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PREFACE.

WHEN awriter calls his work a Romance, it need hardly be observed
that hewishes to claim a certain latitude, both asto its fashion and material,
which he would not have felt himself entitled to assume had he professed to
bewriting aNovel. Thelatter form of compasition is presumed toaim at a
very minute fidelity, not merely to the possible, but to the probable and
ordinary course of man’'s experience. The former—while, asawork of art,
it must rigidly subject itself to laws, and whileit sins unpardonably so far as
it may swerve aside from the truth of the human heart—has fairly aright to
present that truth under circumstances, to a great extent, of the writer’s own
choosing or creation. If he think fit, also, he may so manage his
atmospherical medium as to bring out or mellow the lights and deepen and
enrich the shadows of the picture. He will be wise, no doubt, to make a
very moderate use of the privileges here stated, and, especially, to mingle
the Marvelous rather as a dlight, delicate, and evanescent flavor, than as
any portion of the actual substance of the dish offered to the public. He can
hardly be said, however, to commit aliterary crime even if he disregard this
caution.

In the present work, the author has proposed to himsel f—but with what
success, fortunately, it is not for himto judge—to keep undeviatingly within
his immunities. The point of view in which this tale comes under the Ro-
mantic definition lies in the attempt to connect a bygone time with the very
present that is flitting away fromus. It is alegend prolonging itself, from
an epoch now gray in the distance, down into our own broad daylight, and
bringing along with it some of its legendary mist, which the reader, accord-
ing to his pleasure, may either disregard, or allow it to float almost imper-
ceptibly about the characters and events for the sake of a picturesque effect.
The narrative, it may be, is woven of so humble atexture as to require this
advantage, and, at the sametime, to render it the more difficult of attainment.

Many writers lay very great stress upon some definite moral purpose, at
which they profess to aim their works. Not to be deficient in this particular,
the author has provided himself with a moral,—the truth, namely, that the
wrong-doing of one generation lives into the successive ones, and, divest-
ing itself of every temporary advantage, becomes a pure and uncontrollable
mischief; and he would fed it asingular gratification if this romance might
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effectually convince mankind—or, indeed, any one man—aof the folly of
tumbling down an avalanche of ill-gotten gold, or real estate, on the heads
of an unfortunate posterity, thereby to maim and crush them, until the accu-
mulated mass shall be scattered abroad inits original atoms. In good faith,
however, he is not sufficiently imaginative to flatter himself with the slight-
est hope of thiskind. When romances do really teach anything, or produce
any effective operation, it is usually through a far more subtile process than
the ostensible one. The author has considered it hardly worth his while,
therefore, relentlessly to impale the story with its moral as with aniron
rod,—or, rather, as by sticking a pin through a butterfly, —thus at once
depriving it of life, and causing it to stiffen in an ungainly and unnatural
attitude. A hightruth, indeed, fairly, finely, and skilfully wrought out, bright-
ening at every step, and crowning the final development of awork of fiction,
may add an artistic glory, but is never any truer, and seldom any more
evident, at the last page than at the first.

The reader may perhaps choose to assign an actual locality to the imagi-
nary events of this narrative. |f permitted by the historical connection,—
which, though slight, was essential to his plan,—the author would very
willingly have avoided anything of this nature. Not to speak of other
objections, it exposes the romance to an inflexible and exceedingly danger-
ous species of criticism, by bringing his fancy-pictures almaost into positive
contact with the realities of the moment. It has been no part of his object,
however, to describe local manners, nor in any way to meddle with the
characteristics of a community for whom he cherishes a proper respect and
anatural regard. Hetrusts not to be considered as unpardonably offending
by laying out a street that infringes upon nobody’ s private rights, and ap-
propriating a lot of land which had no visible owner, and building a house
of materials long in use for constructing castlesinthe air. The personages
of the tale—though they give themselves out to be of ancient stability and
considerable prominence—are really of the author’s own making, or at all
events, of his own mixing; their virtues can shed no lustre, nor their defects
redound, in the remotest degree, to the discredit of the venerable town of
which they profess to be inhabitants. He would be glad, therefore, if-espe-
cially in the quarter to which he alludes-the book may be read strictly asa
Romance, having a great deal more to do with the clouds overhead than
with any portion of the actual soil of the County of Essex.

LENOX, January 27, 1851.



INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

IN September of the year during the February of which Hawthorne had
completed “ The Scarlet Letter,” he began “ The House of the Seven Gables.
" Meanwhile, he had removed from Salem to Lenox, in Berkshire County,
M assachusetts, where he occupied with hisfamily asmall red wooden house,
still standing at the date of this edition, near the Stockbridge Bowl.

“| sha'n’'t have the new story ready by November,” he explained to his
publisher, on the 1st of October, “for | am never good for anything in the
literary way till after the first autumnal frost, which has somewhat such an
effect on my imagination that it does on the foliage here about me-multi-
plying and brightening its hues.” But by vigorous application he was able
to complete the new work about the middl e of the January following.

Since research has disclosed the manner in which the romance is inter-
woven with incidents from the history of the Hawthorne family, “ The House
of the Seven Gables’ has acquired an interest apart from that by which it
first appealed to the public. John Hathorne (as the name was then spelled),
the great-grandfather of Nathaniel Hawthorne, was a magistrate at Salem
in the latter part of the seventeenth century, and officiated at the famous
trials for witchcraft held there. 1t is of record that he used peculiar severity
towards a certain woman who was among the accused; and the husband of
this woman prophesied that God would take revenge upon his wife's
persecutors. This circumstance doubtless furnished a hint for that piece of
tradition in the book which represents a Pyncheon of a former generation
as having persecuted one Maule, who declared that God would give his
enemy “blood to drink.” It became a conviction with The Hawthorne fam-
ily that a curse had been pronounced upon its members, which continued in
force in the time of The romancer; a conviction perhaps derived from the
recorded prophecy of The injured woman's husband, just mentioned; and,
here again, we have a correspondence with Maule’ s malediction in The
story. Furthermore, there occurs in The “ American Note-Books® (August
27, 1837), areminiscence of The author’ s family, to the following effect.
Philip English, a character well-known in early Salem annals, was among
those who suffered from John Hathorne' s magisterial harshness, and he
maintained in consequence a lasting feud with the old Puritan official. But
at his death English left daughters, one of whom is said to have married the
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son of Justice John Hathorne, whom English had declared he would never
forgive. Itisscarcely necessary to point out how clearly this foreshadows
thefinal union of those hereditary foes, the Pyncheons and Maules, through
the marriage of Phoebe and Holgrave. The romance, however, describes
the Maules as possessing some of the traits known to have been charac-
teristic of the Hawthornes. for example, “ so long as any of the race were
to be found, they had been marked out from other men—not strikingly,
nor aswith a sharp line, but with an effect that was felt rather than spoken
of—by an hereditary characteristic of reserve.” Thus, while the general
suggestion of the Hawthorne line and its fortunes was followed in the
romance, the Pyncheons taking the place of The author’s family, certain
distinguishing marks of the Hawthornes were assigned to the imaginary
Maule posterity.

There are one or two other points which indicate Hawthorne' s method
of basing his compositions, the result in the main of pure invention, on
the solid ground of particular facts. Allusion is made, in the first chapter
of the “ Seven Gables,” to agrant of lands in Waldo County, Maine, owned
by the Pyncheon family. Inthe“ American Note-Books” thereis an entry,
dated August 12, 1837, which speaks of the Revol utionary general, Knox,
and his land-grant in Waldo County, by virtue of which the owner had
hoped to establish an estate on the English plan, with a tenantry to make
it profitable for him. Anincident of much greater importance in the story
is the supposed murder of one of the Pyncheons by his nephew, to whom
we are introduced as Clifford Pyncheon. In all probability Hawthorne
connected with this, in his mind, the murder of Mr. White, a wealthy
gentleman of Salem, killed by a man whom his nephew had hired. This
took place a few years after Hawthorne' s gradation from college, and was
one of the celebrated cases of the day, Daniel Webster taking part promi-
nently inthetrial. But it should be observed here that such resemblances
as these between sundry elements in the work of Hawthorne' s fancy and
details of reality are only fragmentary, and are rearranged to suit the author’ s
pur poses.

In the same way he has made his description of Hepzibah Pyncheon’s
seven-gabled mansion conform so nearly to several old dwellings formerly
or still extant in Salem, that strenuous efforts have been made to fix upon
some one of them as the veritable edifice of the romance. A paragraphin
The opening chapter has perhaps assisted this delusion that there must have
been a single original House of the Seven Gables, framed by flesh-and-
blood carpenters; for it runs thus:-

Familiar asit standsin the writer’ s recollection—for it has been an ob-
ject of curiosity with him from boyhood, both as a specimen of the best and
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stateliest architecture of along-past epoch, and as the scene of events more
full of interest perhaps than those of a gray feudal castle—familiar asit
stands, initsrusty old age, it is therefore only the more difficult to imagine
the bright novelty with which it first caught the sunshine.”

Hundreds of pilgrims annually visit a house in Salem, belonging to one
branch of the Ingersoll family of that place, which is stoutly maintained to
have been The model for Hawthorne's visionary dwelling. Others have
supposed that the now vanished house of Theidentical Philip English, whose
blood, as we have already noticed, became mingled with that of the
Hawthornes, supplied the pattern; and still a third building, known as the
Curwen mansion, has been declared the only genuine establishment. Not-
withstanding persistent popular belief, The authenticity of all these must
positively be denied; although it is possible that isolated reminiscences of
all three may have blended with the ideal image in the mind of Hawthorne.
He, it will be seen, remarks in the Preface, alluding to himself in the third
person, that he trusts not to be condemned for “laying out a street that in-
fringes upon nobody’ s private rights... and building a house of materials
long in use for constructing castlesin the air.” More than this, he stated to
persons still living that the house of the romance was not copied from any
actual edifice, but was ssimply a general reproduction of a style of architec-
ture belonging to colonial days, examples of which survived into the period
of his youth, but have since been radically modified or destroyed. Here, as
elsewhere, he exercised the liberty of a creative mind to heighten the prob-
ability of his pictures without confining himself to a literal description of
something he had seen.

While Hawthorne remained at Lenox, and during the composition of this
romance, various other literary personages settled or stayed for atimein
the vicinity; among them, Herman Melville, whose intercourse Hawthorne
greatly enjoyed, Henry James, Sr., Doctor Holmes, J. T. Headley, James
Russell Lowell, Edwin P. Whipple, Frederika Bremer, and J. T. Fields; so
that there was no lack of intellectual society in the midst of the beautiful
and inspiring mountain scenery of the place. “In the afternoons, nowadays,
" he records, shortly before beginning the work, “this valley in which |
dwell seems like a vast basin filled with golden Sunshine as with wine;”
and, happy in the companionship of his wife and their three children, heled
asimple, refined, idyllic life, despite the restrictions of a scanty and uncer-
tain income. A letter written by Mrs. Hawthorne, at this time, to a member
of her family, gives incidentally a glimpse of the scene, which may prop-
erly find a place here. She says: “I delight to think that you also can |ook
forth, as | do now, upon a broad valley and a fine amphitheater of hills, and
are about to watch the stately ceremony of the sunset fromyour piazza. But
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you have not this lovely lake, nor, | suppose, the delicate purple mist which
folds these slumbering mountains in airy veils. Mr. Hawthorne has been
lying down in the sun shine, dlightly fleckered with the shadows of atree,
and Una and Julian have been making him look like the mighty Pan, by
covering his chin and breast with long grass-blades, that looked like a ver-
dant and venerable beard.” The pleasantness and peace of his surround-
ings and of his modest home, in Lenox, may be taken into account as har-
monizing with the mellow serenity of the romance then produced. Of the
work, when it appeared in the early spring of 1851, he wrote to Horatio
Bridge these words, now published for the first time:-

““The House of the Seven Gables in my opinion, is better than "The
Scarlet Letter:’ but | should not wonder if | had refined upon the principal
character a little too much for popular appreciation, nor if the romance of
the book should be somewhat at odds with the humble and familiar scenery
inwhich | invest it. But | feel that portions of it are as good as anything |
can hope to write, and the publisher speaks encouragingly of its success.”

From England, especially, came many warm expressions of praise, —a
fact which Mrs. Hawthorne, in a private letter, commented on as the fulfill-
ment of a possibility which Hawthorne, writing in boyhood to his mother,
had looked forward to. He had asked her if she would not like him to
become an author and have his books read in England.
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|. The Old Pyncheon Family

HALFWAY down a by-street of one of our New England towns stands a
rusty wooden house, with seven acutely peaked gables, facing towards vari-
ous points of the compass, and a huge, clustered chimney inthe midst. The
street is Pyncheon Street; the house is the old Pyncheon House; and an
elm-tree, of wide circumference, rooted before the door, is familiar to ev-
ery town-born child by the title of the Pyncheon EIm. On my occasional
visits to the town aforesaid, | seldom failed to turn down Pyncheon Street,
for the sake of passing through the shadow of these two antiquities, —the
great elm-tree and the weather-beaten edifice.

The aspect of the venerable mansion has always affected me like a hu-
man countenance, bearing the traces not merely of outward storm and
sunshine, but expressive also, of the long lapse of mortal life, and accon+
panying vicissitudes that have passed within. Were these to be worthily
recounted, they would form a narrative of no small interest and instruction,
and possessing, moreover, a certain remarkable unity, which might almost
seem the result of artistic arrangement. But the story would include a chain
of events extending over the better part of two centuries, and, written out
with reasonable amplitude, would fill a bigger folio volume, or a longer
series of duodecimos, than could prudently be appropriated to the annal s of
all New England during a similar period. It consequently becomes impera-
tive to make short work with most of the traditionary lore of which the old
Pyncheon House, otherwise known as the House of the Seven Gables, has
been the theme. With a brief sketch, therefore, of the circumstances amid
which the foundation of the house was laid, and arapid glimpse at its quaint
exterior, as it grew black in the prevalent east wind,—pointing, too, here
and there, at some spot of more verdant mossiness on its roof and walls,—
we shall commence the real action of our tale at an epoch not very remote
from the present day. Still, there will be a connection with the long past—
a reference to forgotten events and personages, and to manners, feglings,
and opinions, almost or wholly obsolete —which, if adequately translated
to the reader, would serve to illustrate how much of old material goes to
make up the freshest novelty of human life. Hence, too, might be drawn a
weighty lesson from the little-regarded truth, that the act of the passing
generation is the germ which may and must produce good or evil fruitin a
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far-distant time; that, together with the seed of the merely temporary crop,
which mortals term expediency, they inevitably sow the acorns of a more
enduring growth, which may darkly overshadow their posterity.

The House of the Seven Gables, antique asit now looks, was not the first
habitation erected by civilized man on precisely the same spot of ground.
Pyncheon Street formerly bore the humbler appellation of Maul€e' s Lane,
from the name of the original occupant of the soil, before whose cottage-
door it was a cow-path. A natural spring of soft and pleasant water—arare
treasure on the sea-girt peninsula where the Puritan settlement was made—
had early induced Matthew Maule to build a hut, shaggy with thatch, at this
point, although somewhat too remote from what was then the centre of the
village. In the growth of the town, however, after some thirty or forty years,
the site covered by this rude hovel had become exceedingly desirable in the
eyes of a prominent and powerful personage, who asserted plausible claims
to the proprietorship of this and a large adjacent tract of land, on the strength
of a grant from the legislature. Colonel Pyncheon, the claimant, as we
gather from whatever traits of him are preserved, was characterized by an
iron energy of purpose. Matthew Maule, on the other hand, though an
obscure man, was stubborn in the defence of what he considered his right;
and, for several years, he succeeded in protecting the acre or two of earth
which, with his own tail, he had hewn out of the primeval forest, to be his
garden ground and homestead. No written record of this dispute is known
to be in existence. Our acquaintance with the whole subject is derived
chiefly from tradition. It would be bold, therefore, and possibly unjust, to
venture a decisive opinion asto its merits; although it appears to have been
at least a matter of doubt, whether Colond Pyncheon’s claim were not un-
duly stretched, in order to make it cover the small metes and bounds of
Matthew Maule. What greatly strengthens such a suspicion is the fact that
this controversy between two ill-matched antagonists —at a period,
moreover, laud it as we may, when personal influence had far more weight
than now—remained for years undecided, and came to a close only with
the death of the party occupying the disputed soil. The mode of his death,
too, affects the mind differently, in our day, from what it did a century and
ahalf ago. It was a death that blasted with strange horror the humble name
of the dweller in the cottage, and made it seem almost a religious act to
drive the plough over the little area of his habitation, and obliterate his
place and memory from among men.

Old Matthew Maule, in aword, was executed for the crime of witchcraft.
He was one of the martyrs to that terrible delusion, which should teach us,
among its other morals, that the influential classes, and those who take
upon themselves to be leaders of the people, arefully liable to all the pas-
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sionate error that has ever characterized the maddest mob. Clergymen,
judges, statesmen,—the wisest, calmest, holiest persons of their day stood
in the inner circle round about the gallows, loudest to applaud the work of
blood, latest to confess themselves miserably deceived. |If any one part of
their proceedings can be said to deserve less blame than ancother, it was the
singular indiscrimination with which they persecuted, not merely the poor
and aged, asin former judicial massacres, but people of all ranks; their own
equals, brethren, and wives. Amid the disorder of such variousruin, it is
not strange that a man of inconsiderable note, like Maule, should have trod-
den the martyr’s path to the hill of execution almost unremarked in the
throng of his fellow sufferers. But, in after days, when the frenzy of that
hideous epoch had subsided, it was remembered how loudly Colonel
Pyncheon had joined in the general cry, to purge the land from witchcraft;
nor did it fail to be whispered, that there was an invidious acrimony in the
zeal with which he had sought the condemnation of Matthew Maule. It was
well known that the victim had recognized the bitterness of personal en-
mity in his persecutor’ s conduct towards him, and that he declared himself
hunted to death for his spoil. At the moment of execution—with the halter
about his neck, and while Colond Pyncheon sat on horseback, grimly gaz-
ing at the scene Maule had addressed him from the scaffold, and uttered a
prophecy, of which history, as well as fireside tradition, has preserved the
very words. “God,” said the dying man, pointing his finger, with a ghastly
look, at the undismayed countenance of his enemy, —" God will give him
blood to drink!” After the reputed wizard' s death, his humble homestead
had fallen an easy spoil into Colonel Pyncheon’s grasp. When it was
understood, however, that the Colonel intended to erect a family mansion-
spacious, ponderously framed of oaken timber, and calculated to endure
for many generations of his posterity over the spot first covered by the log-
built hut of Matthew Maule, there was much shaking of the head among the
village gossips. Without absolutely expressing a doubt whether the stal-
wart Puritan had acted as a man of conscience and integrity throughout the
proceedings which have been sketched, they, nevertheless, hinted that he
was about to build his house over an unquiet grave. His home would in-
clude the home of the dead and buried wizard, and would thus afford the
ghost of the latter a kind of privilege to haunt its new apartments, and the
chambersinto which future bridegrooms were to lead their brides, and where
children of the Pyncheon blood were to be born. The terror and ugliness of
Maul€' s crime, and the wretchedness of his punishment, would darken the
freshly plastered walls, and infect them early with the scent of an old and
melancholy house. Why, then, —while so much of the soil around him was
bestrewn with the virgin forest leaves,—why should Colonel Pyncheon pre-
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fer asitethat had already been accurst?

But the Puritan soldier and magistrate was not a man to be turned aside
from his well-considered scheme, either by dread of the wizard’ s ghost, or
by flimsy sentimentalities of any kind, however specious. Had he been told
of abad air, it might have moved him somewhat; but he was ready to en-
counter an evil spirit on his own ground. Endowed with commonsense, as
massive and hard as blocks of granite, fastened together by stern rigidity of
purpose, as with iron clamps, he followed out his original design, probably
without so much asimagining an objection to it. On the score of delicacy,
or any scrupulousness which afiner sensibility might have taught him, the
Colond, like most of his breed and generation, was impenetrable. He there-
fore dug his céllar, and laid the deep foundations of his mansion, on the
square of earth whence Matthew Maule, forty years before, had first swept
away the fallen leaves. It was a curious, and, as some people thought, an
ominous fact, that, very soon after the workmen began their operations, the
spring of water, above mentioned, entirely lost the deliciousness of its pris-
tine quality. Whether its sources were disturbed by the depth of the new
cellar, or whatever subtler cause might lurk at the bottom, it is certain that
the water of Maule’s Well, as it continued to be called, grew hard and
brackish. Even such we find it now; and any old woman of the neighbor-
hood will certify that it is productive of intestinal mischief to those who
guench their thirst there.

The reader may deemit singular that the head carpenter of the new edi-
fice was no other than the son of the very man from whose dead gripe the
property of the soil had been wrested. Not improbably he was the best
workman of histime; or, perhaps, the Colonel thought it expedient, or was
impelled by some better feeling, thus openly to cast aside all animosity
against the race of hisfallen antagonist. Nor was it out of keeping with the
general coarseness and matter-of-fact character of the age, that the son should
be willing to earn an honest penny, or, rather, a weighty amount of sterling
pounds, from the purse of hisfather’'s deadly enemy. At all events, Thomas
Maule became the architect of the House of the Seven Gables, and per-
formed his duty so faithfully that the timber framework fastened by his
hands still holds together.

Thus the great house was built. Familiar as it stands in the writer’s
recollection,—for it has been an object of curiosity with him from boyhood,
both as a specimen of the best and stateliest architecture of a longpast epoch,
and as the scene of events more full of human interest, perhaps, than those
of agray feudal castle—familiar asit stands, initsrusty old age, it isthere-
fore only the more difficult to imagine the bright novelty with which it first
caught the sunshine. Theimpression of its actual state, at this distance of a
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hundred and sixty years, darkens inevitably through the picture which we
would fain give of its appearance on the morning when the Puritan mag-
nate bade all the town to be his guests. A ceremony of consecration, festive
as well asreligious, was now to be performed. A prayer and discourse
from the Rev. Mr. Higginson, and the outpouring of a psalm from the
general throat of the community, was to be made acceptable to the grosser
sense by ale, cider, wine, and brandy, in copious effusion, and, as some
authorities aver, by an ox, roasted whole, or at least, by the weight and
substance of an ox, in more manageable joints and sirloins. The carcass of
a deer, shot within twenty miles, had supplied material for the vast circum-
ference of a pasty. A codfish of sixty pounds, caught in the bay, had been
dissolved into therich liquid of achowder. The chimney of the new house,
in short, belching forth its kitchen smoke, impregnated the whole air with
the scent of meats, fowls, and fishes, spicily concocted with odoriferous
herbs, and onions in abundance. The mere smell of such festivity, making
its way to everybody’ s nostrils, was at once an invitation and an appetite.

Maul€' s Lane, or Pyncheon Street, as it were now more decorous to call
it, was thronged, at the appointed hour, as with a congregation on its way to
church. All, as they approached, looked upward at the imposing edifice,
which was henceforth to assume its rank among the habitations of mankind.
Thereit rose, alittle withdrawn from the line of the street, but in pride, not
modesty. Its whole visible exterior was ornamented with quaint figures,
conceived in the grotesqueness of a Gothic fancy, and drawn or stamped in
the glittering plaster, composed of lime, pebbles, and bits of glass, with
which the woodwork of the walls was overspread. On every side the seven
gabl es pointed sharply towards the sky, and presented the aspect of awhole
sisterhood of edifices, breathing through the spiracles of one great chimney.
The many lattices, with their small, diamond-shaped panes, admitted the
sunlight into hall and chamber, while, nevertheless, the second story, pro-
jecting far over the base, and itself retiring beneath the third, threw a shad-
owy and thoughtful gloom into the lower rooms. Carved globes of wood
were affixed under the jutting stories. Little spiral rods of iron beautified
each of the seven peaks. On the triangular portion of the gable, that fronted
next the street, was a dial, put up that very morning, and on which the sun
was still marking the passage of the first bright hour in a history that was
not destined to be all so bright. All around were scattered shavings, chips,
shingles, and broken halves of bricks; these, together with the lately turned
earth, on which the grass had not begun to grow, contributed to the impres-
sion of strangeness and novelty proper to a house that had yet its place to
make among men’s daily interests.

The principal entrance, which had almost the breadth of a church-door,
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was in the angle between the two front gables, and was covered by an open
porch, with benches beneath its shelter. Under this arched doorway, scrap-
ing their feet on the unworn threshold, now trod the clergymen, the elders,
the magistrates, the deacons, and whatever of aristocracy there was in town
or county. Thither, too, thronged the plebeian classes as freely as their
betters, and in larger number. Just within the entrance, however, stood two
serving-men, pointing some of the guests to the neighborhood of the kitchen
and ushering others into the statelier rooms,—hospitable alike to all, but
still with a scrutinizing regard to the high or low degree of each. Velvet
garments sombre but rich, siffly plaited ruffs and bands, embroidered gloves,
venerable beards, the mien and countenance of authority, made it easy to
distinguish the gentleman of worship, at that period, from the tradesman,
with his plodding air, or the laborer, in his leathern jerkin, stealing awe-
stricken into the house which he had perhaps helped to build.

One inauspicious circumstance there was, which awakened a hardly con-
cealed displeasure in the breasts of a few of the more punctilious visitors.
The founder of this stately mansion—a gentleman noted for the square and
ponderous courtesy of his demeanor, ought surely to have stood in his own
hall, and to have offered the first welcome to so many eminent personages
as here presented themselvesin honor of his solemn festival. He was as yet
invisible; the most favored of the guests had not beheld him. This sluggish-
ness on Colonel Pyncheon’s part became still more unaccountable, when
the second dignitary of the province made his appearance, and found no
more ceremonious a reception.  The lieutenant-governor, although his visit
was one of the anticipated glories of the day, had alighted from his horse,
and assisted his lady from her side-saddle, and crossed the Colonel’s
threshold, without other greeting than that of the principal domestic.

This person—a gray-headed man, of quiet and most respectful deport-
ment —found it necessary to explain that his master still remained in his
study, or private apartment; on entering which, an hour before, he had ex-
pressed a wish on no account to be disturbed.

“Do not you seg, fellow,” said the high-sheriff of the county, taking the
servant aside, “that thisis no less a man than the lieutenant-governor? Sum-
mon Colonel Pyncheon at once! | know that he received letters from En-
gland this morning; and, in the perusal and consideration of them, an hour
may have passed away without his noticing it. But he will beill-pleased, |
judge if you suffer him to neglect the courtesy due to one of our chief
rulers, and who may be said to represent King William, in the absence of
the governor himself. Call your master instantly.”

“Nay, please your worship,” answered the man, in much perplexity, but
with a backwardness that strikingly indicated the hard and severe character
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of Colonel Pyncheon’s domestic rule; “ my master’ s orders were exceeding
strict; and, as your worship knows, he permits of no discretion in the obedi-
ence of those who owe him service. Let who list open yonder door; | dare
not, though the governor’s own voice should bid me do it!”

“Pooh, pooh, master high sheriff!” cried the lieutenant-governor, who
had overheard the foregoing discussion, and felt himself high enough in
station to play alittlewith his dignity. “I will take the matter into my own
hands. It istime that the good Colonel came forth to greet his friends; else
we shall be apt to suspect that he has taken a sip too much of his Canary
wine, in his extreme deliberation which cask it were best to broach in honor
of the day! But since he is so much behindhand, | will give him a
remembrancer myself!”

