
re-creating the one 1dea to which all his intellectual
actiity referred itself Always at the approach of dusk
he stole mnto the town, locked himself within his shop,
and wrought with patient delicacy of touch for many
hours. Sometimes he was startled by the rap of the
watchman, who, when all the world should be asleep,
nad caught the gleam of lamplight through the crevices
of Owen Warland’s shutters. Dayhght, to the morbid
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sensibility of his mind, seemed to have an intrusiveness
that interfered with his pursuits. On cloudy and mmclem-
ent days, therefore, he sat with his head upon his bands,
muffling, as 1t were, his sensitive bramn m a mist of in-
definite musings; for it was a relief to escape from the
sharp distinctness with which he was compelled to shape
out lus thoughts duning his mightly toil.

From one of these hts of torpor he was aroused by the
entrance of Annie Hovenden, who came into the shop
with the freedom of a customer, and also with something
of the fanubarity of a childish frend. She had wom a
hole through her silver thimble, and wanted Owen to
repair it. )

“But I don’t know whether you will condescend to
such a task,” said she, laughing, “now that you are so
taken up with the notion of putting spint mto machin-
ery."

“Where did you get that idea, Anme?” said Owen,
startting in surpmnse.

“Oh, out of my own head,” answered she, “and from
something that I heard you say, long ago, when you were
but a boy and I a hittle child. But come; will you mend
this poor thimble of mine?”

“Anything for your sake, Anme,” said Owen Warland,
-f--“anythmg, even were 1t to work at Robert Danforth’s

orge.”

“And that wonld be a pretty sight!” retorted Annie,
glancing  with wmmperceptible shightness at the artist’s
small and slender frame. “Well, here 1s the thimble.”

“But that 15 a strange 1dea of yours,” said Owen,
“about the spintualization of matter.”

And then the thought stole mto his mind that this
young girl possessed the gift to comprehend him better
than all the world besides And what a help and strength
would 1t be to hum in his lonely toil if he could gan the
sympathy of the only being whom he loved! To persons
whose purswits are insulated from the common business
of hfe—who are either i advance of mankind or apart
from it—there often comes a sensabion of moral cold
that makes the spmmt shwver as if it had reached the
frozen solitudes around the pole. What the prophet, the
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poet, the reformer, the criminal, or any other man with
human yearmings, but separated from the multitude by
a pecuhar lot, might feel, poor Owen felt.

“Annie,” cried he, growmg pale as death at the
thought, “how gladly would I tell you the secret of my
pursmit! You, methinks, would estimate 1t rightly. You,
I know, would hear it with a reverence that I must not
expect from the harsh, matenal world.”

“Would I not? to be sure I wouldl” replied Annie
Hovenden, hghtly laughing. “Come, caplam to me
quickly what 1s the meaming of this httle whithgig, so
delicately wrought, that 1t nmght be a plaything for
Queen Mab Seel 1 will put i1t m motion.”

“Hold!l” exclaiamed Owen, “hold!”

Anme had but given the shghtest possible touch, with
the pomt of a needle, to the same mmnute portion of
comphicated machinery which has been more than once
mentioned, when the artist seized her by the wnst with
a force that made her scream aloud. She was affnghted
at the convulsion of imntense rage and angwsh that
writhed across his features. The neat mstant he let his
head smk upon his hands.

“Go, Annie,” murmured he, “I have deceived myself,
and must suffer for it. I yeamed for sympathy and
thought, and fancied, and dreamed that you mught give
it me, but you lack the talisman, Annie, that should ad-
mit you mto my secrets That touch has undone the toil
of months and the thought of a lLfetime! It was not
your fault, Anme, but you have ruined mel”

Poor Owen Warland! He had indeed erred, yet par-
donably, for if any human spimt could have sufficiently
reverenced the processes so sacred i his eyes, 1t must
have been a woman’s Even Anmie Hovenden, possibly,
might not have disappointed him had she been enlight-
ened by the deep mtelligence of love.

The artist spent the ensuing winter in a way that
satisfied any persons who had htherto retained a hope-
ful opmion of him that he was, m truth, urevocably
doomed to mmutility as regarded the world, and to an
evil destiny on lus own part. The decease of a relative’
had put him in possession of a small mhentance. Thus
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freed from the necessity of toil, and having lost the
steadfast influence of a great purpose,—great, at least,
to him,—he abandoned himself to habits from wiich it
might have been supposed the mere delicacy of his
orgamzation would have availed to secure hum. But when
the ethereal portion of a man of genws 15 obscured, the
earthly part assumes an influence the more uncon-
trollable, because the character 1s now thrown off the
balance to which Providence had so micely adjusted it,
and which, 1 coarser natures, 1s adjusted by some other
method Owen Warland made proof of whatever show of
bhss may be found imn not He looked at the world
through the golden medum of wine, and contemplated
the visions that bubble up so gayly around the brim of
the glass, and that people the arr with shapes of pleas-
ant madness, which so soon grow ghostly and forlom.
Even when this dismal and inevitable change had taken
place, the young man might still have continued to
quaff the cup of enchantments, though its vapor did
but shroud hife mn gloom and fill the gloom with spectres
that mocked at him. There was a certamn irksomeness of
spint, which, bemg real, and the deepest sensation of
which the artist was now conscious, was more mtolerable
than any fantastic miseries and horrors that the abuse
of wine could summon up. In the latter case he could
temember, even out of the mudst of his trouble, that
all was but a delusion, n the former, the heavy angush
was his actual hife.

From tlus penlous state he was redeemed by an inci-
dent which more than one person witnessed, but of
which the shrewdest could not explamn or conjecture the
operation on Owen Warland’s mind It was very simple.
On a warm afternoon of spring, as the artist sat among
his notous companions with a glass of wine before him,
a splendid butterfly flew m at the open window and
fluttered about his head

“Ah,” exclaimed Owen, who had drank freely, “are
you alive again, child of the sun and playmate of the
summer breeze, after your dismal winter's nap? Then
it 1s time for me to be at work!” | .

And, leaving his unemptied glass upon the table, he
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departed and was ncver known to sip another drop of
wine.

And now, again, he resumed lis wanderings 1 the
woods and fields. It mught be fancied that the bright
butterfly, which had come so spiritlike mto the window
as Owen sat with the rude revellers, was indeed a spint
commissioned to recall him to the pure, 1deal lifc that
had so etherealized him among men. It might be fancied
that he went forth to seek this spirit 1n its sunny haunts;
for still, as i the summer time gone by, he was seen to
steal gently up wherever a butterfly had alighted, and
lose himself in contemplation of 1t When 1t took flight
his cyes followed the winged wvision, as if its airy track
would show the path to heaven. But what could be the
purpose of the unscasonable toil, which was agamn re-
sumed, as the watchman knew by the lines of lamplight
through the crevices of Owen Warland’s shutters? The
towns-pcople had one comprehensive explanation of all
these singularities. Owen Warland had gone mad! How
universally efficacious—how satisfactory, too, and sooth-
ing to the imjured sensibility of narrowness and dulness
—is this casy method of accounting for whatever lies
beyond the world’s most ordinary scope! From St Paul’s
days down to our poor little Artist of the Beautiful, the
same talisman had been applicd to the clucidation of
all mystenes in the words or deeds of men who spoke or
acted too wisely or too well In Owen Warland’s case
the judgment of s towns-pcople may have been correct
Perhaps he was mad. The lack of sympathy—that con-
trast between limself and his neighbors which took
away the restramnt of example—was cnough to make him
so. Or possibly he had caught just so much of cthereal
radiance as scrved to bewilder lum, i an carthly sense,
by its intermixture with the common daylight.

One cveming, when the artist had returned from a
customary ramble and had just thrown the lustre of his
lamp on the dehcate picce of work so often nterrupted,
but still taken up agam, as if lus fate were cmbodied m
its mcchanism, he was surprised by the entrance of old
Peter Hovenden Owen never met this man without a
shrinking of the heart. Of all the world he was most ter-
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nble, by reason of a keen understanding which saw so
distinctly what it did see, and disbehieved so uncom-
promisingly in what 1t could not see On this occasion
the old watchmaker had merely a gracious word or two
to say.

“Owen, my lad,” said he, “we must see you at my
house to-morrow night”

The artist began to mutter some excuse.

“Oh, but it must be so,” quoth Peter Hovenden,
“for the sake of the days when you were one of the house-
hold What, my boy! don’t you know that my daughter
Anme 15 engaged to Robert Danforth? We are making
an entertammment, 1 our humble way, to celebrate the
event.”

“Ahr’ said Owen.

That httle monosyllable was all he uttered; its tone
seemed cold and unconcerned to an ear like Peter Hoven-
den’s, and yet there was in 1t the stifled outcry of the
poor artist’s heart, which he compressed within him like
a man holding down an evil spint. One shght outbreak,
however, imperceptible to the old watchmaker, he al-
lowed himself. Ramising the instrument with which he
was about to begin his work, he let 1t fall upon the hittle
system of machmery that had, anew, cost him months
of thought and toil. It was shattered by the stroke!

Owen Warland’s story would have been no tolerable
representation of the troubled life of those who stnve
to create the beautiful, 1if, ammd all other thwarting
mnfluences, love had not mterposed to steal the cunning
from his hand. Outwardly he had been no ardent or
enterprising lover, the career of his passion had confined
its tumults and wvicissitudes so entirely within the art-
1st's imagiation that Anme herself had scarcely more
than a woman’s mtuitive perception of it, but, m Owen’s
view, 1t covered the whole field of his hfe. Forgetful of
the time when she had shown herself mcapable of any
deep response, he had persisted i connecting all his
dreams of artistical success with Anme’s image, she was
the visible shape in which the spimtual power that he
worshipped, and on whose altar he hoped to lay a not
unworthy offering, was made mamfest to him. Of course
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he had deceived limsclf, there were no such attributes
in Anme Hovenden as Ius imagination had endowed her
with She, m the aspect which she wore to his mward
vision, was as much a creature of lus own as the mys-
{erious piece of mechamism would be were 1t ever real-
1zed Had he become convinced of Ins mustake through
the medwm of successful love—had he won Annic
to his bosom, and there beheld her fade from angel
into ordinary woman,—the disappomtment might have
dnven Inm back, with concentrated cnergy, upon lus
sole remaining object. On the other hand, had he found
Anmec what he fancied, hus lot would have been so nch
m beauty that out of its mere redundancy he might
have wrought the beautiful into many a worthicr type
than he had toiled for, but the guse in which lus sorrow
came to him, the sense that the angel of lus hfe had
been snatched away and given to a rude man of carth
and won, who could neither nced nor appreciate her
mimistrations,—this was the very perversity of fate that
makes human ewstence appear too absurd and contra-
dictory to be the scene of one other hope or one other
fear There was nothing left for Owen Warland but to
sit down hke a man that had been stunned.

He went through a fit of illness After his recovery
his small and slender framc assumed an obtuser garmi- .
turc of flesh than 1t had cver before worn His thin
checks became round; his delicate httle hand, so spir-
itnally fashioned to achieve fary task-work, grew plumper
than the hand of a thnving infant His aspect had a
childishness such as might have induced a stranger to
pat him on the head—pausing, however, m the act, to
wonder what manner of cluld was here. It was as if the
spmt had gone out of him, leaving the body to flourish
mn a sort of vegetable existence Not that Owen Warland
was 1hwotic He could talk, and not irrationally. Some-
what of a babbler, indced, did people begmn to think
him, for he was apt to discourse at weansome length of
marvels of mechamsm that he had read about m books,
but which he had learned to consider as absolutely
fabulous. Among them he enumerated the Man of Brass,
constructed by Albertus Magnus, and the Brazen Head
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of Fniar Bacon, and, commg down to later times, the
automata of a httle coach and horses, which it was pre-
tended had been manufactured for the Dauphmm of
France; together with an insect that buzzed about the
ear hke a hving fly, and yet was but a contnivance of
minute steel springs. There was a story, too, of a duck
that waddled, and quacked, and ate; though, had any
honest citizen purchased 1t for dinner, he would have
found himself cheated with the mere mechanical appa-
ntion of a duck

“But all these accounts,” said Owen Warland, “I am
now satisfied are mere mmpositions.”

Then, 1n a mysterious way, he would confess that he
once thought differently. In his 1dle and dreamy days he
had considered it possible, 1 a certamn sense, to spir-
itualize machinery, and to combme with the new species
of hfe and motion thus produced a beauty that should
attam to the ideal which Nature has proposed to her-
self m all her creatures, but has never taken pams to
realize He seemed, however, to retain no very distinct
perception erther of the process of achieving this object
or of the design itself.

“I have thrown 1t all aside now,” he would say. “It
was a dream such as young men are always mystifymg
themselves with., Now that I have acquired a hitle com-
mon sense, 1t makes me laugh to think of 1t ”

Poor, poor and fallen Owen Warland! These were
the symptoms that he had ceased to be an inhabitant
of the better sphere that lies unseen around us He had
lost is faith 1n the mwsible, and now pnded himself,
as such unfortunates invanably do, m the wisdom which
rejected much that even his eye could see, and trusted
confidently in nothing but what his hand could touch.
This 1s the calamity of men whose spiritual part dies out
of them and leaves the grosser understanding to assim-
ilate them more and more to the things of which alone
it can take cogmizance, but m Owen Warland the spint
was not dead nor passed away, 1t only slept

How it awoke agamn 15 not recorded. Perhaps the
torpid slumber was broken by a convulsive pamm Per-
haps, as m a former mstance, the butterfly came and
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hovered about his head and remspired him,—as indeed
this crcature of the sunshine had always a mysterious
mussion for the artis{,—remspired lim with the former
purpose of his life. Whether 1t were pam or happiness
that thnlled through his vems, his first mmpulse was to
thank Heaven for rendering lum agam the bemg of
thought, imagination, and keencst scnsibihity that he
had long ceased to be.

“Now for my task,” said he. “Never did I feel such
strength for it as now.”

Yet, strong as hc felt himself, he was mated to toil
the more diligently by an anxiety lest death should sur-
prise him in the midst of his labors. This anxiety, per-
haps, 15 common to all men who set their hearts upon
anything so high, in theirr own wview of it, that life be-
comes of importance only as conditional to its accom-
plishment. So long as we love hfe for itsclf, we seldom
dread the losing 1it. When we desire life for the attan-
ment of an object, we recogmze the frailty of its texture.
But, side by side with this sense of insccunty, there 15 a
vital faith m our invulnerability to the shaft of death
while engaged mn any task that seems assigned by Prov-
idence as our proper thing to do, and which the world
would have cause to mourn for should we leave it unac-
complished. Can the philosopher, big with the inspi-
ration of an idea that 1s to reform mankind, bchieve that
he 1s to be beckoned from this sensible existence at the
very mstant when he 15 mustering his breath to speak
the word of light? Should he perish so, the weary ages
may pass away—the world’s, whose lIife sand may fall,
drop by drop—before another mtellect 1s prepared to
develop the truth that might have been uttered then.
But Iistory affords many an cxample where the most
precious spint, at any particular epoch manifested in
human shape, has gone hence untimely, without space
allowed lnm, so far as mortal judgment could discern,
to perform his mission on the earth. The prophet dies,
and the man of torpid heart and sluggish brain lves on.
The poet leaves lus song half sung, or finishes it, beyond
the scope of mortal cars, in a celestial choir. The
pamter—as Allston did—Ileaves half his conception on
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the canvas to sadden us with its imperfect beauty, and
goes to picture forth the whole, if it be no irreverence
to say so, 1n the hues of heaven. But rather such mcom-
plete designs of this life will be perfected nowhere. This
so frequent abortion of man’s dearest projects must be
taken as a proof that the deeds of earth, however ethe-
tealized by piety or gemus, are without value, except as
cxercises and manifestations of the spint. In heaven,
all ordinary thought is higher and more melodious than
Milton’s song Then, would he add another verse to any
strain that he had left unfinished here?

But to return to Owen Warland. It was his fortune,
good or ill, to achieve the purpose of his hife. Pass we
over a long space of intense thought, yeaming effort,
minute toil, and wasting anxiety, succeeded by an -
stant of solitary tnumph- let all this be mmagined, and
then behold the artist, on a winter evemmng, secking ad-
mittance to Robert Danforth’s firesside circle. There he
found the man of won, with his massive substance thor-
oughly warmed and attempered by domestic influences.
And there was Anme, too, now transformed into a
matron, with much of her husband’s plam and sturdy
nature, but imbued, as Owen Warland still believed,
with a finer grace, that might enable her to be the -
terpreter between strength and beauty. It happened,
Iikewise, that old Peter Hovenden was a guest this eve-
ning at s daughter’s fireside, and it was his well-remem-
bered expression of keen, cold crticism that first en-
countered the artist’s glance.

“My old friend Owen!” cried Robert Danforth,
starting up, and compressing the artist’s delicate fingers
within a hand that was accustomed to gnpe bars of 1ron
“This 15 kind and neighborly to come to us at last. T was
afraild your perpetual motion had bewitched you out of
the remembrance of old times”

“We are glad to sec you,” said Anme, while a blush
reddened her matronly cheek “It was not hke a fniend
to stay from us so long.”

“Well, Owen,” mnquired the old watchmaker, as s
first greeting, “how comes on the beautiful? Have you
created 1t at last?”
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The artist did not immediately reply, being startied
by the apparition of a young chuld of strength that was
tumbling about on the carpet,—a httle personage who
had come mysteriously out of the infimte but with some-
thing so sturdy and rcal in Ius composibon that he
scemed moulded out of the densest substance which
carth could supply. This hopeful mfant crawled towards
the newcomer, and sctting Inmsclf on end, as Robert
Danforth ewpressed the posture, stared at Owen with a
look of such sagacious observation that the mother could
not help cichanging a proud glance with her husband.
But the artist was disturbed by the child’s look, as imag-
inmg a resemblance between 1t and Peter Hovenden's
habitual expression He could have fancied that the old
watchmaker was compressed nto this baby shape, and
looking out of those baby eyes, and repeating, as he now
did, the malicious question-—

“The beautiful, Owen! How comes on the beautiful?
Have you succeeded 1n creating the beautiful?”

“I have succceded,” rephed the artist, with a momen-
tary hght of triumph mn his eyes and a smile of sunshine,
yet stecped 1n such depth of thought that it was almost
sadness  “Yes, my friends, it is the truth. T have suc-
ceeded.”

“Indeced!” cncd Anme, a look of maiden mirthfulness
peeping out of her face again. “And 15 it lawful, now,
to mquire what the sceret 152"

“Surcly, it 1s to disclosc 1t that I have come,” answered
Owen Warland. “You shall know, and sce, and touch,
and possess the sceret! For, Annic,~—if by that name I
may still address the friend of my boyish years,—Annic,
it 1s for your bndal gift that 1 have wrought this spir-
ituahized mechanism, this harmony of wmotion, this
mystery of beauty. It comes late, mdeed, but it is as
we go onward m Iife, when objects begin to lose therr
freshness of hue and our souls their dchcacy of per-
ception, that the spint of beauty is most nceded IH,—
forgive me, Anme,—if you know how to value this gift,
it can never come too late”

He produced, as he spoke, what seemed a jewel box
It was carved nichly out of ebony by lus own hand, and
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mlaid with a fanciful tracery of pearl, representing a
boy m pursuit of a butterfly, which, elsewhere, had
become a wmnged spiit, and was flying heavenward, while
the boy, or youth, had found such efficacy m his strong
desire that he ascended from earth to cloud, and from
cloud to celestial atmosphere, to wmn the beautiful This
case of ebony the artist opened, and bade Anme place
her finger on 1ts edge. She did so, but almost screamed
as a butterfly fluttered forth, and, ahghting on her finger’s
tip, sat waving the ample magnificence of its purple and
gold-speckled wngs, as if m prelude to a fhght. It is
mmpossible to express by words the glory, the splendor,
the delicate gorgeousness which were softened 1nto the
beauty of this object. Nature's 1deal butterfly was here
reahized 1n all its perfection, not mn the pattern of such
faded msects as fit among earthly flowers, but of those
which hover across the meads of paradise for child-
angels and the spints of departed nfants to disport
themselves with. The rich down was visible upon 1ts
wings; the lustre of 1ts eyes scemed mstinct with spint.
The firehght ghmmered around this wonder—the can-
dles gleamed upon 1t, but 1t ghstened apparently by its
own radiance, and illummated the finger and out-
stretched hand on which 1t rested with a white gleam
like that of precious stones In its perfect beauty, the
consideration of size was entwely lost Had its wings
overreached the firmament, the mimd could not have
been more filled or satisfied

“Beautifull beaut:iful!” cxclamed Annie. “Is it ahve?
Is it alwve?”