Accordingly, with such a tramp of his ponderous riding-boots as might
of itself have been audible in the remotest of the seven gables, he advanced
to the door, which the servant pointed out, and made its new panels reecho
with aloud, free knock. Then, looking round, with asmile, to the spectators,
he awaited a response. As none came, however, he knocked again, but
with the same unsatisfactory result as at first. And now, being a trifle cho-
leric in his temperament, the lieutenant-governor uplifted the heavy hilt of
his sword, wherewith he so beat and banged upon the door, that, as some of
the bystanders whispered, the racket might have disturbed the dead. Be
that as it might, it seemed to produce no awakening effect on Colonel
Pyncheon. When the sound subsided, the silence through the house was
deep, dreary, and oppressive, notwithstanding that the tongues of many of
the guests had already been |oosened by a surreptitious cup or two of wine
or spirits.

“ Strange, forsoothl—very strange!” cried the lieutenant-governor, whose
smile was changed to a frown. “But seeing that our host sets us the good
exampl e of forgetting ceremony, | shall likewise throw it aside, and make
freeto intrude on his privacy.”

Hetried the door, which yielded to his hand, and was flung wide open by
a sudden gust of wind that passed, as with a loud sigh, from the outermost
portal through all the passages and apartments of the new house. It rustled
the silken garments of the ladies, and waved thelong curls of the gentlemen’s
wigs, and shook the window-hangings and the curtains of the bedchambers;
causing everywhereasingular stir, which yet was more likea hush. A shadow
of awe and half-fearful anticipation—nobody knew wherefore, nor of what—
had all at once fallen over the company.

They thronged, however, to the now open door, pressing the lieutenant-
governor, in the eagerness of their curiosity, into the room in advance of
them. At the first glimpse they beheld nothing extraordinary: a hand-
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somely furnished room, of moderate size, somewhat darkened by curtains;
books arranged on shelves; alarge map on thewall, and likewise a portrait
of Colonel Pyncheon, beneath which sat the original Colonel himself, in an
oaken elbow-chair, with apen in hishand. Letters, parchments, and blank
sheets of paper were on the table before him. He appeared to gaze at the
curious crowd, in front of which stood the lieutenant-governor; and there
was a frown on his dark and massive countenance, as if sternly resentful of
the boldness that had impelled them into his private retirement.

A little boy—the Colonel’ s grandchild, and the only human being that
ever dared to be familiar with him—now made his way among the guests,
and ran towards the seated figure; then pausing halfway, he began to shriek
with terror. The company, tremulous as the leaves of a tree, when all are
shaking together, drew nearer, and perceived that there was an unnatural
distortion in the fixedness of Colonel Pyncheon’s stare; that there was blood
on his ruff, and that his hoary beard was saturated with it. It wastoo late to
give assistance. The iron-hearted Puritan, the relentless persecutor, the
grasping and strong-willed man was dead! Dead, in his new house! There
isatradition, only worth alluding to as lending a tinge of superstitious awe
to a scene perhaps gloomy enough without it, that a voice spoke loudly
among the guests, the tones of which were like those of old Matthew Maule,
the executed wizard,—" God hath given him blood to drink!”

Thus early had that one guest,—the only guest who is certain, at one
time or another, to find his way into every human dwelling, —thus early
had Death stepped across the threshold of the House of the Seven Gables!

Colond Pyncheon’ s sudden and mysterious end made a vast deal of noise
initsday. There were many rumors, some of which have vaguely drifted
down to the present time, how that appearances indicated violence; that
there were the marks of fingers on his throat, and the print of a bloody hand
on his plaited ruff; and that his peaked beard was dishevelled, asif it had
been fiercely clutched and pulled. It was averred, likewise, that the lattice
window, near the Colonel’ s chair, was open; and that, only a few minutes
before the fatal occurrence, the figure of a man had been seen clambering
over the garden fence, in the rear of the house. But it werefolly to lay any
stress on stories of this kind, which are sure to spring up around such an
event as that now related, and which, as in the present case, sometimes
prolong themsel ves for ages afterwards, like the toadstools that indicate
where the fallen and buried trunk of a tree has long since mouldered into
the earth. For our own part, we allow them just as little credence as to that
other fable of the skeleton hand which the lieutenant- governor was said to
have seen at the Colonel’ s throat, but which vanished away, as he advanced
farther into the room. Certainit is, however, that there was a great consul-



THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 9

tation and dispute of doctors over the dead body. One,—John Swinnerton
by name,—who appears to have been a man of eminence, upheld it, if we
have rightly understood his terms of art, to be a case of apoplexy. His
professional brethren, each for himself, adopted various hypotheses, more
or less plausible, but all dressed out in a perplexing mystery of phrase,
which, if it do not show a bewilderment of mind in these erudite physicians,
certainly causesit in the unlearned peruser of their opinions. The coroner’s
jury sat upon the corpse, and, like sensible men, returned an unassailable
verdict of “ Sudden Death!”

It is indeed difficult to imagine that there could have been a serious sus-
picion of murder, or the slightest grounds for implicating any particular
individual as the perpetrator. The rank, wealth, and eminent character of
the deceased must have insured the strictest scrutiny into every ambiguous
circumstance. As none such is on record, it is safe to assume that none
existed Tradition,—which sometimes brings down truth that history has let
dlip, but is oftener the wild babble of the time, such as was formerly spoken
at the fireside and now congeal s in newspapers,—tradition is responsible
for all contrary averments. In Colonel Pyncheon’ s funeral sermon, which
was printed, and is still extant, the Rev. Mr. Higginson enumerates, among
the many felicities of his distinguished parishioner’ s earthly career, the happy
seasonableness of his death. His duties all performed, —the highest pros-
perity attained,—his race and future generations fixed on a stable basis,
and with a stately roof to shelter them for centuries to come,—what other
upward step remained for this good man to take, save the final step from
earth to the golden gate of heaven! The pious clergyman surely would not
have uttered words like these had he in the | east suspected that the Colonel
had been thrust into the other world with the clutch of violence upon his
throat.

The family of Colonel Pyncheon, at the epoch of his death, seemed des-
tined to as fortunate a permanence as can anywise consist with the inherent
instability of human affairs. It might fairly be anticipated that the progress
of time would rather increase and ripen their prosperity, than wear away
and destroy it. For, not only had his son and heir come into immediate
enjoyment of arich estate, but there was a claim through an Indian deed,
confirmed by a subsequent grant of the General Court, to avast and as yet
unexplored and unmeasured tract of Eastern lands. These possessions—
for as such they might almost certainly be reckoned—comprised the greater
part of what is now known as Waldo County, in the state of Maine, and
were more extensive than many a dukedom, or even a reigning prince's
territory, on European soil. When the pathless forest that still covered this
wild principality should give place—as it inevitably must, though perhaps
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not till ages hence—to the golden fertility of human culture, it would be the
source of incalculable wealth to the Pyncheon blood. Had the Colonel
survived only a few weeks longer, it is probable that his great political
influence, and powerful connections at home and abroad, would have con-
summated all that was necessary to render the claim available. But, in
spite of good Mr. Higginson's congratulatory eloguence, this appeared to
be the one thing which Colonel Pyncheon, provident and sagacious as he
was, had allowed to go at loose ends. So far as the prospective territory
was concerned, he unquestionably died too soon. His son lacked not merely
the father’ s eminent position, but the talent and force of character to achieve
it: hecould, therefore, effect nothing by dint of political interest; and the
bare justice or legality of the claim was not so apparent, after the Colonél’s
decease, as it had been pronounced in his lifetime. Some connecting link
had dlipped out of the evidence, and could not anywhere be found.

Efforts, it is true, were made by the Pyncheons, not only then, but at
various periods for nearly a hundred years afterwards, to obtain what they
stubbornly persisted in deeming their right. But, in course of time, the terri-
tory was partly regranted to more favored individuals, and partly cleared
and occupied by actual settlers. Theselast, if they ever heard of the Pyncheon
title, would have laughed at the idea of any man’s asserting a right—on the
strength of mouldy parchments, signed with the faded autographs of gover-
nors and legislators long dead and forgotten—to the lands which they or
their fathers had wrested from the wild hand of nature by their own sturdy
toil. Thisimpalpable claim, therefore, resulted in nothing more solid than
to cherish, from generation to generation, an absurd delusion of family
importance, which all along characterized the Pyncheons. It caused the
poorest member of the race to feel asif he inherited a kind of nobility, and
might yet come into the possession of princely wealth to support it. Inthe
better specimens of the breed, this peculiarity threw an ideal grace over the
hard materia of human life, without stealing away any truly valuable quality.
In the baser sort, its effect was to increase the liability to sluggishness and
dependence, and induce the victim of a shadowy hope to remit all self-
effort, while awaiting the realization of his dreams. Years and years after
their claim had passed out of the public memory, the Pyncheons were ac-
customed to consult the Colonel’ s ancient map, which had been projected
while Waldo County was still an unbroken wilderness. Where the old land
surveyor had put down woods, lakes, and rivers, they marked out the cleared
spaces, and dotted the villages and towns, and calculated the progressively
increasing value of the territory, as if there were yet a prospect of its ulti-
mately forming a princedom for themselves.

In almost every generation, neverthel ess, there happened to be some one
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descendant of the family gifted with a portion of the hard, keen sense, and
practical energy, that had so remarkably distinguished the original founder.
His character, indeed, might be traced all the way down, as distinctly as if
the Colonel himself, a little diluted, had been gifted with a sort of intermit-
tent immortality on earth. At two or three epochs, when the fortunes of the
family were low, this representative of hereditary qualities had made his
appearance, and caused the traditionary gossips of the town to whisper
among themselves, “ Here is the old Pyncheon come again! Now the Seven
Gables will be new-shingled!” From father to son, they clung to the ances-
tral house with singular tenacity of home attachment. For various reasons,
however, and from impressions often too vaguely founded to be put on
paper, the writer cherishes the belief that many, if not most, of the succes-
sive proprietors of this estate were troubled with doubts as to their moral
right to hold it. Of their legal tenure there could be no question; but old
Matthew Maule, it is to be feared, trode downward from his own ageto a
far later one, planting a heavy footstep, al the way, on the conscience of a
Pyncheon. If so, we are |eft to dispose of the awful query, whether each
inheritor of the property-conscious of wrong, and failing to rectify it—did
not commit anew the great guilt of his ancestor, and incur all its original
responsibilities. And supposing such to be the case, would it not be a far
truer mode of expression to say of the Pyncheon family, that they inherited
a great misfortune, than the reverse?

We have already hinted that it is not our purpose to trace down the his-
tory of the Pyncheon family, in its unbroken connection with the House of
the Seven Gables; nor to show, asin a magic picture, how the rustiness and
infirmity of age gathered over the venerable house itself. Asregards its
interior life, alarge, dim looking-glass used to hang in one of the rooms,
and was fabled to contain within its depths all the shapes that had ever been
reflected there,—the old Colond himself, and his many descendants, some
inthe garb of antique babyhood, and others in the bloom of feminine beauty
or manly prime, or saddened with the wrinkles of frosty age. Had we the
secret of that mirror, we would gladly sit down before it, and transfer its
revelations to our page. But there was a story, for which it is difficult to
conceive any foundation, that the posterity of Matthew Maule had some
connection with the mystery of the looking-glass, and that, by what appears
to have been a sort of mesmeric process, they could make itsinner region
all alive with the departed Pyncheons; not as they had shown themselves to
the world, nor in their better and happier hours, but as doing over again
some deed of sin, or in the crisis of life's bitterest sorrow. The popular
imagination, indeed, long kept itself busy with the affair of the old Puritan
Pyncheon and the wizard Maule; the curse which the latter flung from his
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scaffold was remembered, with the very important addition, that it had be-
come a part of the Pyncheon inheritance. If one of the family did but gurgle
in histhroat, a bystander would be likely enough to whisper, between jest
and earnest,” He has Maule’s blood to drink!” The sudden death of a
Pyncheon, about a hundred years ago, with circumstances very similar to
what have been related of the Colonél’ s exit, was held as giving additional
probability tothe received opinion onthistopic. It was considered, moreover,
an ugly and ominous circumstance, that Colonel Pyncheon’s picture—in
obedience, it was said, to a provision of his will—remained affixed to the
wall of theroomin which hedied. Those stern, immitigable features seemed
to symbolize an evil influence, and so darkly to mingle the shadow of their
presence with the sunshine of the passing hour, that no good thoughts or
purposes could ever spring up and blossom there. To the thoughtful mind
there will be no tinge of superstition in what we figuratively express, by
affirming that the ghost of a dead progenitor—perhaps as a portion of his
own punishment—is often doomed to become the Evil Genius of his family.

The Pyncheons, in brief, lived along, for the better part of two centuries,
with perhaps less of outward vicissitude than has attended most other New
England families during the same period of time. Possessing very distinc-
tivetraits of their own, they nevertheless took the general characteristics of
thelittle community in which they dwelt; atown noted for itsfrugal, discreet,
well-ordered, and home-loving inhabitants, as well as for the somewhat
confined scope of its sympathies; but in which, be it said, there are odder
individuals, and, now and then, stranger occurrences, than one meets with
almost anywhere else. During the Revolution, the Pyncheon of that epoch,
adopting the royal side, became a refugee; but repented, and made his
reappearance, just at the point of time to preserve the House of the Seven
Gables from confiscation. For the last seventy years the most noted event
in the Pyncheon annals had been likewise the heaviest calamity that ever
befell the race; no less than the violent death—for so it was adjudged—of
one member of the family by the criminal act of another. Certain circum-
stances attending this fatal occurrence had brought the deed irresistibly
home to a nephew of the deceased Pyncheon. The young man was tried
and convicted of the crime; but either the circumstantial nature of the
evidence, and possibly some lurking doubts in the breast of the executive,
or” lastly—an argument of greater weight in a republic than it could have
been under a monarchy,—the high respectability and political influence of
the criminal’ s connections, had availed to mitigate his doom from death to
perpetual imprisonment. This sad affair had chanced about thirty years
before the action of our story commences. Latterly, there were rumors
(which few believed, and only one or two felt greatly interested in) that this
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long-buried man was likely, for some reason or other, to be summoned
forth from his living tomb.

Itis essential to say a few words respecting the victim of this now almost
forgotten murder. He was an old bachelor, and possessed of great wealth,
in addition to the house and real estate which constituted what remained of
the ancient Pyncheon property. Being of an eccentric and melancholy turn
of mind, and greatly given to rummaging old records and hearkening to old
traditions, he had brought himself, it is averred, to the conclusion that Mat-
thew Maule, the wizard, had been foully wronged out of his homestead, if
not out of hislife. Such being the case, and he, the old bachelor, in posses-
sion of the ill-gotten spoil,—with the black stain of blood sunken deep into
it, and still to be scented by conscientious nostrils, —the question occurred,
whether it were not imperative upon him, even at this late hour, to make
restitution to Maul€e' s posterity. To aman living so much in the past, and so
little in the present, as the secluded and antiquarian old bachelor, a century
and a half seemed not so vast a period as to obviate the propriety of substi-
tuting right for wrong. It was the belief of those who knew him best, that he
would positively have taken the very singular step of giving up the House
of the Seven Gables to the representative of Matthew Maule, but for the
unspeakabl e tumult which a suspicion of the old gentleman’ s project awak-
ened among his Pyncheon relatives. Their exertions had the effect of sus-
pending his purpose; but it was feared that he would perform, after death,
by the operation of hislast will, what he had so hardly been prevented from
doing in his proper lifetime. But there is no one thing which men so rarely
do, whatever the provocation or inducement, as to bequeath patrimonial
property away from their own blood. They may love other individuals far
better than their relatives,—they may even cherish dislike, or positive hatred,
to the latter; but yet, in view of death, the strong prejudice of propinquity
revives, and impels the testator to send down his estate in the line marked
out by custom so immemorial that it looks like nature. In all the Pyncheons,
this feeling had the energy of disease. It was too powerful for the conscien-
tious scruples of the old bachelor; at whose death, accordingly, the man-
sion-house, together with most of his other riches, passed into the posses-
sion of his next legal representative.

This was a nephew, the cousin of the miserable young man who had
been convicted of the uncle's murder. The new heir, up to the period of his
accession, was reckoned rather a dissipated youth, but had at once reformed,
and made himself an exceedingly respectable member of society. In fact,
he showed more of the Pyncheon quality, and had won higher eminence in
the world, than any of his race since the time of the original Puritan. Ap-
plying himself in earlier manhood to the study of the law, and having a
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natural tendency towards office, he had attained, many years ago, to a judi-
cial situation in some inferior court, which gave himfor life the very desir-
able and imposing title of judge. Later, he had engaged in politics, and
served a part of two terms in Congress, besides making a considerable fig-
urein both branches of the State legislature.  Judge Pyncheon was unques-
tionably an honor to hisrace. He had built himself a country-seat within a
few miles of his native town, and there spent such portions of histime as
could be spared from public service in the display of every grace and vir-
tue—as a newspaper phrased it, on the eve of an election—Dbefitting the
Christian, the good citizen, the horticulturist, and the gentleman.

There were few of the Pyncheons left to sun themselves in the glow of
the Judge’ s prosperity. In respect to natural increase, the breed had not
thriven; it appeared rather to be dying out. The only members of the family
known to be extant were, first, the Judge himself, and a single surviving
son, who was now travelling in Europe; next, the thirty years' prisoner,
already alluded to, and a sister of the latter, who occupied, in an extremely
retired manner, the House of the Seven Gables, in which she had a life-
estate by the will of the old bachelor. She was understood to be wretchedly
poor, and seemed to make it her choice to remain so; inasmuch as her afflu-
ent cousin, the Judge, had repeatedly offered her all the comforts of life,
either in the old mansion or his own modern residence. Thelast and youngest
Pyncheon was a little country-girl of seventeen, the daughter of another of
the Judge’s cousins, who had married a young woman of no family or
property, and died early and in poor circumstances. His widow had re-
cently taken another husband.

As for Matthew Maul€'s posterity, it was supposed now to be extinct.
For avery long period after the witchcraft delusion, however, the Maules
had continued to inhabit the town where their progenitor had suffered so
unjust adeath. To all appearance, they were a quiet, honest, well-meaning
race of people, cherishing no malice against individuals or the public for
the wrong which had been done them; or if, at their own fireside, they
transmitted from father to child any hostile recollection of the wizard' s fate
and their lost patrimony, it was never acted upon, nor openly expressed.
Nor would it have been singular had they ceased to remember that the House
of the Seven Gables was resting its heavy framework on a foundation that
was rightfully their own. Thereis something so massive, stable, and almost
irresistibly imposing in the exterior presentment of established rank and
great possessions, that their very existence seems to give them a right to
exist; at least, so excellent a counterfeit of right, that few poor and humble
men have moral force enough to question it, even in their secret minds.
Such isthe case now, after so many ancient prejudices have been overthrown;
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and it was far more so in ante-Revolutionary days, when the aristocracy
could venture to be proud, and the low were content to be abased. Thusthe
Maules, at all events, kept their resentments within their own breasts. They
were generally poverty-stricken; always plebeian and obscure; working with
unsuccessful diligence at handicrafts; laboring on the wharves, or follow-
ing the sea, as sailors before the mast; living here and there about the town,
in hired tenements, and coming finally to the almshouse as the natural home
of their old age. At last, after cregping, asit were, for such alength of time
along the utmost verge of the opague puddle of obscurity, they had taken
that downright plunge which, sooner or later, is the destiny of al families,
whether princely or plebeian. For thirty years past, neither town-record,
nor gravestone, nor the directory, nor the knowledge or memory of man,
bore any trace of Matthew Maul€' s descendants. His blood might possibly
exist elsewhere; here, where its lowly current could be traced so far back, it
had ceased to keep an onward course.

So long as any of the race were to be found, they had been marked out
from other men—not strikingly, nor as with a sharp line, but with an effect
that was felt rather than spoken of—by an hereditary character of reserve.
Their companions, or those who endeavored to become such, grew con-
scious of acircle round about the Maules, within the sanctity or the spell of
which, in spite of an exterior of sufficient frankness and good-fellowship, it
was impossible for any man to step. It was this indefinable peculiarity,
perhaps, that, by insulating them from human aid, kept them always so
unfortunate in life. It certainly operated to prolong in their case, and to
confirmto them as their only inheritance, those feelings of repugnance and
superstitious terror with which the people of the town, even after awaken-
ing fromtheir frenzy, continued to regard the memory of the reputed witches.
The mantle, or rather the ragged cloak, of old Matthew Maule had fallen
upon his children. They were half believed to inherit mysterious attributes;
the family eye was said to possess strange power. Among other good-for-
nothing properties and privileges, one was especially assigned them,—that
of exercising an influence over people' s dreams. The Pyncheons, if all
stories were true, haughtily as they bore themsel ves in the noonday streets
of their native town, were no better than bond-servants to these plebeian
Maules, on entering the topsy-turvy commonwealth of sleep. Modern
psychology, it may be, will endeavor to reduce these alleged necromancies
within a system, instead of rejecting them as altogether fabulous.

A descriptive paragraph or two, treating of the seven-gabled mansion in
its more recent aspect, will bring this preliminary chapter to aclose. The
street in which it upreared its venerable peaks has long ceased to be a fash-
ionable quarter of the town; so that, though the old edifice was surrounded
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by habitations of modern date, they were mostly small, built entirely of
wood, and typical of the most plodding uniformity of common life.
Doubtless, however, the whole story of human existence may be latent in
each of them, but with no picturesqueness, externally, that can attract the
imagination or sympathy to seek it there. But as for the old structure of our
story, its white-oak frame, and its boards, shingles, and crumbling plaster,
and even the huge, clustered chimney in the midst, seemed to constitute
only the least and meanest part of its reality. So much of mankind' s varied
experience had passed there,—so much had been suffered, and something,
too, enjoyed,—that the very timbers were oozy, as with the moisture of a
heart. It wasitself like a great human heart, with alife of its own, and full
of rich and sombre reminiscences.

The deep projection of the second story gave the house such a meditative
look, that you could not pass it without the idea that it had secrets to keep,
and an eventful history to moralize upon. In front, just on the edge of the
unpaved sidewalk, grew the Pyncheon Elm, which, in reference to such
trees as one usually meets with, might well be termed gigantic. It had been
planted by a great-grandson of the first Pyncheon, and, though now four-
score years of age, or perhaps nearer a hundred, was still in its strong and
broad maturity, throwing its shadow from side to side of the street, overtop-
ping the seven gables, and sweeping the whol e black roof with its pendant
foliage. It gave beauty to the old edifice, and seemed to make it a part of
nature. The street having been widened about forty years ago, the front
gable was now precisely on alinewith it. On either side extended aruin-
ous wooden fence of open lattice-work, through which could be seen a
grassy yard, and, especially in the angles of the building, an enormous fer-
tility of burdocks, with leaves, it is hardly an exaggeration to say, two or
three feet long. Behind the house there appeared to be a garden, which
undoubtedly had once been extensive, but was now infringed upon by other
enclosures, or shut in by habitations and outbuildings that stood on another
street. It would be an omission, trifling, indeed, but unpardonable, were we
to forget the green moss that had long since gathered over the projections
of the windows, and on the slopes of the roof nor must we fail to direct the
reader’s eye to a crop, not of weeds, but flower-shrubs, which were grow-
ing aloft inthe air, not a great way from the chimney, in the nook between
two of the gables. They were called Alice's Posies. The tradition was, that
a certain Alice Pyncheon had flung up the seeds, in sport, and that the dust
of the street and the decay of the roof gradually formed a kind of soil for
them, out of which they grew, when Alice had long been in her grave.
However the flowers might have come there, it was both sad and sweet to
observe how Nature adopted to herself this desolate, decaying, gusty, rusty
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old house of the Pyncheon family; and how the even-returning summer did
her best to gladden it with tender beauty, and grew melancholy in the effort.

There is one other feature, very essential to be noticed, but which, we
greatly fear, may damage any picturesque and romantic impression which
we have been willing to throw over our sketch of this respectable edifice.
In the front gable, under the impending brow of the second story, and con-
tiguous to the street, was a shop-door, divided horizontally in the midst,
and with a window for its upper segment, such asis often seen in dwellings
of a somewhat ancient date. This same shop-door had been a subject of No
slight mortification to the present occupant of the august Pyncheon House,
aswell asto some of her predecessors. The matter is disagreeably delicate
to handle; but, since the reader must needs be let into the secret, he will
please to understand, that, about a century ago, the head of the Pyncheons
found himself involved in serious financial difficulties. The fellow
(gentleman, as he styled himself) can hardly have been other than a spuri-
ous interloper; for, instead of seeking office from the king or the royal
governor, or urging his hereditary claim to Eastern lands, he bethought
himself of no better avenue to wealth than by cutting a shop-door through
the side of his ancestral residence. It was the custom of the time, indeed,
for merchants to store their goods and transact business in their own
dwellings. But there was something pitifully small in this old Pyncheon’'s
mode of setting about his commercial operations; it was whispered, that,
with his own hands, all beruffled as they were, he used to give change for a
shilling, and would turn a half-penny twice over, to make sure that it was a
good one. Beyond all question, he had the blood of a petty huckster in his
veins, through whatever channel it may have found its way there.

Immediately on his death, the shop-door had been locked, bolted, and
barred, and, down to the period of our story, had probably never once been
opened. The old counter, shelves, and other fixtures of the little shop re-
mained just as he had left them. It used to be affirmed, that the dead shop-
keeper, in awhite wig, a faded velvet coat, an apron at hiswaist, and his
ruffles carefully turned back from his wrists, might be seen through the
chinks of the shutters, any night of the year, ransacking his till, or poring
over the dingy pages of his day-book. From the ook of unutterable woe
upon hisface, it appeared to be his doom to spend eternity in a vain effort to
make his accounts balance.

And now—in avery humble way, as will be seen—we proceed to open
our narrative.
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lI. The Little Shop-Window

IT still lacked half an hour of sunrise, when Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon—
we will not say awoke, it being doubtful whether the poor lady had so much
as closed her eyes during the brief night of midsummer—but, at all events,
arose from her solitary pillow, and began what it would be mockery to term
the adornment of her person. Far from us be the indecorum of assisting,
even in imagination, at a maiden lady’s toilet! Our story must therefore
await Miss Hepzibah at the threshold of her chamber; only presuming,
meanwhile, to note some of the heavy sighs that labored from her bosom,
with little restraint as to their lugubrious depth and volume of sound, inas-
much as they could be audible to nobody save a disembodied listener like
ourself. The Old Maid was alone in the old house. Alone, except for a
certain respectable and orderly young man, an artist in the daguerreotype
line, who, for about three months back, had been a lodger in a remote
gable—quite a house by itself, indeed,—with locks, bolts, and oaken bars
on all the intervening doors. Inaudible, consequently, were poor Miss
Hepzibah's gusty sighs. Inaudible the creaking joints of her stiffened knees,
as she knelt down by the bedside. And inaudible, too, by mortal ear, but
heard with all-comprehending love and pity in the farthest heaven, that
almost agony of prayer —now whispered, now a groan, now a struggling
silence—wherewith she besought the Divine assistance through the day
Evidently, thisis to be a day of more than ordinary trial to Miss Hepzibah,
who, for above a quarter of a century gone by, has dwelt in strict seclusion,
taking no part in the business of life, and just as littleinits intercourse and
pleasures. Not with such fervor prays the torpid recluse, looking forward
to the cold, sunless, stagnant calm of a day that isto be like innumerable
yesterdays.