“Alwe? To be sure 1t is,” answered her husband. “Do
you suppose any mortal has skill enough to make a
butterfly, or would put himself to the trouble of making
one, when any child may catch a score of them m a
summer’s afternoon? Ahve? Certamly! But this pretty
box 1s undoubtedly of our frend Owen’s manufacture;
and really 1t does him credit.”

At this moment the butterfly waved 1ts wings anew,
with a moton so absolutely hfelike that Anme was
startled, and cven awe-stricken, for, m spite of her hus-
band’s opimion, she could mot satisfy herself whether 1t
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was indeed a living creature or a piece of wondrous
mechamism.

“Is 1t alive?” she repeated, more earnestly than before

“Judge for yourself,” said Owen Warland, who stooc
gazing m her face with fixed attention.

The butterfly now flung itself upon the air, fluttered
round Annie’s head, and soared nto a distant region of
the parlor, still making 1tself perceptible to sight by the
starry gleam in which the motion of 1its wings enveloped
it The infant on the floor followed its course with his
sagacious little eyes. After flying about the room, it
returned m a spiral curve and settled agamn on Annie’s
finger.

“But 15 1t alive?” exclaimed she agan; and the finger
on which the gorgeous mystery had ahghted was so trem-
ulous that the butterfly was forced to balance himself
with his wings. “Tell me if 1t be alive, or whether you
created 1t ”

‘\l?Vherefore ask who created it, so it be beautiful?”
teplied Owen Warland. “Alve? Yes, Annie, 1t may well
be said to possess hife, for 1t has absorbed my own being
mto 1tself, and m the secret of that butterfly, and n 1its
beauty,—which 15 not merely outward, but deep as its
whole system,—is represented the intellect, the magi-
nation, the sensibility, the soul of an Artist of the Beau-
tiful' Yes, 1 created it But”—and here his countenance
somewhat changed—“this butterfly 1s not now to me
what 1t was when I beheld 1t afar off i the daydreams
of my youth

“Be 1t what 1t may, 1t 1s a pretty plaything,” said the
blacksmuith, grnnning with childlike delight “I wonder
whether 1t would condescend to alight on such a great
clumsy finger as mine? Hold it hither, Anme”

By the artist’s direction, Annie touched her finger’s
tip to that of her husband, and, after a momentary delay,
the butterfly fluttered from one to the other. It preluded
a second flight by a similar, yet not precisely the same,
waving of wings as in the first expeniment; then, as-
cending from the blacksmuth’s stalwart finger, 1t rose
m a gradually enlarging curve to the ceiling, made one
wide sweep around the room, and returmed with an un-
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dulating movement to the pomnt whence it had started.
“Well, that does beat all nature!’” cried Robert Dan-
forth, bestowmng the heartiest prase that he could find
expression for, and, indeed, had he paused there, a man
of finer words and mcer perception could not easily
have said more. “That goes beyond me, I confess. But
what then? There is more real use in one downnght
blow of my sledge hammer than i the whole five years’
labor that our fnend Owen has wasted on this butterfly.”
Here the child clapped his hands and made a great
babble of indistinct utterance, apparently demanding
that the butterfly should be given him for a plaything.
Owen Warland, meanwhile, glanced sidelong at Annie,
to discover whether she sympathized in her husband’s
estimate of the comparative value of the beautiful and
the practical There was, amid all her kindness towards
himself, amid all the wonder and admiration with which
she contemplated the marvellous work of s hands and
_Incarnation of his idea, a secret scorn—too secret, per-
haps, for her own consciousness, and perceptible only
to such intuitive discernment as that of the artist. But
Owen, in the latter stages of us purswit, had nsen out
of the region in which such a discovery might have been
torture He knew that the world, and Anme as the rep-
resentative of the world, whatever praise might be be-
stowed, could never say the fiting word nor feel the
fittng sentiment which should be the perfect recom-
pense of an arhist who, symbolizing a lofty moral by a
matenal tnfle,—converting what was earthly to spintual
gold,—had won the beautiful mto his handiwork Not
at this latest moment was he to leam that the reward of
all lugh performance must be sought withn itself, or
sought 1 vain. There was, however, a view of the mat-
ter which Annie and her husband, and even Peter Hoven-
den, mght fully have understood, and which would
have satisfied them that the toil of years had here been
worthuly bestowed. Owen Warland might have told them
that this butterfly, this plaything, this bndal gift of a
poor watchmaker to a blacksmith’s wife, was, mn truth,
a gem of art that a monarch would have purchased with
honors and abundant wealth, and have treasured it
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among the jewels of his kingdom as the most umque
and wondrous of them all. But the artist smiled and
kept the secret to himself.

“Father,” said Anme, thinking that a word of praise
from the old watchmaker might gratify his former appren-
tice, “do come and admire this pretty butterfly ”

“Let us see,” said Peter Hovenden, nsing from his
chair, with a sneer upon his face that always made
people doubt, as he himself did, in everything but a
matenial existence “Here 15 my finger for it to ahght
upon I shall understand it better when once I have
touched it”

But, to the mncreased astomishment of Anme, when
the tip of her father’s finger was pressed agamst that of
her husband, on which the butterfly still rested, the
insect drooped its wings and seemed on the pomnt of
falling to the floor. Even the bnght spots of gold upon
its wings and body, unless her eyes decewved her, grew
dim, and the glowing purple took a dusky hue, and the
starry lustre that gleamed around the blacksmith’s hand
became famnt and vanished.

“It 15 dymg! it 15 dymg" cnied Annie, m alarm.

“It has been delicately wrought,” said the artist,
calmly “As I told you, 1t has imbibed a spintual essence
-—call 1t magnetism, or what you will. In an atmosphere
of doubt and mockery its exqusite susceptibility suffers
torture, as does the soul of him who mstilled his own
Iife mto 1t It has already lost its beauty, mm a few mo-
ments more 1ts mechanism would be wreparably mjured ”

“Take away your hand, father!” entreated: Anmie,
turning pale “Here 15 my chlld, let it rest on his mno-
cent hand There, perhaps, its Ife will revive and 1its
colors grow bmnghter than ever.’

Her father, with an acnd smile, withdrew his finger
The butterfly then appeared to recover the power of
voluntary motion, while 1ts hues assumed much of therr
ongmal lustre, and the gleam of starhght, which was 1ts
most ethereal attribute, agam formed a halo round about
it At first, when transferred from Robert Danforth’s
hand to the small finger of the child, this radiance grew
so powerful that it positively threw the little fellow's
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shadow back against the wall. He, meanwhile, extended
his plump hand as he had seen his father and mother
do, and watched the waving of the msect’s wings with
infantine -delight Nevertheless, there was a certamm odd
expression of sagacity that made Owen Warland feel as
if here were old Peter Hovenden, partially, and but
partially. redeemed from his hard scepticism into child-
wsh faith ‘

“How wise the little monkey looks"” whispered
Robert Danforth to his wife.

“I never saw such a look on a child’s face,” answered
Anme, admining her own infant, and with good reason,
far more than the artistic butterfly. “The darling knows
more of the mystery than we do”

As if the butterfly, ke the artist, were conscious of
something not entirely congemal m the child’s nature,
1t alternately sparkled and grew dim At length it arose
from the small hand of the infant with an airy motion
that seemed to bear 1t upward without an effort, as if
the ethereal mstincts with which its master’s spmt had
" endowed 1t mmpelled this fair vision mvoluntanly to a
higher sphere. Had there been no obstruction, 1t might
have soared to the sky and grown immortal. But 1ts
lustre gleamed upon the ceiling, the exquisite texture of
its wings brushed aganst that earthly medwum, and a
sparkle or two, as of stardust, floated downward and lay
ghmmenng on the carpet Then the butterfly came flut-
tening down, and, instead of returnmng to the infant,
was apparently attracted towards the artist’s hand

“Not so' not so'”” murmured Owen Warland, as if
s handiwork could have understood him “Thou has
gone forth out of thy master’s heart. There is no retumn
for thee.”

With a wavermg movement, and emitting a tremulous
radiance, the butterfly struggled, as 1t were, towards the
mfant, and was about to alight upon his finger, but while
1t still hovered in the air, the httle chuld of strength,
with his grandswre’s sharp and shrewd expression m his
face, made a snatch at the marvellous msect and com-
pressed 1t m hus hand Annie screamed Old Peter Hoven
den burst mto a cold and scornful laugh The black
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smith, by main force, unclosed the infant’s hand, and
found within the palm a small heap of ghttering frag-
ments, whence the mystery of beauty had fled forever.
And as for Owen Warland, he looked placidly at what
seemed the rumn of his life’s labor, and which was yet
no run He had caught a far other butterfly than this.
When the artist rose high enough to achieve the beau-
tiful, the symbol by which he made 1t perceptible to
mortal senses became of httle value m his eyes while his
spinit possessed 1tself i the enjoyment of the reality.



The Snow Imqge

THE GREAT STONE FACE

ONE afternoon, when the sun was going down, a mother
and her httle boy sat at the door of therr cottage, talking
about the Great Stone Face They had but to Lft their
eyes, and there 1t was plamly to be seen, though miles
away, with the sunshine brnghteming all its features.

And what was the Great Stone Face?

Embosomed amongst a family of lofty mountains,
there was a valley so spacious that it contamed many
thousand inhabitants. Some of these good people dwelt
n log-huts, with the black forest all around them, on the
steep and difficult hill-sides Others had therr homes m
comfortable farm-houses, and cultivated the nch soil
on the gentle slopes or level surfaces of the valley.

thers, again, were congregated mto populous villages,
where some wild, highland nivulet, tumblng down from
its buthplace in the upper mountamn region, had been
Caught and tamed by human cunning, and compelied
to tumn the machinery of cotton-factones. The imhabit-
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ants of this valley, in short, were numerous, and of many
modes of life. But all of them, grown pecople and
children, had a kind of famihanty with the Great Stone
Face, although some possessed the gift of distinguishing
this grand natural phenomenon more perfectly than
many of therr neighbors.

The Great Stone Face, then, was a work of Nature in
her mood of majestic playfulness, formed on the perpen-
dicular side of a mountain by some immense rocks,
which had been thrown together mn such a position as,
when viewed at a proper distance, precisely to resemble
the features of the human countenance. It scemed as if
an enormous giant, or a Titan, had sculptured his own
likeness on the precipice. There was the broad arch of
the forchead, a hundred feet in height, the nose, with
its long bndge, and the vast lips, which, if they could
have spoken, would have rolled their thunder accents
from one end of the valley to the other. True it 15, that
if the spectator approached too near, he lost the outlme
of the gigantic visage, and could discern only a heap of
ponderous and gigantic rocks, piled m chaotic ruin one
upon another Retracing his steps, however, the won-
drous features would agamn be seen; and the farther he
withdrew from them, the more like a human face, with
all its ongwnal divimty intact, did they appear, unti, as
it grew dum 1n the distance, with the clouds and glonfied
vapor of the mountams clustenng about it, the Great
Stone Face secemed positively to be alive.

It was a happy lot for cluldren to grow up to manhood
or womanhood with the Great Stone Face before theur
eyes, for all the features were noble, and the expression
was at once grand and sweet, as 1f 1t were the glow of a
vast, warm heart, that embraced all mankind m its
affections, and had room for more It was an education
only to look at 1t. According to the belief of many people,
the valley owed much of its fertihity to this bemign aspect
that was continually beaming over it, illuminating the
clouds, and mmfusing 1ts tenderness into the sunshime.

As we began with saymg, a mother and her hittle boy
sat at their cottage-door, gazing at the Great Stone Face,
and talking about it The child’s name was Ernest.
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“Mother,” said he, while the Titanic visage smiled on
him, “I wish that it could speak, for 1t looks so very
kindly that 1ts voice must needs be pleasant If I were
to sec a man with such a face, I should love him dearly ”

“If an old prophecy should come to pass,” answered
his mother, ““we may see a man, some time or other, with
exactly such a face as that”

“What prophecy do you mean, dear mother?” eagerly
mquired Emest. “Pray tell me all about 1t!”

So his mother told hum a story that her own mother
had told to her, when she herself was younger than little
Emest, a story, not of things that were past, but of what
was yet to come; a story, nevertheless, so very old, that
‘even the Indians, who formerly inhabited this valley,
had heard it from therr forefathers, to whom, as they
affirmed, 1t had been murmured by the mountam
streams, and whispered by the wind among the tree-
tops The purport was, that, at some future day, a child
should be born hereabouts, who was destined to become
the greatest and noblest personage of his time, and
whose countenance, in manhood, should bear an exact
resemblance to the Great Stone Face Not a few old-
fashioned people, and young ones likewise, m the ardor
of their hopes, still chenshed an endunng faith n this
old prophecy. But others, who had seen more of the
world, had watched and waited till they were weary,
and had beheld no man with such a face, nor any man
that proved to be much greater or nobler than his
neighbors, concluded it to be nothing but an idle tale,
At all events, the great man of the prophecy had not yet
appeared

“O mother, dear mother!” cried Emecst, clapping his
Eands above Ius head, “I do hope that 1 shall hive to see

mi”

His mother was an affectionate and thoughtful woman,
and felt that 1t was wisest not to discourage the generous
hopes of her little boy. So she only said to him, “Perhaps
you may_”

And Ernest never forgot the story that his mother
told im It was always m lus mind, whenever he looked
upon the Great Stone Face. He spent his childhood in
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the log-cottage where he was born, and was dutiful to his
mother, and helpful to her in many things, assisting her
much with his little hands, and morc with his loving
heart. In this manner, from a happy yct often pensive
child, he grew up to be a mild, quet, unobtrusive boy,
and sun-browned with labor in the ficlds, but with more
intelhgence brightening lus aspect than is scen i many
lads who have been taught at famous schools. Yet Irnest
had had no teacher, save only that the Great Stone Face
became one to him, When the toil of the day was over,
he would gaze at it for hours, until he began {o imagine
that thosc vast features recognized him, and gave him a
smile of kindness and encouragement, responsive to his
own look of vencration. We must not take upon us to
affirm that this was a mnstake, although the Face may
have looked no more kindly at LErnest than at all the
world besides. But the sceret was that the boy's tender
and confiding simplicity discerned what other people
could not sce, and thus the love, wlhich was meant for
all, became hus peenliar portion.

About this time there went a rumor throughout the
valley, that thc greal man, foretold from ages long ago,
who was to bear a resemblance to the Great Stonc Face,
had appeared at last. It scems that, many years before, a
young man had mugrated from the valley and scttled at
a chstant scaport, where, after getung together a httle
money, he had sct up as a shopkeeper. Fis name—but I
could ncver learn whether 1t was his real one, or a mick-
namc that had grown out of Ius habits and success in
life—was Gathergold. Being shrewd and active, and cn-
dowed by Providence with that inscrutable faculty which
develops 1tself in what the world calls luck, he became
an cxceedingly rich merchant, and owner of a whole flcet
of bulky-bottomed ships. All the countnes of the globe
appearcd to jom hands for the mere purpose of adding
heap after heap to the mountainous accumulation of
this onc man’s wealth. The cold regions of the north,
almost within the gloom and shadow of the Arclic
Circle, sent lum their tribute mn the shape of furs; hot
Afnica sifted for him the golden sands of her rivers, and
gathered up the ivory tusks of her great clephants out of
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. the forests, the East came brnging him the nich shawls,

and spices, and teas, and the effulgence of diamonds,
and the gleamng pumnty of large pearls. The ocean, not
to be behindhand with the earth, yielded up her mughty
whales, that Mr. Gathergold mught sell their oil, and
make a profit on it Be the original commodity what it
might, 1t was gold within his grasp. It might be said of
him, as of Midas 1n the fable, that whatever he touched
with his finger immediately ghstened, and grew yellow,
and was changed at once mto sterhng metal, or, which
suted mm still better, into piles of com And, when Mr.
Gathergold had become so very mch that it would have
taken him a hundred years only to count his wealth, he
bethought himself of his natve valley, and resolved to
go back thither, and end lhis days where he was born.
With this purpose mn view, he sent a skilful architect to
build him such a palace as should be fit for a man of his
vast wealth to live in

As I have said above, 1t had already been rumored m
the valley that Mr. Gathergold had tumed out to be the
prophetic personage so long and vamly looked for, and
that his visage was the perfect and undemable similitude
of the Great Stone Face. People were the more ready to
beheve that this must needs be the fact, when they be-
held the splendid edifice that rose, as if by enchantment,
on the site of his father’s old weather-beaten farm-house
The exterior was of marble, so dazzlingly white that 1t
seemed as though the whole structure might melt away
in the sunshine, like those humbler ones which Mr.
Gathergold, m his young play-days, before s fingers
were gifted with the touch of transmutation, had been
accustomed to build of snow. It had a nichly ornamented
portico, supported by tall pillars, beneath which was a
lofty door, studded with silver knobs, and made of a kind
of variegated wood that had been brought from beyond
the sea. The windows, from the floor to the ceilling of
cach stately apartment, were composed, respectively, of

ut one enormous pane of glass, so transparently pure
that it was said to be a finer medium than even the va-
Cant atmosphere. Hardly anybody had been permitted
to see the mterior of this palace; but 1t was reported, and

¢
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with good semblance of truth, to be far more gorgeous
than the outside, insomuch that whatever was iron or
brass m other houses was silver or gold m this, and Mr.
Gathergold’s bedchamber, especially, made such a ght-
tering appearance that no ordmary man would have been
able to closc s eyes there But, on the other hand, Mr.
Gathergold was now so mured to wealth, that perhaps
he could not have closed Ins eyes unless where the gleam
of 1t was certain to find 1ts way beneath Ius eyclids

In duc time, the mansion was finished, neat came the
upholsterers, with magnificent furmture, then. a whole
troop of blackh and white servants, the harbingers of Mr.
Gathergold, who, m lus own majestic person, was e
pected to amve at sunset. Our friend Ernest, mean-
while, had been deeply stirred by the idca that the great
man, the noble man, the man of prophecy, after so many
ages of delay, was at length to be made mamfest to his
native valley. He knew, boy as he was, that there were a
thousand ways in which Mr. Gathergold, with lus vast
wealth, might transform himself into an angel of bencfi-
cence, and assume a control over human affairs as wide
and bemgnant as the smile of the Great Stone TFace.
Full of faith and hope, Ermecst doubted not that what
the people said was true, and that now he was to behold
the hving hkencss of those wondrous features on the
mountam-side  While the boy was still gazing up the
valley, and fancying, as he always did, that the Great
Stone Face returned his gaze and looked kindly at him,
the rumbhng of wheels was heard, approaching swiftly
along the winding road

“Here he comes!” cned a group of people who were
assembled to witness the arrival. “Here comes the great
Mr Gathergold!”

A carnage, drawn by four horses, dashed round the
turn of the road. Within 1t, thrust partly out of the win-
dow, appeared the physiognomy of the old man, with a
skin as yellow as if lus own Midas-hand had transmuted -
it. He had a low forchead, small, sharp eyes, puckered
about with innumerable wrinkles, and very thin hps,

which he made still thinner by pressing them forcibly
together.
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“The very mmage of the Great Stone Face!” shouted
he people “Sure enough. the old prophecy 1s true, and
cre we have the great man come, at last™”

And, what greatly perplexed Emest, they seemed
ctually to beleve that here was the hikeness which they
poke of By the roadside there chanced to be an old
yeggar-woman and two little beggar-children, stragglers
rom some far-off region, who, as the carnage rolled on-
vard, held out their hands and hited up their doleful
voices, most piteously beseeching chanty. A yellow claw
—the very same that had clawed together so much
wealth—poked 1tself out of the coach-window, and dropt
some copper coms upon the ground, so that, though the
great man’s name seems to have been Gathergold, he
might just as suitably have been micknamed Scattercop-
per Still, nevertheless, with an earnest shout, and evi-
dently with as much good faith as ever, the people
bellowed,— R

“He 15 the very image of the Great Stone Face!”

But Emest turned sadly from the wnnkled shrewdness
of that sordid visage, and gazed up the valley, where,
amid a gathening must, gilded by the last sunbeams,
he could still distingwish those glorous features which
had impressed themselves mto his soul Therr aspect
cheered him What did the benign lips seem to say?

“He will come! Fear not, Emest, the man will come!”

The years went on, and Einest ceased to be a boy. He
had grown to be a young man now He attracted little
notice from the other nhabitants of the valley, for they
saw nothing remarkable in hus way of Iife, save that,
when the labor of the day was over, he still loved to go
apart and gaze and meditate upon the Great Stone Face
According to their 1dea of the matter, 1t was a folly, mn-
deed, but pardonable, masmuch as Ernest was imdustri-
ous, kind, and neighborly. and neglected no duty for the
sake of indulging this 1dle habit They knew not that the
Great Stone Face had become a teacher to lum, and that
the sentiment which was expressed 1 1t would cnlarge
the young man’s heart, and fll it with wider and dceper
sympathues than other hearts They knew not that thence
would come a better wisdom than could be learned from
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books, and a better life than could be moulded on the
defaced example of other human lives. Neither did
Ernest know that the thoughts and affections which
came to him so naturally, in the ficlds and at the firc-
side, and wherever he communed with himself, were of
a higher tone than those which all men shared with hum.
A simple soul,—simple as when his mother first taught
him the old prophecy,—he beheld the marvellous fea-
turcs beaming adown the valley, and still wondered that
theit human counterpart was so long in making his
appearance.

By this time poor Mr. Gathergold was dead and bur-
ied, and the oddest part of the matter was, that his
wealth, which was the body and spirit of lus custence,
had disappcared before his death, lecaving nothing of
him but a hving skeleton, covered over with a wrinkled,
yellow skin. Since the melting away of his gold, it had
been very generally conceded that there was no such
striking resemblance, after all, betwixt the ignoble fea-
tures of the rumned merchant and that majestic face
upon the mountam-side So the people ceased to honor
him dunng his hfctime, and quietly consigned him to
forgetfulness after his decease. Once 1 a while, 1t is true,
tus memory was brought up in conncction with the mag-
nificent palace which he had buwilt, and which had long
ago been turned nto a hotel for the accommodation of
strangers, multitudes of whom came, every summer, to
visit that famous natural curiosity, the Great Stone
Face. Thus, Mr. Gathergold bemng discredited and
thrown 1into the shade, thc man of prophecy was yct to
come,

It so happened that a native-born son of the valley,
many years before, had cnlisted as a soldier, and, after a
great deal of hard fighting, had now become an illustn-
ous commander. Whatever he may be called mn history,
he was known in camps and on the battleficld undes
the mickname of Old Blood-and-Thunder Tlus war-worn
veteran, bemng now mfirm with age and wounds, and
weary of the turmoil of a military life, and of the roll of
the drum and the clangor of the trumpet, that had so
long been ringing 1m his ears, had lately signified a pur-

g
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pose of returmng to his mative valley, hoping to find
repose where he remembered to have left it. The inhab-
itants, lis old neighbors and their grown-up children,
were resolved to welcome the renowned warnor with a
salute of cannon and a public dinner; and all the more
enthusiastically, 1t bemng affirmed that now, at last, the
likeness of the Great Stone Face had actually appeared.
An aid-decamp of Old Blood-and-Thunder, travelling
through the valley, was said to have been struck with the
resemblance. Moreover the schoolmates and early ac-
quamtances of the general were ready to testify, on oath,
that, to the best of their recollection, the aforesaid gen-
eral had been exceedingly hke the majestic image, even
when a boy, only that the idea had never occurred to
them at that penod. Great, therefore, was the excitement
throughout the valley, and many people, who had never
once thought of glancing at the Great Stone Face for
years before, now spent their time in gazing at it, for the
saki of knowing exactly how General Blood-and-Thunder
looked.

On the day of the great festival, Ernest, with all the
other people of the valley, left theirr work, and proceeded
to the spot where the sylvan banquet was prepared As
he approached, the loud voice of the Rev. Dr. Battle-
blast was heard, beseeching a blessing on the good things
set before them, and on the distingwshed friend of
peace mn whose honor they were assembled. The tables
were arranged 1n a cleared space of the woods, shut in by
the surrounding trees, except where a vista opened east-
ward, and afforded a distant view of the Great Stone
Face Over the general’s chair, which was a relic from
the home of ‘Washington, there was an arch of verdant
boughs, with the laurel profusely mtermixed, and sur-
mounted by his country’s banner, beneath which he had
won his victories Our friend Ernest raised himself on
lus tiptoes, 1 hopes to get a ghmpse of the celebrated
guest, but there was a mighty crowd about the tables
anxious to hear the toasts and speeches, and to catch any
word that might fall from the general m reply; and a
volunteer company, doing duty as a guard, pncked ruth-
lessly with their bayonets at any particularly quiet person
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among the throng. So Erncst, bemg of an unobtrusive
character, was thrust quilc mto the background, where
he could sce no more of Old Blood-and-Thunder’s phys-
1ognomy than if 1t had been still blazing on the battle-
ficld. To console himself, he turned towards the Great
Stone Face, which, ke a faithful and long-remembered
fricnd, looked back and smiled upon him through the
vista of the forest. Mcantime, however, he could overhear
the remarks of varnious ndividuals, who were comparing
the featurcs of the hero with the face on the distant
mountain-side.

“'T is the same facc, to a hair!” cricd one man, cut-
ting a caper for joy

“Wonderfully Iike, that's a fact!” responded another.

“Lake! why, I call it Old Blood-and-Thunder himself,
in a monstrous loohing-glass!” cried a third. “And why
not? He’s the greatest man of this or any other age, be-
yond a doubt.”

And then all three of the spcakers gave a great shout,
which commumcated electricity to the crowd, and called
forth a roar from a thousand voices, that went reverber-
ating for miles among the mountams, untl you mught
have supposed that the Great Stone Face had poured its
thunder-breath into the cry. All these comments, and
this vast enthusiasm, served the more to interest our
friend, nor did he think of questioning that now, at
length, the mountain-visage had found its human coun-
terpart It 1s true, Ernest had imagmmed that this long-
looked-for personage would appear i the character of 4
man of peace, utteing wisdom, and domng good, and
making people happy. But, taking an habitual breadth of
view, with all lus simpheity, he contended that Prowvi-
dence should choose 1ts own method of blessing man-
kind, and could conceive that this great end mught be
cffected even by a warnor and a bloody sword, should
mscrutable wisdom sce fit to order matters so

“The general! the generall” was now the cry. “Hush!
silencel Old Blood-and-Thunder’'s gomng to make a
speech ”

Even so, for, the cloth being removed, the generals
health had been drunk, amid shouts of applause, and he
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now stood upon his feet to thank the company. Ernest
saw lum There he was, over the shoulders of the crowd,
from the two ghttening epaulets and embroidered collar
upward, beneath the arch of green boughs with inter-
twined laurel, and the banner droopmng as if to shade hus
brow! And there, too, visible 1n the same glance, through
the wista of the forest, appeared the Great Stome Face!
And was there, indeed, such a resemblance as the crowd
had testified? Alas, Emest could not recogmze 1t! He be-
held a war-worn and weather-beaten countenance, full of
energy, and expressive of an iron will, but the gentle
wisdom, the deep, broad, tender sympathies, were alto-
gether wanting m Old Blood-and-Thunder’s visage, and
even 1f the Great Stone Face had assumed his look of
stern command, the mulder traits would still have tem-
pered 1it.

“This 1s not the man of prophecy,” sighed Emest to
himself, as he made his way out of the throng. “And
must the world wait longer yet?”

The mists had congregated about the distant moun-
tam-side, and there were seen the grand and awful fea-
tures of the Great Stone Face, awful but bemgnant, as if
a mghty angel were sithing among the hills, and enrob-
mg himself in a cloud-vesture of gold and purple. As he
looked, Emest could hardly believe but that a smile
beamed over the whole visage, with a radwance stil
brightening, although without motion of the lips. It was
probably the effect of the western sunshine, melting
through the thinly diffused vapors that had swept be-
tween him and the object that he gazed at But—as it
always did—the aspect of his marvellous friend made
Ernest as hopeful as if he had never hoped 1 vam.

“Fear not, Ernest,” said his heart, even as 1f the Great
Face were whispering him,—"“fear not, Emest, he will
come "’

More years sped swiftly and tranqully away. Ernest
stll dwelt 1n his native valley, and was now a man of
middle age. By imperceptible degrees, he had become
Mown among the people. Now, as heretofore, he la-
bored for his bread, and was the same simple-hearted
man that he had always been But he had thought and
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felt so much, he had given so many of the best hours of
his bfe to unworldly hopes for some great good to man-
kind, that 1t seemed as though he had been talking with
the angels, and had imbibed a portion of theirr wisdom
unawares It was visible 1n the calm and well-considered
beneficence of his daily life, the quiet stream of which
had made a wide green margin all along its course. Not
a day passed by, that the world was not the better be-
cause this man, humble as he was, had lived. He never
stepped aside from his own path, yet would always reach
a blessing to lis neighbor Almost nvoluntanly, too, he
had become a preacher. The pure and high simphcity of
his thought, which, as one of its mamfestations, took
shape 1n the good deeds that dropped silently from his
hand, flowed also forth in speech He uttered truths that
wrought upon and moulded the lives of those who heard
him. His auditors, it may be, never suspected that
Ernest, their own neighbor and famihar friend, was more
than an ordmary man, least of all did Ernest himself
suspect i, but, inevitably as the murmur of a nvulet,
came thoughts out of his mouth that no other human
hips had spoken.

When the people’s minds had had a little time to
cool, they were ready enough to acknowledge their mus-
take 1n imagimng a smmilanty between General Blood-
and-Thunder’s truculent physiognomy and the benign
visage on the mountamn-side. But now, agamn, there were
reports and many paragraphs in the newspapers, afirming
that the likeness of the Great Stone Face had appeared
upon the broad shoulders of a certamn emnent states-
man. He, ike Mr. Gathergold and Old Blood-and-Thun-
der, was a native of the valley, but had left it mm lus
early days, and taken up the trades of law and politics
Instead of the mch man’s wealth and the warnor’s
sword, he had but a tongue, and 1t was mghtier than
both together So wonderfully eloquent was he, that
whatever he mught choose to say, his auditors had no
choice but to believe him; wrong looked like might, and’
right Iike wrong, for when it pleased him, he could make
a kind of illummated fog with his mere breath, and
|obscure the natural dayhight wath it. His tongue, indeed,
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was a magic mstrument- sometimes 1t rumbled like the
thunder, sometimes 1t warbled like the sweetest music’
It was the blast of war,—the song of peace, and it
seemed to have a heart n 1t, when there was no such
matter. In good truth, he was a wondrous man, and when
his tongue had acquired him all other mmagmable suc-
cess,—when it had been heard i halls of state, and in
the courts of princes and potentates,—after 1t had made
him Lknown all over the world, even as a voice crymng
from shore to shore~—it finally persuaded his country-
men to select him for the Presidency Before this time,
~—indeed, as soon as he began to grow celebrated,—his
admuers had found out the resemblance between him
and the Great Stone Face, and so much were they struck
by 1, that throughout the country this distinguished
gentleman was known by the name of Old Stony Phiz.
The phrase was considered as giving a highly favorable
aspect to his pohtical prospects, for, as 15 likewise the
case with the Popedom, nobody ever becomes President
without taking a name other than his own.

While s friends were doing their best to make him
President, Old Stony Phiz, as he was called, set out on a
visit to the valley where he was born Of course, he had
no other object than to shake hands with his fellow-
citizens, and nerther thought nor cared about any effect
which tus progress through the country might hive upon
the clechion Magnificent preparations were made to re-
ceive the illustrious statesman, a cavalcade of horsemen
set forth to meet him at the bgundary line of the State,
and all the people left therr business and gathered along
the wayside to sec hum pass Among these was Emest
Though more than once disappointed, as we have seen,
he had such a hopeful and confiding nature, that he was
always ready to peheve mm whatever seemed heautiful and
good He keyt his heart continually open, and thus was
Sure to catch the blessing from on high when 1t should
come 0 now again, as buoyantly as ever, he went forth
to’ ehold the likeness of the Great Stone Face.

The cavaleade came prancing along the road, with a
great clattering of hoofs and a mighty cloud of dust,
which rose up so dense and high that the visage of the

t
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mountain-side  was completely Indden from Emest’s
eyes. All the great men of the neighborhood were there
on horscback; militia officers, in umiform; the member of
Congress; the shenff of the county; the editors of ncws-
papers; and many a farmer, too, had mounted his pa-
tient steed, with his Sunday coat upon his back. It really
was a very bnlhant spectacle, especially as there were
numerous banners flaunting over the cavalcade, on some
of which were gorgeous portraits of the illustrious states-
man and the Great Stone Face, smiling familiarly at
one another, hke two brothers. If the pictures were to
be trusted, the mutual resemblance, it must be con-
fessed, was marvellous We must not forget to mention
that there was a band of music, which made the echoes
of the mountamms rmg and reverberate with the loud
tnumph of its strans; so that airy and soul-thrilling mel-
odies broke out among all the heights and hollows, as if
cevery nook of hus native valley had found a voice, to wel-
come the distimgmished guest But the grandest effect
was when the far-off mountam precipice flung back the
music, for then the Great Stone Face itself scemed to
be swelling the triumphant chorus, in acknowledgment
that, at length, the man of prophccy was come.

All this while the people were throwmng up ther hats
and shouting, with enthusiasm so contagious that the
heart of Ermest kindled up, and he likewise threw up his
hat, and shouted, as loudly as the loudest, “Huzza for
the great man! Huzza for Old Stony Phiz!” But as yet
he had not scen him

“Here he 15, now!” cried those who stood near Ernest.
“There! There! Look at Old Stony Phiz and then at the
Old Man of the Mountain, and see 1f they are not as hike
as two twin-brothers!”

In the mdst of all this gallant array came an open
barouche, drawn by four white horses, and in the ba-
rouche, with his massive head uncovered, sat the illus-
toious statesman, Old Stony Phiz himself.
~ “Confess 1t,” said one of Emest’s neighbors to him, -
“the Great Stone Face has met 1ts match at last!”

Now, 1t must be owned that, at his first ghmpse of the
countenance which was bowing and smiling from the ba-
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rouche, Ernest did fancy that there was a resemblance
between 1t and the old fammhar face upon the mountan-
side. The brow, with its massive depth and loftiness, and
all the other features, indeed, were boldly and strongly
hewn, as if in emulation of a more than heroiwc, of a
Titantic model But the sublmmuty and statelness, the
grand expression of a divine sympathy, that illuminated
the mountamn visage and etherealized 1ts ponderous gran-
ite substance mnto spint, might here be sought i vamn.
Something had been omginally left out, or had departed.
And therefore the marvellously gifted statesman had al-
ways a weary gloom m the deep caverns of his eyes, as
of a child that has outgrown 1its playthings or a man of
mughty faculties and little aims, whose hfe, with all its
high performances, was vague and empty, because mno
high purpose had endowed it with reality.

Still, Ernest’s neighbor was thrusting hus elbow nto his
side, and pressing hum for an answer.

“Confess! confess! Is not he the very picture of your
Old Man of the Mountam?”

“No!” said Ernest, bluntly, “I sece little or no hke-
ness.”

“Then so much the worse for the Great Stone Face!”
answered his neighbor; and agamn he set up a shout for
Old Stony Phiz.

But Ernest {urned away, melancholy, and almost de-
spondent for this was the saddest of his disappomt-
ments, to behold a man who might have fulfilled the
prophecy, and had not willed to do so. Meantime, the
cavalcade, the banners, the music, and the barouches
swept past him, with the vociferous crowd n the rear,
leaving the dust to settle down, and the Great Stone
Face to be revealed agamn, with the grandeur that 1t had
worn for untold centuries

“Lo, here 1 am, Ernest!"” the bemgn hps seemed to
say. “I have waited longer than thou, and am not yet
weary Fear not, the man will come”

The years hurned onward, treading in therr haste on
one another’s heels And now they began to bring white
hairs, and scatter them over the head of Emest, they

made reverend wrinkles across his forehead. and furrows
J
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in his cheeks. He was an aged man. But not in vain had
he grown old. more than the white hairs on his head
were the sage thoughts m s mind; is wrnnkles and
furrows were mscriptions that Time had graved, and in
which he had wntten legends of wisdom that had been
tested by the tenor of a hife And Emest had ccased to
be obscure. Unsought for, undesired, had come the fame
which so many seck, and made lim known in the great
world, beyond the limits of the valley in which he had
dwelt so quietly. College professors, and even the active
men of cities, came from far to sec and converse with
Emest; for the report had gone abroad that this simple
husbandman had ideas unhke thosc of other men, not
gamed from books, but of a Ingher tone,—a tranquil
and fammhar majesty, as if he had been talking with the
angels as his daily fmends Whether 1t were sage, slates-
man, or philanthropist, Imest received these visitors
with the gentle sincenty that had charactenzed lum from
boyhood, and spoke freely with them of whatever came
uppermost, or lay deepest in his hecart or their own
While they talhed together, ns face would kindle, un-
awares, and shine upon them, as with a mild evening
hght Pensive with the fulness of such discourse, his
guests took leave and went their way, and passing up the
valley, paused to look at the Great Stone Face, imagmn-
mg that they had seen 1its likeness in a human counte-
nance, but could not remember where

‘While Emest had been growing up and growing old, a
bountiful Providence had granted a new poet to this
earth. He, Iikewise, was a native of the valley, but had
spent the greater part of lus hife at a distance from that
romantic region, pourmg out lus sweet music amid the
bustle and din of cities Often, however, did the moun-
tams which had been famihar to him i his childhood
hft their snowy peaks mnto the clear atmosphere of his
poetry. Neither was the Great Stone Face forgotten, for
the poet had celebrated it mn an ode, which was grand
enough to have been uttered by its own majestic lips.
This man of gemws, we may say, had come down from
heaven with wonderful endowments If he sang of a
mountam, the eyes of all mankind beheld a mughtier
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grandeur reposing on 1ts breast, or soaring to its summt,
than had before been seen there. If hus theme were a
lovely lake, a celestial smile had now been thrown over
it, to gleam forever on its surface If it were the vast old
sea, even the deep immensity of its dread bosom seemed
to swell the higher, as if moved by the emotions of the
song Thus the world assumed another and a better
aspect from the hour that the poet blessed 1t with s
happy eyes The Creator had bestowed him, as the last
best touch to lus own handiwork Creation was not fin-
1ished till the poet came to interpret, and so complete 1t

The effect was no less high and beautiful, when his
human brethren were the subject of his verse. The man
or woman, sordid with the common dust of lhife, who'
crossed his daily path, and the little child who played m
it, were glonified if he beheld them i lhis mood of
poetic faith He showed the golden lmks of the great
chain that mntertwined them with an angelic kindred, he
brought out the hidden traits of a celestial birth that
made them worthy of such kin. Some, indeed, there
were, who thought to show the soundness of their judg-
ment by affirming that all the beauty and digmity of the
natural world existed only mn the poet’s fancy Let such
men speak for themselves, who undoubtcdly appear to
have been spawned {orth by Nature with a contemptu-
ous bitterness, she having plastered them up out of her
refuse stuff, after all the swine were made As respects all
things else, the poet’s ideal was the truest truth

The songs of this poet found their way to Emest. He
read them after his customary toil, seated on the bench
before his cottage-door, where for such a length of time
he had filled his repose with thought, by gazing at the
Great Stone Face. And now as he read stanzas that
caused the soul to thnll within him, he Iifted his eyes to
the vast countenance beaming on him so bemignantly.

“O majestic friend,” he murmured, addressing the
Great Stone Face, *“1s not this man worthy to resemble
thee?”

The Face seemed to smile, but answered not a word.

Now 1t happened that the poet, though he dwelt so
far away, had not only heard of Ernest, but had med:-
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tated much upon his character, until he deemed nothing
so desirable as ‘to meet this man, whose untaught wis-
dom walked hand in hand with the noble simphcity of
his hife. One summer morning, therefore, he took passage
by the railroad, and, m the decline of the afternoonm,
abighted from the cars at no great distance from Emest’s
cottage. The great hotel, which had formerly been the
palace of Mr. Gathergold, was close at hand, but the
poet, with his carpetbag on his arm, inquired at once
where Ermnest dwelt, and was resolved to be accepted as
his guest.

Approaching the door, he there found the good old
man, holding a volume in his hand, which alternately he
read, and then, with a finger between the leaves, looked
lovingly at the Great Stone IFace.

“Good evenmng,” said the poet. “Can you give a trav-
eller a might’s lodging?”