The maiden lady’ s devotions are concluded. Will she now issue forth
over the threshold of our story? Not yet, by many moments. First, every
drawer in thetall, old-fashioned bureau is to be opened, with difficulty, and
with a succession of spasmodic jerks then, all must close again, with the
same fidgety reluctance. Thereis a rustling of stiff silks; a tread of back-
ward and forward footsteps to and fro across the chamber. We suspect
Miss Hepzibah, moreover, of taking a step upward into a chair, in order to
give heedful regard to her appearance on all sides, and at full length, in the
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oval, dingy-framed toilet-glass, that hangs above her table. Truly! well,
indeed! who would have thought it! Isall this precious time to be lavished
on the matutinal repair and beautifying of an elderly person, who never
goes abroad, whom nobody ever visits, and from whom, when she shall
have done her utmost, it were the best charity to turn one’s eyes another
way?

Now sheis almost ready. Let us pardon her one other pause; for it is
given to the sole sentiment, or, we might better say, —heightened and ren-
dered intense, as it has been, by sorrow and seclusion,—to the strong pas-
sion of her life. We heard the turning of a key in a small lock; she has
opened a secret drawer of an escritoire, and is probably looking at a certain
miniature, done in Malbone's most perfect style, and representing a face
worthy of no less delicate a pencil. It was once our good fortune to see this
picture. Itisalikeness of ayoung man, in a silken dressing-gown of an old
fashion, the soft richness of which is well adapted to the countenance of
reverie, with its full, tender lips, and beautiful eyes, that seem to indicate
not so much capacity of thought, as gentle and vol uptuous emotion. Of the
possessor of such features we shall have a right to ask nothing, except that
he would take the rude world easily, and make himself happy init. Can it
have been an early lover of Miss Hepzibah? No; she never had a lover—
poor thing, how could she? —nor ever knew, by her own experience, what
love technically means. And yet, her undying faith and trust, her
freshremembrance, and continual devotedness towards the original of that
miniature, have been the only substance for her heart to feed upon.

She seems to have put aside the miniature, and is standing again before
the toilet-glass. There are tears to be wiped off. A few more footsteps to
and fro; and here, at last,—with another pitiful sigh, like a gust of chill,
damp wind out of a long-closed vault, the door of which has accidentally
been set, ajar—here comes Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon! Forth she stepsinto
the dusky, time-darkened passage; a tall figure, clad in black silk, with a
long and shrunken waist, feeling her way towards the stairs like a near-
sighted person, asin truth sheis.

The sun, meanwhile, if not already above the horizon, was ascending
nearer and nearer to its verge. A few clouds, floating high upward, caught
some of the earliest light, and threw down its golden gleam on the windows
of all the houses in the street, not forgetting the House of the Seven Gables,
which—many such sunrises as it had witnessed—Iooked cheerfully at the
present one. The reflected radiance served to show, pretty distinctly, the
aspect and arrangement of the room which Hepzibah entered, after descend-
ing the stairs. It was a low-studded room, with a beam across the ceiling,
panelled with dark wood, and having a large chimney-piece, set round with
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pictured tiles, but now closed by an iron fire-board, through which ran the
funnel of a modern stove. There was a carpet on the floor, originally of rich
texture, but so worn and faded in these latter years that its once brilliant
figure had quite vanished into one indistinguishable hue. In the way of
furniture, there were two tables: one, constructed with perplexing intricacy
and exhibiting as many feet as a centipede; the other, most delicately
wrought, with four long and slender legs, so apparently frail that it was
almost incredible what a length of time the ancient tea-table had stood upon
them. Half a dozen chairs stood about the room, straight and stiff, and so
ingeniously contrived for the discomfort of the human person that they
were irksome even to sight, and conveyed the ugliest possible idea of the
state of society to which they could have been adapted. One exception
there was, however, in avery antique elbow-chair, with a high back, carved
elaborately in oak, and a roomy depth within its arms, that made up, by its
spacious comprehensiveness, for the lack of any of those artistic curves
which abound in a modern chair.

Asfor ornamental articles of furniture, we recollect but two, if such they
may be called. One was a map of the Pyncheon territory at the eastward,
not engraved, but the handiwork of some skilful old draughtsman, and gro-
tesguely illuminated with pictures of Indians and wild beasts, among which
was seen a lion; the natural history of the region being as little known as its
geography, which was put down most fantastically awry. The other adorn-
ment was the portrait of old Colonel Pyncheon, at two thirds length, repre-
senting the stern features of a Puritanic-looking personage, in a skull-cap,
with a laced band and a grizzly beard; holding a Bible with one hand, and
inthe other uplifting aniron sword-hilt. Thelatter object, being more suc-
cessfully depicted by the artist, stood out in far greater prominence than the
sacred volume. Face to face with this picture, on entering the apartment,
Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon came to a pause; regarding it with a singular
scowl, a strange contortion of the brow, which, by people who did not
know her, would probably have been interpreted as an expression of bitter
anger and ill-will. But it was no such thing. She, in fact, felt a reverence
for the pictured visage, of which only a far-descended and time-stricken
virgin could be susceptible; and this forbidding scowl was the innocent
result of her near-sightedness, and an effort so to concentrate her powers of
vision as to substitute a firm outline of the object instead of a vague one.

We must linger a moment on this unfortunate expression of poor
Hepzibah's brow. Her scowl,—as the world, or such part of it as some-
times caught atransitory glimpse of her at the window, wickedly persisted
in calling it,—her scowl had done Miss Hepzibah a very ill office, in estab-
lishing her character as an ill-tempered old maid; nor does it appear im-
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probable that, by often gazing at herself in a dim looking-glass, and per-
petually encountering her own frown with its ghostly sphere, she had been
led to interpret the expression almost as unjustly as the world did. “How
miserably cross | look!” she must often have whispered to herself; and ulti-
mately have fancied hersdlf so, by a sense of inevitable doom. But her
heart never frowned. It was naturally tender, sensitive, and full of little
tremors and palpitations; all of which weaknesses it retained, while her
visage was growing so perversely stern, and even fierce. Nor had Hepzibah
ever any hardihood, except what came from the very warmest nook in her
affections.

All thistime, however, we are loitering faintheartedly on the threshold
of our story. In very truth, we have an invincible reluctance to disclose
what Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon was about to do.

It has already been observed, that, in the basement story of the gable
fronting on the street, an unworthy ancestor, nearly a century ago, had fit-
ted up a shop. Ever since the old gentleman retired from trade, and fell
asleep under his coffin-lid, not only the shop-door, but the inner
arrangements, had been suffered to remain unchanged; while the dust of
ages gathered inch-deep over the shelves and counter, and partly filled an
old pair of scales, asif it were of value enough to be weighed. It treasured
itself up, too, in the half-open till, where there till lingered a base sixpence,
worth neither more nor less than the hereditary pride which had here been
put to shame. Such had been the state and condition of the little shopin old
Hepzibah' s childhood, when she and her brother used to play at hide-and-
seek in its forsaken precincts. So it had remained, until within afew days
past.

But Now, though the shop-window was still closely curtained from the
public gaze, a remarkable change had taken place initsinterior. Therich
and heavy festoons of cobweb, which it had cost a long ancestral succes-
sion of spiderstheir life slabor to spin and weave, had been carefully brushed
away fromtheceiling. The counter, shelves, and floor had all been scoured,
and the latter was overstrewn with fresh blue sand. The brown scales, too,
had evidently undergone rigid discipline, in an unavailing effort to rub off
the rust, which, alas! had eaten through and through their substance. Nei-
ther was the little old shop any longer empty of merchantable goods. A
curious eye, privileged to take an account of stock and investigate behind
the counter, would have discovered a barrel, yea, two or three barrels and
half ditto,—one containing flour, another apples, and a third, perhaps, In-
dian meal. Therewas likewise a square box of pine-wood, full of soap in
bars; aso, another of the same size, in which weretallow candles, tento the
pound. A small stock of brown sugar, some white beans and split peas, and
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afew other commodities of low price, and such as are constantly in demand,
made up the bulkier portion of the merchandise. It might have been taken
for a ghostly or phantasmagoric reflection of the old shopkeeper Pyncheon's
shabbily provided shelves, save that some of the articles were of a descrip-
tion and outward form which could hardly have been known in hisday. For
instance, there was a glass pickle-jar, filled with fragments of Gibraltar
rock; not, indeed, splinters of the veritable stone foundation of the famous
fortress, but bits of delectable candy, neatly done up in white paper. Jim
Crow, moreover, was seen executing his world-renowned dance, in
gingerbread. A party of leaden dragoons were galloping aong one of the
shelves, in equipments and uniform of modern cut; and there were some
sugar figures, with no strong resemblance to the humanity of any epoch,
but | ess unsati sfactorily representing our own fashions than those of a hun-
dred years ago. Another phenomenon, still more strikingly modern, was a
package of lucifer matches, which, in old times, would have been thought
actually to borrow their instantaneous flame from the nether fires of Tophet.

In short, to bring the matter at once to a point, it was incontrovertibly
evident that somebody had taken the shop and fixtures of the long-retired
and forgotten Mr. Pyncheon, and was about to renew the enterprise of that
departed worthy, with a different set of customers. Who could this bold
adventurer be? And, of all places in the world, why had he chosen the
House of the Seven Gables as the scene of his commercial speculations?

We return to the elderly maiden. She at length withdrew her eyes from
the dark countenance of the Colonel’s portrait, heaved a sigh, —indeed,
her breast was a very cave of Aolus that morning, —and stept across the
room on tiptoe, as is the customary gait of elderly women. Passing through
an intervening passage, she opened a door that communicated with the shop,
just now so elaborately described. Owing to the projection of the upper
story—and still more to the thick shadow of the Pyncheon Elm, which stood
almost directly in front of the gable—the twilight, here, was still as much
akin to night as morning. Another heavy sigh from Miss Hepzibah! After a
moment’ s pause on the threshold, peering towards the window with her
near-sighted scowl, asif frowning down some bitter enemy, she suddenly
projected hersdlf into the shop. The haste, and, as it were, the galvanic
impul se of the movement, were really quite startling.

Nervously—in a sort of frenzy, we might almost say—she began to busy
herself in arranging some children’s playthings, and other little wares, on
the shelves and at the shop-window. In the aspect of this dark-arrayed,
pale-faced, ladylike old figure there was a deeply tragic character that con-
trasted irreconcilably with the ludicrous pettiness of her employment. It
seemed a queer anomaly, that so gaunt and dismal a personage should take
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atoy in hand; a miracle, that thetoy did not vanishin her grasp; a miserably
absurd idea, that she should go on perplexing her stiff and sombre intellect
with the question how to tempt little boys into her premises! Yet suchis
undoubtedly her object. Now she places a gingerbread elephant against the
window, but with so tremulous a touch that it tumbles upon the floor, with
the dismemberment of threelegs and itstrunk; it has ceased to be an € epharnt,
and has become a few bits of musty gingerbread. There, again, she has
upset a tumbler of marbles, all of whichroll different ways, and each indi-
vidual marble, devil-directed, into the most difficult obscurity that it can
find. Heaven help our poor old Hepzibah, and forgive us for taking a ludi-
crous view of her position! As her rigid and rusty frame goes down upon its
hands and knees, in quest of the absconding marbles, we positively feel so
much the more inclined to shed tears of sympathy, from the very fact that
we must needs turn aside and laugh at her. For here,—and if we fail to
impressit suitably upon the reader, it is our own fault, not that of the theme,
hereis one of the truest points of melancholy interest that occur in ordinary
life. 1t wasthefinal throe of what called itself old gentility. A, lady—who
had fed herself from childhood with the shadowy food of aristocratic
reminiscences, and whose religion it was that a lady’ s hand soilsitself irre-
mediably by doing aught for bread,—this born lady, after sixty years of
narrowing means, is fain to step down from her pedestal of imaginary rank.
Poverty, treading closely at her heelsfor alifetime, has come up with her at
last. She must earn her own food, or starve! And we have stolen upon Miss
Hepzibah Pyncheon, too irreverently, at the instant of time when the patri-
cian lady is to be transformed into the plebeian woman.

In this republican country, amid the fluctuating waves of our social life,
somebody is always at the drowning-point. The tragedy is enacted with as
continual a repetition as that of a popular drama on a holiday, and,
nevertheless, isfet as deeply, perhaps, as when an hereditary noble sinks
below his order. More deeply; since, with us, rank is the grosser substance
of wealth and a splendid establishment, and has no spiritual existence after
the death of these, but dies hopelessly along with them. And, therefore,
since we have been unfortunate enough to introduce our heroine at so in-
auspicious a juncture, we would entreat for amood of due solemnity in the
spectators of her fate. Let us behold, in poor Hepzibah, the immemorial,
lady—two hundred years old, on this side of the water, and thrice as many
on the other, —with her antique portraits, pedigrees, coats of arms, records
and traditions, and her claim, asjoint heiress, to that princely territory at the
eastward, no longer a wilderness, but a populous fertility,—born, too, in
Pyncheon Street, under the Pyncheon Elm, and in the Pyncheon House,
where she has spent all her days, —reduced. Now, in that very house, to be
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the hucksteress of a cent-shop.

This business of setting up a petty shop is almost the only resource of
women, in circumstances at al similar to those of our unfortunate recluse.
With her near-sightedness, and those tremulous fingers of hers, at once
inflexible and delicate, she could not be a seamstress; although her sampler,
of fifty years gone by, exhibited some of the most recondite specimens of
ornamental needlework. A school for little children had been often in her
thoughts; and, at one time, she had begun a review of her early studiesin
the New England Primer, with a view to prepare herself for the office of
instructress. But thelove of children had never been quickenedin Hepzibah's
heart, and was now torpid, if not extinct; she watched the little people of
the neighborhood from her chamber-window, and doubted whether she could
tolerate a more intimate acquaintance with them. Besides, in our day, the
very A B C has become a science greatly too abstruse to be any longer
taught by pointing a pin from letter to letter. A modern child could teach
old Hepzibah more than old Hepzibah could teach the child. So—with
many a cold, deep heart-quake at the idea of at last coming into sordid
contact with the world, from which she had so long kept aloof, while every
added day of seclusion had rolled another stone against the cavern door of
her hermitage—the poor thing bethought herself of the ancient shop-window,
the rusty scales, and dusty till. She might have held back a little longer; but
another circumstance, not yet hinted at, had somewhat hastened her decision.
Her humble preparations, therefore, were duly made, and the enterprise
was now to be commenced. Nor was she entitled to complain of any re-
markabl e singularity in her fate; for, in the town of her nativity, we might
point to several little shops of a similar description, some of them in houses
as ancient as that of the Seven Gables; and one or two, it may be, where a
decayed gentlewoman stands behind the counter, as grim an image of fam-
ily pride as Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon herself.

It was overpoweringly ridicul ous,—we must honestly confess it, —the
deportment of the maiden lady while setting her shop in order for the public
eye. She stole on tiptoe to the window, as cautioudly as if she conceived
some bloody-minded villain to be watching behind the el m-tree, with intent
to take her life. Stretching out her long, lank arm, she put a paper of pearl
buttons, ajew’ s-harp, or whatever the small article might be, inits destined
place, and straightway vanished back into the dusk, as if the world need
never hope for another glimpse of her. It might have been fancied, indeed,
that she expected to minister to the wants of the community unseen, like a
disembodied divinity or enchantress, holding forth her bargains to the rev-
erential and awe-stricken purchaser in an invisible hand. But Hepzibah
had no such flattering dream. She was well aware that she must ultimately
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come forward, and stand revealed in her proper individuality; but, like other
sensitive persons, she could not bear to be observed in the gradual process,
and chose rather to flash forth on the world' s astonished gaze at once.

The inevitable moment was not much longer to be delayed. The sun-
shine might now be seen stealing down the front of the opposite house,
from the windows of which came a reflected gleam, struggling through
the boughs of the elm-tree, and enlightening the interior of the shop more
distinctly than heretofore. The town appeared to be waking up. A baker’s
cart had already rattled through the street, chasing away the latest vestige
of night’s sanctity with the jingle-jangle of its dissonant bells. A milk-
man was distributing the contents of his cans from door to door; and the
harsh peal of a fisherman’s conch shell was heard far off, around the
corner. None of these tokens escaped Hepzibah's notice. The moment
had arrived. To delay longer would be only to lengthen out her misery.
Nothing remained, except to take down the bar from the shop-door, leav-
ing the entrance free—more than free—welcome, as if all were house-
hold friends—to every passer-by, whose eyes might be attracted by the
commodities at the window. This last act Hepzibah now performed, let-
ting the bar fall with what smote upon her excited nerves as a most as-
tounding clatter. Then—as if the only barrier betwixt herself and the
world had been thrown down, and a flood of evil consequences would
come tumbling through the gap—she fled into the inner parlor, threw her-
self into the ancestral elbow-chair, and wept.

Our miserable old Hepzibah! It is a heavy annoyance to a writer, who
endeavors to represent nature, its various attitudes and circumstances, in a
reasonably correct outline and true coloring, that so much of the mean and
ludicrous should be hopelessly mixed up with the purest pathos which life
anywhere supplies to him. What tragic dignity, for example, can be wrought
into a scene like this! How can we elevate our history of retribution for the
sin of long ago, when, as one of our most prominent figures, we are com-
pelled to introduce—not a young and lovely woman, nor even the stately
remains of beauty, storm-shattered by affliction—but a gaunt, sallow, rusty-
jointed maiden, in a long-waisted silk gown, and with the strange horror of
a turban on her head! Her visage is not evenugly. It is redeemed from
insignificance only by the contraction of her eyebrows into a near-sighted
scowl. And, finally, her great life-trial seemsto be, that, after sixty years of
idleness, she finds it convenient to earn comfortable bread by setting up a
shop in a small way. Nevertheless, if we look through all the heroic for-
tunes of mankind, we shall find this same entanglement of something mean
and trivial with whatever is noblest in joy or sorrow. Lifeis made up of
marble and mud. And, without all the deeper trust in a comprehensive
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sympathy above us, we might hence be led to suspect the insult of a sneer,
as well as an immitigable frown, on the iron countenance of fate. What is
called poetic insight is the gift of discerning, in this sphere of strangely
mingled elements, the beauty and the majesty which are compelled to as-
sume a garb so sordid.
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[1l. The First Customer

MISS HEPZIBAH PYNCHEON sat in the oaken elbow-chair, with her
hands over her face, giving way to that heavy down-sinking of the heart
which most persons have experienced, when the image of hope itself seems
ponderously moulded of lead, on the eve of an enterprise at once doubtful
and momentous. She was suddenly startled by the tinkling alarum—high,
sharp, and irregular—of alittle bell. The maiden lady arose upon her feet,
as pale as a ghost at cock-crow; for she was an endlaved spirit, and this the
talisman to which she owed obedience. Thislittle bell,—to speak in plainer
terms, —being fastened over the shop-door, was so contrived as to vibrate
by means of a steel spring, and thus convey notice to the inner regions of
the house when any customer should crossthe threshold. Itsugly and spiteful
little din (heard now for the first time, perhaps, since Hepzibah' s periwigged
predecessor had retired from trade) at once set every nerve of her body in
responsive and tumultuous vibration. The crisis was upon her! Her first
customer was at the door!

Without giving herself time for a second thought, she rushed into the
shop, pale, wild, desperatein gesture and expression, scowling portentously,
and looking far better qualified to do fierce battle with a housebreaker than
to stand smiling behind the counter, bartering small wares for a copper
recompense. Any ordinary customer, indeed, would have turned his back
and fled. And yet there was nothing fierce in Hepzibah' s poor old heart;
nor had she, at the moment, a single bitter thought against the world at
large, or one individual man or woman. She wished them all well, but
wished, too, that she herself were done with them, and in her quiet grave.

The applicant, by this time, stood within the doorway. Coming freshly,
as he did, out of the morning light, he appeared to have brought some of its
cheery influences into the shop along with him. It was a slender young
man, not more than one or two and twenty years old, with rather a grave
and thoughtful expression for hisyears, but likewise a springy alacrity and
vigor. These qualities were not only perceptible, physically, in his make
and motions, but made themselves felt almost immediately in his character.
A brown beard, not too silken in its texture, fringed his chin, but as yet
without completely hiding it; he wore a short mustache, too, and his dark,
high-featured countenance looked al the better for these natural ornaments.
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Asfor his dress, it was of the simplest kind; a summer sack of cheap and
ordinary material, thin checkered pantaloons, and a straw hat, by no means
of the finest braid. Oak Hall might have supplied his entire equipment. He
was chiefly marked as a gentleman—if such, indeed, he made any claimto
be—by the rather remarkabl e whiteness and nicety of his clean linen.

He met the scowl of old Hepzibah without apparent alarm, as having
heretofore encountered it and found it harmless.

“So, my dear Miss Pyncheon,” said the daguerreotypist, —for it was that
sole other occupant of the seven-gabled mansion,— “| am glad to see that
you have not shrunk from your good purpose. | merely look in to offer my
best wishes, and to ask if | can assist you any further in your preparations.”

People in difficulty and distress, or in any manner at odds with the world,
can endure a vast amount of harsh treatment, and perhaps be only the stron-
ger for it; whereas they give way at once before the simplest expression of
what they perceive to be genuine sympathy. So it proved with poor
Hepzibah; for, when she saw the young man’ s smile,—Iooking so much the
brighter on a thoughtful face—and heard his kindly tone, she broke first
into a hysteric giggle and then began to sob.

“Ah, Mr. Holgrave,” cried she, as soon as she could speak, “| never can
go through with it Never, never, never | wish | were dead, and in the old
family tomb, with al my forefathers! With my father, and my mother, and
my sister. Yes, and with my brother, who had far better find me there than
here! The world is too chill and hard,—and | am too old, and too feeble,
and too hopeless!”

“Oh, believe me, Miss Hepzibah,” said the young man quietly, “these
feelings will not trouble you any longer, after you are once fairly in the
midst of your enterprise. They are unavoidable at this moment, standing,
as you do, on the outer verge of your long seclusion, and peopling the
world with ugly shapes, which you will soon find to be as unreal as the
giants and ogres of achild's story-book. | find nothing so singular in life,
as that everything appears to lose its substance the instant one actually
grappleswithit. So it will be with what you think so terrible.”

“But | amawoman!” said Hepzibah piteously. “1 was going to say, a
lady,—but | consider that as past.”

“Well; no matter if it be past!” answered the artist, a strange gleam of
half-hidden sarcasm flashing through the kindliness of his manner. “Let it
go You are the better without it. | speak frankly, my dear Miss Pyncheon!
for are we not friends? | look upon this as one of the fortunate days of your
life. 1t ends an epoch and begins one. Hitherto, the life-blood has been
gradually chilling in your veins as you sat aloof, within your circle of
gentility, while the rest of the world was fighting out its battle with one
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kind of necessity or another. Henceforth, you will at least have the sense of
healthy and natural effort for a purpose, and of lending your strength be it
great or small—to the united struggle of mankind. Thisis success,—all the
success that anybody meets with!”

“It isnatural enough, Mr. Holgrave, that you should have ideas like these,
" rejoined Hepzibah, drawing up her gaunt figure with slightly offended
dignity. “You are a man, a young man, and brought up, | suppose, as al-
most everybody is nowadays, with a view to seeking your fortune. But |
was born alady. and have always lived one; no matter in what narrowness
of means, always alady.”

“But | was not born a gentleman; neither have | lived like one,” said
Holgrave, dightly smiling; “so, my dear madam, you will hardly expect me
to sympathize with sengibilities of this kind; though, unless| deceive myself,
| have some imperfect comprehension of them. These names of gentleman
and lady had a meaning, in the past history of the world, and conferred
privileges, desirable or otherwise, on those entitled to bear them. In the
present—and still more in the future condition of society-they imply, not
privilege, but restriction!”

“These are new notions,” said the old gentlewoman, shaking her head.
“| shall never understand them; neither do | wishit.”

“We will cease to speak of them, then,” replied the artist, with a friend-
lier smile than hislast one, “and | will leave you to feel whether it is not
better to be a true woman than alady. Do you really think, Miss Hepzibah,
that any lady of your family has ever done a more heroic thing, since this
house was built, than you are performing in it to-day? Never; and if the
Pyncheons had always acted so nobly, | doubt whether an old wizard Maule' s
anathema, of which you told me once, would have had much weight with
Providence against them.”

“Ahl—no, no!” said Hepzibah, not displeased at this allusion to the som-
bre dignity of an inherited curse. “If old Maul€'s ghost, or a descendant of
his, could see me behind the counter to-day. he would call it the fulfillment
of hisworst wishes. But | thank you for your kindness, Mr. Holgrave, and
will do my utmost to be a good shop-keeper.”

“Pray do” said Holgrave, “and let me have the pleasure of being your
first customer. | am about taking a walk to the seashore, before going to my
rooms, where | misuse Heaven's blessed sunshine by tracing out human
features through its agency. A few of those biscuits, dipt in sea-water, will
be just what | need for breakfast. What isthe price of half a dozen?’

“Let me be alady a moment longer,” replied Hepzibah, with a manner of
antique stateliness to which a melancholy smile lent a kind of grace. She
put the biscuits into his hand, but rejected the compensation. “ A Pyncheon
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must not, at all events under her forefathers' roof, receive money for a
morsel of bread from her only friend!”

Holgrave took his departure, leaving her, for the moment, with spirits
not quite so much depressed. Soon, however, they had subsided nearly to
their former dead level. With a beating heart, she listened to the footsteps
of early passengers, which now began to be frequent along the street. Once
or twice they seemed to linger; these strangers, or neighbors, as the case
might be, were looking at the display of toys and petty commodities in
Hepzibah' s shop-window. She was doubly tortured; in part, with a sense of
overwhel ming shame that strange and unloving eyes should have the privi-
lege of gazing, and partly because the idea occurred to her, with ridiculous
importunity, that the window was not arranged so skilfully, nor nearly to so
much advantage, as it might have been. It seemed asif the whole fortune or
failure of her shop might depend on the display of a different set of articles,
or substituting a fairer apple for one which appeared to be specked. So she
made the change, and straightway fancied that everything was spoiled by
it; not recognizing that it was the nervousness of the juncture, and her own
native squeamishness as an old maid, that wrought all the seeming mischief.

Anon, there was an encounter, just at the door-step, betwixt two laboring
men, as their rough voices denoted themto be. After some slight talk about
their own affairs, one of them chanced to notice the shop-window, and
directed the other’ s attention to it.

“See herel” cried he; “what do you think of this? Trade seems to be
looking up in Pyncheon Street!”

“Well, well, thisis a sight, to be sure!” exclaimed the other. “Inthe old
Pyncheon House, and underneath the Pyncheon EIm! Who would have
thought it? Old Maid Pyncheon is setting up a cent-shop!”

“Will she make it go, think you, Dixey;” said hisfriend. “I don’t call it a
very good stand. There's another shop just round the corner.”

“Makeit go!” cried Dixey, with a most contemptuous expression, as if
the very idea were impossible to be conceived. “Not a hit of it! Why, her
face—I've seenit, for | dug her garden for her one year—her faceis enough
to frighten the Old Nick himsdlf, if he had ever so great a mind to trade with
her. People can’t stand it, | tell you! She scowls dreadfully, reason or none,
out of pure ugliness of temper.”