“Willingly,” answered Emest; and then he added,
smiling, “Methinks I never saw the Great Stone Face
look so hospitably at a stranger ”

The poct sat down on the bench beside hum, and he
and Ernest talked together. Often had the poet held
mtercourse with the wittiest and the wisest, but never
before with a man like Ernest, whose thoughts and feel-
mgs gushed up with such a natural freedom, and who
made great truths so famibiar by his simple utterance of
them. Angels, as had been so often said, seemed to have
wrought with him at lis labor i the fields, angels
seemed to have sat with him by the fireside, and, dwell-
g with angels as friend with friends, he had imbibed
the sublmity of thewr ideas, and imbued i1t with the
sweet and lowly charm of household words. So thought
the poet. And Ernest, on the other hand, was moved and
agitated by the hiving images which the poet flung out
of s mund, and which peopled all the air about the
cottage-door with shapes of beauty, both gay and pen-
sive The sympathies of these two men mstructed them
with a profounder sense than either could have attamed
alone. Therr minds accorded mmto one strain, and made
delightful music which neither of them could have
claamed as all hus own, nor distinguished his own share
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from the other’s They led one another, as it were, into
a high pavibon of then thoughts, so remote, and lith-
erto so dim, that they had never entered 1t before, and
so beautiful that they desired to be there always

As Ermest listened to the poet, he imagmned that the
Great Stone Face was bending forward to listen too. He
gazed earncstly mto the poet’s glowing eyes

“Who are you, my strangely gifted guest?” he said.

The poet laid lis finger on the volume that Ernest
had been reading.

“You have read these poems,” said he “You know
me, then,—for I wrote them ”

Agam, and stll more earnestly than before, Ernest
exammed the poet’s features, then turned towards the
Great Stone Face, then back, with an uncertam aspect,
to his guest But his countenance fell; he shook his head,
and sighed

“Wherefore are you sad?” mquired the poet.

“Because,” rephed Ernest, “all through lfe I have
awaited the fulfilment of a prophecy, and, when I read
these poems, I hoped that it might be fulfilled mn you.”

“You hoped,” answered the poet, famtly smiling, “to
find 1n me the likeness of the Great Stone Face. And you
are disappointed, as formerly with Mr Gathergold, and
Old Blood-and-Thunder, and Old Stony Phiz Yes
Ermest, it 1s my doom You must add my name to the
illustrious three, and record another failure of your
hopes. For—n shame and sadness do I speak 1t, Emest
—I am not worthy to be typified by yonder benign and
majestic 1mage.”

“And why?” asked Emest. He pomnted to the volume.
“Are not those thoughts divine?”

“They have a stran of the Divinity,” replied the poet.
“You can hear in them the far-off echo of a heavenly
song. But my hfe, dear Emest, has not corresponded with
my thought I have had grand dreams, but they have
been only- dreams, because I have hved—and that, too,
by my own choice—among poor and mean reahties.
Sometimes even—shall I dare to say 1t>—I lack faith in
the grandeur, the beauty, and the goodness, which my
own works are said to have made more evident m nature
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and in human life. Why, then, pure sccker of the good
and true, shouldst thou hope to find me, m yonder image
of the divine?”

The poct spoke sadly, and his cyes were dim with
tears So, likewisc, were those of Ernest.

At the hour of sunset, as had long been his frequent
custom, Emest was to discourse to an assemblage of the
ncighbonng habitants 1 the open ar. He and the
poet, arm m arm, still talkig together as they went
along, procecded to the spot. It was a small nook among
the hills, with a gray precipice behind, the stern front of
winch was rehieved by the pleasant foliage of many creep-
ing plants that made a tapestry for the naked rock, by
hangmg their festoons from all its rugged angles. At a
small clevation above the ground, sct m a nch frame-
work of verdure, there appeared a mwche, spacious
enough to admit a human figure, with treedom for such
gestures as spontancously accompany carnest thought
and genume cmotion. Into this natural pulpit Erncst
ascended, and threw a look of famuliar kidness around
upon his audience They stood, or sat, or reclined upon
the grass, as scemed good to cach, with the departing
sunshine falling obliquely over them, and minghng its
subdued cheerfulness with the solemnity of a grove of
ancient trees, beneath and amd the boughs of which the
golden rays were constramned to pass. In another direc-
tion was seen the Great Stone FFace, with the same cheer,
combmed with the samc solemnity, in 1its bemgnant
aspect

Emest began to speak, giving to the people of what
was m his heart and mund His words had power, be-
cause they accorded with his thoughts; and lus thoughts
had reahty and depth, because they harmomzed with the
hfe which he had always lived. It was not mere breath
that this preacher uttered; they were the words of life,
because a hfe of good deeds and holy love was melted
mto them Pearls, pure and nch, had been dissolved mto
this precious draught The poet, as he listened, felt that
the being and character of Ernest were a nobler stramn of
poetry than he had ever wntten. His eyes ghstenng with
tears, he gazed reverentially at the venerable man, and
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said within himself that never was there an aspect so’
worthy of a prophet and a sage as that muld, sweet,
thoughtful countenance, with the glory of white hair dif-
fused about 1t At a distance, but distinctly to be seen,
high up mn the golden light of the setting sun, appeared
the Great Stone Face, with hoary musts around it, ke
the white hawrs around the brow of Ernest Its look of
grand beneficence scemed to embrace the world

At that moment, in sympathy with a thought which
he was about to utter, the face of Ernest assumed a
grandeur of expression, so imbued with benevolence, that
the poet, by an urresistible impulse, threw his arms aloft,
and shouted,—

“Behold! Behold! Ernest 1s himself the likeness of the
Great Stone Face!l”

Then all the people looked, and saw that what the
deep-sighted poet said was true. The prophecy was ful-
filled But Ernest, having fimshed what he had to say,
took the poet’s arm, and walked slowly homeward, still
hoping that some wiser and better man than himself
would by and by appear, bearing a resemblance to the
GRreaT STONE FaAcE.

s

ETHAN BRAND

A CHAPTER FROM AN
ABORTIVE ROMANCE

Bartram the hime-burner, a rough, heavylooking man,
begrimed with charcoal, sat watching his kiln at night-
fall, while his little son played at buillding houses with
the scattered fragments of marble, when, on the ill-side
below them, they heard a roar of laughter, not mirthful,
but slow, and even solemn, like a wind shaking the
boughs of the forest

“Father, what 1s that?” asked the httle boy, leaving
his play, and pressing betwixt his father's knees.
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“Oh, some drunken man, I suppose,” answered the
lime-burner; “some merry fellow from the bar-room in
the willage, who dared not laugh loud enough within
doors lest he should blow the roof of the house off. So
here he is, shaking Ius jolly sides at the foot of Gray-
Tock ”

“But, father,” said the child, more sensitive than the
obtuse, middle-aged clown, “he does not laugh hke a
man that 1s glad. So the noise fightens me!”

“Don’t be a fool, child! cried Tus father, gruffly,
“You will never make a man, I do believe, there 1s too
much of your mother m you I have known the rusthng
of a leaf startle you. Hark! Here comes the merry fellow
now. You shall sce that there is no harm i him”

Bartram and his little son, while they were talking
thus, sat watching the same Iime-kiln that had been the
scene of Ethan Brand’s solitary and meditative life, be-
fore he began his secarch for the Unpardonable Sin.
Many years, as we have seen, had now elapsed, since
that portentous nmight when the Inza was first developed.
The kiln, however, on the mountain-side, stood umm-
paired, and was 1n nothing changed since he had thrown
his dark thoughts into the imtense glow of its furnace,
and melted them, as it were, into the one thought that
took possession of his ife It was a rude, round, tower-
Iike structure about twenty feet high, heavily built of
rough stones, and with a hillock of carth heaped about
the larger part of its circumference, so that the blocks
and fragments of marble might be drawn by cart-loads,
and thrown in at the top. There was an opening at the
bottom of the tower, hike an oven-mouth, but, large
enough to admit a man 1n a stooping posture, and pro-
vided with a massive 1ron door With the smoke and
jets of flame 1ssuing from the chinks and crevices of this
door, which seemed to give admittance into the hill-side,
it resembled nothing so much as the private entrance to
the infernal regions, which the shepherds of the Delec-
table Mountains were accustomed to show to pilgnms.

There are many such lime-kilns in that tract of coun-
try, for the purpose of buming the white marble which
composes a large part of the substance of the hills. Some
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of them, built years ago, and long deserted, with weeds
growing in the vacant round of the nterior, which 1s
open to the sky, and grass and wildflowers rooting them-
selves into the chinks of the stones, look already like
rehes of antiquity, and may yet be overspread with the
Iichens of centuries to come. Others, where the lime-
burner stll feeds his dailly and mght-long fre, afford
points of mterest to the wanderer among the hills, who
seats limself on a log of wood or a fragment of marble,
to hold a chat with the sohtary man It 1s a lonesome,
and, when the character 1s mclined to thought, may be
an intensely thoughtful occupation, as 1t proved i the
case of Ethan Brand, who had mused to such strange
purpose, m days gone by, while the fire in this very kiln
was burning

The man who now watched the fire was of a different
order, and troubled himself with no thoughts save the
very few that were requsite to his business At frequent
mtervals, he flung back the clashing weight of the iron
door, and, turming his face from the insufferable glare,
thrust 1n huge logs of oak, or stired the immense brands
with a long pole. Within the furnace were seen the curl-
mg and notous flames, and the burming marble, almost
molten with the mtensity of heat, while without, the re-
flection of the fire quivered on the dark intnicacy of the
surrounding forest, and showed in the foreground a
bright and ruddy httle picture of the hut, the sprng
beside 1ts door, the athletic and coal-begrimed figure of
the lime-bumer, and the half-frightened child, shrinking
mto the protection of his father’s shadow. And when,
again, the wron door was closed, then reappeared the
tender hight of the half-full moon, which vanly strove to
trace out the mndistinct shapes of the neighboring moun-
tans, and, 1n the upper sky, there was a fiting congre-
gation of clouds, still famntly tinged with the rosy sunset,
though thus far down into the valley the sunshine had
vamished long and long ago.

The little boy now crept still closer to his father, as
footsteps were heard ‘ascending the hill-side, and a hu-
man form thrust aside the bushes that clustered beneath
the trees.
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“Halloo! who is 1t?” cmned the lhme-burner, vexed at
his son’s tumidity, yet half infected by it. “Come for-
+ward, and show yourself, ike a man, or I'll fing this
chunk of marble at your head!”

“You offer me a rough welcome,” said a gloomy voice,
as the unknown man drew migh “Yet I nerther claim nor
desire a kinder one, even at my own fireside ”

To obtamn a distincter view, Bartram threw open the
ion door of the kiln, whence immediately 1ssued a gush
of fierce light, that smote full upon the stranger’s face
and figure. To a careless eye there appcared nothing
very remarkable 1n his aspect, which was that of a man
i a coarse, brown, country-made suit of clothes, tall and
thin, with the staff and heavy shoes of a wayfarer. As he
advanced, he fixed his eyes—which were very brght—
mtently upon the bnghtness of the furnace, as if he be-
held, or expected to behold, some object worthy of note
within 1t

“Good eveming, stranger,” said the lime-bumer;
“whence come you, so late i the day?”

“I come from my search,” answered the wayfarer; “for,
at last, 1t 1s fimished.”

“Drunkl—or crazy!”’ muttered Bartram to himself “I
shall have trouble with the fellow. The sooner I drive
him away, the better ”

The lhittle boy, all in a tremble, whispered to his fa-
ther, and begged lum to shut the door of the kiln, so
that there might not be so much light, for that there
was something m the man’s face which he was afraid to
look at, yet could not look away from. And, indeed, even
the lime-burner’s dull and torpid sense began to be im-
pressed by an indescribable something in that thin,
tugged, thoughtful visage, with the grizzled hair hanging
wildly about it, and those deeply sunken eyes, which
gleamed hke fires within the entrance of a mysterious
cavern. But, as he closed the door, the stranger turned
towards him, and spoke in a quiet, familiar way, that
made Bartram feel as if he were a sane and sensible man,
after all

“Your task draws to an end, I see,” said he “This
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marble has already been burming three days. A few hours
more will convert the stone to lime”

“Why, who are you?” exclaimed the lime-burner.
“You seem as well acquamnted with my business as I am
myself.”

“And well 1 may be,” said the stranger, “for I followed
the same craft many a long year, and here, too, on this
very spot. But you are a new-comer m these parts. Did
you never hear of Ethan Brand?”

“The man that went m search of the Unpardonable
Sin?” asked Bartram, with a laugh

“The same,” answered the stranger. “He has found
what he sought, and therefore he comes back agamn”

“What! then you are Ethan Brand himself?”” cried the
hme-burner, mm amazement “I am a newcomer here, as
you say, and they call 1t eighteen years since you left the
foot of Graylock But, I can tell you, the good folks still
talk about Ethan Brand, in the willage yonder, and what
a strange errand took him away from his hme-kiln 'Well,
and so you have found the Unpardonable Sin?”

“Even sol” said the stranger, calmly

“If the question 1s a fair one,” proceeded Bartram,
“where might 1t be?”

Ethan Brand laid his finger on his own heart.

“Here!” rephed he. ,

And then, without murth 1n his countenance, but as
if moved by an mvoluntary recogmtion of the mfinite
absurdity of seeking throughout the world for what was
the closest of all things to himself, and looking nto
every heart, save his own, for what was hidden m no
other breast, he broke mto a laugh of scorn It was the
same slow, heavy laugh, that had almost appalled the
hme-burner when 1t heralded the wayfarer’s approach.

The sohtary mountam-side was made dismal by 1t
Laughter, when out of place, mistimed, or bursting forth
from a disordered state of feeling, may be the most tern-
ble modulation of the human voice The laughter of one
asleep, even 1f 1t be a hittle child,—the madman’s laugh,
—the wild, screaming laugh of a bom idiot,—are sounds
that we sometimes tremble to bear, and would always
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willingly forget. Poets have imagined no utterance of
fiends or hobgoblins so fcarfully appropnate as a laugh.
And even thc obtuse lime-burner felt his nerves shaken,
as this strange man looked mward at lus own heart, and
burst into laughter that rolled away mto the night, and
was distinctly reverberated among the halls,

“Toe,” said he to Ius little son, “scamper down to the
tavern in the willage, and tell the jolly fcllows there that
Ethan Brand has come back, and that he has found the
Unpardonable Sin!”

The boy darted away on lus crrand, to which Ethan
Brand made no objection, nor seemed hardly to notice
it. He sat on a log of wood, looking steadfastly at the
ion door of the kiln When the cluld was out of sight,
and his swift and lhght footsteps ceascd to be heard
treading first on the fallen leaves and then on the rocky
mountam-path, the hme-burner began to regret lus de-
parture. He felt that the little fcllow’s presence had
been a barmer between his guest and himself, and that
he must now deal, heart to heart, with a man who, on lus
own confession, had committed the onc only crime for
which Heaven could afford no mercy. That crime, 1n its
mdistinct blackness, scemed to overshadow lhim. The
hme-burner’s own sms rose up within lnm, and made
his memory niotous with a throng of ewil shapes that
asserted their kindred with the Master Sm, whatever it
might be, which 1t was within the scope of man's cor-
rupted nature to conccive and chensh They were all of
onc family, they went to and fro between his breast and
Ethan Brand’s, and carned dark greetings from onc to
the other.

Then Bartram remembered the stories which had
grown traditionary in reference to this strange man, who
had come upon lum like a shadow qf the night, and was
making himself at home in lus old place, after so long
absence, that the dead people, dead and buried for years,
would have had more nght to be at home, m any fanul-
jar spot, than he. Ethan Brand, it was said, had con-
versed wath Satan himsclf i the lund blaze of this very
Niln. The legend had been matter of murth heretofore,
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but looked grisly now. According to this tale, before
Ethan Brand departed on lis search, he had been accus-
tomed to evoke a fiend from the hot furnace of the lime-
kiln, might after might, mn order to confer with him about
the Unpardonable Sin, the man and the fiend each la-
boring to frame the image of some mode of guilt which
could neither be atoned for nor forgiven And, with the
first gleam of light upon the mountamn-top, the fiend
crept 1 at the won door, there to abide the intensest
element of fire until agamn summoned forth to share m
the dreadful task of extending man’s possible gult be-
yond the scope of Heaven’s else infimte mercy.

While the hme-burner was strugghng with the horror
of these thoughts, Ethan Brand rose from the log, and
flung open the door of the kiln. The action was m such
accordance with the idea mn Bartram’s mind, that he
almost expected to see the Evil One 1ssue forth, red-hot,
from the raging furnace

“Hold! hold!” cried he, with a tremulous attempt to
laugh; for he was ashamed of his fears, although they
overmastered him. “Don’t, for mercy’s sake, bring out
your Devil now!”

“Man!” sternly replied Ethan Brand, “what need have
I of the Devil? T have left him behind me, on my track.
It 15 with such half-way sinners as you that he busies
himself Fear not, because I open the door, I do but act
by old custom, and am gomng to trim your fire, Iike a
Iime-burner, as I was once”

He stured the vast coals, thrust in more wood, and
bent forward to gaze into the hollow prison-house of the
fire, regardless of the fierce glow that reddened upon his
face. The hme-burner sat watching him, and half sus-
pected this strange guest of a purpose, if not to evoke a
fiend, at least to plunge bodily into the flames, and thus
vamsh from the sight of man Ethan Brand, however,
drew quietly back, and closed the door of the kiln

“I have looked,” said he, “mnto many a human heart
that was seven times hotter with sinful passions than
yonder furnace 15 with fire But I found not there what I
sought. No, not the Unpardonable Sin!”
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“What 1s the Unpardonable Sm?” asked the lime-
burner; and then he shrank farther from his companion,
trembling lest lus question should be answered.

“It 15 a sin that grew within my own breast,” replied
Ethan Brand, standing ercct, with a pnde that distin-
guishes all enthusiasts of his stamp. “A s that grew no-
where clsel The sin of an mtellect that triumphed over
the scnsc of brotherhood with man and reverence for
God, and sacrificed cverything to its own mighty claims!
The only sin that deserves a rccompense of immortal
agony' Ireely, were 1t to do agam, would I mcur the
gullt Unshrnnkingly I accept the retnbution!”

“The man’s head 1s turned,” muttered the lime-
burner to himself. “He may be a sinner like the rest of
us,—nothing more hkely,—but, I'll be sworn, he 1s a
madman too.”

Nevertheless, he felt uncomfortable at lus situation,
alone with Ethan Brand on the wild mountamn-side, and
was nght glad to hear the rough murmur of tongues, and
the footsteps of what secemed a pretty numcrous party,
stumbling over the stoncs and rusthng through the un-
derbrush. Soon appeared the whole lazy regiment that
was wont to infest the willage tavern, comprehending
three or four mdividuals who had drunk flip beside the
bar-room fire through all the winters, and smoked theirr
pipes beneath the stoop through all the summers, since
Fthan Brand’s departure Laughing boisterously, and
wmglng all ther voices together i unceremonious talk,
they now burst mto the moonshme and narrow streaks of
firelight that illuminated the open space before the lime-
kiln. Bartram set the door ajar agamn, flooding the spot
with hght, that the whole company might get a fair view
of Ethan Brand, and he of them.

There, among other old acquamtances, was a once
ubiquitous man, now almost extinct, but whom we were
formerly sure to encounter at the hotel of every thriving
village throughout the country. It was the stage-agent.
The present specimen of the genus was a wilted and
smoke-dried man, wrnnkled and red-nosed, in a smartly
cut, brown, bobtailed coat, with brass buttons, who, for
2 length of time unknown, had kept lus desk and corner

N
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m the bar-room, and was still puffing what scemed to be
the same cigar that he had highted twenty years before.
He had great fame as a dry joker, though, perhaps, less
on account of any mntrnsic humor than from a certain
flavor of brandy-toddy and tobacco-smoke, which im-
pregnated all tus 1deas and expressions, as well as his
person. Another well-remembered, though strangely al-
tered, face was that of Lawyer Giles, as people still called
him m courtesy, an elderly ragamuffin, i lis soiled
shirt-sleeves and tow-cloth trousers This poor fellow had
been an attorney, in what he called his better days, a
sharp practitioner, and in great vogue among the willage
hitigants, but flip, and shng, and toddy, and cocktails,’
imbibed at all hours, mormng, noon, and mnight, had
caused him to shde from intellectual to vanous kinds
and degrees of bodily labor, till at last, to adopt his own
phrase, he shid mto a soap-vat In other words, Giles was
now a soap-boiler, m a small way He had come to be
but the fragment of a hiuman beng, a part of one foot
having been chopped off by an' axe, and an entire hand
torn away by the devilish gnp of a steam-engine Yet,
though the corporeal hand was gome, a spmtual mem-
ber remamed, for, stretching forth the stump, Giles
steadfastly averred that he felt an inwisible thumb and
fingers with as vivid a sensation as before the real ones
were amputated A maimed and muserable wretch he
was, but one, nevertheless, whom the world could not
trample on, and had no nght to scom, either in this or
any previous stage of his misfortunes, since he had shll
kept up the courage and spint of a man, asked nothing
m chanty, and with his one hand—and that the left one
—fought a stern battle against want and hostle circum-
stances

Among the throng, too, came another personage, who,
with certain pomts of similanty to Lawyer Giles, had
many more of difference It was the village doctor, a man
of some fifty years, whom, at an earlier period of his hife,
we ntroduced as paying a professional visit to Ethan
Brand during the latter's supposed msamty. He was now
a purple-visaged, rude, and brutal, yet half-gentlemanly
figure, with somethmg wild, runed, and desperate m his
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talk, and in all the details of s gesture and manncrs,
Brandy possessed this man like an cwil spint, and made
him as surly and savage as a wild beast, and as miscrable
as a lost soul; but there was supposed to be in him such
wonderful skill, such natne gifts of heahng, beyond any
which medical science could mmpart, that socicty caught
hold of humn, and would not let lum sink out of its reach.
So, swaymg to and fro upon his horse, and grumbhng
thick accents at the bedside, he vissted all the sick-
chambers for mles aboult among the mountain towns,
and somctimes raised a dying man, as it were, by mira-
cle, or quite as often, no doubt, sent lis patient to a
grave that was dug many a ycar too soon. The doctor
had an cverlasting pipe mn Ins mouth, and, as somcbody
said, 1 allusion to lus habit of swearing, it was always
ahght with hell-fire.

‘These threc wortlies pressed forward, and greeted
Ethan Brand cach after hus own fashion, carnesily invit-
ing him to partake of the contents of a certamn black bot-
tle, in which, as they averred, he would find somcthing
far better worth secking for than the Unpardonable Sin.
No mund, wluch has wrought itsclf by intense and soli-
tary meditation into a high state of cnthusiasm, can en-
dure the kind of contact with low and vulgar modes of
thought and fechng to which Ethan Brand was now sub-
jected. It made him doubt—and, strange to say, it was
a pamful doubt—whether he had indeed found the
Unpardonable Sin, and found 1t within himsclf. The
whole question on which he had ezhausted hfe, and
more than life, looked like a delusion

“Leave me,” he smd bitterly, “ye brute beasts, that
have made yourselves so, shrivelling up your souls with
fiery hquors! 1 have done with you Years and years ago,
I groped mnto your hearts and found nothing there for my
purpose Get ye gonel”

“Why, you uncivil scoundrel,” cnied the fierce doctor,
‘“as that the way you respond to the Lindness of your
best friends? Then let me tell you the truth You have
no more found the Unpardonable Sin than yonder boy
Joe has You are but a crazy fellow,—I told you so
twenty years ago,—neither better nor worse than a crazy



ETHAN BRAND ' 321

fellow, and the fit compamon of old Humphrey, here!”

He pomted to an old man, shabbily dressed, with long
white hair, thin wvisage, and unsteady eyes. For some
years past this aged person had been-wandering about
among the hills, nquinng of all travellers whom he met
for his daughter. The gul, 1t seemed, had gone off with
a company of circus-performers, and occasionally tidings
of her came to the village, and fine stories were told of
her ghttering appearance as she rode on horseback mn the
nng, or performed marvellous feats on the tight-rope.

The white-haired father now approached Ethan Brand,
and gazed unsteadily into his face

“They tell me you have been all over the earth,” said
he, wrnging his hands with earnestness “You must
have seen my daughter, for she makes a grand figure mn
the world, and everybody goes to see her Did she send
any word to her old father, or say when she was coming
back?”

Ethan Brand’s eye quailled beneath the old man’s,
" That daughter, from whom he so earnestly deswed a
word of greeting, was the Esther of our tale, the very
gul whom, with such cold and remorseless purpose,
Ethan Brand had made the subject of a psychological
expeniment, and wasted, absorbed, and perhaps anmhi-
lated her soul, 1n the process.

“Yes,” murmured he, turning away from the hoary
wanderer, “1t 15 no delusion There 15 an Unpardonable
Sint”

While these things were passing, a merry scene was
gomg forward in the area of cheerful hight, beside the
spring and before the door of the hut A number of the
youth of the village, young men and gurls, had hurned up
the hill-side, impelled by curiosity to see Ethan Brand,
the hero of so many a legend familar to their childhood.
Finding nothing, however, very remarkable m his aspect,
—nothing but a sunbumt wayfarer, m plam garb and
dusty shoes, who sat looking into the fire as if he fancied
pictures among the coals,—these young people speedily
grew tired of observing him. As 1t happened, there was
other amusement at hand An old German Jew travelling
with a diorama on his back, was passing down the moun-
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tam-road towards the willage just as the party turned
aside from 1t, and, 1 hopes of eking out the profits of
the day, the showman had kept them company to the
lime-kiln.

“Come, old Dutchman,” cried one of the young men,
“let us see your pictures, 1f you can swear they are worth
looking at'”’

“Oh yes, Captan,” answered the Jew,—whether as a
matter of courtesy or craft, he styled everybody Captan,
—*“I shall show you, indeed, some very superb pictures!”

So, placing his box m a proper position, he mvited
the young men and gurls to look through the glass onfices
of the machime, and proceeded to éxhibit a series of the
most outrageous scratchings and daubings, as specimens
of the fine arts, that cver an 1tincrant showman had the
face to mmpose upon his circle of spectators The pic-
tures were worn out, moreover, tattered, full of cracks
and wrinkles, dingy with tobacco-smoke, and otherwise
m a most pitiable condition Some purported to be ait-
1es, public edifices, and rumed castles in Europe, others
represented Napoleon’s battles and Nelson’s sea-fights,
and 1 the midst of these would be seen a giganti,
brown, hairy. hand,—which might have been mustaken
for the Hand of Destiny, though, m truth, it was only
the showman’s,—poimnting 1ts forefinger to various scenes
of the conflict, while its owner gave historical illustra-
tions When, with much merniment at its abominable
deficiency of ment, the exlibition was concluded, the
German bade httle Joe put his head into the box. Viewed
through the magmfying-glasses, the boy’s round, rosy
visage assumed the strangest imagmable aspect of an
mmmense Titanic child, the mouth gnnmng broadly,
and the eyes and every other feature overflowing with
fun at the joke. Suddenly, however, that merry face
turned pale, and 1ts expression changed to horror, for
this easily mmpressed and excitable child had become
sensible that the eye of Ethan Brand was fixed upon
him through the glass.

“You make the little man to be afraid, Captam,” said
the German Jew, turming up the dark and strong outline’
of his visage from his stoopmg posture. “But look agamn,
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and, by chance, I shall cause you to sce somewhat that
1s very fine, upon my word!’

Ethan Brand gazed mto the box for an instant, and
then starting back, looked fixedly at the German. What
had he seen? Nothing, apparently, for a cunous youth,

who had peeped m almost at the same moment, beheld
"only a vacant space of canvas

“I remember you now,” muttered Ethan Brand to the
showman.

“Ah, Captam,” whispered the Jew of Nuremburg, with
a dark smile, “I find 1t to be a heavy matter in my show-
bax,—this Unpardonable Sm! By my faith, Captam, 1t
has weanied my shoulders, this long day, to carry 1t over
the mountam ”

“Peace,” answered Lthan Brand, sternly, “or get thee
mto the furnace yonder'”

The Jew’s exlubition had scarcely concluded, when a
great, elderly dog—who seemed to be his own master,
as no person m the company laid claim to him—saw fit
to render himself the object of pubhc notice. Hitherto,
he had shown lumself a very quiet, well-disposed old dog,
going round from one to another, and, by way of being
sociable, offering his rough head to be patted by any
kindly hand that would take so much trouble. But now,
all of a sudden, this grave and vemerable quadruped,
of luis own mere motion, and without the shghtest sug-
gestion from anybody else, began to run round after his
tail, which, to heighten the absurdity of the proceeding,
was a great deal shorter than it should have been. Never
was seen such headlong eagemess i pursuit of an object
that could not possibly be attamned, never was heard such
a tremendous outbreak of growhng, snarling, barking,
and snapping,—as 1f one end of the ndiculous brute’s
body werc at deadly and most unforgivable enmity with
the other Faster and faster, round about went the cur,
and faster and still faster fled the unapproachable brev-
ity of his tail, and louder and fiercer grew his yells of
rage and ammmosity; until, utterly exhausted, and as far
from the goal as ever, the foolish old dog ceased his
performance as suddenly as he had begun 1t The next
moment he was as mild, quiet, sensible, and respectable
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in lus deportment, as when he first scraped acquamtance
with the company.

As may be supposed, the exhibition was greeted with
unwversal Jaughter, clapping of hands, and shouts of
encore, to which the camine performer responded by
wagging all that there was to wag of his tail, but appeared
totally unable to rcpeat his very successful effort to
amusc the spectators.

Mecanwhile, Ethan Brand had resumed his scat upon
the log, and moved, 1t might be, by a perception of some
remote analogy between his own casc and that of thus
self-pursuing cur, he broke into the awful laugh, which,
morc than any other token, expressed the condition of
his mward bemg. From that moment, the mernment of
the party was at an end, they stood aghast, dreading
lest the mauspicious sound should Dbe reverberated
around the honzon, and that mountain would thunder
it to mountam, and so the horror be prolonged upon
their cars. Then, whispering one to another that st was
late,—that the moon was almost down,—that the August
night was growing clnll,—they hurned homewards, lcav-
ing the lime-burner and hitle Joe to deal as they mught
with thair unwelcome guest. Save for these three human
beings, the open space on the hill-side was a sohitude, sct
in a vast gloom of forest. Beyond that darksome verge,
the firchght glimmered on the stately trunks and almost
black foliage of pincs, mtermmed with the hghter ver-
dure of sapling oaks, maples, and poplars, while here
and there lay the gigantic corpses of dead trees, decaying
on the leaf-strewn soil. And it scemed to Iittle Joc—a
timorous and magmative cluld—that the silent forest
was holding its breath until some fearful thing should
happen.

Ethan Brand thrust more wood mnto the fire, and
closed the door of the kiln, then looking over his shoul-
der at the lime-burner and his son, he bade, rather than
advised, them to rctire to rest

“For mysclf, I cannot sleep,” said he. “I have matters
that 1t concerns me to meditate upon. I will watch the
fire, as I used to do in the old time.”

“And call the Devil out of the furnace to keep you
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company, I suppose,” muttered Bartram, who had been
making intimate acquamntance with the black bottle
above mentioned “But watch, if you hke, and call as
many devils as you like! For my part, I shall be all the
better for a snooze Come, Joe!”

As the boy followed his father into the hut, he looked
back at the wayfarer, and the tears came mto his eyes,
for his tender spint had an mtuition of the bleak and
terrible lonelmess i which this man had enveloped him-
self.

When they had gone, Ethan Brand sat listening to the
crackling of the kindled wood, and looking at the little
spints of fire that issued through the chinks of the door
These tnfles, however, once so famihar, had but the
shghtest hold of his attention, while deep within his
mind he was reviewmng the gradual but marvellous
change that had been wrought upon him by the search
to which he had devoted himself He remembered how
the mght dew had fallen upon him,—how the dark forest
had whispered to him,—how the stars had gleamed upon
him,—a sunple and loving man, watching his fire mn the
years gone by, and ever musing as it burned. He remem-
bered with what tenderness, with what love and sym-
pathy for mankind, and what pity for human gult and
woe, he had first begun to contemplate those ideas which
afterwards became the mspiration of his life, with what
reverence he had then looked into the heart of man,
viewmng 1t as a temple ongmally divine, and, however
desecrated, still to be held sacred by a brother, with
what awful fear he had deprecated the success of lus
pursuit, and prayed that the Unpardonable Sin might
never be revealed to him. Then ensued that vast intel-
lectual development, which, i 1ts progress, disturbed the
counterpoise between lus mind and heart The Idea that
possessed his Iife had operated as a means of education;
it had gone on cultivating his powers to the highest pont
of which they were susceptible, 1t had raised hin from
the level of an unlettered laborer to stand on a starlit
emmence, whither the philosophers of the earth, laden
with the lore of umversities, might vanly strive to clam-
ber after lim. So much for the intellect] ™ut where was
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the heart? That, indeed, had withered,—had contracted,
—had hardened,—had perished! It had ceased to par-
take of the umwversal throb. He had lost his hold of the
magnetic chamn of humamty. He was no longer a brother-
man, opening the chambers or the dungcons of our com-
mon nature by the key of holy sympathy, which gave him
a nght {o sharc m all 1ts sccrets, he was now a cold ab-
server, looking on mankind as the subject of lus eaper-
iment, and, at length, converting man and woman to be
lus puppets, and pulling the wires that moved them to
such degrees of cnime as were demanded for Ius study.

Thus Ethan Brand became a fiend. 1Ie began to be so
from the moment that lis moral naturc had ceased to
keep the pace of mmprovement with hs intellect. And
now, as his lighest cffort and inevitable devclopment,—
as the bught and gorgeous flower, and mich, dehicious
frmt of lis hife’s labor,—hec had produced the Unpar-
donable Sim!

“What more have I to seck? what more to achicve?”
said Ethan Brand to lumsclf. “My task is done, and well
done!”

Starting from the log with a certain alacnty n lus gait
and ascending the hllock of carth that was raised against
the stone circumference of the lime-liln, he thus reached
the top of the structure. It was a space of perhaps ten
feet across, from cdge to edge, presenting a view of the
upper surface of the immense mass of broken marble
with wlhich the kiln was heaped. All these imnumerable
blocks and fragments of marble were red-hot and vividly
on fire, sending up great spouts of blue flame, which
quivered aloft and danced madly, as within a magic
circle, and sank and rosc agamn, with continual and mul-
titudinous actiity As the lonely man bent forward over
this ternble body of fire, the blasting heat smote up
agamst his person with a breath that, it might be sup
posed, would have scorched and shrivelled him up 1n a
moment,

Ethan Brand stood erect, and raised his arms on igh.
The bluc flames played upon lus face, and imparted the
wild and ghastly hight which alone could have suited its
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expression, 1t was that of a fiend on the verge of plunging
mto his gulf of mtensest torment

“O Mother Earth,” cried he, “who art no more my
Mother, and into whose bosom this frame shall never be
resolved! O mankind, whose brotherhood 1 have cast
off, and trampled thy great heart beneath my feet! O
stars of heaven, that shone on me of old, as if to light
me onward and upwardl—farewell all, and forever
Come, deadly clement of Fire,—henceforth my familiar
friend! Embrace me, as I do thee!”

That mght the sound of a fearful peal of laughter
rolled heavily through the sleep of the hime-burner and
his little son, dim shapes of horror and angwish haunted
their dreams, and scemed still present mm the rude hovel,
when they opened their eyes to the dayhght

“Up, boy, up!” cned the hime-burmer, staring about
him. “Thank Heaven, the might 1s gone, at last, and
rather than pass such another, I would ‘watch my hme-
kiln, wide awake, for a twelvemonth. This Ethan Brand,
with lus humbug of an Unpardonable Sin, has done me
no such mighty favor, in taking my place!”

He 1ssued from the hut, followed by little Joe, who
kept fast hold of lus father’s hand The early sunshine
was already pourmg 1its gold upon the mountamntops,
and though the valleys were still 1n shadow, they smiled
cheerfully mn the promise of the brght day that was
hasteming onward The willage, completely shut i by
hills, which swelled away gently about it, looked as if it
had rested peacefully m the hollow of the great hand of
Providence Every dwelling was distinctly wisible, the
hittle spires of the two churches pomted upwards, and
caught a fore-ghmmernng of brightness from the sun-gilt
skies upon therr gilded weathercocks. The tavern was
astir, and the figure of the old, smoke-dried stage-agent,
cigar 1 mouth, was seen beneath the stoop. Old Gray-
lock was glonfied with a golden cloud upon his head
Scattered likewise over the breasts of the surrounding
mountains, there were heaps of hoary must, in fantastic
shapes, some of them far down into the valley, others
high up towards the summits, and still others, of the
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same family of must or cloud, hovering mn the gold ra-
diance of the upper atmosphere Stepping from one to
another of the clouds that rested on the ills, and thence
to the loftier brotherhood that sailed in air, it seemed
almost as 1f a mortal man might thus ascend mnto the
heavenly regions Earth was so mingled with sky that it
was a day-dream to look at 1t

To supply that charm of the familiar and homely,
which Nature so readily adopts mto a scene like this, the
stage-coach was rattling down the mountain-road, and
the dniver sounded his horn, while Echo caught up the
notes, and intertwimed them into a rich and vaned and
elaborate harmony, of which the ongmal performer
could lay claim to httle share The great hills played a
concert among themselves, each contributing a stramn of
airy sweetness

Little Joe’s face brightened at once

“Dear father,” cnied he, skipping cheenly to and fro,
“that strange man 1s gone, and the sky and the mountains
all seem glad of 1t!”

“Yes,” growled the lime-burmer, with an oath, “but
he has let the fire go down, and no thanks to him if five
hundred bushels of ime are not spoiled If I catch the
fellow hereabouts agan,” I shall feel hke tossing him mto
the furnace!”

With hus long pole in lis hand, he ascended to the
top of the kiln After a moment’s pause, he called to his
son

“Come up here, Joe!” said he

So little Joe ran up the hillock, and stood by his
father's side The marble was all burnt into perfect,
snow-white lime But on 1ts surface, mn the mudst of the
circle,—snow-white too, and thoroughly converted ito
lime,—lay a human skeleton, in the attitude of a person
who, after long toil, hes down to long repose Withmn
the nbs—strange to say—was the shape of a human
heart

“Was the fellow’s heart made of marble®” cried Bar-
tram, 1 some perplexity at this phenomenon. “At any
rate, it 15 burnt mto what looks like special good hme,
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and, taking all the bones together, my kiln 15 half a
bushel the micher for him.”

So saymg, the rude Iime-burner lifted his pole, and,
letting 1t fall upon the skeleton, the relics of Ethan
Brand were crumbled mto fragments

=

THE WIVES OF THE DEAD

Tue following story, the simple and domestic incidents
of which may be deemed scarcely worth relating, after
such a lapse of time, awakened some degree of interest,
a hundred years ago, mn a prncipal seaport of the Bay
Province The ramy twilight of an autumn day,—a par-
lor on the second floor of a small house, planly furnished,
as beseemed the mddling circumstances of its inhabit-
ants, yet decorated with httle cunosities from beyond
the sea, and a few delicate speccimens of Indian manu-
facture,—these are the only particulars to be premised
mn regard to scene and season Two young and comely
women sat together by the fireside, nursing therr mutual
and peculiar sorrows They were the recent brides of two
brothers, a saillor and a landsman, and two successive
days had brought tidings of the death of each, by the
chances of Canadian warfare and the tempestuous At-
lantic The umwversal sympathy excited by this bereave-
ment drew numerous condoling guests to the habitation
of the widowed sisters Several, among whom was the
minister, had remained till the verge of eveming, when,
one by one, whispering many comfortable passages of
Scripture that were answered by more abundant tears,
they took their leave, and departed to therr own happier
homes. The moumers, though not msensible to the kind-
ness of their friends, had yearned to be left alone United,
as they had been, by the relationship of the hiving, and
now more closely so by that of the dead, each felt as if
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whatever consolation her grief admitted were to be found
m the bosom of the other. They jomed their hearts,
and wept together silently. But after an hour of such
mndulgence, one of the sisters, all of whose emotions
were influenced by her mild, quiet, yet not feeble char-
acter, began to recollect the precepts of resignation and
endurance which piety had taught her, when she did not
think to need them Her nusfortune, besides, as earhest
known, should earhest cease to interfere with her regular
course of duties, accordingly, having placed the table
before the fire, and arranged a frugal meal, she took the
hand of her companion.

“Come, dearest sister, you have eaten not a morsel
to-day,” she said. “Anse, I pray you, and let us ask a
blessing on that which 1s provided for us.”

Her sister-in-law was of a lively and wmntable temper-
ament, and the first pangs of her sorrow had been ex-
pressed by shmieks and passionate lamentation. She now
shrunk from Mary’s words, ike a wounded sufferer from
a hand that revives the throb

“There 15 no blessing left for me, neither will I ask
1t1” cried Margaret, with a fresh burst of tears “Would
it were His will that I might never taste food more!”