“Well, that’ s not so much matter,” remarked the other man. “ These sour-
tempered folks are mostly handy at business, and know pretty well what
they are about. But, asyou say, | don’t think she'll do much. This business
of keeping cent-shops is overdone, like al other kinds of trade, handicraft,
and bodily labor. | know it, to my cost! My wife kept a cent-shop three
months, and lost five dollars on her outlay.”
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“Poor business!” responded Dixey, in atone asif he were shaking his
head,—" poor business.”

For some reason or other, not very easy to analyze, there had hardly been
so bitter a pang in all her previous misery about the matter as what thrilled
Hepzibah' s heart on overhearing the above conversation. The testimony in
regard to her scowl was frightfully important; it seemed to hold up her
image wholly relieved from the false light of her self-partialities, and so
hideous that she dared not look at it. She was absurdly hurt, moreover, by
the slight and idle effect that her setting up shop—an event of such breath-
less interest to herself—appeared to have upon the public, of which these
two men were the nearest representatives. A glance; a passing word or
two; a coarse laugh; and she was doubtless forgotten before they turned the
corner. They cared nothing for her dignity, and just as little for her
degradation. Then, also, the augury of ill-success, uttered from the sure
wisdom of experience, fell upon her half-dead hope like a clod into a grave.
The man’ s wife had already tried the same experiment, and failed! How
could the born, lady the recluse of half alifetime, utterly unpractised in the
world, at sixty years of age,—how could she ever dream of succeeding,
when the hard, vulgar, keen, busy, hackneyed New England woman had
lost five dollars on her little outlay! Success presented itself as an
impossibility, and the hope of it asawild hallucination.

Some malevolent spirit, doing his utmost to drive Hepzibah mad, un-
rolled before her imagination a kind of panorama, representing the great
thoroughfare of acity all astir with customers. So many and so magnificent
shops as there were! Groceries, toy-shops, drygoods stores, with their im-
mense panes of plate-glass, their gorgeous fixtures, their vast and complete
assortments of merchandise, in which fortunes had been invested; and those
noble mirrors at the farther end of each establishment, doubling all this
wealth by a brightly burnished vista of unrealities! On one side of the street
this splendid bazaar, with a multitude of perfumed and glossy salesmen,
smirking, smiling, bowing, and measuring out the goods. On the other, the
dusky old House of the Seven Gables, with the antiquated shop-window
under its projecting story, and Hepzibah herself, in a gown of rusty black
silk, behind the counter, scowling at the world as it went by! This mighty
contrast thrust itself forward as a fair expression of the odds against which
she was to begin her struggle for a subsistence. Success? Preposterous!
She would never think of it again! The house might just as well be buried in
an eternal fog while all other houses had the sunshine on them; for not a
foot would ever cross the threshold, nor a hand so much as try the door!

But, at thisinstant, the shop-bell, right over her head, tinkled asif it were
bewitched. The old gentlewoman’ s heart seemed to be attached to the same
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steel spring, for it went through a series of sharp jerks, in unison with the
sound. The door was thrust open, although no human form was perceptible
on the other side of the half-window. Hepzibah, nevertheless, stood at a
gaze, with her hands clasped, looking very much as if she had summoned
up an evil spirit, and were afraid, yet resolved, to hazard the encounter.

“Heaven help me!” she groaned mentally. “Now is my hour of need!”

The door, which moved with difficulty on its creaking and rusty hinges,
being forced quite open, a square and sturdy little urchin became apparent,
with cheeks as red as an apple. He was clad rather shabbily (but, as it
seemed, more owing to his mother’ s carel essness than his father’ s poverty),
in a blue apron, very wide and short trousers, shoes somewhat out at the
toes, and a chip hat, with the frizzles of his curly hair sticking through its
crevices. A book and a small slate, under his arm, indicated that he was on
hisway to school. He stared at Hepzibah a moment, as an elder customer
than himself would have been likely enough to do, not knowing what to
make of the tragic attitude and queer scowl wherewith she regarded him.

“Well, child,” said she, taking heart at sight of a personage so little
formidable—"well, my child, what did you wish for?’

“That Jim Crow there in the window,” answered the urchin, holding out
a cent, and pointing to the gingerbread figure that had attracted his notice,
as he loitered along to school; “ the one that has not a broken foot.”

So Hepzibah put forth her lank arm, and, taking the effigy from the shop-
window, delivered it to her first customer.

“No matter for the money,” said she, giving him alittle push towards the
door; for her old gentility was contumaciously squeamish at sight of the
copper coin, and, besides, it seemed such pitiful meanness to takethe child's
pocket-money in exchange for a bit of stale gingerbread. “No matter for
the cent. You are welcome to Jim Crow.”

The child, staring with round eyes at this instance of liberality, wholly
unprecedented in his large experience of cent-shops, took the man of
gingerbread, and quitted the premises. No sooner had he reached the side-
walk (little cannibal that he was!) than Jim Crow’ s head was in his mouth.
As he had not been careful to shut the door, Hepzibah was at the pains of
closing it after him, with a pettish gjaculation or two about the trouble-
someness of young people, and particularly of small boys. She had just
placed another representative of the renowned Jim Crow at the window,
when again the shop-bell tinkled clamorously, and again the door being
thrust open, with its characteristic jerk and jar, disclosed the same sturdy
little urchin who, precisely two minutes ago, had made his exit. The crumbs
and discoloration of the cannibal feast, as yet hardly consummated, were
exceedingly visible about his mouth.
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“What isit now, child?’ asked the maiden lady rather impatiently; “did
you Come back to shut the door?’

“No,” answered the urchin, pointing to the figure that had just been put
up; “1 want that other Jim. Crow”

“Well, hereit isfor you,” said Hepzibah, reaching it down; but recogniz-
ing that this pertinacious customer would not quit her On any other terms,
so long as she had a gingerbread figure in her shop, she partly drew back
her extended hand, “Where is the cent?’

The little boy had the cent ready, but, like a true-born Yankee, would
have preferred the better bargain to theworse. Looking somewhat chagrined,
he put the coininto Hepzibah's hand, and departed, sending the second Jim
Crow in quest of the former one. The new shop-keeper dropped the first
solid result of her commercial enterprise into the till. It was done! The
sordid stain of that copper coin could never be washed away from her palm.
The little schoolboy, aided by the impish figure of the negro dancer, had
wrought an irreparable ruin. The structure of ancient aristocracy had been
demolished by him, even asif his childish gripe had torn down the seven-
gabled mansion. Now let Hepzibah turn the old Pyncheon portraits with
their faces to the wall, and take the map of her Eastern territory to kindle
the kitchen fire, and blow up the flame with the empty breath of her ances-
tral traditions! What had she to do with ancestry? Nothing; no more than
with posterity! No lady, now, but simply Hepzibah Pyncheon, a forlorn old
maid, and keeper of a cent-shop!

Nevertheless, even while she paraded these ideas somewhat ostentatiously
through her mind, it is altogether surprising what a calmness had come
over her. The anxiety and misgivings which had tormented her, whether
asleep or in melancholy day-dreams, ever since her project began to take an
aspect of solidity, had now vanished quite away. She fet the novelty of her
position, indeed, but no longer with disturbance or affright. Now and then,
there came a thrill of almost youthful enjoyment. It was the invigorating
breath of a fresh outward atmosphere, after the long torpor and monoto-
nous seclusion of her life. Sowholesomeis effort! So miracul ous the strength
that we do not know of! The healthiest glow that Hepzibah had known for
years had come now in the dreaded crisis, when, for the first time, she had
put forth her hand to help herself. The little circlet of the schoolboy’ s cop-
per coin—dim and lustreless though it was, with the small services which it
had been doing here and there about the world —had proved a talisman,
fragrant with good, and deserving to be set in gold and worn next her heart.
It was as potent, and perhaps endowed with the same kind of efficacy, asa
galvanic ring! Hepzibah, at all events, was indebted to its subtile operation
both in body and spirit; so much the more, asit inspired her with energy to
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get some breakfast, at which, still the better to keep up her courage, she
allowed herself an extra spoonful in her infusion of black tea.

Her introductory day of shop-keeping did not run on, however, without
many and serious interruptions of this mood of cheerful vigor. As a gen-
eral rule, Providence seldom vouchsafes to mortals any more than just that
degree of encouragement which suffices to keep them at a reasonably full
exertion of their powers. In the case of our old gentlewoman, after the
excitement of new effort had subsided, the despondency of her whole life
threatened, ever and anon, to return. It was like the heavy mass of clouds
which we may often see obscuring the sky, and making a gray twilight
everywhere, until, towards nightfall, it yields temporarily to a glimpse of
sunshine. But, always, the envious cloud strives to gather again across the
streak of celestial azure.

Customers came in, as the forenoon advanced, but rather lowly; in some
cases, too, it must be owned, with little satisfaction either to themselves or
Miss Hepzibah; nor, on the whole, with an aggregate of very rich emol u-
ment to thetill. A little girl, sent by her mother to match a skein of cotton
thread, of a peculiar hue, took one that the near-sighted old lady pronounced
extremely like, but soon came running back, with a blunt and cross message,
that it would not do, and, besides, was very rotten! Then, there was a pale,
care-wrinkled woman, not old but haggard, and already with streaks of
gray among her hair, like silver ribbons; one of those women, naturally
delicate, whom you at once recognize as worn to death by a brute—prob-
ably a drunken brute—of a husband, and at least nine children. She wanted
afew pounds of flour, and offered the money, which the decayed gentle-
woman silently rejected, and gave the poor soul better measure than if she
had taken it. Shortly afterwards, a man in a blue cotton frock, much soiled,
came in and bought a pipe, filling the whole shop, meanwhile, with the hot
odor of strong drink, not only exhaled in the torrid atmosphere of his breath,
but cozing out of his entire system, like an inflammable gas. It was im-
pressed on Hepzibah's mind that this was the husband of the care-wrinkled
woman. He asked for a paper of tobacco; and as she had neglected to
provide herself with the article, her brutal customer dashed down his newly-
bought pipe and left the shop, muttering some unintel ligible words, which
had the tone and bitterness of a curse. Hereupon Hepzibah threw up her
eyes, unintentionally scowling in the face of Providence!

No less than five persons, during the forenoon, inquired for ginger-beer,
or root-beer, or any drink of a similar brewage, and, obtaining nothing of
the kind, went off in an exceedingly bad humor. Three of them left the
door open, and the other two pulled it so spitefully in going out that the
little bell played the very deuce with Hepzibah's nerves. A round, bustling,
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fire-ruddy housewife of the neighborhood burst breathless into the shop,
fiercely demanding yeast; and when the poor gentlewoman, with her cold
shyness of manner, gave her hot customer to understand that she did not
keep the article, this very capable housewife took upon herself to adminis-
ter aregular rebuke.

“A cent-shop, and No yeast!” quoth she; “that will never do! Who ever
heard of such athing? Your loaf will never rise, no more than mine will to-
day. You had better shut up shop at once.”

“Well,” said Hepzibah, heaving a deep sigh, “ perhaps | had!”

Several times, moreover, besides the above instance, her lady-like sensi-
bilities were serioudly infringed upon by the familiar, if not rude, tone with
which people addressed her. They evidently considered themselves not
merely her equals, but her patrons and superiors. Now, Hepzibah had un-
consciously flattered herself with the idea that there would be a gleam or
halo, of some kind or other, about her person, which would insure an obei-
sance to her sterling gentility, or, at least, a tacit recognition of it. On the
other hand, nothing tortured her more intolerably than when this recogni-
tion wastoo prominently expressed. To one or two rather officious offers
of sympathy, her responses were little short of acrimonious; and, we regret
to say, Hepzibah was thrown into a positively unchristian state of mind by
the suspicion that one of her customers was drawn to the shop, not by any
real need of the article which she pretended to seek, but by a wicked wish
to stare at her. The vulgar creature was determined to see for herself what
sort of a figure a mildewed piece of aristocracy, after wasting all the bloom
and much of the decline of her life apart from the world, would cut behind
acounter. In this particular case, however mechanical and innocuous it
might be at other times, Hepzibah's contortion of brow served her in good
stead.

“| never was so frightened in my life!” said the curious customer, in
describing theincident to one of her acquaintances. “ She' sareal old vixen,
take my word of it! She says little, to be sure; but if you could only see the
mischief in her eye!”

On the whole, therefore, her new experience led our decayed gentle-
woman to very disagreeable conclusions as to the temper and manners of
what she termed the lower classes, whom heretofore she had looked down
upon with a gentle and pitying complaisance, as herself occupying a sphere
of unquestionable superiority. But, unfortunately, she had likewise to
struggle against a bitter emotion of a directly opposite kind: a sentiment of
virulence, we mean, towards the idle aristocracy to which it had so recently
been her pride to belong. When alady, in a delicate and costly summer
garb, with afloating veil and gracefully swaying gown, and, altogether, an
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ethereal lightness that made you look at her beautifully slippered feet, to
see whether she trod on the dust or floated in the air,—when such a vision
happened to pass through this retired street, leaving it tenderly and delu-
sively fragrant with her passage, as if a bouquet of tea-roses had been borne
along, —then again, it is to be feared, old Hepzibah's scowl could no longer
vindicate itself entirely on the plea of near-sightedness.

“For what end,” thought she, giving vent to that feeling of hostility
which is the only real abasement of the poor in presence of the rich,—
"for what good end, in the wisdom of Providence, does that woman live?
Must the whole world tail, that the palms of her hands may be kept white
and delicate?’

Then, ashamed and penitent, she hid her face.

“May God forgive me!” said she.

Doubtless, God did forgive her. But, taking the inward and outward
history of the first half-day into consideration, Hepzibah began to fear that
the shop would prove her ruinina moral and religious point of view, with-
out contributing very essentially towards even her temporal welfare.
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I\VV. A Day Behind the Counter

TOWARDS noon, Hepzibah saw an e derly gentleman, large and portly,
and of remarkably dignified demeanor, passing slowly along on the op-
posite side of the white and dusty street. On coming within the shadow of
the Pyncheon Elm, he stopt, and (taking off his hat, meanwhile, to wipe
the perspiration from his brow) seemed to scrutinize, with especial interest,
the dilapidated and rusty-visaged House of the Seven Gables. He himsglf,
in avery different style, was as well worth looking at as the house. No
better model need be sought, nor could have been found, of a very high
order of respectability, which, by some indescribable magic, not merely
expressed itself in hislooks and gestures, but even governed the fashion of
his garments, and rendered them all proper and essential to the man. With-
out appearing to differ, in any tangible way, from other peopl€e’s clothes,
there was yet a wide and rich gravity about them that must have been a
characteristic of the wearer, since it could not be defined as pertaining ei-
ther to the cut or material. His gold-headed cane, too,—a serviceable staff,
of dark polished wood,—had similar traits, and, had it chosen to take a
walk by itself, would have been recognized anywhere as a tolerably ad-
equate representative of its master. This character —which showed itself
so strikingly in everything about him, and the effect of which we seek to
convey to the reader—went no deeper than his station, habits of life, and
external circumstances. One perceived him to be a personage of marked
influence and authority; and, especially, you could feel just as certain that
he was opulent as if he had exhibited his bank account, or as if you had
seen him touching the twigs of the Pyncheon EIm, and, Midas-like, trans-
muting them to gold.

In his youth, he had probably been considered a handsome man; at his
present age, his brow was too heavy, his temples too bare, his remaining
hair too gray, his eyetoo cold, his lips too closaly compressed, to bear any
relation to mere personal beauty. He would have made a good and massive
portrait; better now, perhaps, than at any previous period of his life, al-
though his look might grow positively harsh in the process of being fixed
upon the canvas. The artist would have found it desirable to study his face,
and prove its capacity for varied expression; to darken it with a frown, —to
kindle it up with a smile.
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While the elderly gentleman stood looking at the Pyncheon House, both
the frown and the smile passed successively over his countenance. His eye
rested on the shop-window, and putting up a pair of gold-bowed spectacles,
which he held in his hand, he minutely surveyed Hepzibah's little arrange-
ment of toys and commodities. At first it seemed not to please him,—nay,
to cause him exceeding displeasure,—and yet, the very next moment, he
smiled. Whilethelatter expression was yet on his lips, he caught a glimpse
of Hepzibah, who had involuntarily bent forward to the window; and then
the smile changed from acrid and disagreeable to the sunniest complacency
and benevolence. He bowed, with a happy mixture of dignity and courte-
ous kindliness, and pursued his way.

“There heis!” said Hepzibah to herself, gulping down a very bitter
emotion, and, since she could not rid herself of it, trying to drive it back
into her heart. “What does he think of it, | wonder? Does it please him?
Ah! heis looking back!”

The gentleman had paused in the street, and turned himself half about,
still with his eyes fixed on the shop-window. In fact, he wheeled wholly
round, and commenced a step or two, as if designing to enter the shop; b,
as it chanced, his purpose was anticipated by Hepzibah'sfirst customer, the
little cannibal of Jim Crow, who, staring up at the window, was irresistibly
attracted by an elephant of gingerbread. What a grand appetite had this
small urchin! —Two Jim Crows immediately after breakfast!—and now an
elephant, as a preliminary whet before dinner. By the time this latter pur-
chase was compl eted, the el derly gentleman had resumed his way, and turned
the street corner.

“Takeit as you like, Cousin Jaffrey.” muttered the maiden lady, as she
drew back, after cautiously thrusting out her head, and looking up and down
the street,—” Take it as you like! You have seen my little shop—window.
Welll—what have you to say?—is not the Pyncheon House my own, while
I’'malive?’

After this incident, Hepzibah retreated to the back parlor, where she at
first caught up a half-finished stocking, and began knitting at it with ner-
vous and irregular jerks; but quickly finding herself at odds with the stitches,
she threw it aside, and walked hurriedly about the room. At length she
paused before the portrait of the stern old Puritan, her ancestor, and the
founder of the house. In one sensg, this picture had almost faded into the
canvas, and hidden itself behind the duskiness of age; in another, she could
not but fancy that it had been growing more prominent and strikingly
expressive, ever since her earliest familiarity with it as a child. For, while
the physical outline and substance were darkening away from the beholder’ s
eye, the bold, hard, and, at the same time, indirect character of the man
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seemed to be brought out ina kind of spiritual relief. Such an effect may
occasionally be observed in pictures of antique date. They acquire a look
which an artist (if he have anything like the complacency of artists nowadays)
would never dream of presenting to a patron as his own characteristic
expression, but which, nevertheless, we at once recognize as reflecting the
unlovely truth of a human soul. In such cases, the painter’s deep concep-
tion of his subject’s inward traits has wrought itself into the essence of the
picture, and is seen after the superficial coloring has been rubbed off by
time.

While gazing at the portrait, Hepzibah trembled under its eye. Her he-
reditary reverence made her afraid to judge the character of the original so
harshly as a perception of the truth compelled her to do. But still she gazed,
because the face of the picture enabled her—at least, she fancied so—to
read more accurately, and to a greater depth, the face which she had just
seen in the street.

“Thisisthe very man!” murmured she to herself. “Let Jaffrey Pyncheon
smile as he will, there is that ook beneath! Put on him a skull-cap, and a
band, and a black cloak, and a Bible in one hand and a sword in the other,—
then let Jaffrey smile as he might,—nobody would doubt that it was the old
Pyncheon come again. He has proved himself the very man to build up a
new house! Perhaps, too, to draw down a new curse!”

Thus did Hepzibah bewilder herself with these fantasies of the old time.
She had dwelt too much alone,—too long in the Pyncheon House, —until
her very brain was impregnated with the dry-rot of its timbers. She needed
a walk along the noonday street to keep her sane.

By the spell of contrast, another portrait rose up before her, painted with
more daring flattery than any artist would have ventured upon, but yet so
delicately touched that the likeness remained perfect. Malbone s miniature,
though from the same original, was far inferior to Hepzibah’s air-drawn
picture, at which affection and sorrowful remembrance wrought together.
Soft, mildly, and cheerfully contemplative, with full, red lips, just on the
verge of a smile, which the eyes seemed to herald by a gentle kindling-up
of their orbs! Feminine traits, moulded inseparably with those of the other
sex! The miniature, likewise, had thislast peculiarity; so that you inevita-
bly thought of the original as resembling his mother, and she a lovely and
lovable woman, with perhaps some beautiful infirmity of character, that
made it all the pleasanter to know and easier to love her.

“Yes,” thought Hepzibah, with grief of which it was only the more toler-
able portion that welled up from her heart to her eyelids, “ they persecuted
his mother in him! He never was a Pyncheon!”

But herethe shop-bell rang; it was like a sound from a remote distance,—
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so far had Hepzibah descended into the sepulchral depths of her
reminiscences. On entering the shop, she found an old man there, a humble
resident of Pyncheon Street, and whom, for a great many years past, she
had suffered to be akind of familiar of the house. He was animmemorial
personage, who seemed always to have had a white head and wrinkles, and
never to have possessed but a single tooth, and that a half-decayed one, in
the front of the upper jaw. Well advanced as Hepzibah was, she could not
remember when Uncle Venner, as the neighborhood called him, had not
gone up and down the street, stooping alittle and drawing his feet heavily
over the gravel or pavement. But still there was something tough and vig-
orous about him, that not only kept himin daily breath, but enabled him to
fill a place which would el se have been vacant in the apparently crowded
world. To go of errands with his slow and shuffling gait, which made you
doubt how he ever was to arrive anywhere; to saw a small household' s foot
or two of firewood, or knock to pieces an old barrel, or split up a pine board
for kindling-stuff; in summer, to dig the few yards of garden ground apper-
taining to a low-rented tenement, and share the produce of his labor at the
halves; in winter, to shovel away the snow from the sidewalk, or open paths
to the woodshed, or along the clothes-line; such were some of the essential
offices which Uncle Venner performed among at |east a score of families.
Within that circle, he claimed the same sort of privilege, and probably felt
as much warmth of interest, as a clergyman does in the range of his
parishioners. Not that he laid claim to the tithe pig; but, as an analogous
mode of reverence, he went his rounds, every morning, to gather up the
crumbs of the table and overflowings of the dinner-pot, as food for a pig of
his own.

In his younger days—for, after all, there was a dim tradition that he had
been, not young, but younger—Uncle Venner was commonly regarded as
rather deficient, than otherwise, in hiswits. In truth he had virtually pleaded
guilty to the charge, by scarcely aiming at such success as other men seek,
and by taking only that humble and modest part in the intercourse of life
which belongsto the alleged deficiency. But now, in his extreme old age,—
whether it were that hislong and hard experience had actually brightened
him, or that his decaying judgment rendered him less capable of fairly mea-
suring himself,—the venerable man made pretensions to no little wisdom,
and really enjoyed the credit of it. There was likewise, at times, avein of
something like poetry in him; it was the moss or wall-flower of hismindin
its small dilapidation, and gave a charm to what might have been vulgar
and commonplace in his earlier and middle life. Hepzibah had a regard for
him, because his name was ancient in the town and had formerly been
respectable. 1t was a still better reason for awarding him a species of famil-
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iar reverence that Uncle Venner was himself the most ancient existence,
whether of man or thing, in Pyncheon Street, except the House of the Seven
Gables, and perhaps the e m that overshadowed it.

This patriarch now presented himself before Hepzibah, clad in an old
blue coat, which had a fashionable air, and must have accrued to him from
the cast-off wardrobe of some dashing clerk. Asfor histrousers, they were
of tow-cloth, very short in the legs, and bagging down strangely in the rear,
but yet having a suitableness to his figure which his other garment entirely
lacked. His hat had relation to no other part of his dress, and but very little
to the head that wore it. Thus Uncle Venner was a miscellaneous old
gentleman, partly himself, but, in good measure, somebody else; patched
together, too, of different epochs; an epitome of times and fashions.

“ So, you have really begun trade,” said he,—" really begun trade! Well,
I’'m glad to seeit. Young people should never liveidle in the world, nor old
ones neither, unless when the rheumatize gets hold of them. It has given
me warning already; and in two or three years longer, | shall think of put-
ting aside business and retiring to my farm. That’ s yonder,—the great brick
house, you know,—the workhouse, most folks call it; but | mean to do my
work first, and go there to be idle and enjoy myself. And |I’m glad to see
you beginning to do your work, Miss Hepzibah!”

“Thank you, Uncle Venner” said Hepzibah, smiling; for she always felt
kindly towards the simple and talkative old man. Had he been an old woman,
she might probably have repelled the freedom, which she now took in good
part. “Itistimefor meto beginwork, indeed! Or, to speak the truth, | have
just begun when | ought to be giving it up.”

“Oh, never say that, Miss Hepzibah!” answered the old man. “You area
young woman yet. Why, | hardly thought myself younger than | am now, it
seems so little while ago since | used to see you playing about the door of
the old house, quite a small child! Oftener, though, you used to be sitting at
the threshold, and looking gravely into the street; for you had always a
grave kind of way with you,—a grown-up air, when you were only the
height of my knee. It seemsasif | saw you now; and your grandfather with
hisred cloak, and his white wig, and his cocked hat, and his cane, coming
out of the house, and stepping so grandly up the street! Those old gentle-
men that grew up before the Revolution used to put on grand airs. In my
young days, the great man of the town was commonly called King; and his
wife, not Queen to be sure, but Lady. Nowadays, a man would not dareto
be called King; and if he feels himself alittle above common folks, he only
stoops so much the lower to them. | met your cousin, the Judge, ten min-
utes ago; and, in my old tow-cloth trousers, as you see, the Judge raised his
hat to me, | do believe! At any rate, the Judge bowed and smiled!”
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“Yes,” said Hepzibah, with something bitter stealing unawares into her
tone; “my cousin Jaffrey isthought to have a very pleasant smile!”

“And so he has’ replied Uncle Venner. “And that’s rather remarkablein
a Pyncheon; for, begging your pardon, Miss Hepzibah, they never had the
name of being an easy and agreeable set of folks. There was no getting
close to them. But Now, Miss Hepzibah, if an old man may be bold to ask,
why don’t Judge Pyncheon, with his great means, step forward, and tell his
cousin to shut up her little shop at once? It’s for your credit to be doing
something, but it's not for the Judge' s credit to let you!”

“Wewon't talk of this, if you please, Uncle Venner,” said Hepzibah coldly.
“| ought to say, however, that, if | choose to earn bread for mysdlf, it is not
Judge Pyncheon’s fault. Neither will he deserve the blame,” added she
more kindly, remembering Uncle Venner’s privileges of age and humble
familiarity, “if | should, by and by, find it convenient to retire with you to
your farm.”

“And it’s no bad place, either, that farm of mine!” cried the old man
cheerily, asif there were something positively delightful in the prospect.
“No bad place is the great brick farm-house, especially for them that will
find a good many old cronies there, as will be my case. | quite long to be
among them, sometimes, of the winter evenings; for it is but dull business
for a lonesome elderly man, like me, to be nodding, by the hour together,
with no company but his air-tight stove. Summer or winter, there’ s a great
deal to be said in favor of my farm! And, take it in the autumn, what can be
pleasanter than to spend a whole day on the sunny side of a barn or a wood-
pile, chatting with somebody as old as one' s self; or, perhaps, idling away
the time with a natural-born simpleton, who knows how to beidle, because
even our busy Yankees never have found out how to put him to any use?
Upon my word, Miss Hepzibah, | doubt whether I’ ve ever been so comfort-
able as| mean to be at my farm, which most folks call the workhouse. But
you,—You'’ re a young woman yet,—you never need go there! Something
still better will turn up for you. I’'msure of it!”