Yet she trembled at these rebellious expressions,
almost as soon as they were uttered, and, by degrees,
Mary succeeded n bringing her sister’s mind nearer to
the situation of her own Time went on, and their usual
hour of repose arrived The brothers and their brdes,
entering the marned state with no more than the slender
means which then sanctioned such a step, had confed-
erated themselves m one household, with equal nghts
to the parlor, and claimmg exclusive pnvileges mn two
sleeping-rooms contignous to 1t Thither the widowed
ones retired, after heaping ashes upon the dymg embers
of their fire, and placing a lighted lamp upon the hearth.
The doors of both chambers were left open, so that a part
of the mntenor of each, and the beds, with their unclosed
curtamns, were reciprocally wisible Sleep did not steal
upon the sisters at one and the same time Mary expe-
rienced the effect often consequent upon gnef quetly
bome, and soon sunk into temporary forgetfulness,
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while Margaret became more disturbed and feverish, in
proportion as the mght advanced with 1ts deepest and
stillest hours. She lay listening to the drops of ram that
came down m monotonous succession, unswayed by a
breath of wind, and a nervous impulse continually caused
her to lift her head from the pillow, and gaze into Mary’s
chamber and the intermediate apartment. The cold
Iight of the lamp threw the shadows of the furmiture up
agamst the wall, stampmng them mmmovably there, ex-
cept when they were shaken by a sudden flicker of the
flame. Two vacant arm-chairs were mn therr old positions
on opposite sides of the hearth, where the brothers had
been wont to sit in young and laughing digmity, as heads
of families, two humbler seats were near them, the true
thrones of that little empire, where Mary and herself
had exercised 1 love a ‘power that love had won. The
cheerful radiance of the fire had shone upon the happy
circle, and the dead ghmmer of the lamp mught have
befitted therr rcumion now While Margaret groaned
1n bitterness, she heard a knock at the street-door.

“How would my heart have leapt at that sound but
yesterday!” thought she, remembenng the anaiety with
which she had long awaited tidings from her husband.
“I care not for 1t now. let them begone, for I will not
anse ”’

But even while a sort of childish fretfulness made her
thus resolve, she was breathing hurnedly, and straining
her ears to catch a repetition of the summons It 1s
difficult to be convinced of the death of onc whom we
have deemed another self The knocking was now re-
newed m slow and regular strokes, apparently given with
the soft end of a doubled fist, and was accompanied
by words, faintly heard through several thicknesses of
wall. Margaret looked to her sister’s chamber, and beheld
her still Iying in the depths of sleep She arose, placed
her foot upon the floor, and shghtly arrayed herself,
trembling between fear and cagerness as she did so

“Heaven help mc!” sighed she “I have nothing left
to fear, and methmks I am ten times more a coward than
ever ”

Seizing the lamp from the hearth, she hastened to the
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window that overlooked the street-door. It was a lattice,
turming upon hmnges; and having thrown it back, she
stretched her head a httle way into the moist atmos-
phere. A lantern was reddening the front of the house,
and melting 1its light 1 the neighboring puddles, while
a deluge of darkness overwhelmed cvery other object.
As the window grated on its hinges, a man m a broad-
brimmed hat and blankct-coat stepped from under the
shelter of the projecting story, and looked upward to
discover whom his application had aroused Margaret
knew him as a friendly mnnkecper of the town.

“What would you have, Goodman Parker?” cnied the
widow.

“Lackaday, 15 1t you, Mistress Margarct?” replied the
mnkecper. “I was afraid 1t might be your sister Mary,
for I hate to sec a young woman in trouble, when I
have n't a word of comfort to wlhisper her.”

“For Heaven’s sake, what ncws do you brng?”
screamed Margaret

“Why, there has been an eapress through the town
within this half-hour,” said Goodman Parker, “travelling
from the eastern junsdichion with letters from the gov-
ernor and council He tarmed at my house to refresh
himself with a drop and a morsel, and I asked lnm what
tidings on the frontiers He tells me we had the better
m the skumish you wot of, and that thirteen men re-
ported slain are well and sound, and your husband among
them Besides, he 15 appomted of the escort to bnng
the captivated Frenchers and Indians home to the prov-
mce jail. I judged you would n’t mmd being broke of
your rtest, and so I stepped over fo tell you Good might”

So saymg, the honest man departed, and his Jantern
gleamed along the street, brnging to wview mdistinct
shapes of things, and the fragments of a world, hike order
ghmmenng through chaos, or memory roaming over the
past But Margaret stayed not to watch these picturesque
effects Joy flashed nto her heart, and lighted it up at
once, and breathless, and with winged steps, she flew
to the bedside of her sister. She paused, however, at the

door of the chamber, while a thought of pamn broke in
upon her. .



THE WIVES OF THE DEAD 333

“Poor Mary!” said she to herself. “Shall T waken her,
to feel her sorrow sharpened by my happmess? No; I

will keep 1t within my own bosom till the morrow.”
" She approached the bed, to discover if, Mary’s sleep
were peaceful Her face was turned partly mward to the
pillow, and had been hidden there to weep, but a look
of motionless contentment was now wisible upon 1t, as
if her heart, like a deep lake, had grown calm because
its dead had sunk down so far within. Happy 1s it, and
strange, that the lghter sorrows are those from which
dreams are chiefly fabnicated Margaret shrunk from
disturbing her sisteran-law, and felt as if her own better
fortune had rendered her involuntanly unfaithful, and
as if altered and dimimished affection must be the con-
sequence of the disclosure she had to make. With a sud-
den step she turned away. But joy could not long be
repressed, even by circumstances that would have ex-
cited heavy gnef at another moment. Her mmd was
thronged with delightful thoughts, till slcep siole om,
and transformed them to visions, more delightful and
more wild, like the breath of winter (but what a cold
companson!) working fantastic tracery upon a window.

When the nmight was far advanced, Mary awoke with
a sudden start. A vivid dream had latterly involved her
m 1ts unreal hfe, of which, however, she could only re-
member that it had been broken n upon at the most
mteresting pomt For a hittle time, slumber hung about
her Iike a morning mist, hinderning her from perceiving
the distinct outlme of her situation She listened with
unperfect consciousness to two or three volleys of a
rapid and cager knocking, and first she deemed the noise
a matter of course, hike thc breath she drew; mnext, it
appeared a thing m which she had no concern, and lastly,
she became aware that it was a summons necessary to be
obeyed At the same moment, the pang of recollection
darted mto her mind; the pall of sleep was thrown back
from the face of gnef, the dim light of the chamber,
and the objects therem revealed, had retamed all her
suspended ideas, and restored them as soon as she un-
closed her eyes Agam there was a quick peal upon the
strect-door. Feanng that her sister would also be dis-
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turbed, Mary wrapped herself i a cloak and hood, took
the lamp from the hearth, and hastened to the window.
iBy some accident, it had been left unhasped, and
yielded easily to her hand.

“Who's there?” asked Mary, trembling as she looked
forth.

The storm was over, and the moon was up; 1t shone
upon broken clouds above, and below upon houses black
‘with moisture, and upon httle lakes of the fallen rain,
curling nto silver beneath the quick enchantment of a
breeze. A young man 1n a sailor’s dress, wet as if he had
come out of the depths of the sca, stood alone under
the wmdow. Mary recognized him as onc whose hveh-
hood was gained by short voyages along the coast; nor
did she forget that, previous to her marnage, he had been
an unsuccessful wooer of her own.

“What do you seck here, Stephen?”’ said she

“Cheer up, Mary, for I scck to comfort you,” answered
the rejected lover “You must know I got home not ten
minutes ago, and the first thing my good mother told
me was the news about your husband. So, without saying
a word to the old woman, I clapped on my hat, and ran
out of the house. I could n’t have slept a wink before
speaking to you, Mary, for the sake of old times.”

“Stephen, I thought better of youl” exclaimed the
widow, with gushing tecars and preparing to close the
lattice, for she was no whit inchned to imitate the first
wife of Zadig.

“But stop, and hear my story out,” cned the young
saflor “T tell you we spoke a brg yesterday afternoon,
bound i from Old England. And whom do you think
I saw standing on deck, well and hcarty, only a bt thmn-
ner than he was five months ago?”

Mary ,leaned from the window, but could not speak.

“Why, 1t was your husband himself,” contmued the
generous seaman. “He and three others saved themselves
on a spar, when the Blessing turned bottom upwards.
The brig will beat mto the bay by daylight, with thus
wind, and you'll see hum here tomorrow There’s the
comfort I bring you, Mary, and so good might.”

He humed away, while Mary watched him with a

T
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doubt of waling reality, that scemed stronger or weaker
as he alternately entered the shade of the houses, or
emerged mto the broad strcaks of moonhght Gradually,
however, a blessed flood of convichion swelled mto her
heart, i strength enough to overwhelm her, had s
mcrease been more abrupt Her first impulse was to rouse
her sisteran-law, and commumcate the new-born-glad-
ness. She opened the chamber-door, wiich had been
closed m the course of the might, though not latched,,
advanced to the bedside, and was about to lay her hand
upon the slumberer’s shoulder. But then she remem-
bered that Margaret would awake to thoughts of death
and woe, rendered not the less bitter by therr contrast
with her own felicity. She suffered the rays of the lamp
to fall upon the unconscious form of the bereaved one
Margaret lay 1 unquet sleep, and the drapery was dis-
placed around her, her young check was rosy-tinted, and
her lips half opened 1 a vivid smile, an expression of
joy, debarred 1ts passage by her sealed eyehds, struggled
forth like mmcense from the whole countenance

“My poor sister! you will waken too soon from that
happy dream,” thought Mary.

Before retinng, she set down the lamp, and endeavored
to arrange the bedclothes so that the chill air might not
do harm to the feverish slumberer. But her hand trem-
bled aganst Margaret’s neck, a tear also fell upon her
cheek, and she suddenly awoke.






Tales and Sketches

_THE ANTIQUE RING

“YEes, mdeed. the gem 1s as bright as a star, and cun-
ously set,” said Clara Pemberton, examimng an antique
nng, which her betrothed lover had just presented to
her, with a very pretty speech. “It needs only one thing
to make 1t perfect.”

“And what 15 that?” asked Mr Edward Caryl, secretly
anxious for the credit of lis gift. “A modern setting,
perhaps?”

“Oh, no! That would destroy the charm at once,”
replied Clara “It needs nothing but a story I long to
know how many times it has been the pledge of faith
‘between two lovers, and whether the vows, of which 1t
was the symbol, were always kept or often broken. Not
that I should be too scrupulous about facts If you hap-
pen to be unacquainted with its authentic history, so
much the better May 1t not have sparkled upon a
queen’s finger? Or who knows but 1t 15 the very nng
which Posthumus recewved from Imogen? In short, you
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must kindle your imagination at the lustre of this dia-
mond, and make a legend for 1t.”

Now such a iask—and doubtless Clara knew it—iwas
the most acceptable that could have been imposed on
Edward Caryl. He was onc of that multitude of young
gentlemen—hmbs, or rather twigs, of the law—whose
names appear i git letters on the front of Tudor’s
Buildings, and other places in the vicimty of the Court
FHouse, wluch scem to be the haunt of the gentler as
well as the severer Muses. Edward, in the dearth of
chents, was accustomed to cmploy hus much leisure in
assisting the growth of Amencan Literature, to wlich
good cause he had contnbuted not a few quires of the
finest letter-paper, contamming some thought, some fancy,
some depth of feeling, together with a young writer's
abundance of conceits. Sonncts, stanzas of Tennysonian
sweetness, tales mmbued with German mysticism, ver-
sions from Jean Paul, cnticisms of the old Enghsh pocts,
and essays smacking of Dialistic philosophy, were among
s multifanous productions The cditors of the fashion-
able periodicals were familiar with Inus autography. and
mscribed his name i those bnilhant bead-rolls of ink-
stained celebnty which illustrate the first page of their
covers. Nor did fame withhold her laurel ITillard had
mcluded lim among the hights of the New England
metropolis, mn Ins “Boston Book;” Bryant had found
room for some of lis stanzas, in the “Sclections from
Amencan Poctry,” and Mr Gnswold, in his recent
assemblage of the sons and daughters of song, had
introduced Edward Caryl into the mnner court of the
temple, among his fourscore choicest bards There was
a prospect, mdeed, of his assuming a still higher and
more 1ndependent position Interviews had been held
with Ticknor, and a correspondence with the Harpers,
respecting a proposed volume, chiefly to consist of Mr.
Caryl’s fugitive pieces i the Magazines, but to be
accompamied with a poem of some length, never before
published Not improbably, the public may yet be grat-
iied with this collection

Meanwhile, we sum up our sketch of Edward Caryl,
by pronouncwg him, though somewhat ‘of a carpet
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kmight 1n -hterature, yet no unfavorable specimen of a
generation of nsing writers, whose spint 1s such that we
may reasonably expect creditable attempts from all,
and good and beautiful results from some. And, 1t will
be observed, Edward was the very man to wnte pretty
legends, at a lady’s imstance, for an old-fashioned dia-
mond ring He took the jewel in his hand, and turned it
so as to catch its scintillating radiance, as if hoping, n
accordance with Clara’s suggestion, to light up his fancy
with that starlike gleam

“Shall 1t be a ballad?—a tale mn verse?” he inquired.
“Enchanted nngs often glisten i old English poetry,
I think something may be done with the subject, but
it 1s fitter for thyme than prose ”

“No, no,” said Miss Pemberton, “we will have no
more rthyme than just enough for a posy to the ring.
You must tell the legend in simple prose; and when it
1s finished, T will make a httle party to hear 1t read.”

The young gentleman promised obedience, and going
to his pillow, with his head full of the familiar spints
that used to be worn mn nngs, watches, and sword-lts,
he had the good fortune to possess himself of an available
idea m a dream. Connecting this with what he himself
chanced to know of the rnng’s real history, us task was
done Clara Pemberton mwvited a select few of her
friends, all holding the stanchest faith i Edward’s
gemus, and therefore the most gemal auditors, if not
altogether the fawrest cnitics, that a wrter could possibly
desire Blessed be woman for her faculty of admiration,
and especially for her tendency to admire with her heart,
when man, at most, grants merely a cold approval with
his mund!

Drawimng his chair beneath the blaze of a solar lamp,
Edward Caryl untied a roll of glossy paper, and began
as follows.—

THE LEGEND

After the death-warrant had been read to the Eail of
Essex, and on the evening before s appointed execu
tion, the Countess of Shrewsbury paid s lordship a
visit, and found lum, as it appeared, toymng childishly
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must kmdle your imagination at the lustre of this dia-
mond, and make a legend for it.”

Now such a task—and doubtless Clara knew it—was
the most acceptable that could have been imposed on
Edward Caryl. IHc was onc of that multitude of young
gentlemen—hmbs, or rather twigs, of the law—whose
names appear in gilt letters on the front of Tudor's
Buildings, and other places mn the vicumty of the Court
House, which scem to be the haunt of the gentler as
well as the severer Muses. Edward, m the dearth of
chients, was accustomed to employ his much lcisure m
assisting the growth of Amencan Literature, to which
good causc he had contnbuted not a few quires of the
finest lctter-paper, contaiming some thought, some fancy,
some depth of feehng, together with a young wnter’s
abundance of conceits. Sonnets, stansas of Tennysomian
sweetness, tales imbued with German mysticism, ver-
sions from Jean Paul, criticisms of the old Enghsh pocts,
and essays smacking of Diahstic plilosophy, were among
his multifanous productions. The cditors of the fashion-
able periodicals were fammibiar with lus autography, and
mscribed lus name m those bnlhant bead-rolls of mk-
stained cclebrity which illustrate the first page of their
covers. Nor did fame withhold her laurel. IDillard had
mcluded lam among the hghts of the New England
metropolis, in his “Boston Book,” Bryant had found
room for some of lus stanzas, m the “Sclections from
Amencan Poetry,” and Mr. Gnswold, i Ius recent
assemblage of thc sons and daughters of song, had
introduced Edward Caryl into the mnecr court of the
temple, among his fourscore choicest bards. There was
a prospect, mdeed, of his assuming a still higher and
more independent position. Interviews had been held
with Ticknor, and a correspondence with the Harpers,
respecting a proposed volume, chiefly to consist of Mr.
Caryl’s fugitive piecces mn the Magazines, but to be
accompanied with a poem of some length, never before
published Not improbably, the public may yet be grat-
ificd with this collection.

Meanwhile, we sum up our sketch of Edward Caryl,
by pronouncing him, though somewhat of a carpet
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kmght in literature, yet no unfavorable specimen of a
generation of msing wnters, whose spmnt 1s such that we
may reasonably expect creditable attempts from all,
and good and beautiful results from some. And, 1t will
be observed, Edward was the very man to wnte pretty
-legends, at a lady’s instance, for an old-fashioned dia-
mond nng He took the jewel in his hand, and turned it
so as to catch its scntillating radiance, as if hoping, m
accordance with Clara’s suggestion, to hght up his fancy
with that star-hke gleam

“Shall 1t be a ballad>—a tale mn verse?” he inquired.
“Enchanted nngs often ghsten n old Englsh poetry;
I think somethmng may be done with the subject, but
1t 15 fitter for rhyme than prose ”

“No, no,” said Miss Pemberton, “we will have no
more rhyme than just enough for a posy to the ring.
You must tell the legend in simple prose, and when 1t
15 fimished, I will make a httle party to hear it read ”

The young gentleman promused obedience, and going
to his pillow, with his head full of the famihar spirits
that used to be worn i rings, watches, and sword-hilts,
he had the good fortune to possess humself of an available
idea in a dream. Connecting this with what he himself
chanced to know of the nng’s real history, his task was
done Clara Pemberton mvited a select few of her
friends, all holding the stanchest faith in Edward’s
gemus, and therefore the most gemal auditors, if not
altogether the fairest cntics, that a wnter could possibl
desire. Blessed be woman for her faculty of admiration,’
and especially for her tendency to admire with her heart,
- when man, at most, grants merely a cold approval with
his mind!

Drawing lus chair beneath the blaze of a solar lamp,

Edward Caryl untied a roll of glossy paper, and began
as follows — [

THE LEGEND

After the death-warrant had been read to the Earl of

. Essex, and on the evening before is appomnted execu-
tion; the Countess of Shrewsbury paid lus lordship a

visit, and found him, as it appeared, toying childishly
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with a ring. The diamond, that cnnched 1it, glittered
like a httle star, but with a singular tinge of red. The
gloomy prison-chamber m the Tower, with its decp and
narrow windows picraing the walls of stone, was now all
that the carl posscssed of worldly prospect, so that there
was the less wonder that he should look stcadfastly into
the gem, and moralize upon carth’s deceitful splendor,
as men in darkness and rumn scldom fail to do But the
shrewd obscrvations of the countess,—an artful and
unprncipled woman,—the pretended friend of Essex,
but who had come to glut her revenge for a deced of
scom which he himself had forgotten,—hetr keen eye
detected a decper inlerest attached to this jewel. Even
while expressing his gratitude for her remembrance of a
rumed favorite, and condemned cnminal, the carl’s
glance reverted to the nng, as af all that rcmained of
time and 1its affairs were collected within that small
golden circlet.

“My dcar lord,” observed the countess, “there 15 surely
some matter of great moment wherewith this ning 1s
connccted, since 1t so absorbs your mind. A token, it
may be, of some farr lady’s love,—alas, poor lady, once
nichest 1n posscssing such a heart! Would you that the
jewel be returned to her?”

“The queen! the queen! It was her Majesty’s own
gift,” replied the carl, still gazing into the depths of the
gem. “She took it from her finger, and told me, with a
smile, that it was an heirloom from her Tudor ancestors,
and had once been the property of Merlin, the British
wizard, who gave it 1o the lady of lus love. ¥is art had
made this diamond the abiding-place of a spint, which,
though of fiendish nature, was bound to work only good,
so long as the ring was an unviolated pledge of love and
faith, both with the giver and recewver. But should love
prove false, and faith be broken, then the ewil spint
would work s own devilish will, until the ring were
purificd by becoming the medium of some good and
holy act, and agam the pledge of faithful love. The gem
soon lost its virtue, for the wizard was murdered by the
very lady to whom he gave it.”
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“An 1dle legend!” said the countess.