Hepzibah fancied that there was something peculiar in her venerable
friend’ slook and tone; insomuch, that she gazed into his face with consid-
erable earnestness, endeavoring to discover what secret meaning, if any,
might be lurking there. Individuals whose affairs have reached an utterly
desperate crisisalmost invariably keep themselves alive with hopes, so much
the more airily magnificent as they have the less of solid matter within their
grasp whereof to mould any judicious and moderate expectation of good.
Thus, all the while Hepzibah was perfecting the scheme of her little shop,
she had cherished an unacknowledged idea that some harlequin trick of
fortune would intervene in her favor. For example, an uncle—who had
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sailed for India fifty years before, and never been heard of since—might
yet return, and adopt her to be the comfort of his very extreme and decrepit
age, and adorn her with pearls, diamonds, and Oriental shawls and turbans,
and make her the ultimate heiress of his unreckonable riches. Or the mem-
ber of Parliament, now at the head of the English branch of the family, —
with which the elder stock, on this side of the Atlantic, had held little or no
intercourse for the last two centuries,—this eminent gentleman might in-
vite Hepzibah to quit the ruinous House of the Seven Gables, and come
over to dwell with her kindred at Pyncheon Hall. But, for reasons the most
imperative, she could not yield to his request. It was more probable,
therefore, that the descendants of a Pyncheon who had emigrated to Virginia,
in some past generation, and became a great planter there,—hearing of
Hepzibah' s destitution, and impelled by the splendid generosity of charac-
ter with which their Virginian mixture must have enriched the New En-
gland blood,—would send her a remittance of a thousand dollars, with a
hint of repeating the favor annually. Or,—and, surely, anything so undeni-
ably just could not be beyond the limits of reasonable anticipation,—the
great claim to the heritage of Waldo County might finally be decided in
favor of the Pyncheons; so that, instead of keeping a cent-shop, Hepzibah
would build a palace, and look down fromits highest tower on hill, dale,
forest, field, and town, as her own share of the ancestral territory.

These were some of the fantasies which she had long dreamed about;
and, aided by these, Uncle Venner’s casua attempt at encouragement kindled
astrange festal glory in the poor, bare, melancholy chambers of her brain,
as if that inner world were suddenly lighted up with gas. But either he
knew nothing of her castles in the air,—as how should he? —or else her
earnest scowl disturbed his recollection, as it might a more courageous
man’s. Instead of pursuing any weightier topic, Uncle Venner was
pleased to favor Hepzibah with some sage counsel in her shop-keeping
capacity.

“Give no credit!”—these were some of his goldenmxims,—” Never
take paper-money. Look well to your change! Ring the silver on the
four-pound weight! Shove back all English half-pence and base copper
tokens, such as are very plenty about town! At your leisure hours, knit
children’s woollen socks and mittens! Brew your own yeast, and make
your own ginger-beer!”

And while Hepzibah was doing her utmost to digest the hard little pellets
of his already uttered wisdom, he gave vent to his final, and what he de-
clared to be his all-important advice, as follows.—

“Put on a bright face for your customers, and smile pleasantly as you
hand them what they ask for! A stale article, if you dip it in a good, warm,
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sunny smile, will go off better than a fresh one that you’ ve scowled upon.”

To this last apothegm poor Hepzibah responded with a sigh so deep and
heavy that it almost rustled Uncle Venner quite away, like a withered leaf,—
as he was,—before an autumnal gale. Recovering himself, however, he
bent forward, and, with a good deal of feeling in his ancient visage, beck-
oned her nearer to him.

“When do you expect him home?’ whispered he.

“Whom do you mean?’ asked Hepzibah, turning pale.

“Ah?youdon’t love to talk about it,” said Uncle Venner. “Well, well!
we' |l say no more, though there’ sword of it all over town. | remember him,
Miss Hepzibah, before he could run alone!”

During the remainder of the day, poor Hepzibah acquitted herself even
less creditably, as a shop-keeper, thanin her earlier efforts. She appeared to
be walking in a dream; or, more truly, the vivid life and reality assumed by
her emotions made all outward occurrences unsubstantial, like the teasing
phantasms of a half-conscious slumber. She still responded, mechanically,
to the frequent summons of the shop-bell, and, at the demand of her
customers, went prying with vague eyes about the shop, proffering them
one article after another, and thrusting aside —perversely, as most of them
supposed—the identical thing they asked for. Thereis sad confusion, indeed,
when the spirit thus flits away into the past, or into the more awful future,
or, in any manner, steps across the spaceless boundary betwixt its own
region and the actual world; where the body remains to guide itself as best
it may, with little more than the mechanism of animal life. It is like death,
without death’s quiet privilege, —its freedom from mortal care. Worst of
all, when the actual duties are comprised in such petty details as now vexed
the brooding soul of the old gentlewoman. Asthe animosity of fate would
have it, there was a great influx of custom in the course of the afternoon.
Hepzibah blundered to and fro about her small place of business, commit-
ting the most unheard-of errors. now stringing up twelve, and now seven,
tallow-candles, instead of ten to the pound; selling ginger for Scotch snuff,
pins for needles, and needles for pins; misreckoning her change, some-
times to the public detriment, and much oftener to her own; and thus she
went on, doing her utmost to bring chaos back again, until, at the close of
the day’ s labor, to her inexplicable astonishment, she found the money-
drawer almost destitute of coin. After all her painful traffic, the whole
proceeds were perhaps half a dozen coppers, and a questionable ninepence
which ultimately proved to be copper likewise.

At this price, or at whatever price, she rejoiced that the day had reached
itsend. Never before had she had such a sense of the intolerable length of
time that creeps between dawn and sunset, and of the miserable irksome-
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ness of having aught to do, and of the better wisdom that it would be to lie
down at once, in sullen resignation, and let life, and its toils and vexations,
trample over one’s prostrate body as they may! Hepzibah's final operation
was with the little devourer of Jim Crow and the el ephant, who now pro-
posed to eat a camel. In her bewilderment, she offered him first a wooden
dragoon, and next a handful of marbles; neither of which being adapted to
his else omnivorous appetite, she hastily held out her whole remaining stock
of natural history in gingerbread, and huddled the small customer out of the
shop. She then muffled the bell in an unfinished stocking, and put up the
oaken bar across the door.

During the latter process, an omnibus came to a stand-still under the
branches of the elm+tree. Hepzibah's heart was in her mouth. Remote and
dusky, and with no sunshine on al the intervening space, was that region of
the Past whence her only guest might be expected to arrive! Was she to
meet him. now?

Somebody, at all events, was passing from the farthest interior of the
omnibus towards its entrance. A gentleman alighted; but it was only to
offer his hand to a young girl whose slender figure, nowise needing such
assistance, now lightly descended the steps, and made an airy little jump
fromthe final one to the sidewalk. She rewarded her cavalier with a smile,
the cheery glow of which was seen reflected on his own face as he reen-
tered the vehicle. The girl then turned towards the House of the Seven
Gables, to the door of which, meanwhile,—not the shop-door, but the an-
tique portal,—the omnibus-man had carried a light trunk and a bandbox.
First giving a sharp rap of the old iron knocker, he left his passenger and
her luggage at the door-step, and departed.

“Who can it be?’ thought Hepzibah, who had been screwing her visual
organs into the acutest focus of which they were capable. “ The girl must
have mistakenthehouse.” She stole softly into the hall, and, hersdf invisible,
gazed through the dusty side-lights of the portal at the young, blooming,
and very cheerful face which presented itself for admittance into the gloomy
old mansion. It was a face to which almaost any door would have opened of
its own accord.

The young girl, so fresh, so unconventional, and yet so orderly and obe-
dient to common rules, as you at once recognized her to be, was widely in
contrast, at that moment, with everything about her. The sordid and ugly
luxuriance of gigantic weeds that grew in the angle of the house, and the
heavy projection that overshadowed her, and the time-worn framework of
the door,—none of these things belonged to her sphere. But, even as aray
of sunshine, fall into what dismal placeit may, instantaneously creates for
itself a propriety in being there, so did it seem altogether fit that the girl
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should be standing at the threshold. It was no less evidently proper that the
door should swing open to admit her. The maiden lady herself, sternly
inhospitable in her first purposes, soon began to feel that the door ought to
be shoved back, and the rusty key be turned in the rel uctant lock.

“Can it be Phoebe?’ questioned she within herself. “It must be little
Phoebe; for it can be nobody else,—and thereis alook of her father about
her, too! But what does she want here? And how like a country cousin, to
come down upon a poor body in this way, without so much as a day’s
notice, or asking whether she would be welcome! Well; she must have a
night’s lodging, | suppose; and to-morrow the child shall go back to her
mother.”

Phoebe, it must be understood, was that one little offshoot of the Pyncheon
race to whom we have already referred, as a native of arural part of New
England, where the old fashions and feelings of relationship are still par-
tially kept up. In her own circle, it was regarded as by no means improper
for kinsfolk to visit one another without invitation, or preliminary and cer-
emonious warning. Yet, in consideration of Miss Hepzibah's recluse way
of life, aletter had actually been written and despatched, conveying infor-
mation of Phoebe' s projected visit. This epistle, for three or four days past,
had been in the pocket of the penny-postman, who, happening to have no
other business in Pyncheon Street, had not yet made it convenient to call at
the House of the Seven Gables.

“No—she can stay only one night,” said Hepzibah, unbolting the door.
“If Clifford wereto find her here, it might disturb him!”
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V. May and November

PHOEBE PY NCHEON slept, on the night of her arrival, in a chamber
that looked down on the garden of the old house. It fronted towards the
east, so that at a very seasonable hour a glow of crimson light came flood-
ing through the window, and bathed the dingy ceiling and paper-hangings
inits own hue. There were curtainsto Phoebe' s bed; a dark, antique canopy,
and ponderous festoons of a stuff which had been rich, and even magnificent,
in its time; but which now brooded over the girl like a cloud, making a
night in that one corner, while elsewhere it was beginning to be day. The
morning light, however, soon stole into the aperture at the foot of the bed,
betwixt those faded curtains. Finding the new guest there,—with a bloom
on her cheeks like the morning’ s own, and a gentle stir of departing slun+-
ber in her limbs, as when an early breeze moves the foliage, —the dawn
kissed her brow. It was the caress which a dewy maiden—such as the
Dawn s, immortally—gives to her sleeping sister, partly from the impulse
of irresistible fondness, and partly as a pretty hint that it is time now to
unclose her eyes.

At the touch of those lips of light, Phoebe quietly awoke, and, for a
moment, did not recognize where she was, nor how those heavy curtains
chanced to be festooned around her. Nothing, indeed, was absolutely plain
to her, except that it was now early morning, and that, whatever might
happen next, it was proper, first of all, to get up and say her prayers. She
was the more inclined to devotion from the grim aspect of the chamber and
its furniture, especialy thetall, stiff chairs; one of which stood close by her
bedside, and looked as if some old-fashioned personage had been sitting
there all night, and had vanished only just in season to escape discovery.

When Phoebe was quite dressed, she peeped out of the window, and saw
arosebush in the garden. Being a very tall one, and of luxuriant growth, it
had been propped up against the side of the house, and was literally cov-
ered with arare and very beautiful species of white rose. A large portion of
them, asthe girl afterwards discovered, had blight or mildew at their hearts;
but, viewed at afair distance, the whole rosebush looked as if it had been
brought from Eden that very summer, together with the mould in which it
grew. The truth was, nevertheless, that it had been planted by Alice
Pyncheon,—she was Phoebe s great-great-grand-aunt, —in soil which, reck-
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oning only its cultivation as a garden-plat, was now unctuous with nearly
two hundred years of vegetable decay. Growing as they did, however, out
of the old earth, the flowers still sent a fresh and sweet incense up to their
Creator; nor could it have been the less pure and acceptabl e because Phoebe s
young breath mingled with it, as the fragrance floated past the window.
Hastening down the creaking and carpetless staircase, she found her way
into the garden, gathered some of the most perfect of the roses, and brought
them to her chamber.

Little Phoebe was one of those persons who possess, as their exclusive
patrimony, the gift of practical arrangement. It isakind of natural magic
that enables these favored ones to bring out the hidden capabilities of things
around them; and particularly to give alook of comfort and habitableness
to any place which, for however brief a period, may happen to be their
home. A wild hut of underbrush, tossed together by wayfarers through the
primitive forest, would acquire the home aspect by one night’s lodging of
such a woman, and would retain it long after her quiet figure had disap-
peared into the surrounding shade. No less a portion of such homely witch-
craft was requisite to reclaim, as it were, Phoebe’ s waste, cheerless, and
dusky chamber, which had been untenanted so long—except by spiders,
and mice, and rats, and ghosts—that it was all overgrown with the desola-
tion which watches to obliterate every trace of man’s happier hours. What
was precisely Phoebe' s process we find it impossible to say. She appeared
to have no preliminary design, but gave a touch here and another there;
brought somearticles of furnitureto light and dragged othersinto the shadow;
looped up or let down a window-curtain; and, in the course of half an hour,
had fully succeeded in throwing a kindly and hospitable smile over the
apartment. N o longer ago than the night before, it had resembled nothing
so much as the old maid’ s heart; for there was neither sunshine nor house-
hold firein one nor the other, and, Savefor ghosts and ghostly reminiscences,
not a guest, for many years gone by, had entered the heart or the chamber.

There was still another peculiarity of this inscrutable charm. The
bedchamber, No doubt, was a chamber of very great and varied experience,
as a scene of human life: thejoy of bridal nights had throbbed itself away
here; new immortals had first drawn earthly breath here; and here old people
had died. But—whether it were the white roses, or whatever the subtile
influence might be—a person of delicate instinct would have known at
once that it was now a maiden’'s bedchamber, and had been purified of all
former evil and sorrow by her sweet breath and happy thoughts. Her dreams
of the past night, being such cheerful ones, had exorcised the gloom, and
now haunted the chamber in its stead.

After arranging matters to her satisfaction, Phoebe emerged from her
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chamber, with a purpose to descend again into the garden. Besides the
rosebush, she had observed several other species of flowers growing there
in awilderness of neglect, and obstructing one another’ s devel opment (as
is often the parallel case in human society) by their uneducated entangle-
ment and confusion. At the head of the stairs, however, she met Hepzibah,
who, it being still early, invited her into a room which she would probably
have called her boudoir, had her education embraced any such French phrase.
It was strewn about with a few old books, and a work-basket, and a dusty
writing-desk; and had, on one side, alarge black article of furniture, of very
strange appearance, which the old gentlewoman told Phoebe was a
harpsichord. It looked more like a coffin than anything else; and, indeed,—
not having been played upon, or opened, for years,—there must have been
avast deal of dead musicinit, stifled for want of air. Human finger was
hardly known to have touched its chords since the days of Alice Pyncheon,
who had |earned the sweet accomplishment of melody in Europe.

Hepzibah bade her young guest sit down, and, herself taking a chair near
by, looked as earnestly at Phoebe' s trim little figure as if she expected to
seeright into its springs and motive secrets.

“Cousin Phoebe,” said she, at last, “1 really can’t see my way clear to
keep you with me.”

These words, however, had not the inhospitable bluntness with which
they may strike the reader; for the two relatives, in a talk before bedtime,
had arrived at a certain degree of mutual understanding. Hepzibah knew
enough to enable her to appreciate the circumstances (resulting from the
second marriage of the girl’s mother) which made it desirable for Phoebe to
establish herself in another home. Nor did she misinterpret Phoebe’'s
character, and the genial activity pervading it,—one of the most valuable
traits of the true New England woman,—which had impelled her forth, as
might be said, to seek her fortune, but with a self-respecting purpose to
confer as much benefit as she could anywise receive. Asone of her nearest
kindred, she had naturally betaken herself to Hepzibah, with no idea of
forcing herself on her cousin’s protection, but only for a visit of a week or
two, which might be indefinitely extended, should it prove for the happi-
ness of both.

To Hepzibah' s blunt observation, therefore, Phoebe replied as frankly,
and more cheerfully.

“Dear cousin, | cannot tell how it will be,” said she. “But | really think
we may suit one another much better than you suppose.”

“You are anice girl,—I seeit plainly,” continued Hepzibah; “and it is
not any question as to that point which makes me hesitate. But, Phoebe,
this house of mineis but a melancholy place for ayoung personto bein. It
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letsin the wind and rain, and the Snow, too, inthe garret and upper chambers,
inwinter-time, but it never letsin the sunshine. And as for myself, you see
what | am,—a dismal and lonesome old woman (for | begin to call myself
old, Phoebe), whose temper, | am afraid, is none of the best, and whose
spirits are as bad as can be | cannot make your life pleasant, Cousin Phoebe,
neither can | so much as give you bread to eat.”

“You will find me a cheerful little, body” answered Phoebe, smiling, and
yet with a kind of gentle dignity. “and | mean to earn my bread. You know
| have not been brought up a Pyncheon. A girl learns many thingsin a New
England village.”

“Ah! Phoebe,” said Hepzibah, sighing, “your knowledge would do but
little for you here! And then it is a wretched thought that you should fling
away your young days in a place like this. Those cheeks would not be so
rosy after amonth or two. Look at my face!” and, indeed, the contrast was
very striking,—” you see how pale | am! It is my idea that the dust and
continual decay of these old houses are unwholesome for the lungs.”

“Thereis the garden,—the flowersto be taken care of,” observed Phoebe.
“| should keep myself healthy with exercise in the open air.”

“And, after all, child,” exclaimed Hepzibah, suddenly rising, asif to dis-
missthe subject, “it isnot for me to say who shall bea guest or inhabitant of
the old Pyncheon House. Its master is coming.”

“Do you mean Judge Pyncheon?’ asked Phoebein surprise.

“Judge Pyncheon!” answered her cousin angrily. “Hewill hardly cross
the threshold while | live! No, no! But, Phoebe, you shall see the face of
him | speak of.”

Shewent in quest of the miniature already described, and returned with
itin her hand. Giving it to Phoebe, she watched her features narrowly, and
with a certain jealousy as to the mode in which the girl would show herself
affected by the picture.

“How do you like the face?’ asked Hepzibah.

“It is handsomel —it is very beautiful!” said Phoebe admiringly. “Itisas
sweet aface as aman’'s can be, or ought to be. It has something of achild’'s
expression,—and yet not childish,—only one feds so very kindly towards
him! He ought never to suffer anything. One would bear much for the sake
of sparing himtoil or sorrow. Who isit, Cousin Hepzibah?’

“Did you never hear,” whispered her cousin, bending towards her, “ of
Clifford Pyncheon?’

“Never. | thought there were no Pyncheons left, except yourself and our
cousin Jaffrey,” answered Phoebe. “And yet | seem to have heard the name
of Clifford Pyncheon. Yes!—from my father or my mother. but has he not
been along while dead?’



THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 51

“Well, well, child, perhaps he has!” said Hepzibah with a sad, hollow
laugh; “but, in old houses like this, you know, dead people are very apt to
come back again! We shall see. And, Cousin Phoebe, since, after all that |
have said, your courage does not fail you, we will not part so soon. You are
welcome, my child, for the present, to such a home as your kinswoman can
offer you.”

With this measured, but not exactly cold assurance of a hospitable purpose,
Hepzibah kissed her cheek.

They now went below stairs, where Phoebe—not so much assuming the
office as attracting it to herself, by the magnetism of innate fitness—took
the most active part in preparing breakfast. The mistress of the house,
meanwhile, as is usual with persons of her stiff and unmalleable cast, stood
mostly aside; willing to lend her aid, yet conscious that her natural inapti-
tude would be likely to impede the business in hand.  Phoebe and the fire
that boiled the teakettle were equally bright, cheerful, and efficient, in their
respective offices. Hepzibah gazed forth from her habitual sluggishness,
the necessary result of long solitude, as from another sphere. She could not
help being interested, however, and even amused, at the readiness with
which her new inmate adapted herself to the circumstances, and brought
the house, moreover, and all its rusty old appliances, into a suitableness for
her purposes. Whatever she did, too, was done without conscious effort,
and with frequent outbreaks of song, which were exceedingly pleasant to
the ear. This natural tunefulness made Phoebe seem like a bird in a shad-
owy tree; or conveyed the idea that the stream of life warbled through her
heart as a brook sometimes warbles through a pleasant little dell. It beto-
kened the cheeriness of an active temperament, finding joy in its activity,
and, therefore, rendering it beautiful; it was a New England trait,—the stern
old stuff of Puritanism with a gold thread in the web.

Hepzibah brought out Some old silver spoons with the family crest upon
them, and a china tea-set painted over with grotesque figures of man, bird,
and beast, in as grotesque a landscape. These pictured people were odd
humorists, in aworld of their own,—a world of vivid brilliancy, so far as
color went, and still unfaded, although the teapot and small cups were as
ancient as the custom itself of tea-drinking.

“Your great-great-great-great-grandmother had these cups, when she was
married,” said Hepzibah to Phoebe.” She was a Davenport, of a good family.
They were almost the first teacups ever seen in the colony; and if one of
them were to be broken, my heart would break with it. But it is Nonsense
to speak so about a brittle teacup, when | remember what my heart has gone
through without breaking.”

The cups—not having been used, perhaps, since Hepzibah' s youth—had
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contracted no small burden of dust, which Phoebe washed away with so
much care and delicacy as to satisfy even the proprietor of this invaluable
china

“What a nice little housewife you. are” exclaimed the latter, smiling,
and at the Same time frowning so prodigiously that the smile was sunshine
under a thunder-cloud. “Do you do other thingsaswell? Areyou as good
at your book as you are at washing teacups?’

“Not quite, | am afraid,” said Phoebe, laughing at the form of Hepzibah's
guestion. “But | was schoolmistress for the little children in our district last
summer, and might have been so still.”

“Ah! "tisall very well!” observed the maiden lady, drawing herself up.
“But these things must have come to you with your mother’ sblood. | never
knew a Pyncheon that had any turn for them.”

It is very queer, but not the less true, that people are generally quite as
vain, or even more so, of their deficiencies than of their available gifts; as
was Hepzibah of this native inapplicability, so to speak, of the Pyncheons
toany useful purpose. Sheregarded it as an hereditary trait; and so, perhaps,
it was, but unfortunately a morbid one, such asis often generated in fami-
lies that remain long above the surface of society.

Before they left the breakfast-table, the shop-bell rang sharply, and
Hepzibah set down the remnant of her final cup of tea, with alook of sal-
low despair that was truly piteous to behold. In cases of distasteful
occupation, the second day is generally worse than the first. we return to
the rack with all the soreness of the preceding torture in our limbs. At all
events, Hepzibah had fully satisfied herself of the impossibility of ever
becoming wonted to this peevishly obstreperous little bell. Ring as often as
it might, the sound always smote upon her nervous system rudely and
suddenly. And especially now, while, with her crested teaspoons and an-
tique china, she was flattering herself with ideas of gentility, she felt an
unspeakabl e disinclination to confront a customer.

“Do not trouble yoursalf, dear cousin!” cried Phoebe, starting lightly up.
“| am shop-keeper today.”

“You, child” exclaimed Hepzibah. “What can alittle country girl know
of such matters?’

“Oh, | have done all the shopping for the family at our village store,”
said Phoebe. “And | have had atable at a fancy fair, and made better sales
than anybody. These things are not to be learnt; they depend upon a knack
that comes, | suppose,” added she, smiling, “with one's mother’s blood.
You shall seethat | am as nice a little saleswoman as | am a housewife!”

The old gentlewoman stole behind Phoebe, and peeped from the pas-
sageway into the shop, to note how she would manage her undertaking. It
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was a case of someintricacy. A very ancient woman, in a white short gown
and a green petticoat, with a string of gold beads about her neck, and what
looked like a nightcap on her head, had brought a quantity of yarn to barter
for the commodities of the shop. She was probably the very last personin
town who still kept the time-honored spinning-wheel in constant revolution.
It was worth while to hear the croaking and hollow tones of the old lady,
and the pleasant voice of Phoebe, mingling in one twisted thread of talk;
and still better to contrast their figures,—so light and bloomy,—so decrepit
and dusky,—with only the counter betwixt them, in one sense, but more
than threescore years, in another. As for the bargain, it was wrinkled sly-
ness and craft pitted against native truth and sagacity.

“Was not that well done?’ asked Phoebe, laughing, when the customer
was gone.

“Nicely done, indeed, child!” answered Hepzibah.” | could not have gone
through with it nearly sowell. Asyou say, it must be a knack that belongs
to you on the mother’ s side.”

It is a very genuine admiration, that with which persons too shy or too
awkward to take a due part in the bustling world regard the real actorsin
life' s stirring scenes; so genuine, in fact, that the former are usually fain to
make it pal atable to their self-love, by assuming that these active and forc-
ible qualities areincompatible with others, which they choose to deem higher
and more important. Thus, Hepzibah was well content to acknowledge
Phoebe' s vastly superior gifts as a shop-keeper’—she listened, with com-
pliant ear, to her suggestion of various methods whereby the influx of trade
might be increased, and rendered profitable, without a hazardous outlay of
capital. She consented that the village maiden should manufacture yeast,
both liquid and in cakes; and should brew a certain kind of beer, nectareous
to the palate, and of rare stomachic virtues; and, moreover, should bake and
exhibit for sale some little spice-cakes, which whosoever tasted would long-
ingly desire to taste again. All such proofs of a ready mind and skilful
handiwork were highly acceptable to the aristocratic hucksteress, so long
as she could murmur to herself with a grim smile, and a half-natural sigh,
and a sentiment of mixed wonder, pity, and growing affection,— “What a
nicelittle body sheis! If sheonly could be alady; too—but that’ simpossible!
Phoebe is no Pyncheon. She takes everything from her mother.”

Asto Phoebe' s not being a lady, or whether she were alady or no, it was
a point, perhaps, difficult to decide, but which could hardly have come up
for judgment at al in any fair and healthy mind. Out of New England, it
would be impossible to meet with a person combining so many ladylike
attributes with so many others that form no necessary (if compatible) part
of the character. She shocked no canon of taste; she was admirably in
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keeping with herself, and never jarred against surrounding circumstances.
Her figure, to be sure,—so small as to be almost childlike, and so elastic
that motion seemed as easy or easier to it than rest,would hardly have suited
one' sidea of a countess. Neither did her face—with the brown ringlets on
either side, and the slightly piguant nose, and the wholesome bloom, and
the clear shade of tan, and the half dozen freckles, friendly remembrances
of the April sun and breeze—precisely give us aright to call her beautiful.
But there was both lustre and depth in her eyes. She was very pretty; as
graceful asahird, and graceful much in the same way; as pleasant about the
house as a gleam of sunshine falling on the floor through a shadow of twin-
kling leaves, or asaray of firelight that dances on the wall while evening is
drawing nigh. Instead of discussing her claim to rank among ladies, it
would be preferable to regard Phoebe as the example of feminine grace and
availability combined, in a state of society, if there were any such, where
ladies did not exist. Thereit should be woman's office to move in the midst
of practical affairs, and to gild them all, the very homeliest,—were it even
the scouring of pots and kettles,—with an atmosphere of loveliness and
joy.

Such was the sphere of Phoebe. To find the born and educated lady, on
the other hand, we need look no farther than Hepzibah, our forlorn old
maid, in her rustling and rusty silks, with her deeply cherished and ridicu-
lous consciousness of long descent, her shadowy claimsto princely territory,
and, in the way of accomplishment, her recollections, it may be, of having
formerly thrummed on a harpsichord, and walked a minuet, and worked an
antique tapestry-stitch on her sampler. 1t was afair parale between new
Plebeianism and old Gentility.