“It is so,” answered Essex, with a melancholy smile.
“Yet the queen’s favor, of which this ring was the sym-
bol, has proved my ruin When death 1s migh, men con-
verse with dreams and shadows I have been gazing into
the diamond, and fancymng—but you will laugh at me—
that I mught catch a ghmpse of the evil spint there Do
you observe this red glow,—dusky, too, amid all the
brightness? It 1s the token of his presence, and even
now, methinks, 1t grows redder and duskier, like an
angry sunset”

Nevertheless, the earl’s manner testiied how slight
was his credence i the enchanted properties of the
nng But there 1s a kind of playfulness that comes in
moments of desparr, when the reality of musfortune, if
entirely felt, would crush the soul at once. He now, for
a bnef space, was lost n thought, while the countess
contemplated lim with malignant satisfaction

“This nng,” he resumed, m another tone, “alone
remaimns, of all that my royal mustress’s favor lavished
upon her servant My fortune once shone as brightly as
the gem And now, such a darkness has fallen around
me, methinks it would be no marvel if its gleam—the
sole light of my pnson-house—were to be forthwith
extingwished, masmuch as my last earthly hope depends
upon 1t ”

“How say you, my lord?” asked the Countess of
Shrewsbury. “The stone 1s bright, but there should be
strange magic m 1t, if 1t can keep your hopes alive, at
this sad hour Alas! these iron bars and ramparts of the
Tower are unlike to yield to such a spell ”

Essex raised his head involuntanly, for there was
something m the countess’s tone that disturbed him,
although he could not suspect that an enemy had in-
truded upon the sacred privacy of a prisoner’s dungeon,
to exult over so dark a rum of such once bnlhant
fortunes He looked her mn the face, but saw nothing to
awaken his distrust It would have required a keener
eye than even Cecil’s to read the secret of a countenance,
which had been worn so long m the false hight of a court,
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that it was now httle better than a mask, telling any
story save the true one The condemned nobleman agan
bent over the nng, and proceeded —

“It once had power mn it,—this bnght gem,—the
magic that appertans to the tahsman of a great queen’s
favor She bade me, if hereafter I should fall mto her
disgrace,—how deep soever, and whatever might be the
crime,—to convey this jewel to her sight, and 1t should
plead for me Doubtless, with her piercing judgment,
she had even then detected the rashmess of my nature,
and foreboded some such deed as has now brought
destruction upon my head And knowng, too, her own
hereditary nigor, she designed, 1t may be, that the mem-
ory of gentler and kindhier hours should soften her heart
in my behalf, when my need should be the greatest I
have doubted,—I have distrusted,—yet who can tell,
even now, what happy mfluence this ning might have?”

“You have delayed full long to show the mng, and
plead her Majesty’s gracious promuse,” remarked the
countess,—“your state being what it 15"

“True,” rephed the earl “but for my honor’s sake,
I was loath to entreat the queen’s mercy, while I might
hope for hfe, at least, from the justice of the laws If, on
a tnal by my peers, [ had been acquitted of meditating
violence against her sacred life, then would I have fallen
at her feet, and, presenting the jewel, have prayed no
other favor than that my love and zeal should be put to
the severest test But now——it were confessing too much
—t were cuinging too low—to beg the miserable gift of
life, on no other score than the tenderness which her
Majesty deems me to have forfeited!”

“Yet 1t is your only hope,” said the countess.

“And besides,” contmmued Essex, pursuing his own
reflections, “of what avail will be this token of womanly
fechng, when, on the other hand, are arrayed the all-
prevailing motives of state policy, and the artifices and
intugues of courtiers, to consummate my downfall? Will
Cecil or Raleigh suffer her heart to act for itself, even if
the spint of her father were not n her? It 1s 1n vain to
hope 1t.” :

But stll Essex gazed at the mng with an absorbed
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attention, that proved how much hope his sangune
temperament had concentrated here, when there was
none else for mm 1n the wide world, save what lay n
the compass of that hoop of gold The spark of brght-
ness within the diamond, which gleamed like an mtenser
than earthly fire, was the memomnal of his dazzhng
career. It had not paled with the wamng sunshine of his
mustress’s favor, on the contrary, m spite of its re-
markable tinge of dusky red, he fancied that 1t never
shone so brightly The glow of festal torches,—the blaze
of perfumed lamps,—bonfires that had been kindled for!
him, when he was the darhng of the people,—the
splendor of the royal court, where he had been the pe-
cubar star,—all seemed to have collected their moral or
matenal glory mto the gem, and to burn with a radiance
caught from the future, as well as gathered from the past
That radiance might break forth agamm Bursting from
the diamond, mto which 1t was now narrowed, 1t might
beam first upon the gloomy walls of the Tower,—then
wider, wider, wider,—tll all England, and the seas
around her chiffs, should be gladdened with the hght
It was such an ecstasy as often ensucs after long depres-
sion, and has been supposed to precede the circum-
stances of darkest fate that may befall mortal man The
earl pressed the nng to his heart as if 1t were mndeed a
talisman, the habitation of a spint, as the queen had
playfully assured him,—but a spit of happier influences
than her legend spake of

“Oh, could I but make my way to her footstool!”
cried he, waving his hand aloft, while he paced the stone
pavement of his pnson-chamber with an impetuous-
step “I mmght kneel down, indeed, a ruined man, cony
demned to the block, but how should I nise agamn? Once
more the favonte of Elizabeth'—England’s proudest
noble'—with such prospects as ambition never aimed
atl Why have I tarmed so long m this weary dungeon?
The ring has power to set me freel The palace wants
me! Ho, jailer, unbar the door!”

But then occurred the recollection of the mmpossibihity
of obtamnmg an mterview with his fatally estranged
mistress, and testing the imfluence over her affections,
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which he still flattered himsclf with possessing. Could he
step beyond the himits of his pnison, the world would be
all sunshine; but here was only gloom and death.

“Alast” said he, slowly and sadly, letting his head fall
upon his hands. “I die for the lack of one blessed word.”

The Countess of Shrewsbury, herself forgotten amid
the carl’s gorgeous visions, had watched hin with an
aspect that could have betrayed nothing to the most
suspicious obscrver, unless that 1t was too calm for
humamty, wiile witnessing the flutterings, as it were,
of a generous heart in the death-agony. She now ap-
proached him

“My good lord,” she said, “what mecan you to do?”

“Nothing,—~my dceds arc donel” rephed he, despond-
ingly; “yet, had a fallen favonte any friends, 1 would
entreat onc of them to lay this mng at her Majcesty's
feet; albeit with little hope, save that, hereatter, it might
remind her that poor Esscx, once far too highly favored,
was at last too severely dealt with.”

“I will be that friend,” said the countess “There 1s
no time to be lost. Trust this precions nng with me.
This very might the queen’s eye shall rest upon 1t; nor
shall the ecfficacy of my poor words be wanting, to
strengthen the mmpression which it will doubtless make ”

The carl’s first impulse was to hold out the nng. But
looking at the countess, as she bent forward to receive
it, he fancied that the red glow of the gem tinged all
her face, and gave 1t an ommous cipression. Many
passages of past times recurred to his memory. A pre-
ternatural 1nsight, perchance caught from approaching
death, threw its momentary gleam, as from a meteor,
all round his position

“Countess,” he said, “I know not wherefore I hesitate,
bemng in a plight so desperate, and having so hittle choice
of friends. But have you looked into your own heart?
Can you perform this office with the truth—the carnest-
ness—the zcal, even to tcars, and agony of spint—
wherewith the holy gift of human hfe should be pleaded
for? Woe be unto you, should you undertake this task,
and deal towards me otherwise than with utmost faith!
For your own soul’s sake, and as you would have peace
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at your death-hour, consider well mn what spmt you re-
cewve this nng!”’

The countess did not shrink.

“My lordl—my good lord"” she exclaimed, “wrong
not a woman’s heart by these suspicions You mght
choose another messenger, but who, save a lady of her
bedchamber, can obtam access to the queen at this
untimely hour? It 1s for your hfe—for your life,—else
T would not rencw my offer.”

“Take the ning,” said the carl

“Behieve that 1t shall be in the queen’s hands before
the lapse of another hour,” replied the countess, as she
received this sacred trust of hife and death ‘“To-morrow
mormng look for the result of my intercession.”

She departed Agamn the ecarl’s hopes rose high
Dreams wisited his slumber, not of the sable-decked
scaffold in the Tower-yard, but of canopies of state,
obscquious courtiers, pomp, splendor, the smile of the
once more gracious queen, and a light beaming from the
magic gem, which illumimated his whole future

History records how foully the Countess of Shrewsbury
betrayed the trust, which Essex, m his utmost need,
confided to her. She kept the nng, and stood in the
presence of Elizabeth, that might, without one attempt
to soften her stern hereditary temper m behalf of the
former fatonte The neat day the earl’s noble head
rolled upon the scaffold On her death-bed, tortured,
at last, with a scnse of the dreadful guilt which she had
taken upon her soul, the wicked countess sent for Eliza-
beth, revealed the story of the ring, and besought for-
giveness for her treachery But the queen, still obdurate,
even while remorse for past obduracy was tugging at her
heart-strings, shook the dymng woman m her bed, as if
struggling with death for the privilege of wreaking her
revenge and spite The spuit of the countess passed
away, to undergo the justice, or receive the mercy, of a
higher tmbunal, and tradition says, that the fatal nng
was found upon her breast, where it had impnnted a
dark red circle, resembling the effect of the imtensest
heat. The attendants, who prepared the body for bumnal,
shuddered, whispering one to another, that the nng



346 TALES AND SKETCHES

must have derived its heat from the glow of nfernal
firc. They left 1t on her breast, in the coffin, and 1t went
with that guilty woman to the tomb.

Many years aftcrward, when the church, that con-
tained the monuments of the Shrewsbury family, was
desecrated by Cromwell’s soldiers, they broke open the
ancestral vaults, and stole whatever was valuable from
the noble personages who reposed there Merhn's antique
ring passed into the possession of a stout sergeant of the
Ironsides, who thus became subject to the mnfluences
of the ewil spimt that still kept his abode within the
gem’s enchanted depths The sergeant was soon slain 1n
battle, thus transmtting the nng, though without any
legal form of testament, to a gay cavalicr, who forthwith
pawned 1t, and expended the money m liquor, which
speedily brought him to the grave. We next catch the
sparkle of the magic diamond at various cpochs of the
merry reign of Charles the Sccond. But its simster
fortune still attended it. From whatever hand this nng
of porlent came, and whatever finger 1t encircled,
ever 1t was the pledge of deceit between man and man,
or man and woman, of faithless vows, and unhallowed
passion, and whether to lords and ladies, or to willage-
maids,—for sometimes 1t found its way so low,—still 1t
brought nothing but sorrow and disgrace. No purnfymng
deced was done, to drive the fiend from his bright home
in this little star Agan, we hear of it at a later penod,
when Sir Robert Walpole bestowed the ning, among
far ncher jewels, on the lady of a Brntish legislator,
whose political honor he wished to undermine. Many a
dismal and unhappy tale might be wrought out of its
other adventurcs. All tlus while, its ommous tinge of
dusky red had been degpening and darkening, until, if
laxd upon white paper, 1t cast the mingled hue of night
and blood, strangely illuminated with scintillating hght,
m a cicle round about. But this peculianity only made
it the more valuable.

Alas, the fatal rmg! When shall its dark secret be
discovered, and the doom of ill, inhented from one
possessor to another, be finally revoked?

The legend now crosses the Atlantic, and comes down
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to our own mmmediate tme In a certain church of our
city, not many evenmgs ago, there was a contribution
for a chantable object A fervid preacher had poured out
his whole soul mn a nich and tender discourse, which had
at least excited the tears, and perhaps the more effectual
sympathy, of a numerous audience. While the chomnsters
sang sweetly, and the organ poured forth its melodious
thunder, the deacons passed up and down the asles,
and along the gallenes, presenting their mahogany
boxes, mm which each person deposited whatever sum he
deemed 1t safe to lend to the Lord, mn aid of human
wretchedness Chanty became audible,—chink, chink,
chink,—as 1t fell drop by drop, into the common recep-
tacle. There was a hum,—a stir,—the subdued bustle of
people putting therr hands imto their pockets, while,
ever and anon, a vagrant com fell upon the floor, and
rolled away, with long reverberation, mmto some inscru-
table corner

At length, all having been favored with an opportunity
to be generous, the two deacons placed therr boxes on
the communion-table, and thence, at the conclusion of
the services, removed them into the vestry Here these
good old gentlemen sat down together, to reckon the
accumulated treasure

“Fie, fie, Brother Tilton,” said Deacon Trott, peeping
mto Deacon Tilton’s box, “what a heap of copper you
have picked up' Really, for an old man, you must have
had a heavy job to lug 1t along Copper! copper! copper!
Do people expect to get admittance into heaven at the
price of a few coppers?”’

“Don’t wrong them, brother,” answered Deacon Til-
ton, a simple and kindly old man “Copper may do
more for one person, than gold will for another. In the
galleries, where I present my box, we must not expect
such a harvest as you gather among the gentry imn the
broad assle, and all over the floor of the church. My
people are chiefly poor mechanics and laborers, sailors,
seamstresses, and servant-maids, with a most uncom-
fortable intermixture of roguish school-boys”

“Well, well,” said Deacon Trott, “but there 15 a great
deal, Brother Tilton, in the method of presenting a
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contribution-box. It is a knack that comes by nature,
or not at all.”

They now proceeded to sum up the avails of the
evening, beginming with the receipts of Dcacon Trott.
In good sooth, that worthy personage had reaped an
abundant harvest, m wlich he prided himsclf no less,
apparently, than if every dollar had been contnbuted
from lis own mndividual pocket. Had the good deacon
been meditating a jaunt to Tenas, the treasures of the
mahogany box might have sent lum on Inus way rejoicing.
There were bank-notes, mostly, 1t is true, of the smallest
denomination m the giver’s pocketbook, yet making a
goodly average upon the whole. The most splendid
contribution was a check for a hundred dollars, bearing
the name of a distinguished merchant, whose hberality
was duly cclebrated mn the newspapers of the next day.
No less than seven half-cagles, together with an English
sovereign, ghttered amidst an mmdiscriminate heap of sil-
ver; the box being polluted with nothing of the copper
kind, except a single bright new cent, wherewith a httle
boy had performed his first charntable act

“Very welll very well indeed!” said Deacon Trott,
self-approvingly. “A handsome cvenming’s work! And
now, Brother Tilton, let’s see whether you can match
1it.”” Here was a sad contrast! They poured forth Deacon
Tilton’s trecasure upon the table, and 1t really scemed as
if the whole copper comage of the country, together
with an amazing quantity of shop-keeper’s tokens, and
Enghsh and Insh half-pence, mostly of basc metal, had
been congregated mto the box. There was a very sub-
stantial pencil case, and the semblance of a slulling, but
the latter proved to be made of tin, and the former of
German-silver A gilded brass button was domg duty as
a gold com, and a folded shop-ball had assumed the
character of a bank-note But Deacon Tilton’s fechings
were much revived by the aspect of another bank-note,
new and crisp, adorned with beautiful engravings, and
stamped with the mdubitable word, Twenty, mn large
black letters. Alast it was a counterfeit. In short, the
poor old Deacon was no less unfortunate than those who
trade with faines, and whose gamns are sure to be trans-
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formed into dned leaves, pebbles, and other valuables
of that kind.

“I believe the Ewvil One 1s in the box,” said he, with
some vexation

“Well done, Deacon Thilton!” cnied his Brother Trott,
with a hearty laugh “You ought to have a statue 1
copper.”

“Never mund, brother,” replied the good Deacon,
recovering tus temper. “I'll bestow ten dollars from my
own pocket, and may Heaven’s blessing go along with
it But look! what do you call this?”

Under the copper mountam, wluch it had cost them
so much toil to remove, lay an antique ning! It was en-
nched with a diamond, which, so soon as 1t caught the
light, began to twinkle and ghimmer, emtting the whitest
and purest lustre that could possibly be concewed. It
was as bnlhant as if some magician had condensed the
bnghtest star in heaven into a compass fit to be set in a
nng, for a lady’s dehcate finger.

“How 1s this?” said Deacon Trott, enamining it care-
fully, in the cxpectation of finding 1t as worthless as the
rest of s colleague’s treasurc. “Why, upon my word,
this secems to be a real diamond, and of the purest water,
Whence could 1t have come?”

“Really, T cannot tcll,” quoth Deacon Thilton, “for
my spectacles were so misty that all faces looked alike.
But now I remember, there was a flash of hight came
from the box, at onc moment, but it seemed a dusky
red, mstead of a pure white, ike the sparkle of tlus gem.
Well, the nng will make up for the copper, but 1 wish
the giwver had thrown its history into the bov along with
it

It has been our good luck to recover a portion of that
history. After transmitting musfortunc from one possessor
to another, cver since the days of Bntish Merlin, the
identical ring which Queen Ehizabeth gave to the Earl
of Essex was finally thrown imnto the contnbution-box of
a New England church The two decacons deposited it
m the glass case of a fashionable jeweller, of whom 1t
was purchased by the humble rchearser of this legend,
in the hope that it may be allowed to sparkle on a fair
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lady’s finger. Purified from the foul fiend, so long its

inhabitant, by a deed of unostcntatious charity, and now
"made the symbol of faithful and devoted love, the
gentle bosom of 1ts new possessor need fear no sorrow
from its nflucnce.

“Very prettyl—Beautifult—Iow originall—How sweetly
wntten! — What naturel —What imagmation! — What
powerl—What pathosl—What esquisite humor!”~—were
the exclamations of Edward Caryl’s kind and gencrous
quditors, at the conclusion of the legend.

“It is a pretty tale,” smd Nhss Pemberton, who,
conscious that her praise was o that of all others as a
diamond to a pebble, was thercfore the less liberal m
awarding it “It 1s really a pretty tale, and very proper
for any of the Annuals. But, Edward, your moral daes
not sabisfy me What thought did you cmbody in the
nng?”’

“O Clara, this 1s too badl” rephed Edward, with a
half-reproachful smmle. “You know that I can never
scparatc the 1dea from the symbol in which it manifests
itself. However, we may supposc the Gem to be the
human heart, and the Evil Spint to be Falschood, which,
m one gwise or another, is the fiend that causes all the
sorrow and trouble m the world. I beseech you to let
this sufhce.”

“It ,shall,” said Clara, kindly. “And, behieve me,
whatever the world may say of the story, I prize 1t far
above the diamond which enkindled your imagination.”

3
ALICE DOANE’S APPEAL

On a pleasant afternoon of June, 1t was my good fortune
to be the companion of two young ladies 1 a walk. The
direction of our course being left to me, I led them
neither to Legge’s Hill, nor to the Cold Spning, nor to
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the rude shores and old batteries of the Neck, nor yet to
Paradise, though 1if the latter place were nghtly named,
my farr friends would have been at home there We
reached the outskirts of the town, and turning aside from
a street of tanncrs and currners, began to ascend a hill,
which at a distance, by its dark slope and the even line
of 1ts summt, resembled a green rampart along the road
Tt was less steep than its aspect threatened The em:-
nence formed part of an cxtensive tract of pasture land,
and was traversed by cow paths m vanous directions;
but, strange to tell, though the whole slope and summit
were of a pecuharly deep green, scarce a blade of grass
was visible from the base upward This decertful verdure
was occasioned by a plentiful crop of “wood-wax,” which
wears the same dark and glossy green throughout the
summer, except at one short period, when 1t puts forth a
profusion of yellow blossoms At that season, to a distant
spectator, the hill appears absolutely overlaid with gold,
or covered with a glory of sunshine, even beneath a
clouded sky But the curious wanderer on the hill will
percewve that all the grass, and everything that should
nourish man or beast, has been destroyed by this vile and
meradicable weed 1ts tufted roots make the soil their
own, and permit nothing else to vegetate among them,
so that a physical curse may be said to have blasted the
spot, where guilt and frenzy consummated the most exe-
crable scene that our history blushes to record For this
was the field where superstition won her darkest tn-
umph, the lhigh place where our fathers set up ther
shame, to the mournful gaze of generations far remote.
The dust of martyrs was beneath our feet We stood on
Gallows Hill

For my own part, I have often courted the histonic
mfluence of the spot. But 1t 1s singular how few come
on pilgrimage to this famous hill, how many spend their
lives almost at its base, and never once obey the sum-
mons of the shadowy past, as 1t beckons them to the
summut. Till a year or two smce, this portion of our
history had been very imperfectly wntten, and, as we
are not a people of legend or tradition, it was not every
‘aitizen of our ancient town that could tell, within half

¢
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a century, so much as the date of the witcheraft delu-
sion Recently, indced, an Iistorian has treated the
subject m a manner that will keep his nmame alive, m
the only desirable connection with the ecrrors of our
ancestry, by converting the Inll of their disgrace into
an honorable monument of his own antiquarian lore,
and of that better wisdom, which draws the moral while
it tells the tale. Bul we are a people of the present, and
have no heartfelt mterest in the olden time. Lvery fifth
of November, in commemoration of they know not
what, or rather without an idea beyond the momentary
blaze, the young men scare the town with bonfires on
this haunted height, but never dream of paymg funcral
honors to those who died so wrongfully, and, without a
coffin or a prayer, werc buried here.