It really seemed asif the battered visage of the House of the Seven Gables,
black and heavy-browed asiit still certainly looked, must have shown a kind
of cheerfulness glimmering through its dusky windows as Phoebe passed
to and fro in the interior. Otherwise, it is impossible to explain how the
people of the neighborhood so soon became aware of the girl’ s presence.
There was agreat run of custom, setting steadily in, from about ten 0’ clock
until towards noon,—relaxing, somewhat, at dinner-time, but recommenc-
ing in the afternoon, and, finally, dying away a half an hour or so before the
long day’ s sunset. One of the stanchest patrons was little Ned Higgins, the
devourer of Jim Crow and the elephant, who to-day signalized his omnivo-
rous prowess by swallowing two dromedaries and a locomative. Phoebe
laughed, as she summed up her aggregate of sales upon the date; while
Hepzibah, first drawing on a pair of silk gloves, reckoned over the sordid
accumulation of copper coin, not without silver intermixed, that had jingled
into the till.
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“We must renew our stock, Cousin Hepzibah!” cried thelittle saleswoman.
“The gingerbread figures are all gone, and so are those Dutch wooden
milkmaids, and most of our other playthings. There has been constant in-
quiry for cheap raisins, and agreat cry for whistles, and trumpets, and jew’ s-
harps; and at least a dozen little boys have asked for molasses-candy. And
we must contrive to get a peck of russet apples, latein the season asit is.
But, dear cousin, what an enormous heap of copper! Positively a copper
mountain!”

“Well done! well done! well done!” quoth Uncle Venner, who had taken
occasion to shuffle in and out of the shop several times in the course of the
day. “Here sagirl that will never end her days at my farm! Bless my eyes,
what a brisk little soul!”

“Yes, Phoebe isanice girl!” said Hepzibah, with a scowl of austere
approbation. “But, Uncle Venner, you have known the family a great many
years. Can you tell me whether there ever was a Pyncheon whom she takes
after?’

“I don't believe there ever was,” answered the venerable man. “ At any
rate, it never was my luck to see her like among them, nor, for that matter,
anywhere else. |'ve seen a great deal of the world, not only in people's
kitchens and back-yards but at the street-corners, and on the wharves, and
in other places where my business calls me; and I’ m free to say, Miss
Hepzibah, that | never knew a human creature do her work so much like
one of God' s angdls as this child Phoebe does!”

Uncle Venner’s eulogium, if it appear rather too high-strained for the
person and occasion, had, nevertheless, a sense in which it was both subtile
and true. There was a spiritual quality in Phoebe' s activity. Thelife of the
long and busy day—spent in occupations that might so easily have taken a
squalid and ugly aspect—had been made pleasant, and even lovely, by the
spontaneous grace with which these homely duties seemed to bloom out of
her character; so that labor, while she dealt with it, had the easy and flex-
ible charm of play. Angelsdo not toil, but let their good works grow out of
them; and so did Phoebe.

The two relatives—the young maid and the old one—found time before
nightfall, in the intervals of trade, to make rapid advances towards affec-
tion and confidence. A recluse, like Hepzibah, usually displays remark-
able frankness, and at least temporary affability, on being absolutely
cornered, and brought to the point of personal intercourse; like the angel
whom Jacob wrestled with, she is ready to bless you when once overcome.

The old gentlewoman took a dreary and proud satisfaction in leading
Phoebe from room to room of the house, and recounting the traditions with
which, as we may say, the walls were lugubriously frescoed. She showed
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the indentations made by the lieutenant-governor’s sword-hilt in the door-
panels of the apartment where old Colonel Pyncheon, a dead host, had
received his affrighted visitors with an awful frown. The dusky terror of
that frown, Hepzibah observed, was thought to be lingering ever sincein
the passageway. She bade Phoebe step into one of the tall chairs, and
inspect the ancient map of the Pyncheon territory at the eastward. In atract
of land on which shelaid her finger, there existed a silver mine, the locality
of which was precisdy pointed out in some memoranda of Colonel Pyncheon
himself, but only to be made known when the family claim should be rec-
ognized by government. Thus it was for the interest of al New England
that the Pyncheons should have justice done them. She told, too, how that
there was undoubtedly an immense treasure of English guineas hidden some-
where about the house, or in the cellar, or possibly in the garden.

“1f you should happen to find it, Phoebe,” said Hepzibah, glancing aside
at her with agrimyet kindly smile, “we will tie up the shop-bell for good
and all!”

“Yes, dear cousin,” answered Phoebe; “but, in the mean time, | hear
somebody ringing it!”

When the customer was gone, Hepzibah talked rather vaguely, and at
great length, about a certain Alice Pyncheon, who had been exceedingly
beautiful and accomplished in her lifetime, a hundred years ago. The fra-
grance of her rich and delightful character still lingered about the place
where she had lived, as a dried rosebud scents the drawer where it has
withered and perished. This lovely Alice had met with some great and
mysterious calamity, and had grown thin and white, and gradually faded
out of the world. But, even now, she was supposed to haunt the House of
the Seven Gables, and, a great many times, —especially when one of the
Pyncheons was to die,—she had been heard playing sadly and beautifully
on the harpsichord. One of these tunes, just as it had sounded from her
spiritual touch, had been written down by an amateur of music; it was so
exquisitely mournful that nobody, to this day, could bear to hear it played,
unless when a great sorrow had made them know the still profounder sweet-
ness of it.

“Was it the same harpsichord that you showed me?’ inquired Phoebe.

“The very same,” said Hepzibah. “It was Alice Pyncheon’s harpsichord.
When | was learning music, my father would never let me openit. So, as|
could only play on my teacher’s instrument, | have forgotten all my music
long ago.”

Leaving these antique themes, the old lady began to talk about the
daguerreotypist, whom, as he seemed to be a well-meaning and orderly
young man, and in narrow circumstances, she had permitted to take up his
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residence in one of the seven gables. But, on seeing more of Mr. Holgrave,
she hardly knew what to make of him. He had the strangest companions
imaginable; men with long beards, and dressed in linen blouses, and other
such new-fangled and ill-fitting garments; reformers, temperance lecturers,
and all manner of cross-looking philanthropists, community-men, and come-
outers, as Hepzibah believed, who acknowledged no law, and ate no solid
food, but lived on the scent of other peopl€’ s cookery, and turned up their
noses at thefare. As for the daguerreotypist, she had read a paragraph in a
penny paper, the other day, accusing him of making a speech full of wild
and disorgani zing matter, at a meeting of his banditti-like associates. For
her own part, she had reason to believe that he practised animal magnetism,
and, if such things were in fashion nowadays, should be apt to suspect him
of studying the Black Art up there in his lonesome chamber.

“But, dear cousin,” said Phoebe, “if the young man is so dangerous,
why do you let him stay? If he does nothing worse, he may set the house
on fire!”

“Why, sometimes,” answered Hepzibah, “1 have seriously made it a
guestion, whether | ought not to send him away. But, with all his oddities,
heisaquiet kind of a person, and has such a way of taking hold of one’s
mind, that, without exactly liking him (for | don’t know enough of the young
man), | should be sorry to lose sight of him entirely. A woman clings to
slight acquaintances when she lives so much alone as | do.”

“But if Mr. Holgrave is a lawless person!” remonstrated Phoebe, a part
of whose essence it was to keep within the limits of law.

“Oh!” said Hepzibah carelessly,—for, formal as she was, still, in her
life' s experience, she had gnashed her teeth against human law,—" | sup-
pose he has a law of his own!”
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VI. MAULE’S WELL

AFTER an early tea, thelittle country-girl strayed into the garden. The
enclosure had formerly been very extensive, but was now contracted within
small compass, and hemmed about, partly by high wooden fences, and partly
by the outbuildings of houses that stood on another street. Inits centre was
agrass-plat, surrounding aruinous little structure, which showed just enough
of its original design to indicate that it had once been a summer-house. A
hop-vine, springing from last year’ s root, was beginning to clamber over it,
but would be long in covering the roof with its green mantle. Three of the
seven gables either fronted or looked sideways, with a dark solemnity of
aspect, down into the garden.

The black, rich soil had fed itself with the decay of along period of time;
such asfallen leaves, the petals of flowers, and the stalks and seed—ves-
sels of vagrant and lawless plants, more useful after their death than ever
while flaunting in the sun. The evil of these departed years would naturally
have sprung up again, in such rank weeds (symbolic of the transmitted
vices of society) as are always prone to root themselves about human
dwellings. Phoebe Saw, however, that their growth must have been checked
by adegree of careful 1abor, bestowed daily and systematically on the garden.
The white double rose-bush had evidently been propped up anew against
the house since the commencement of the season; and a pear-tree and three
damson-trees, which, except arow of currant-bushes, constituted the only
varieties of fruit, bore marks of the recent amputation of several superflu-
ous or defective limbs. There were also a few species of antique and he-
reditary flowers, in no very flourishing condition, but scrupulously weeded;
asif some person, either out of love or curiosity, had been anxious to bring
them to such perfection as they were capable of attaining. The remainder
of the garden presented a well-sel ected assortment of esculent vegetables,
in a praiseworthy state of advancement. Summer squashes almost in their
golden blossom; cucumbers, now evincing a tendency to spread away from
the main stock, and ramble far and wide; two or three rows of string-beans
and as many more that were about to festoon themselves on poles; tomatoes,
occupying asite so sheltered and sunny that the plants were already gigantic,
and promised an early and abundant harvest.

Phoebe wondered whose care and tail it could have been that had planted
these vegetables, and kept the soil so clean and orderly. Not surely her
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cousin Hepzibah's, who had no taste nor spirits for the lady-like employ-
ment of cultivating flowers, and—with her recluse habits, and tendency to
shelter herself within the dismal shadow of the house—would hardly have
come forth under the speck of open sky to weed and hoe among the frater-
nity of beans and squashes.

It being her first day of complete estrangement from rural objects, Phoebe
found an unexpected charm in this little nook of grass, and foliage, and
aristocratic flowers, and plebeian vegetables. The eye of Heaven seemed
to look down into it pleasantly, and with a peculiar smile, as if glad to
perceive that nature, elsewhere overwhelmed, and driven out of the dusty
town, had here been able to retain a breathing-place. The spot acquired a
somewhat wilder grace, and yet a very gentle one, from the fact that a pair
of robins had built their nest in the pear-tree, and were making themselves
exceed ingly busy and happy in the dark intricacy of its boughs. Bees,
too,—strange to say, —had thought it worth their while to come hither,
possibly from the range of hives beside some farm-house miles away. How
many aerial voyages might they have made, in quest of honey, or honey-
laden, betwixt dawn and sunset! Yet, late as it now was, there still arose a
pleasant hum out of one or two of the squash-blossoms, in the depths ofwich
these bees were plying their golden labor. There was one other object in
the garden which Nature might fairly claim as her inalienable property, in
spite of whatever man could do to render it hisown. Thiswas a fountain,
set round with a rim of old mossy stones, and paved, in its bed, with what
appeared to be a sort of mosaic-work of variously colored pebbles. The
play and slight agitation of the water, in its upward gush, wrought magi-
cally with these variegated pebbles, and made a continually shifting appari-
tion of quaint figures, vanishing too suddenly to be definable. Thence,
swelling over the rim of moss-grown stones, the water stole away under the
fence, through what we regret to call a gutter, rather than a channel. Nor
must we forget to mention a hen-coop of very reverend antiquity that stood
in the farther corner of the garden, not a great way from the fountain. It
now contained only Chanticleer, histwo wives, and a solitary chicken. All
of them were pure specimens of a breed which had been transmitted down
as an heirloom in the Pyncheon family, and were said, while in their prime,
to have attained almost the size of turkeys, and, on the score of delicate
flesh, to be fit for a prince’stable. In proof of the authenticity of this leg-
endary renown, Hepzibah could have exhibited the shell of a great egg,
which an ostrich need hardly have been ashamed of. Bethat as it might, the
hens were now scarcely larger than pigeons, and had a queer, rusty, with-
ered aspect, and a gouty kind of movement, and a sleepy and melancholy
tone throughout all the variations of their clucking and cackling. It was
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evident that the race had degenerated, like many a noble race besides, in
consequence of too strict a watchfulness to keep it pure. These feathered
people had existed too long in their distinct variety; a fact of which the
present representatives, judging by their lugubrious deportment, seemed to
be aware. They kept themselves alive, unquestionably, and laid now and
then an egg, and hatched a chicken; not for any pleasure of their own, but
that the world might not absolutely |ose what had once been so admirable a
breed of fowls. The distinguishing mark of the hens was a crest of lamen-
tably scanty growth, in these latter days, but so oddly and wickedly analo-
gous to Hepzibah's turban, that Phoebe—to the poignant distress of her
conscience, but inevitably —was led to fancy a general resemblance be-
twixt these forlorn bipeds and her respectable relative.

The girl ran into the house to get some crumbs of bread, cold potatoes,
and other such scraps as were suitable to the accommodating appetite of
fowls. Returning, she gave apeculiar call, which they seemed to recognize.
The chicken crept through the pales of the coop and ran, with some show of
liveliness, to her feet; while Chanticleer and the ladies of his household
regarded her with queer, sidelong glances, and then croaked one to another,
as if communicating their sage opinions of her character. Sowise, aswell
as antique, was their aspect, asto give color to the idea, not merely that they
were the descendants of a time-honored race, but that they had existed, in
their individual capacity, ever since the House of the Seven Gables was
founded, and were somehow mixed up with its destiny. They were a spe-
cies of tutelary sprite, or Banshee; although winged and feathered differ-
ently from most other guardian angels.

“Here, you odd little chicken!” said Phoebe; “ here are some nice crumbs
for you!”

The chicken, hereupon, though almost as venerable in appearance as its,
mother—possessing, indeed, the whole antiquity of its progenitors in
mi niature,—mustered vivacity enough to flutter upward and alight on
Phoebe’ s shoulder.

“That little fowl paysyou a high compliment!” said a voice behind Phoebe.

Turning quickly, she was surprised at sight of a young man, who had
found access into the garden by a door opening out of another gable than
that whence she had emerged. He held a hoe in his hand, and, while Phoebe
was gonein quest of the crumbs, had begun to busy himself with drawing
up fresh earth about the roots of the tomatoes.

“The chicken really treats you like an old acquaintance,” continued hein
aquiet way, while a smile made his face pleasanter than Phoebe at first
fancied it. “Those venerable personages in the coop, too, seem very affa-
bly disposed. You are lucky to bein their good graces so soon! They have
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known me much longer, but never honor me with any familiarity, though
hardly a day passes without my bringing them food. Miss Hepzibah, |
suppose, will interweave the fact with her other traditions, and set it down
that the fowls know you to be a Pyncheon!”

“The secret is,” said Phoebe, smiling, “that | have learned how to talk
with hens and chickens.”

“Ah, but these hens,” answered the young man,—"these hens of aristo-
cratic lineage would scorn to understand the vulgar language of a barn-
yard fowl. | prefer to think—and so would Miss Hepzibah —that they
recognize the family tone. For you are a Pyncheon?’

“My name is Phoebe Pyncheon,” said the girl, with a manner of some
reserve; for she was aware that her new acquaintance could be no other
than the daguerreotypist, of whose lawless propensities the old maid had
given her adisagreeable idea. “1 did not know that my cousin Hepzibah's
garden was under another person’s care.”

“Yes,” said Holgrave, “1 dig, and hoe, and weed, in this black old earth,
for the sake of refreshing myself with what little nature and simplicity may
be |€ft in it, after men have so long sown and reaped here. | turn up the
earth by way of pastime. My sober occupation, so far as | haveany, iswith
alighter material. In short, | make pictures out of sunshine; and, not to be
too much dazzled with my own trade, | have prevailed with Miss Hepzibah
to let me lodge in one of these dusky gables. It islike a bandage over on€e's
eyes, to come into it. But would you like to see a specimen of my
productions?”’

“A daguerreotype likeness, do you mean?’ asked Phoebe with less
reserve; for, in spite of prejudice, her own youthfulness sprang forward to
meet his. “I don't much like pictures of that sort,—they are so hard and
stern; besides dodging away from the eye, and trying to escape altogether.
They are conscious of looking very unamiable, | suppose, and therefore
hate to be seen.”

“If you would permit me,” said the artist, looking at Phoebe, “1 should
like to try whether the daguerreotype can bring out disagreeable traits on a
perfectly amiable face. But there certainly is truth in what you have said.
Most of my likenesses do look unamiable; but the very sufficient reason, |
fancy, is, because the originals are so. There is a wonderful insight in
Heaven's broad and simple sunshine. While we give it credit only for de-
picting the merest surface, it actually brings out the secret character with a
truth that no painter would ever venture upon, even could he detect it. There
is, at least, no flattery in my humble line of art. Now, hereis alikeness
which | have taken over and over again, and still with no better result. Yet
the original wears, to common eyes, a very different expression. It would
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gratify me to have your judgment on this character.”

He exhibited a daguerreotype miniature in a morocco case. Phoebe merely
glanced at it, and gave it back.

“I know the face,” she replied; “for its stern eye has been following me
about al day. Itismy Puritan ancestor, who hangs yonder in the parlor. To
be sure, you have found some way of copying the portrait without its black
velvet cap and gray beard, and have given him a modern coat and satin
cravat, instead of hiscloak and band. | don’t think him improved by your
alterations.”

“You would have seen other differences had you looked a little longer,”
said Holgrave, laughing, yet apparently much struck. “I can assure you
that this is a modern face, and one which you will very probably meet.
Now, the remarkable point is, that the original wears, to the world’s eye,—
and, for aught | know, to his most intimate friends,—an exceedingly pleas-
ant countenance, indicative of benevolence, openness of heart, sunny good-
humor, and other praiseworthy qualities of that cast. The sun, as you see,
tells quite another story, and will not be coaxed out of it, after half a dozen
patient attempts on my part. Here we have the man, sly, subtle, hard,
imperious, and, withal, cold asice. Look at that eyel Would you like to be
at its mercy? At that mouth! Could it ever smile? And yet, if you could only
see the benign smile of the original! It is so much the More unfortunate, as
he is a public character of some eminence, and the likeness was intended to
be engraved.”

“Well, | don’'t wish to seeit any more,” observed Phoebe, turning away
her eyes. “Itiscertainly very like the old portrait. But my cousin Hepzibah
has another picture,—a miniature. If the original is still in the world, |
think he might defy the sun to make him look stern and hard.”

“You have seen that picture, then!” exclaimed the artist, with an expres-
sion of much interest. “I never did, but have a great curiosity to do so. And
you judge favorably of the face?’

“There never was a sweeter one,” said Phoebe. “It isamost too soft and
gentle for aman’s.”

“Isthere nothing wild in the eye?’ continued Holgrave, so earnestly that
it embarrassed Phoebe, as did also the quiet freedom with which he pre-
sumed on their so recent acquaintance. “Is there nothing dark or sinister
anywhere? Could you not conceive the original to have been guilty of a
great crime?’

“It is nonsense,” said Phoebe a little impatiently, “for us to talk about a
picture which you have never seen. You mistake it for some other. A
crime, indeed! Since you are a friend of my cousin Hepzibah's, you should
ask her to show you the picture.”
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“It will suit my purpose still better to see the original,” replied the
daguerreotypist coolly. “Asto hischaracter, we need not discuss its points;
they have already been settled by a competent tribunal, or one which called
itself competent. But, stay! Do not go yet, if you please! | have a proposi-
tion to make you.”

Phoebe was on the point of retreating, but turned back, with some
hesitation; for she did not exactly comprehend his manner, although, on
better observation, its feature seemed rather to be lack of ceremony than
any approach to offensive rudeness. There was an odd kind of authority,
too, in what he now proceeded to say, rather as if the garden were his own
than a place to which he was admitted merely by Hepzibah's courtesy.

“If agreeable to you,” he observed, “it would give me pleasure to turn
over these flowers, and those ancient and respectable fowls, to your care.
Coming fresh from country air and occupations, you will soon feel the need
of some such out-of-door employment. My own sphere does not so much
lie among flowers. You can trim and tend them, therefore, as you please;
and | will ask only the least trifle of a blossom, now and then, in exchange
for all the good, honest kitchen vegetables with which | propose to enrich
Miss Hepzibah's table. So we will be fellow-laborers, somewhat on the
community system.”

Silently, and rather surprised at her own compliance, Phoebe accord-
ingly betook herself to weeding a flower-bed, but busied herself still more
with cogitations respecting this young man, with whom she so unexpect-
edly found herself on terms approaching to familiarity. She did not alto-
gether like him. His character perplexed thelittle country-girl, asit might a
more practised observer; for, while the tone of his conversation had gener-
ally been playful, the impression left on her mind was that of gravity, and,
except as his youth modified it, almost sternness. She rebelled, as it were,
against a certain magnetic element in the artist’ s nature, which he exercised
towards her, possibly without being conscious of it.

After alittle while, the twilight, deepened by the shadows of the fruit-
trees and the surrounding buildings, threw an obscurity over the garden.

“There,” said Holgrave, “it is time to give over work! That last stroke of
the hoe has cut off abeanstalk. Good-night, Miss Phoebe Pyncheon! Any
bright day, if you will put one of those rosebuds in your hair, and come to
my rooms in Central Street, | will seize the purest ray of sunshine, and
make a picture of the flower and its wearer.” He retired towards his own
solitary gable, but turned his head, on reaching the door, and called to
Phoebe, with atone which certainly had laughter init, yet which seemed to
be more than half in earnest.

“Be careful not to drink at Maule'swell!” said he. “Neither drink nor
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bathe your face init!”

“Maule’s well!” answered Phoebe. “Is that it with the rim of mossy
stones? | have no thought of drinking there,—but why not?’

“Oh,” rejoined the daguerreotypist, “ because, like an old lady’ s cup of
teq, it is water bewitched!”

He vanished; and Phoebe, lingering a moment, saw a glimmering light,
and then the steady beam of alamp, in a chamber of the gable. On return-
ing into Hepzibah' s apartment of the house, she found the low-studded
parlor so dim and dusky that her eyes could not penetrate the interior. She
was indistinctly aware, however, that the gaunt figure of the old gentle-
woman was sitting in one of the straight-backed chairs, a little withdrawn
from the window, the faint gleam of which showed the blanched paleness
of her cheek, turned sideways towards a corner.

“Shall | light alamp, Cousin Hepzibah?’ she asked.

“Do, if you please, my dear child,” answered Hepzibah. “But put it on
the table in the corner of the passage. My eyes are weak; and | can seldom
bear the lamplight on them.”

What an instrument is the human voice! How wonderfully responsive to
every emotion of the human soul! In Hepzibah' s tone, at that moment, there
was a certain rich depth and moisture, as if the words, commonplace as
they were, had been steeped in the warmth of her heart. Again, while light-
ing the lamp in the kitchen, Phoebe fancied that her cousin spoke to her.

“Inamoment, cousin!” answered the girl. “These matches just glimmer,
and go out.”

But, instead of a response from Hepzibah, she seemed to hear the mur-
mur of an unknown voice. It was strangdly indistinct, however, and less
like articulate words than an unshaped sound, such as would be the utter-
ance of feeling and sympathy, rather than of theintellect. So vague wasiit,
that its impression or echo in Phoebe's mind was that of unreality. She
concluded that she must have mistaken some other sound for that of the
human voice; or else that it was altogether in her fancy.

She set the lighted lamp in the passage, and again entered the parlor.
Hepzibah's form, though its sable outline mingled with the dusk, was now
less imperfectly visible. In the remoter parts of the room, however, its
walls being so ill adapted to reflect light, there was nearly the same obscu-
rity as before.

“Cousin,” said Phoebe, “did you speak to me just now?’

“No, child! replied Hepzibah.

Fewer words than before, but with the same mysterious music in them!
Mellow, melancholy, yet not mournful, the tone seemed to gush up out of
the deep well of Hepzibah's heart, all steeped in its profoundest emotion.
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Therewas atremor init, too, that —as all strong feeling is el ectric—partly
communicated itself to Phoebe. The girl sat silently for a moment. But
soon, her senses being very acute, she became conscious of an irregular
respiration in an obscure corner of the room. Her physical organization,
moreover, being at once delicate and healthy, gave her a perception, oper-
ating with almost the effect of a spiritual medium, that somebody was near
at hand.

“My dear cousin,” asked she, overcoming an indefinable reluctance, “is
there not some one in the room with us?’

“Phoebe, my dear little girl,” said Hepzibah, after a moment’s pause,
"you were up betimes, and have been busy all day. Pray go to bed; for | am
sure you must need rest. | will sit in the parlor awhile, and collect my
thoughts. It has been my custom for more years, child, than you have lived!
" While thus dismissing her, the maiden lady stept forward, kissed Phoebe,
and pressed her to her heart, which beat against the girl’ s bosom with a
strong, high, and tumultuous swell. How came there to be so much lovein
this desolate old heart, that it could afford to well over thus abundantly?

“Goodnight, cousin,” said Phoebe, strangely affected by Hepzibah's
manner. “If you beginto love me, | am glad!”

She retired to her chamber, but did not soon fall asleep, nor then very
profoundly. At some uncertain period in the depths of night, and, as it
were, through the thin veil of a dream, she was conscious of a footstep
mounting the stairs heavily, but not with force and decision. The voice of
Hepzibah, with a hush through it, was going up along with the footsteps;
and, again, responsive to her cousin’s voice, Phoebe heard that strange,
vague murmur, which might be likened to an indistinct shadow of human
utterance.
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VIl. The Guest

WHEN Phoebe awoke,—which she did with the early twittering of the
conjugal couple of robins in the pear-tree,—she heard movements below
stairs, and, hastening down, found Hepzibah already in the kitchen. She
stood by a window, holding a book in close contiguity to her nose, as if
with the hope of gaining an olfactory acquaintance with its contents, since
her imperfect vision made it not very easy to read them. If any volume
could have manifested its essential wisdom in the mode suggested, it would
certainly have been the one now in Hepzibah's hand; and the kitchen, in
such an event, would forthwith have streamed with the fragrance of venison,
turkeys, capons, larded partridges, puddings, cakes, and Christmas pies, in
all manner of elaborate mixture and concoction. It was a cookery book,
full of innumerable old fashions of English dishes, and illustrated with
engravings, which represented the arrangements of the table at such ban-
guets as it might have befitted a nobleman to give in the great hall of his
castle. And, amid these rich and potent devices of the culinary art (not one
of which, probably, had been tested, within the memory of any man's
grandfather), poor Hepzibah was seeking for some nimble little titbit, which,
with what skill she had, and such materials as were at hand, she might toss
up for breakfast.

Soon, with a deep sigh, she put aside the savory volume, and inquired of
Phoebe whether old Speckle, as she called one of the hens, had laid an egg
the preceding day. Phoebe ran to see, but returned without the expected
treasure in her hand. At that instant, however, the blast of a fish-dealer’s
conch was heard, announcing his approach along the street. With energetic
raps at the shop-window, Hepzibah summoned the man in, and made pur-
chase of what he warranted as the finest mackerel in hiscart, and asfat a
one as ever he felt with hisfinger so early in the season. Requesting Phoebe
to roast some coffee,—which she casually observed was the real Mocha,
and so long kept that each of the small berries ought to be worth its weight
in gold,—the maiden lady heaped fuel into the vast receptacle of the an-
cient fireplace in such quantity as soon to drive the lingering dusk out of
the kitchen. The country-girl, willing to give her utmost assistance, pro-
posed to make an Indian cake, after her mother’s peculiar method, of easy
manufacture, and which she could vouch for as possessing a richness, and,
if rightly prepared, a delicacy, unequalled by any other mode of breakfast-
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cake. Hepzibah gladly assenting, the kitchen was soon the scene of savory
preparation. Perchance, amid their proper element of smoke, which eddied
forth from the ill-constructed chimney, the ghosts of departed cook-maids
looked wonderingly on, or peeped down the great breadth of the flue,
despising the simplicity of the projected meal, yet ineffectually pining to
thrust their shadowy hands into each inchoate dish. The half-starved rats,
at any rate, stole visibly out of their hiding-places, and sat on their hind-
legs, snuffing the fumy atmosphere, and wistfully awaiting an opportu-
nity to nibble.

Hepzibah had no natural turn for cookery, and, to say the truth, had fairly
incurred her present meagreness by often choosing to go without her din-
ner rather than be attendant on the rotation of the spit, or ebullition of the
pot. Her zeal over the fire, therefore, was quite an heroic test of sentiment.
It was touching, and positively worthy of tears (if Phoebe, the only spectator,
except the rats and ghosts aforesaid, had not been better employed than in
shedding them), to see her rake out a bed of fresh and glowing coals, and
proceed to broil the mackerel. Her usually pale cheeks were all ablaze with
heat and hurry. She watched the fish with as much tender care and minute-
ness of attention as if,—we know not how to express it otherwise,—as if
her own heart were on the gridiron, and her immortal happiness were in-
volved in its being done precisely to a turn!

Life, within doors, has few pleasanter prospects than a neatly arranged
and well-provisioned breakfast-table. We cometo it freshly, in the dewy
youth of the day, and when our spiritual and sensual elements are in better
accord than at a later period; so that the material delights of the morning
meal are capable of being fully enjoyed, without any very grievous
reproaches, whether gastric or conscientious, for yielding even atrifle over-
much to the animal department of our nature. The thoughts, too, that run
around the ring of familiar guests have a piquancy and mirthfulness, and
oftentimes a vivid truth, which morerarely find their way into the elaborate
intercourse of dinner. Hepzibah's small and ancient table, supported on its
slender and graceful legs, and covered with a cloth of the richest damask,
looked worthy to be the scene and centre of one of the cheerfullest of parties.
The vapor of the broiled fish arose like incense from the shrine of a barbar-
ian idol, while the fragrance of the Mocha might have gratified the nostrils
of atutelary Lar, or whatever power has scope over a modern breakfast-
table. Phoebe' s Indian cakes were the sweetest offering of all,—in their
hue befitting the rustic altars of theinnocent and golden age,—or, so brightly
yellow were they, resembling some of the bread which was changed to
glistening gold when Midastried to eat it. The butter must not be forgotten,—
butter which Phoebe herself had churned, in her own rural home, and brought
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it to her cousin as a propitiatory gift,—smelling of clover-blossoms, and
diffusing the charm of pastoral scenery through the dark-panelled parlor.
All this, with the quaint gorgeousness of the old china cups and saucers,
and the crested spoons, and a silver cream-jug (Hepzibah's only other ar-
ticle of plate, and shaped like the rudest porringer), set out a board at which
the stateliest of old Colonel Pyncheon’s guests need not have scorned to
take his place. But the Puritan’s face scowled down out of the picture, asif
nothing on the table pleased his appetite.

By way of contributing what grace she could, Phoebe gathered some
roses and a few other flowers, possessing either scent or beauty, and ar-
ranged them in a glass pitcher, which, having long ago lost its handle, was
so much the fitter for a flower-vase. The early sunshine—as fresh as that
which peeped into Eve' s bower while she and Adam sat at breakfast there—
came twinkling through the branches of the pear-tree, and fell quite across
the table. All was now ready. There were chairs and plates for three. A
chair and plate for Hepzibah,—the same for Phoebe,—but what other guest
did her cousin look for?

Throughout this preparation there had been a constant tremor in
Hepzibah' s frame; an agitation so powerful that Phoebe could see the quiv-
ering of her gaunt shadow, as thrown by the firelight on the kitchen wall, or
by the sunshine on the parlor floor. Its manifestations were so various, and
agreed o little with one ancther, that the girl knew not what to make of it.
Sometimesit seemed an ecstasy of delight and happiness. At such moments,
Hepzibah would fling out her arms, and infold Phoebe in them, and kiss her
cheek as tenderly as ever her mother had; she appeared to do so by an
inevitable impulse, and as if her bosom were oppressed with tenderness, of
which she must needs pour out a little, in order to gain breathing-room.
The next moment, without any visible cause for the change, her unwonted
joy shrank back, appalled, asit were, and clothed itself in mourning; or it
ran and hid itself, so to speak, in the dungeon of her heart, whereit had long
lain chained, while a cold, spectral sorrow took the place of the imprisoned
joy, that was afraid to be enfranchised, —a sorrow as black as that was
bright. She often broke into a little, nervous, hysteric laugh, more touching
than any tears could be; and forthwith, as if to try which was the most
touching, a gush of tears would follow; or perhaps the laughter and tears
came both at once, and surrounded our poor Hepzibah, in a moral sense,
with a kind of pale, dim rainbow. Towards Phoebe, as we have said, she
was affectionate, —far tenderer than ever before, intheir brief acquaintance,
except for that one kiss on the preceding night,—yet with a Continually
recurring pettishness and irritability. She would speak sharply to her; then,
throwing aside all the starched reserve of her ordinary manner, ask pardon,
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and the next instant renew the just-forgiven injury.

At last, when their mutual labor was all finished, she took Phoebe' s hand
in her own trembling one.

“Bear with me, my dear child,” she cried; “for truly my heart is full to
the brim! Bear with me; for | love you, Phoebe, though | speak so roughly.
Think nothing of it, dearest child! By and by, | shall be kind, and only
kind!”

“My dearest cousin, cannot you tell me what has happened?’ asked
Phoebe, with a sunny and tearful sympathy. “What is it that moves you
so?’

“Hush! hush! He is coming!” whispered Hepzibah, hastily wiping her
eyes. “ Let him seeyou first, Phoebe; for you are young and rosy, and can-
not help letting a smile break out whether or no. He always liked bright
faces! And mineis old now, and the tears are hardly dry onit. He never
could abide tears. There; draw the curtain alittle, so that the shadow may
fall across his side of the table! But let there be a good deal of sunshine,
too; for he never was fond of gloom, as some people are. He has had but
little sunshine in his life,—poor Clifford, —and, oh, what a black shadow.
Poor, poor Clifford!”

Thus murmuring in an undertone, as if speaking rather to her own heart
than to Phoebe, the old gentlewoman stepped on tiptoe about the room,
making such arrangements as suggested themselves at the crisis.

Meanwhile there was a step in the passage-way, above stairs. Phoebe
recognized it as the same which had passed upward, as through her dream,
inthe night-time. The approaching guest, whoever it might be, appeared to
pause at the head of the staircase; he paused twice or thrice in the descent;
he paused again at the foot. Each time, the delay seemed to be without
purpose, but rather from a forgetfulness of the purpose which had set him
in motion, or as if the person’s feet came involuntarily to a stand-still be-
cause the motive-power was too feeble to sustain his progress. Finally, he
made a long pause at the threshold of the parlor. He took hold of the knob
of the door; then loosened his grasp without opening it. Hepzibah, her
hands convulsively clasped, stood gazing at the entrance.

“Dear Cousin Hepzibah, pray don’t look so!” said Phoebe, trembling;
for her cousin’s emotion, and this mysteriously reluctant step, made her
feel asif a ghost were coming into the room. “You really frighten me! Is
something awful going to happen?’

“Hush!” whispered Hepzibah. “Be cheerful! whatever may happen, be
nothing but cheerful!”

Thefinal pause at the threshold proved so long, that Hepzibah, unable to
endure the suspense, rushed forward, threw open the door, and led in the
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stranger by the hand. At the first glance, Phoebe saw an elderly personage,
in an ol d-fashioned dressing-gown of faded damask, and wearing his gray
or almost white hair of an unusual length. It quite overshadowed his
forehead, except when he thrust it back, and stared vaguely about the room.
After avery brief inspection of his face, it was easy to conceive that his
footstep must necessarily be such an one as that which, slowly and with as
indefinite an aim as a child' s first journey across a floor, had just brought
him hitherward. Yet there were no tokens that his physical strength might
not have sufficed for afree and determined gait. It was the spirit of the man
that could not walk. The expression of his countenance—while, notwith-
standing it had the light of reason in it —seemed to waver, and glimmer,
and nearly to die away, and feebly to recover itself again. It was like a
flame which we see twinkling among half-extinguished embers; we gaze at
it more intently than if it were a positive blaze, gushing vividly upward,—
more intently, but with a certain impatience, as if it ought either to kindle
itself into satisfactory splendor, or be at once extinguished.

For an instant after entering the room, the guest stood still, retaining
Hepzibah' s hand instinctively, as a child does that of the grown person who
guides it. He saw Phoebe, however, and caught an illumination from her
youthful and pleasant aspect, which, indeed, threw a cheerfulness about the
parlor, like the circle of reflected brilliancy around the glass vase of flow-
ers that was standing in the sunshine. He made a salutation, or, to speak
nearer the truth, an ill-defined, abortive attempt at curtsy. Imperfect as it
was, however, it conveyed an idea, or, at least, gave a hint, of indescribable
grace, such as no practised art of external manners could have attained. It
was too slight to seize upon at the instant; yet, as recollected afterwards,
seemed to transfigure the whole man.

“Dear Clifford,” said Hepzibah, in the tone with which one soothes a
wayward infant, “thisis our cousin Phoebe,—little Phoebe Pyncheon,—
Arthur’s only child, you know. She has come from the country to stay with
us awhile; for our old house has grown to be very lonely now.”

“ Phoebe—Phoebe Pyncheon?—Phoebe?’ repeated the guest, with a
strange, sluggish, ill-defined utterance. “Arthur’s child! Ah, | forget! No
matter. Sheisvery welcome!”

“Come, dear Clifford, take this chair,” said Hepzibah, leading himto his
place. “Pray, Phoebe, lower the curtain a very little more. Now let us begin
breakfast.”

The guest seated himself in the place assigned him, and |ooked strangely
around. He was evidently trying to grapple with the present scene, and
bring it home to his mind with a more satisfactory distinctness. He desired
to be certain, at least, that he was here, in the low-studded, cross-beamed,
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oaken-panelled parlor, and not in some other spot, which had stereotyped
itself into his senses. But the effort was too great to be sustained with more
than a fragmentary success. Continually, as we may express it, he faded
away out of his place; or, in other words, his mind and consciousness took
their departure, leaving his wasted, gray, and melancholy figure—a sub-
stantial emptiness, a material ghost—to occupy his seat at table. Again,
after ablank moment, there would be a flickering taper-gleamin his eyeballs.
It betokened that his spiritual part had returned, and was doing its best to
kindle the heart’ s household fire, and light up intellectual lamps in the dark
and ruinous mansion, where it was doomed to be aforlorn inhabitant.

At one of these moments of less torpid, yet still imperfect animation,
Phoebe became convinced of what she had at first rejected as too extrava-
gant and startling an idea. She saw that the person before her must have
been the original of the beautiful miniature in her cousin Hepzibah's
possession. Indeed, with afeminine eye for costume, she had at once iden-
tified the damask dressing-gown, which enveloped him, asthe samein figure,
material, and fashion, with that so elaborately represented in the picture.
This old, faded garment, with all its pristine brilliancy extinct, seemed, in
some indescribable way, to translate the wearer’s untold misfortune, and
make it perceptible to the beholder’ s eye. It was the better to be discerned,
by this exterior type, how worn and old were the soul’ s more immediate
garments; that form and countenance, the beauty and grace of which had
almost transcended the skill of the most exquisite of artists. It could the
more adequately be known that the soul of the man must have suffered
some miserable wrong, fromits earthly experience. There he seemed to sit,
with a dim veil of decay and ruin betwixt him and the world, but through
which, at flitting intervals, might be caught the same expression, so refined,
so softly imaginative, which Mal bone—venturing a happy touch, with sus-
pended breath —had imparted to the miniature! There had been something
so innately characteristic in thislook, that all the dusky years, and the bur-
den of unfit calamity which had fallen upon him, did not suffice utterly to
destroy it.

Hepzibah had now poured out a cup of deliciously fragrant coffee, and
presented it to her guest. As his eyes met hers, he seemed bewildered and
disquieted.

“Isthisyou, Hepzibah?' he murmured sadly. then, more apart, and per-
haps unconscious that he was overheard, “How changed! how changed!
And is she angry with me? Why does she bend her brow so?’

Poor Hepzibah! It was that wretched scowl which time and her near-
sightedness, and the fret of inward discomfort, had rendered so habitual
that any vehemence of mood invariably evoked it. But at the indistinct
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murmur of his words her whole face grew tender, and even lovely, with
sorrowful affection; the harshness of her features disappeared, as it were,
behind the warm and misty glow.

“Angry! she repeated; “ angry with you, Clifford!”

Her tone, as she uttered the exclamation, had a plaintive and really ex-
quisite melody thrilling through it, yet without subduing a certain some-
thing which an obtuse auditor might still have mistaken for asperity. It was
as if some transcendent musician should draw a soul-thrilling sweetness
out of a cracked instrument, which makes its physical imperfection heard
in the midst of ethereal harmony,—so deep was the sensibility that found
an organ in Hepzibah's voicel

“There is nothing but love, here, Clifford,” she added,—" nothing but
love! You are at home!”

The guest responded to her tone by a smile, which did not half light up
hisface. Feebleasit was, however, and gone in a moment, it had a charm
of wonderful beauty. It was followed by a coarser expression; or one that
had the effect of coarseness on the fine mould and outline of his countenance,
because there was nothing intellectual to temper it. 1t wasalook of appetite.
He ate food with what might almost be termed voracity; and seemed to
forget himself, Hepzibah, the young girl, and everything else around him,
in the sensual enjoyment which the bountifully spread table afforded. In
his natural system, though high-wrought and delicately refined, a sensibil-
ity to the delights of the palate was probably inherent. It would have been
kept in check, however, and even converted into an accomplishment, and
one of the thousand modes of intellectual culture, had his more ethereal
characteristics retained their vigor. But as it existed now, the effect was
painful and made Phoebe droop her eyes.

In alittle while the guest became sensible of the fragrance of the yet
untasted coffee. He quaffed it eagerly. The subtle essence acted on him
like a charmed draught, and caused the opaque substance of his animal
being to grow transparent, or, at least, translucent; so that a spiritual gleam
was transmitted through it, with a clearer lustre than hitherto.

“More, more!” he cried, with nervous haste in his utterance, as if anx-
iousto retain his grasp of what sought to escape him. “Thisiswhat | need!
Give me more!”

Under this delicate and powerful influence he sat more erect, and looked
out from his eyes with a glance that took note of what it rested on. It was
not so much that his expression grew more intellectual; this, though it had
its share, was not the most peculiar effect. Neither was what we call the
moral nature so forcibly awakened as to present itself in remarkable
prominence. But a certain fine temper of being was now not brought out in
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full relief, but changeably and imperfectly betrayed, of which it was the
function to deal with all beautiful and enjoyable things. In a character where
it should exist as the chief attribute, it would bestow on its possessor an
exquisite taste, and an enviable susceptibility of happiness. Beauty would
be hislife; his aspirations would all tend toward it; and, allowing his frame
and physical organs to be in consonance, his own developments would
likewise be beautiful. Such a man should have nothing to do with sorrow;
nothing with strife; nothing with the martyrdom which, in an infinite vari-
ety of shapes, awaits those who have the heart, and will, and conscience, to
fight a battle with the world. To these heroic tempers, such martyrdom is
the richest meed in the world’ s gift. To the individual before us, it could
only be a grief, intense in due proportion with the severity of the infliction.
He had no right to be a martyr; and, beholding him so fit to be happy and so
feeble for all other purposes, a generous, strong, and noble spirit would,
methinks, have been ready to sacrifice what little enjoyment it might have
planned for itself, —it would have flung down the hopes, so paltry in its
regard,—if thereby the wintry blasts of our rude sphere might come tem-
pered to such a man.

Not to speak it harshly or scornfully, it seemed Clifford' s nature to be a
Sybarite. It was perceptible, even there, in the dark old parlor, in the inevi-
table polarity with which his eyes were attracted towards the quivering play
of sunbeams through the shadowy foliage. It was seen in his appreciating
notice of the vase of flowers, the scent of which he inhaled with a zest
almost peculiar to a physical organization so refined that spiritual ingredi-
ents are moulded in with it. It was betrayed in the unconscious smile with
which he regarded Phoebe, whose fresh and maidenly figure was both sun-
shine and flowers,—their essence, in a prettier and more agreeable mode of
manifestation. Not less evident was this love and necessity for the Beautiful,
in the instinctive caution with which, even so soon, his eyes turned away
from his hostess, and wandered to any quarter rather than come back. It
was Hepzibah' s misfortune,—not Clifford’ s fault. How could he,—so yel-
low as shewas, so wrinkled, so sad of mien, with that odd uncouthness of a
turban on her head, and that most perverse of scowls contorting her brow,—
how could he love to gaze at her? But, did he owe her no affection for so
much as she had silently given? He owed her nothing. A nature like
Clifford’ s can contract no debts of that kind. It is—wesay it without censure,
nor in diminution of the claim which it indefeasibly possesses on beings of
another mould—it is always selfishinits essence; and we must giveit leave
to be so, and heap up our heroic and disinterested love upon it so much the
more, without a recompense. Poor Hepzibah knew this truth, or, at least,
acted on the instinct of it. So long estranged from what was lovely as
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Clifford had been, she rejoiced—rejoiced, though with a present sigh, and
a secret purpose to shed tears in her own chamber that he had brighter
objects now before his eyes than her aged and uncomely features. They
never possessed a charm; and if they had, the canker of her grief for him
would long since have destroyed it.

The guest leaned back in his chair. Mingled in his countenance with a
dreamy delight, there was a troubled look of effort and unrest. He was
seeking to make himself more fully sensible of the scene around him; or,
perhaps, dreading it to be a dream, or a play of imagination, was vexing the
fair moment with a struggle for some added brilliancy and more durable
illusion.

“How pleasant!—How delightful!” he murmured, but not as if address-
ing any one. “Will it last? How balmy the atmosphere through that open
window! An open window! How beautiful that play of sunshine! Those
flowers, how very fragrant! That young girl’s face, how cheerful, how
blooming!—a flower with the dew on it, and sunbeams in the dew-drops!
Ah! this must be all adream! A dream! A dream! But it has quite hidden
the four stonewalls’

Then his face darkened, asif the shadow of a cavern or a dungeon had
come over it; there was no more light in its expression than might have
come through the iron grates of a prison window-still lessening, too, as if
he were sinking farther into the depths. Phoebe (being of that quickness
and activity of temperament that she seldom long refrained from taking a
part, and generally a good one, in what was going forward) now felt herself
moved to address the stranger.

“Hereis anew kind of rose, which | found this morning in the garden,”
said she, choosing a small crimson one from among the flowers in the vase.
“There will be but five or six on the bush this season. Thisis the most
perfect of them all; not a speck of blight or mildew init. And how sweet it
isl—sweet like no other rose! One can never forget that scent!”

“Ahl—Iet me seel—let me hold it!” cried the guest, eagerly seizing the
flower, which, by the spell peculiar to remembered odors, brought innu-
merabl e associations along with the fragrance that it exhaled. “ Thank youl!
This has done me good. | remember how | used to prize this flower,—long
ago, | suppose, very long ago!'—or was it only yesterday? It makes me feel
young again! Am | young? Either this remembrance is singularly distinct,
or this consciousness strangely dim! But how kind of the fair young girl!
Thank you! Thank you!”

The favorable excitement derived from this little crimson rose afforded
Clifford the brightest moment which he enjoyed at the breakfast-table. It
might have lasted longer, but that his eyes happened, soon afterwards, to
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rest on the face of the old Puritan, who, out of hisdingy frameand lustreless
canvas, was looking down on the scene like a ghost, and a most ill-tem-
pered and ungenial one. The guest made an impatient gesture of the hand,
and addressed Hepzibah with what might easily be recognized as the li-
censed irritability of a petted member of the family.

“Hepzibah!—Hepzibah!” cried he with no little force and distinctness,
“why do you keep that odious picture on the wall? Yes, yes!—that is pre-
cisely your taste! | have told you, a thousand times, that it was the evil
genius of the housel—my evil genius particularly! Take it down, at once!”

“Dear Clifford,” said Hepzibah sadly, “ you know it cannot be!”

“Then, at all events,” continued he, still speaking with some energy,
"pray cover it with a crimson curtain, broad enough to hang in folds, and
with a golden border and tassels. | cannot bear it! It must not stare mein
the face!”

“Yes, dear Clifford, the picture shall be covered,” said Hepzibah
soothingly. “Thereisacrimson curtain in a trunk above stairs,—a little
faded and moth-eaten, I'm afraid,—but Phoebe and | will do wonders with
it.”

“This very day, remember” said he; and then added, in a low, self-com-
muning voice, “Why should we live in this dismal house at all? Why not go
to the South of France?—to Italy?—Paris, Naples, Venice, Rome? Hepzibah
will say we have not the means. A droll idea that!”

He smiled to himself, and threw a glance of fine sarcastic meaning to-
wards Hepzibah.

But the several moods of feeling, faintly as they were marked, through
which he had passed, occurring in so brief an interval of time, had evi-
dently wearied the stranger. He was probably accustomed to a sad mo-
notony of life, not so much flowing in a stream, however sluggish, as stag-
nating in apool around his feet. A slumberous veil diffused itself over his
countenance, and had an effect, morally speaking, on its naturally delicate
and elegant outline, like that which a brooding mist, with no sunshineinit,
throws over the features of alandscape. He appeared to become grosser,—
almost cloddish. If aught of interest or beauty—even ruined beauty—had
heretofore been visible in this man, the beholder might now begin to doubt
it, and to accuse his own imagination of deluding him with whatever grace
had flickered over that visage, and whatever exquisite lustre had gleamed
in those filmy eyes.

Before he had quite sunken away, however, the sharp and peevish tinkle
of the shop-bell madeitsdlf audible. Striking most disagreeably on Clifford's
auditory organs and the characteristic sensibility of his nerves, it caused
him to start upright out of his chair.
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“Good heavens, Hepzibah! what horrible disturbance have we now in
the house?’ cried he, wreaking his resentful impatience —as a matter of
course, and a custom of old—on the one person in the world that loved
him.” | have never heard such a hateful clamor! Why do you permit it? In
the name of all dissonance, what can it be?’

It was very remarkable into what prominent reliefF—even asif adim pic-
ture should leap suddenly from its canvas—Clifford’ s character was thrown
by this apparently trifling annoyance. The secret was, that an individual of
his temper can always be pricked more acutely through his sense of the
beautiful and harmonious than through his heart. It is even possible—for
similar cases have often happened—that if Clifford, in his foregoing life,
had enjoyed the means of cultivating his taste to its utmost perfectibility,
that subtile attribute might, before this period, have completely eaten out or
filed away his affections. Shall we venture to pronounce, therefore, that his
long and black calamity may not have had a redeeming drop of mercy at the
bottom?

“Dear Clifford, | wish | could keep the sound from your ears,” said
Hepzibah, patiently, but reddening with a painful suffusion of shame. “Itis
very disagreeable even to me. But, do you know, Clifford, | have some-
thing to tell you? This ugly noise,—pray run, Phoebe, and see who istherel —
this naughty little tinkle is nothing but our shop-bell!”

“ Shop-bell!” repeated Clifford, with a bewildered stare.

“Yes, our shop-bell,” said Hepzibah, a certain natural dignity, mingled
with deep emotion, now asserting itself in her manner. “ For you must know,
dearest Clifford, that we are very poor. And there was no other resource,
but either to accept assistance from a hand that | would push aside (and so
would you!) were it to offer bread when we were dying for it,—no help,
save from him, or elseto earn our subsistence with my own hands! Alone,
| might have been content to starve. But you were to be given back to me!
Do you think, then, dear Clifford,” added she, with awretched smile, “ that
| have brought an irretrievabl e disgrace on the old house, by opening alittle
shop in the front gable? Our great-great-grandfather did the same, when
there was far less need! Are you ashamed of me?’

“Shame! Disgrace! Do you speak these words to me, Hepzibah?' said
Clifford,—not angrily, however; for when a man’s spirit has been thor-
oughly crushed, he may be peevish at small offences, but never resentful of
great ones. So he spoke with only a grieved emation. “It was not kind to
say so, Hepzibah! What shame can befall me now?”’

And then the unnerved man—he that had been born for enjoyment, but
had met a doom so very wretched—burst into a woman’s passion of tears.
It was but of brief continuance, however; soon leaving him in a quiescent,
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and, to judge by his countenance, not an uncomfortable state. From this
mood, too, he partially rallied for an instant, and looked at Hepzibah with a
smile, the keen, half-derisory purport of which was a puzzle to her.

“Are we so very poor, Hepzibah?' said he.

Finally, his chair being deep and softly cushioned, Clifford fell asleep.
Hearing the more regular rise and fall of his breath (which, however, even
then, instead of being strong and full, had a feeble kind of tremor, corre-
sponding with the lack of vigor in his character), —hearing these tokens of
settled slumber, Hepzibah seized the opportunity to peruse his face more
attentively than she had yet daredto do. Her heart melted away in tears; her
profoundest spirit sent forth a moaning voice, low, gentle, but inexpress-
ibly sad. Inthis depth of grief and pity she felt that there was no irreverence
in gazing at his altered, aged, faded, ruined face. But no sooner was she a
little relieved than her conscience smote her for gazing curiously at him,
now that he was so changed; and, turning hastily away, Hepzibah let down
the curtain over the sunny window, and left Clifford to slumber there.



78 THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES

VIIl. The Pyncheon of To-day

PHOEBE, on entering the shop, beheld there the already familiar face of
thelittle devourer—if we can reckon his mighty deeds aright—of Jim Crow,
the elephant, the camel, the dromedaries, and the locomotive. Having ex-
pended his private fortune, on the two preceding days, in the purchase of
the above unheard-of luxuries, the young gentleman’ s present errand was
on the part of his mother, in quest of three eggs and half a pound of raisins.
These articles Phoebe accordingly supplied, and, as a mark of gratitude for
his previous patronage, and a slight super-added morsel after breakfast, put
likewise into his hand a whale! The great fish, reversing his experience
with the prophet of Nineveh, immediately began his progress down the
same red pathway of fate whither so varied a caravan had preceded him.
This remarkable urchin, in truth, was the very emblem of old Father Time,
both in respect of his all-devouring appetite for men and things, and be-
cause he, as well as Time, after ingulfing thus much of creation, looked
almost as youthful asif he had been just that moment made.

After partly closing the door, the child turned back, and mumbled some-
thing to Phoebe, which, as the whale was but half disposed of, she could
not perfectly understand.

“What did you say, my little fellow?" asked she.

“Mother wants to know” repeated Ned Higgins more distinctly, “ how
Old Maid Pyncheon’s brother does? Folks say he has got home.”

“My cousin Hepzibah's brother?’ exclaimed Phoebe, surprised at this
sudden explanation of the relationship between Hepzibah and her guest.”
Her brother! And where can he have been?’

The little boy only put histhumb to his broad snub-nose, with that ook
of shrewdness which a child, spending much of his time in the street. so
soon learns to throw over his features, however unintelligent in themselves.
Then as Phoebe continued to gaze at him, without answering his mother’s
message, he took his departure.