Though with feminine susceptibility, my companions
caught all the melancholy associations of the scene, yet
these could but imperfectly overcome the gayety of
githsh spints. Their emotions came and went with quick
vicissitude, and sometimes combined to form a peculiar
and dehlicious excitement, the mirth bnghtening the
gloom mto a sunny shower of fecling, and a rainbow
the mind. My own more sombre mood was tinged by
theirs. With now a merry word and next a sad one, we
trod among the tangled weeds, and almost hoped that
our fcet would sink into the hollow of a witch’s grave.
Such vestiges were to be found withm the memory of
man, but have vamshed now, and with them, I believe,
all traccs of the precise spot of the executions. On the
long and broad ndge of the emincnce, there 15 no very
decided clevation of any one pomt, nor other promi-
nent marks, except the decayed stumps of two trees,
standing ncar each other, and here and there the rocky
substance of the hill, pceping just above the wood-wax.

There are few such prospects of town and willage,
woodland and cultivated field, steeples and country
seats, as we behcld from this unhappy spot. No blight
had fallen on old Essex; all was prosperity and rniches,
healthfully distributed Before us lay our native town,
extending from the foot of the lll to the harbor, lcvel
as a chess board, cmbraced by two arms of the sca, and
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fillimg the whole penmsula with a close assemblage of
wooden roofs, overtopped by many a spire, and inter-
mixed with frequent heaps of verdure, where trees threw
up their shade from unseen trunks. Beyond was the bay
and 1its slands, almost the only objects, in a country
unmarked by strong natural features, on which time and
human toil had produced no change. Retaming these
portions of the scene, and also the peaceful glory and
tender gloom of the dechining sun, we threw, mn 1magina-
tion, a veil of deep forest over the land, and pictured a
few scattered willages, and this old town itself a willage,
as when the prince of hell bore sway there The 1dea thus
gamed of its former aspect, its quamt edifices standing
far apart, with peaked roofs and projecting stories, and
its smgle meeting-house pomntmmg up a tall spire in the
mudst, the vision, 1 short, of the town mn 1692, served
to ntroduce a wondrous tale of those old times

I had brought the manuscript mn my pocket. It was
one of a senes wntten years ago, when my pen, now
sluggish and perhaps feeble, because I have not much
to hope or fear, was driven by stronger external motives,
and a more passionate impulse within, than I am fated
to feel again. Three of four of these tales had appeared
mn the “Token,” after a long time and various adventures,
but had encumbered me with no troublesome notonety,
even mm my birthplace. One great heap had met a
bnghter destny they had fed the flames, thoughts =
meant to delight the world and endure for ages had
penshed 1n a moment, and stured not a single heart but
mme The story now to be introduced, and another,
chanced to be mn kinder custody at the time, and thus,
by no conspicuous ments of therr own, escaped destruc-
tion :
The ladies, in consideration that I had never before
mtruded my ‘performances om them, by any but the
legitimate medium, through the press, consented to hear
me read. I made them sit down on a moss-grown rock,
close by the spot where we chose to believe that the
death tree had stood After a little hesitation on my part,
caused by a drcad of remewing my acquamntance with
fantasies that had lost their charm m the ceaseless flux
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of mind, I began the tale, which opened darkly with the
discovery of a murder.

A hundred years, and ncarly half that time, have
elapsed since the body of a murdecred man was found,
at about the distance of three miles, on the old road to
Boston. He lay 1 a solitary spot, on the bank of a small
lake, which the scvere frost of December had covered
with a sheet of icc Beneath this, it scemed to have been
the intention of the murderer to conceal his victim in
a chill and watery grave, the ice bemng decply hacked,
perhaps with the weapon that had slamn him, though
its sohidity was too stubborn for the patience of a man
with blood upon his hand. The corpse thercfore reclined
on the carth, but was separated from the road by a thick
growth of dwarf pines There had been a shght fall of
snow durmng the night, and as if nature were shocked at
the deed, and strove to hide 1t with her frozen tears, a
little dnfted heap had partly buned the body, and lay
deepest over the pale dead face An ecarly traveller, -
whose dog had led him to the spot, ventured to uncover
the features, but was affrighted by their expression A
look of evil and scornful tnumph had hardened on them,
and made dcath so hfelike and so termble, that the
beholder at once took flight, as swiftly as if the stiffened
corpse would nse up and follow

I rcad on, and identified the body as that of a young
man, a stranger m the country, but resident durmng sev-
eral preceding months 1n the town which Jay at our feet.
The story described, at some length, the excitement
caused by the murder, the unavailing quest after the per-
petrator, the funeral ceremomies, and other commonplace
matters, 1 the course of which, I brought forward the
personages who were to move among the succecding
events, They were but three. A young man and his sister;
the former charactenized by a diseased 1magmation and
morbid feelings, the latter, beaut:ful and virtuous, and
instilling something of her own excellence nto the wild
heart of her brother, but not enough to cure the deep
taint of his nature. The third person was a wizard; a
small, gray, withered man, with fiendish mngenwity m de-
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vising evil, and superhuman power to execute 1it, but
senseless as an 1diot and feebler than a child to all bet-
ter purposes The central scene of the story was an inter-
view between this wretch and Leonard Doane, in the
wizard's hut, situated beneath a range of rocks at some
distance from the town. They sat beside a moulder-
mg fire, while a tempest of wintry ramm was beating on
" the roof The young man spoke of the closeness of the
tie which umited him and Alice, the consecrated fervor
of their affection from childhood upwards, their sense of
lonely sufficiency to each other, because they only of
their race had escaped death, i a might attack by the
Indians He related his discovery or suspicion of a secret
sympathy between his sister and Walter Brome, and told
how a distempered jealousy had maddened him In the
following passage, I threw a ghmmenng hght on the
mystery of the tale

“Searching,” continued Leonard, “mnto the breast of
Walter Brome, I at length found a cause why Alice must
inevitably love lum For he was my very counterpart! I
compared his mind by each mdividual portion, and as a
whole, with mine There was a resemblance from which
I shrunk with sickness, and loathing, and horror, as if
my own features had come and stared upon me in a sol-
itary place, or had met me n strugghing through a crowd
Nay! the very same thoughts would often express them-
selves 1 the same words from our lips, proving a hateful
sympathy 1n our secret souls His education, indeed, in
the aities of the old world, and mine m this rude wilder-
ness, had wrought a superficial difference. The evil of
his character, also, had been strengthened and rendered
promment by a reckless and ungoverned hfe, while mme
had been softencd and punfied by the gentle and holy
nature of Alice But my soul had been conscious of the
. germ of all the fierce and deep passions, and of all
the many vaneties of wickedness, which accident had
brought to therr full matunty m him Nor will I deny
_ that, i the accursed one, I could see the withered blos-
som of every virtue, which, by a happier culture, had
been made to bring forth froit in me Now, here was a
man whom Ahce mught Jove with all the strength of sis-
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terly affection, added to that impurc passion wiich alone
engrosses all the heart. The stranger would have more
than the love which had been gathered to me from the
many graves of our houschold—and I be desolate!”

Leonard Doane went on to descnibe the msane hatred
that had kindled lus heart into a volumec of hellish flame.
It appeared, 1ndecd, that his jealousy had grounds, so far
as that Walter Brome had actually sought the love of
Alice, who also had betrayed an undefinable, but power-
ful mterest 1 the unknown youth. The latter, m spite
of Tus passion for Alice, secemed to return the loathful
antipathy of her brother; the similanty of their disposi-
tions made them like jomnt posscssors of an imndwidual
nature, which could not become wholly the property of
one, unless by the eatinction of the other. At last, with
the same devil i cach bosom, they chanced to meet,
they two on a lonely road. While Lconard spoke, the
wizard had sat hstening to what he alrcady knew, yet
with tokens of pleasurable interest, manifested by flashes
of expression across his vacant featurcs, by grisly smiles
and by a word here and there, mystenously filling up
some void 1n the narrative But when the young man told
how Walter Brome had taunted him with indubitable
proofs of the shame of Alice, and, before the trium-
phant sneer could vamish from his face, had died by
her brother’s hand, the wizard laughed aloud. Leonard
started, but just then a gust of wind came down the
chimney, forming itself mto a close resemblance of the
slow, unvaried laughter, by which he had been inter-
rupted “I was deceived,” thought he, and thus pursued
us fearful story.

“I trod out his accursed soul, and knew that he was
dead; for my spint bounded as if a chamn had fallen from
it and left me free But the burst of eaulting certamnty
soon fled, and was succeeded by a torpor over my brain
and a dimness before my eyes, with the sensation of one
who struggles through a dream So I bent down over the
body of Walter Brome, gazing into Ius face, and strving
to make my soul glad with the thought, that he, in very
truth, lay dead before me. I know not what space of
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time I had thus stood, nor how the vision came. But it
seemed to me that the wurevocable years since childhood
had rolled” back, and a scene, that had long been con-
fused and broken m my memory, arrayed itself with all
its first distinctness Methought I stood a weeping infant
by my father’s hearth; by the cold and blood-stamned
hearth where he lay dead. I heard the childish wail of
Alice, and my own cry arose with hers, as we beheld the
features of our parent, fierce with the stnfe and dis-
torted with the pam, mm which his spint had passed
away As I gazed, a cold wind whistled by, and waved my
father’s hair. Immediately I stood again m the lonesome
road, no more a sinless child, but a man of blood, whose
tears were falhing fast over the face of his dead enemy.
But the delusion was not wholly gone, that face stll
wore a likeness of my father, and because my soul shrank
from the fixed glare of the eyes, I bore the body to the
lake, and would have buned 1t there But before his icy
sepulchre was hewn, I heard the voices of two travellers
and fled.”

Such was the dreadful confession of Leonard Doane.
And now tortured by the 1dea of his sister’s guilt, yet
sometimes yielding to a convichion of her punty, stung
with remorse for the death of Walter Brome, and shud-
dermng with a deeper sense of some unutterable crime,
perpetrated, a$ he imagmed, m madness or a dream;
moved also by dark mmpulses, as 1f a fiend were whisper-
mg him to meditate violence against the Iife of Alice,
he had sought this nterview with the wizard, who, on
certain conditions, had no power to withhold his aid m
unravelling the mystery The tale drew near its close

'The moon was bright on high, the blue firmament
appeared to glow with an inherent bnghtness, the
greater stars were burming m their spheres, the northern
lights threw therr mysternious glare far over the honzon,
the few small clouds aloft were burdened with radiance,
but the sky, with all its vanety of light, was scarcely so
brlliant as the earth The ramn of the preceding might
had frozen as it fell, and, by that simple magic, had
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wrought wonders. The trees were hung with diamonds
and many-colored gems; the houscs were overlaid with
silver, and the streets paved with slippery bnghtness, a
fugid glory was flung over all famibiar things, from the
cottage chimney to the steeple of the meeting-house,
that gleamed upward to the sky This living world, where
we sit by our firesides, or go forth to meet bemgs like
ourselves, seemed rather the creation of wizard power,
with so much of resemblance to known objects that a
man mght shudder at the ghostly shape of his old be-
loved dwelling, and the shadow of a ghostly tree before
his door. One looked to behold mhabitants smted to
such a town, ghttening imn icy garments, with motionless
features, cold, sparkling eyes, and just sensation enough
m therr frozen hearts to shiver at each other’s presence.

By this fantastic piece of description, and more m the
same style, I intended to throw a ghostly glimmer round
the reader, so that his imagmation might view the town
through a medium that should take off 1ts every-day
aspect, and make it a proper theatre for so wild a scene
as the final one Amid this unearthly show, the wretched
brother and sister were represented as setting forth, at
mdmght, through the gleaming streets, and directing
their steps to a graveyard, where all the dead had been
laxd, from the first corpse m that ancient town, to the
murdered man who was buricd three days before. As
they went, they seemed to see the wizard ghding by therr
sides, or walking dimly on the path before them. But
here I paused, and gazed mto the faces of my two far
auditors, to judge whether, even on the hill where so
many had been brought to death by wilder tales than
this, I might venture to proceed. Their brght eyes were
fined on me, their hips apart I took courage, and led the
fated pair to a new made grave, where for a few mo-
ments, mn the bnght and silent midmght, they stood
alone. But suddenly there was a multitude of people
among the graves.

Each farmly tomb had given up 1its 1nhab1tants,r who,
one by one, threugh distant years, had been bome to its
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dark chamber, but now came forth and stood in a pale
group together There was the gray ancestor, the aged
mother, and all therr descendants, some withered and
full of years, hke themselves, and others m thewr prime,
there, too, were the children who went prattling to the
tomb, and there the maiden who yielded her early
beauty to death’s embrace, before passion had polluted
it Husbands and wives arose, who had lain many years
side by side, and young mothers who had forgotten to
kiss their first babes, though pillowed so long on their
bosoms Many had been buried mm the habihments of
hfe, and stll wore therr ancient garb, some were old
defenders of the mnfant colony, and gleamed forth m
their stecl-caps and bright breastplates, as if starting up
at an Indian war-cry, other venerable shapes had been
pastors of the church, famous among the New England
clergy, and now leaned with hands clasped over their
gravestones, ready to call the congregation to prayer.
There stood the early settlers, those old illustrious ones,
the heroes of tradition and fireside legends, the men of
history whose features had been so long beneath the sod
that few alive could have remembered them. There, too,
were faces of former towns-people, dimly recollected
from childhood, and others, whom Leonard and Alice
had wept 1n later years, but who now were most ternble
of all, by their ghastly smile of recogmition All, m short,
were there, the dead of other generations, whose moss-
grown names could scarce be read upon their tomb-
stones, and their successors, whose graves were not yet
. green; all whom black funerals had followed slowly
thither now reappeared where the mourners left them.
Yet none but souls accursed were there, and fiends coun-
terteiting the Iikeness of departed saints

The countenances of those venerable men, whose very
teatures had been hallowed by lives of piety, were con-
torted now by intolerable pam or hellish passion, and
now by an unecarthly and demsive merriment Had the
pastors prayed, all saintlike as they scemed, 1t had been
_ blasphemy. The chaste matrons, too, and the maidens
with untasted lips, who had slept m therr virgin graves
apart from all other dust, now wore a look from which
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the two trembling mortals shrank, as if the unimaginable
sin of twenty worlds were collected there. The faces of
fond lovers, even of such as had pmed mto the tomb,
because there their treasure was, went bent on one an-
other with glances of hatred and smiles of bitter scorm, ,
passions that are to devils what love 1s to the ‘blest. At
times, the features of those who had passed from a holy
Iife to heaven would vary to and fro, between their
assumed aspect and the fiendish lincaments whence they
had been transformed The whole miserable multitude,
both sinful souls and false spectres of good men, groaned
hornbly and gnashed their teeth, as they looked upward
to the calm loveliness of the mdnight sky, and beheld
those homes of bliss where they must never dwell. Such
was the appantion, though too shadowy for language to .
portray; for here would be the moonbeams on the ice,
glittering through a warmnor’s breastplate, dnd there the
letters of a tombstone, on the form that stood before it;
and whenever a breeze went by, it swept the old men’s
hoary heads, the women’s fearful beauty, and all the un-
real throng, into one indistinguishable cloud together.

I dare not give the remamnder of the scene, except mn a
very brief epitome This company of devils and con-
demned souls had come on a hohday, to revel in the dis-
covery of a complicated crime, as foul a one as ever was
mmagined 1 their dreadful abode In the course of the
tale, the reader had been permitted to discover that all
the mcidents were results of the machinations of the
wizard, who had cunningly devised that Walter Brome
should tempt his unknown sister to gwlt and shame, and
himself perish by the hand of his twin-brother. I de-
scnibed the glee of the fiends at this hideous conception,
and therr eagerness to know 1if 1t were consummated
The story concluded with the Appeal of Alice to the
spectre of Walter Brome, his reply, absolving her from
every stain, and the trembling awe with which ghost and
devil fled, as from the sinless presence of an angel.

The sun had gone down While I held.my page of
wonders m the fading light, and read how Alice and her
brother were left alone among the graves, my, voice min-
gled with the sigh of a summer wind, which passed over
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the hill-top, with the broad and hollow sound as of the
fight of unseen spmts Not a word was spoken tll I
added that the wizard’s grave was close beside us, and
that the wood-wax had sprouted ongmally from his un-
hallowed bones The ladies started, perhaps their cheeks
might have grown pale had not the crimson west been
blushing on them, but after a moment they began to
laugh, while the breeze took a hvelier motion, as if re-
sponsive to therr murth. I kept an awful solemmty of
visage, bemng, ndeed, a little piqued that a narrative
which had good authomty in our ancient supershitions,
and would have brought even a church deacon to Gal-
lows Hill, in old witch times, should now be considered
too grotesque and extravagant for timid maids to tremble
at Though 1t was past supper time, I detained them a
while longer on the hill, and made a tmal whether truth
were more powerful than fiction

We looked agamn towards the town, no longer arrayed
in that icy splendor of earth, tree, and edifice, beneath
the glow of a wmtry mudmight, which shiming afar
through the gloom of a century had made 1t appear the
very home of visions in visionary streets. An indistinct-
ness had begun to creep over the mass of buldings and
blend them with the intermigled tree-tops, except
where the roof of a statelier mansion, and the steeples
and brnck towers of churches, caught the brightness of
some cloud that yet floated mn the sunshme Twihght
over the landscape was congemal to the obscumty of
time. With such eloquence as my share of feeling and
fancy could supply, I called back hoar antiquity, and
bade my companions imagine an ancient multitude of
people, congregated on the hillside, spreading far below,
clustering on the stcep old roofs, and climbing the adja-
cent heights, wherever a ghmpse of this spot might be
obtamned I strove to realize and faintly communicate the
deep, unutterable loathing and horror, the mdignation,
the affnghted wonder, that wnnkled on every brow, and
filled the umwversal heart See! the whole crowd tums
pale and shnnks within itself, as the virtuous emerge
from yonder street. Keeping pace with that devoted
company, I descibed them one by one, he.e tottered a
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woman 1 her dotage, knowing neither the cnme im-
puted her, nor 1ts pumshment; there another, distracted
by the umiversal madness, till fevenish dreams were re-
membered as realitics, and she almost believed ber gwilt,
One, a proud man once, was so broken down by the in- .
tolerable hatred heaped upon lum, that he scemed to
hasten Ius steps, eager to hide himselt in the grave hast-
1ly dug at the foot of the gallows As they went slowly on,
a mother looked behind, and beheld her peaceful dwell-
mg, she cast her eyes clsewhere, and groaned inwardly
yet with bitterest anguish, for there was her httle son
among the accusers. I watched the face of an ordained
pastor, who walked onward to the same death; his lips
moved in praycer: no narrow pehition for limself alone,
but embracing all s fellow-suffercrs and the frenmed
multitude, he looked to Iicaven and trod hghtly up the
il

Belind therr vichms came the afflicted, a gwlty and
miserable band, willams who had thus avenged them-
selves on their encmies, and viler wretches, whose cow-
ardice had destroyed their friends; lunatics, whose
ravings had chimed in with the madness of the land;
and children, who had played a game that the imps of
darkness might have envied them, since 1t disgraced an
age, and dipped a people’s hands mn blood In the rear
of the procession rode a figure on horscback, so darkly
conspicuous, so sternly triumphant, that my hearers mis-
took lnm for the visible presence of the fiend himself,
but 1t was only his good fricnd, Cotton Mather, proud
of s well-won digmty, as the representative of all the
hateful features of his tume, the one blood-thirsty man,
in whom were concentrated those wices of spint and
errors of opmion that sufficed to madden the whole sur-
rounding multitude And thus I marshalled them on-
ward, the mmnocent who were to die, and the guilty who
were to grow old -m long remorse—tracig their every
step, by rock, and shrub, and broken track, till thenr
shadowy visages had circled round the hill-top, where we
stood 1 plunged mto my imagination for a blacker hor-
ror, and a deeper woe, and pictured the scaffold—

But here my companions seized an arm on each side;
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their nerves were trembling, and, sweeter victory stll, I
had reached the seldom trodden places of their hearts,
and tound the wellspring of their tears And now the past
had done all 1t could. We slowly descended, watching
the hights as they twinkled gradually through the town,
and listening to the distant murth of boys at play, and
to the voice of a young girl warbling somewhere 1 the
dusk, a pleasant sound to wanderers from old witch
times Yet, ere we left the hill, we could not but regret
that there 1s nothing on its barren summit, no relic of
old, nor lettered stone of later days, to assist the imag-
nation n sppealing to the heart We build the memo-
nal column on the height which our fathers made sacred
with their blood, poured out 1 a holy cause And here,
in dark, funereal stone, should mise another monument,
sadly commemorative of the errors of an earlier race, and
not to be cast down, while the human heart has one

infirmity that may result in crime
¢ ¢
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