As the child went down the steps, a gentleman ascended them, and made
his entrance into the shop. It was the portly, and, had it possessed the
advantage of alittle more height, would have been the stately figure of a
man considerably in the decline of life, dressed in a black suit of some thin
stuff, resembling broadcloth as closely as possible. A gold-headed cane, of
rare Oriental wood, added materially to the high respectability of his aspect,
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as did also a neckcloth of the utmost snowy purity, and the conscientious
polish of his boots. His dark, square countenance, with its almost shaggy
depth of eyebrows, was naturally impressive, and would, perhaps, have
been rather stern, had not the gentleman considerately taken upon himself
to mitigate the harsh effect by a look of exceeding good-humor and
benevolence. Owing, however, to a somewhat massive accumulation of
animal substance about the lower region of hisface, the look was, perhaps,
unctuous rather than spiritual, and had, so to speak, a kind of fleshly
effulgence, not altogether so satisfactory as he doubtless intended it to be.
A susceptible observer, at any rate, might have regarded it as affording
very little evidence of the general benignity of soul whereof it purported to
be the outward reflection. And if the observer chanced to beill-natured, as
well as acute and susceptible, he would probably suspect that the smile on
the gentleman’ s face was a good deal akin to the shine on his boots, and
that each must have cost him and his boot-black, respectively, a good deal
of hard labor to bring out and preserve them.

Asthe stranger entered the little shop, where the projection of the second
story and the thick foliage of the em-tree, as well as the commodities at the
window, created a sort of gray medium, his smile grew as intense asif he
had set his heart on counteracting the whole gloom of the atmosphere
(besides any moral gloom pertaining to Hepzibah and her inmates) by the
unassisted light of his countenance. On perceiving a young rose-bud of a
girl, instead of the gaunt presence of the old maid, a look of surprise was
manifest. He at first knit his brows; then smiled with more unctuous benig-
nity than ever.

“Ah, | see how it is!” said he in a deep voice,—a voice which, had it
come from the throat of an uncultivated man, would have been gruff, but,
by dint of careful training, was now sufficiently agreeable,—"1 was not
aware that Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon had commenced business under such
favorable auspices. You are her assistant, | suppose?’

“I certainly am,” answered Phoebe, and added, with alittle air of lady-
like assumption (for, civil as the gentleman was, he evidently took her to be
ayoung person serving for wages), “1 ama cousin of Miss Hepzibah, on a
visit to her.”

“Her cousin?—and from the country? Pray pardon me, then,” said the
gentleman, bowing and smiling, as Phoebe never had been bowed to nor
smiled on before; “in that case, we must be better acquainted; for, unless|
am sadly mistaken, you are my own little kinswoman likewise! Let me
see,—Mary?—Dolly?—Phoebe? —yes, Phoebe isthe name! Isit possible
that you are Phoebe Pyncheon, only child of my dear cousin and classmate,
Arthur? Ah, | see your father now, about your mouth! Yes, yes! we must be
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better acquainted! | am your kinsman, my dear. Surely you must have
heard of Judge Pyncheon?”’

As Phoebe curtsied in reply, the Judge bent forward, with the pardonable
and even praiseworthy purpose—considering the nearness of blood and the
difference of age—of bestowing on his young relative a kiss of acknowl-
edged kindred and natural affection. Unfortunately (without design, or
only with such instinctive design as gives no account of itself to theintellect)
Phoebe, just at the critical moment, drew back; so that her highly respect-
able kinsman, with his body bent over the counter and his lips protruded,
was betrayed into the rather absurd predicament of kissing the empty air. It
was amodern parallel to the case of Ixion embracing a cloud, and was so
much the more ridiculous as the Judge prided himself on eschewing all airy
matter, and never mistaking a shadow for a substance. The truth was,—
and it is Phoebe’ s only excuse—that, although Judge Pyncheon’s glowing
benignity might not be absolutely unpleasant to the feminine beholder, with
the width of a street, or even an ordinary-sized room, interposed between,
yet it became quite too intense, when this dark, full-fed physiognomy (so
roughly bearded, too, that no razor could ever make it smooth) sought to
bring itself into actual contact with the object of itsregards. The man, the
sex, somehow or other, was entirely too prominent in the Judge' s demon-
strations of that sort. Phoebe' s eyes sank, and, without knowing why, she
felt hersdf blushing deeply under hislook. Yet she had been kissed before,
and without any particular squeamishness, by perhaps half a dozen differ-
ent cousins, younger aswell as older than this dark-browned, gridy-bearded,
white-neck-clothed, and unctuously-benevolent Judge! Then, why not by
him?

On raising her eyes, Phoebe was startled by the change in Judge
Pyncheon’s face. It was quite as striking, allowing for the difference of
scale, as that betwixt a landscape under a broad sunshine and just before a
thunder-storm; not that it had the passionate intensity of the latter aspect,
but was cold, hard, immitigable, like a day-long brooding cloud.

“Dear me! what isto be done now?’ thought the country-girl to herself.
" Helooks as if there were nothing softer in him than a rock, nor milder
than the east wind! | meant no harm! Since heis really my cousin, | would
have let him kissme, if | could!”

Then, all at once, it struck Phoebe that this very Judge Pyncheon was the
original of the miniature which the daguerreotypist had shown her in the
garden, and that the hard, stern, relentless look, now on his face, was the
same that the sun had so inflexibly persisted in bringing out. Was it,
therefore, no momentary mood, but, however skilfully concealed, the settled
temper of his life? And not merely so, but was it hereditary in him, and
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transmitted down, as a precious heirloom, from that bearded ancestor, in
whose picture both the expression and, to a singular degree, the features of
the modern Judge were shown as by a kind of prophecy? A deeper philoso-
pher than Phoebe might have found something very terriblein thisidea. It
implied that the weaknesses and defects, the bad passions, the mean
tendencies, and the moral diseases which lead to crime are handed down
from one generation to another, by a far surer process of transmission than
human law has been able to establish in respect to the riches and honors
which it seeks to entail upon posterity.

But, as it happened, scarcely had Phoebe' s eyesrested again on the Judge' s
countenance than all its ugly sternness vanished; and she found herself
quite overpowered by the sultry, dog-day heat, asit were, of benevolence,
which this excellent man diffused out of his great heart into the surround-
ing atmosphere,—very much like a serpent, which, as a preliminary to
fascination, is said to fill the air with his peculiar odor.

“I like that, Cousin Phoebe!” cried he, with an emphatic nod of
approbation. “I like it much, my little cousin! You are a good child, and
know how to take care of yourself. A young girl—especially if she be a
very pretty one—can never be too chary of her lips.”

“Indeed, sir,” said Phoebe, trying to laugh the matter off, “1 did not mean
to be unkind.”

Nevertheless, whether or no it were entirely owing to the inauspicious
commencement of their acquaintance, she still acted under acertain reserve,
which was by no means customary to her frank and genial nature. The
fantasy would not quit her, that the original Puritan, of whom she had heard
so many sombre traditions, —the progenitor of the whole race of New En-
gland Pyncheons, the founder of the House of the Seven Gables, and who
had died so strangely init,—had now stept into the shop. In these days of
off-hand equipment, the matter was easily enough arranged. On his arrival
from the other world, he had merely found it necessary to spend a quarter
of an hour at a barber’s, who had trimmed down the Puritan’s full beard
into a pair of grizzled whiskers, then, patronizing a ready-made clothing
establishment, he had exchanged his velvet doublet and sable cloak, with
the richly worked band under his chin, for a white collar and cravat, coat,
vest, and pantal oons; and lastly, putting aside his steel-hilted broadsword
to take up a gold-headed cane, the Colonel Pyncheon of two centuries ago
steps forward as the Judge of the passing moment!

Of course, Phoebe was far too sensible a girl to entertain thisideain any
other way than as matter for a smile. Possibly, also, could the two person-
ages have stood together before her eye, many points of difference would
have been perceptible, and perhaps only a general resemblance. The long
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lapse of intervening years, in a climate so unlike that which had fostered
the ancestral Englishman, must inevitably have wrought important changes
in the physical system of his descendant. The Judge’'s volume of muscle
could hardly be the same as the Colondl’s; there was undoubtedly |ess beef
in him. Though looked upon as a weighty man among his contemporaries
in respect of animal substance, and as favored with a remarkable degree of
fundamental development, well adapting him for the judicial bench, we
conceive that the modern Judge Pyncheon, if weighed in the same balance
with his ancestor, would have required at least an old-fashioned fifty-six to
keep the scale in equilibrio. Then the Judge' s face had lost the ruddy En-
glish hue that showed its warmth through all the duskiness of the Colonel’s
weather-beaten cheek, and had taken a sallow shade, the established com-
plexion of his countrymen. |f we mistake not, moreover, a certain quality
of nervousness had become more or less manifest, even in so solid a speci-
men of Puritan descent as the gentleman now under discussion. As one of
its effects, it bestowed on his countenance a quicker mobility than the old
Englishman’ s had possessed, and keener vivacity, but at the expense of a
sturdier something, on which these acute endowments seemed to act like
dissolving acids. This process, for aught we know, may belong to the great
system of human progress, which, with every ascending footstep, as it di-
minishes the necessity for animal force, may be destined gradually to spiri-
tualize us, by refining away our grosser attributes of body. If so, Judge
Pyncheon could endure a century or two more of such refinement as well as
most other men.

The similarity, intellectual and moral, between the Judge and his ances-
tor appears to have been at least as strong as the resemblance of mien and
feature would afford reason to anticipate. In old Colonel Pyncheon’s fu-
neral discourse the clergyman absol utely canonized his deceased parishioner,
and opening, as it were, a vista through the roof of the church, and thence
through the firmament above, showed him seated, harp in hand, among the
crowned choristers of the spiritual world. On his tombstone, too, the record
is highly eulogistic; nor does history, so far as he holds a place upon its
page, assail the consistency and uprightness of his character. So also, as
regards the Judge Pyncheon of to-day, neither clergyman, nor legal critic,
nor inscriber of tombstones, nor historian of general or local palitics, would
venture aword against this eminent person’s sincerity as a Christian, or
respectability as a man, or integrity as ajudge, or courage and faithfulness
as the often-tried representative of his political party. But, besides these
cold, formal, and empty words of the chisel that inscribes, the voice that
speaks, and the pen that writes, for the public eye and for distant time,—
and which inevitably lose much of their truth and freedom by the fatal con-
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sciousness of so doing,—there were traditions about the ancestor, and pri-
vate diurnal gossip about the Judge, remarkably accordant in their testimony.
It is often instructive to take the woman' s, the private and domestic, view of
a public man; nor can anything be more curious than the vast discrepancy
between portraits intended for engraving and the pencil-sketches that pass
from hand to hand behind the original’ s back.

For example: tradition affirmed that the Puritan had been greedy of
wealth; the Judge, too, with all the show of liberal expenditure, was said to
be as close-fisted as if his gripe were of iron. The ancestor had clothed
himself in a grim assumption of kindliness, a rough heartiness of word and
manner, which most people took to be the genuine warmth of nature, mak-
ing its way through the thick and inflexible hide of a manly character. His
descendant, in compliance with the requirements of a nicer age, had ethere-
alized this rude benevolence into that broad benignity of smile wherewith
he shone like a noonday sun along the streets, or glowed like a household
fire in the drawing-rooms of his private acquaintance. The Puritan —if not
belied by some singular stories, murmured, even at this day, under the
narrator’s breath—had fallen into certain transgressions to which men of
his great animal development, whatever their faith or principles, must con-
tinue liable, until they put off impurity, along with the gross earthly sub-
stance that involves it. We must not stain our page with any contemporary
scandal, to a similar purport, that may have been whispered against the
Judge. The Puritan, again, an autocrat in his own household, had worn out
three wives, and, merely by the remorseless weight and hardness of his
character in the conjugal relation, had sent them, one after another, broken-
hearted, to their graves. Herethe parallel, in some sort, fails. The Judge
had wedded but a single wife, and lost her in the third or fourth year of their
marriage. There was a fable, however,—for such we choose to consider it,
though, not impassibly, typical of Judge Pyncheon’s marital deportment,—
that the lady got her death-blow in the honeymoon, and never smiled again,
because her husband compelled her to serve him with coffee every morning
at his bedside, in token of fealty to her liege-lord and master.

But it istoo fruitful a subject, this of hereditary resemblances, —the
freguent recurrence of which, in adirect line, is truly unaccountable, when
we consider how large an accumulation of ancestry lies behind every man
at the distance of one or two centuries. We shall only add, therefore, that
the Puritan—so, at least, says chimney-corner tradition, which often pre-
serves traits of character with marvellous fidelity—was bold, imperious,
relentless, crafty; laying his purposes deep, and following them out with an
inveteracy of pursuit that knew neither rest nor conscience; trampling on
the weak, and, when essential to his ends, doing his utmost to beat down
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the strong. Whether the Judge in any degree resembled him, the further
progress of our narrative may show.

Scarcely any of the items in the above-drawn parallel occurred to Phoebe,
whose country birth and residence, in truth, had left her pitifully ignorant
of most of the family traditions, which lingered, like cobwebs and incrusta-
tions of smoke, about the rooms and chimney-corners of the House of the
Seven Gables. Yet there was a circumstance, very trifling in itself, which
impressed her with an odd degree of horror. She had heard of the anathema
flung by Maule, the executed wizard, against Colonel Pyncheon and his
posterity,—that God would give them blood to drink,—and likewise of the
popular notion, that this miraculous blood might now and then be heard
gurgling intheir throats. The latter scandal —as became a person of sense,
and, more especially, a member of the Pyncheon family—Phoebe had set
down for the absurdity which it unquestionably was. But ancient
superstitions, after being steeped in human hearts and embodied in human
breath, and passing from lip to ear in manifold repetition, through a series
of generations, become imbued with an effect of homely truth. The smoke
of the domestic hearth has scented them through and through. By long
transmi ssion among household facts, they grow to look like them, and have
such a familiar way of making themselves at home that their influenceis
usually greater than we suspect. Thus it happened, that when Phoebe heard
a certain noise in Judge Pyncheon’ s throat, —rather habitual with him, not
altogether voluntary, yet indicative of nothing, unless it were a slight bron-
chial complaint, or, as some people hinted, an apoplectic symptom,—when
the girl heard this queer and awkward ingurgitation (which the writer never
did hear, and therefore cannot describe), she very foolishly started, and
clasped her hands.

Of course, it was exceedingly ridiculous in Phoebe to be discomposed
by such atrifle, and still more unpardonable to show her discomposure to
the individual most concerned in it. But the incident chimed in so oddly
with her previous fancies about the Colonel and the Judge, that, for the
moment, it seemed quite to mingle their identity.

“What is the matter with you, young woman?’ said Judge Pyncheon,
giving her one of his harsh looks. “Are you afraid of anything?’

“Oh, nothing” sir—nothing in the world!” answered Phoebe, with alittle
laugh of vexation at herself. “But perhaps you wish to speak with my
cousin Hepzibah. Shall | call her?’

“Stay a moment, if you please,” said the Judge, again beaming sunshine
out of hisface. “You seem to be a little nervous this morning. The town
air, Cousin Phoebe, does not agree with your good, wholesome country
habits. Or has anything happened to disturb you?—anything remarkable in
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Cousin Hepzibah's family? —An arrival, eh? | thought so! No wonder you
are out of sorts, my little cousin. To be an inmate with such a guest may
well startle an innocent young girl!”

“You quite puzzle me, sir,” replied Phoebe, gazing inquiringly at the
Judge. “Thereis no frightful guest in the house, but only a poor, gentle,
childlike man, whom | believe to be Cousin Hepzibah' s brother. | am afraid
(but you, sir, will know better than 1) that heis not quite in his sound senses;
but so mild and quiet he seems to be, that a mother might trust her baby
with him; and | think he would play with the baby as if he were only a few
years older thanitself. He startle mel—Oh, no indeed!”

“I regjoice to hear so favorable and so ingenuous an account of my cousin
Clifford,” said the benevolent Judge. “Many years ago, when we were
boys and young men together, | had a great affection for him, and still feel
atender interest in all his concerns. You say, Cousin Phoebe, he appears to
be weak minded. Heaven grant him at |east enough of intellect to repent of
his past sins!”

“Nobody, | fancy,” observed Phoebe, “ can have fewer to repent of.”

“Andisit possible, my dear” rejoined the Judge, with a commiserating
look,” that you have never heard of Clifford Pyncheon?—that you know
nothing of his history? Well, it is al right; and your mother has shown a
very proper regard for the good name of the family with which she con-
nected herself. Believe the best you can of this unfortunate person, and
hope the best! It is a rule which Christians should always follow, in their
judgments of one another; and especially is it right and wise among near
relatives, whose characters have necessarily a degree of mutual dependence.
But is Clifford in the parlor? | will just step in and see.”

“Perhaps, sir, | had better call my cousin Hepzibah,” said Phoebe; hardly
knowing, however, whether she ought to obstruct the entrance of so affec-
tionate a kinsman into the private regions of the house. “ Her brother seemed
to be just falling asleep after breakfast; and | am sure she would not like
him to be disturbed. Pray, sir, let me give her notice!”

But the Judge showed a singular determination to enter unannounced;
and as Phoebe, with the vivacity of a person whose movements uncon-
sciously answer to her thoughts, had stepped towards the door, he used
little or no ceremony in putting her aside.

“No, no, Miss Phoebe!” said Judge Pyncheon in a voice as deep as a
thunder-growl, and with a frown as black as the cloud whence it issues.”
Stay you here! | know the house, and know my cousin Hepzibah, and know
her brother Clifford likewise—nor need my little country cousin put her-
self to the trouble of announcing me!” —in these latter words, by the bye,
there were symptoms of a change from his sudden harshness into his previ-
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ous benignity of manner. “| am at home here, Phoebe, you must recollect,
and you are the stranger. | will just step in, therefore, and see for myself
how Clifford is, and assure him and Hepzibah of my kindly feelings and
best wishes. It isright, at this juncture, that they should both hear from my
own lips how much | desire to servethem. Hal here is Hepzibah herself!”

Such was the case. The vibrations of the Judge’s voice had reached the
old gentlewoman in the parlor, where she sat, with face averted, waiting on
her brother’s slumber. She now issued forth, as would appear, to defend
the entrance, looking, we must needs say, amazingly like the dragon which,
in fairy tales, is wont to be the guardian over an enchanted beauty. The
habitual scowl of her brow was undeniably too fierce, at this moment, to
pass itself off on the innocent score of near-sightedness; and it was bent on
Judge Pyncheon in a way that seemed to confound, if not alarm him, so
inadequately had he estimated the moral force of a deeply grounded
antipathy. She made a repelling gesture with her hand, and stood a perfect
picture of prohibition, at full length, in the dark frame of the doorway. But
we must betray Hepzibah' s secret, and confess that the native timorousness
of her character even now devel oped itself in a quick tremor, which, to her
own perception, set each of her joints at variance with its fellows.

Possibly, the Judge was aware how little true hardihood lay behind
Hepzibah's formidable front. At any rate, being a gentleman of steady
nerves, he soon recovered himself, and failed not to approach his cousin
with outstretched hand; adopting the sensible precaution, however, to cover
his advance with a smile, so broad and sultry, that, had it been only half
aswarm asit looked, atrellis of grapes might at once have turned purple
under its summer-like exposure. It may have been his purpose, indeed, to
melt poor Hepzibah on the spot, asif she were a figure of yellow wax.

“Hepzibah, my beloved cousin, | am rejoiced!” exclaimed the Judge
most emphatically. “Now, at length, you have something to live for. Yes,
and all of us, let me say, your friends and kindred, have more to live for
than we had yesterday. | have lost no time in hastening to offer any assis-
tance in my power towards making Clifford comfortable. He belongs to
usall. I know how much he requires,—how much he used to require,—
with his delicate taste, and his love of the beautiful. Anything in my
house, —pictures, books, wine, luxuries of the table, —he may command
them all! It would afford me most heartfelt gratification to see him! Shall
| step in, this moment?”’

“No,” replied Hepzibah, her voice quivering too painfully to allow of
many words. “He cannot see visitors!”

“A visitor, my dear cousinl—do you call me so?’ cried the Judge, whose
sensibility, it seems, was hurt by the coldness of the phrase. “ Nay, then, let
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me be Clifford’ s host, and your own likewise. Come at once to my house.
The country air, and all the conveniences, —I may say luxuries,—that |
have gathered about me, will do wonders for him. And you and |, dear
Hepzibah, will consult together, and watch together, and labor together,
to make our dear Clifford happy. Come! why should we make more
words about what is both a duty and a pleasure on my part? Come to me
at once!”

On hearing these so hospitabl e offers, and such generous recognition of
the claims of kindred, Phoebe felt very much in the mood of running up to
Judge Pyncheon, and giving him, of her own accord, the kiss from which
she had so recently shrunk away. It was quite otherwise with Hepzibah; the
Judge’ s smile seemed to operate on her acerbity of heart like sunshine upon
vinegar, making it ten times sourer than ever.

“Clifford,” said she,—still too agitated to utter more than an abrupt
sentence,—" Clifford has a home here!”

“May Heaven forgive you, Hepzibah,” said Judge Pyncheon, —rever-
ently lifting his eyes towards that high court of equity to which he
appealed,—"if you suffer any ancient prejudice or animasity to weigh with
you in this matter. | stand here with an open heart, willing and anxious to
receive yourself and Clifford into it. Do not refuse my good offices,—my
earnest propositions for your welfare! They are such, in all respects, as it
behooves your nearest kinsman to make. It will be a heavy responsibility,
cousin, if you confine your brother to this dismal house and stifled air,
when the delightful freedom of my country-seat is at his command.”

“It would never suit Clifford,” said Hepzibah, as briefly as before.

“Woman!” broke forth the Judge, giving way to his resentment, “ what is
the meaning of all this? Have you other resources? Nay, | suspected as
much! Take care, Hepzibah, take care! Clifford is on the brink of as black a
ruin as ever befdl himyet! But why do | talk with you, woman as you are?
Make way!'—I must see Clifford!”

Hepzibah spread out her gaunt figure across the door, and seemed really
to increase in bulk; looking the more terrible, also, because there was so
much terror and agitation in her heart. But Judge Pyncheon’s evident pur-
pose of forcing a passage was interrupted by a voice from the inner room; a
weak, tremulous, wailing voice, indicating helpless alarm, with no more
energy for self-defence than belongs to a frightened infant.

“Hepzibah, Hepzibah!” cried the voice; “ go down on your kneesto him!
Kiss his feet! Entreat him not to come in! Oh, let him have mercy on me!
Mercy! mercy!”

For the instant, it appeared doubtful whether it were not the Judge s reso-
lute purpose to set Hepzibah aside, and step across the threshold into the
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parlor, whence issued that broken and miserable murmur of entreaty. It
was not pity that restrained him, for, at the first sound of the enfeebled
voice, ared fire kindled in his eyes, and he made a quick pace forward,
with something inexpressibly fierce and grim darkening forth, as it were,
out of the whole man. To know Judge Pyncheon was to see him at that
moment. After such arevelation, let him smile with what sultriness he
would, he could much sooner turn grapes purple, or pumpkins yellow, than
melt the iron-branded impression out of the beholder’s memory. And it
rendered his aspect not the less, but more frightful, that it seemed not to
express wrath or hatred, but a certain hot fellness of purpose, which annihi-
lated everything but itself.

Yet, after all, are we not slandering an excellent and amiable man? Look
at the Judge now! He is apparently conscious of having erred, in too ener-
getically pressing his deeds of loving-kindness on persons unable to appre-
ciate them. He will await their better mood, and hold himself as ready to
assist them then as at this moment. As he draws back from the door, an all-
comprehensive benignity blazes from his visage, indicating that he gathers
Hepzibah, little Phoebe, and the invisible Clifford, all three, together with
the whole world besides, into his immense heart, and gives them a warm
bath inits flood of affection.

“You do me great wrong, dear Cousin Hepzibah!” said he, first kindly
offering her his hand, and then drawing on his glove preparatory to departure.
“Very great wrong! But | forgiveit, and will study to make you think better
of me. Of course, our poor Clifford being in so unhappy a state of mind, |
cannot think of urging an interview at present. But | shall watch over his
welfare as if he were my own beloved brother; nor do | at all despair, my
dear cousin, of constraining both him and you to acknowledge your injustice.
When that shall happen, | desire no other revenge than your acceptance of
the best offices in my power to do you.”

With a bow to Hepzibah, and a degree of paternal benevolencein his
parting nod to Phoebe, the Judge | eft the shop, and went smiling along the
street. Asis customary with the rich, when they aim at the honors of a
republic, he apologized, asit were, to the people, for his wealth, prosperity,
and elevated station, by a free and hearty manner towards those who knew
him; putting off the more of his dignity in due proportion with the humble-
ness of the man whom he saluted, and thereby proving a haughty conscious-
ness of his advantages as irrefragably as if he had marched forth preceded
by atroop of lackeys to clear the way. On this particular forenoon, so ex-
cessive was the warmth of Judge Pyncheon’s kindly aspect, that (such, at
least, was the rumor about town) an extra passage of the water-carts was
found essential, in order to lay the dust occasioned by so much extra
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sunshine!

No sooner had he disappeared than Hepzibah grew deadly white, and,
staggering towards Phoebe, let her head fall on the young girl’ s shoulder.

“O Phoebe!” murmured she, “that man has been the horror of my life!
Shall | never, never have the courage,—will my voice never cease from
trembling long enough to let me tell him what he is?’

“Is he so very wicked?" asked Phoebe. “Yet his offers were surely
kind!”

“Do not speak of them,—he has a heart of iron!” rejoined Hepzibah.
“Go, now, and talk to Clifford! Amuse and keep him quiet! It would disturb
him wretchedly to see me so agitated as | am. There, go, dear child, and |
will try to look after the shop.”

Phoebe went accordingly, but perplexed herself, meanwhile, with que-
ries as to the purport of the scene which she had just witnessed, and also
whether judges, clergymen, and other characters of that eminent stamp and
respectability, could really, in any single instance, be otherwise than just
and upright men. A doubt of this nature has a most disturbing influence,
and, if shown to be a fact, comes with fearful and startling effect on minds
of the trim, orderly, and limit-loving class, in which we find our little coun-
try-girl. Dispositions more boldly speculative may derive a stern enjoy-
ment from the discovery, since there must be evil in theworld, that a high
manisaslikely to grasp his share of it asalow one. A wider scope of view,
and a deeper insight, may see rank, dignity, and station, all proved illusory,
so far as regards their claim to human reverence, and yet not feel asif the
universe were thereby tumbled headlong into chaos. But Phoebe, in order
to keep the universe inits old place, was fain to smother, in some degree,
her ownintuitions asto Judge Pyncheon’ s character. And asfor her cousin’'s
testimony in disparagement of it, she concluded that Hepzibah' s judgment
was embittered by one of those family feuds which render hatred the more
deadly by the dead and corrupted love that they intermingle with its native
poison.
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IX. Clifford and Phoebe

TRULY was there something high, generous, and noble in the native
composition of our poor old Hepzibah! Or else—and it was quite as prob-
ably the case,—she had been enriched by poverty, developed by sorrow,
eevated by the strong and solitary affection of her life, and thus endowed
with heroism, which never could have characterized her in what are called
happier circumstances. Through dreary years Hepzibah had looked for-
ward—for the most part despairingly, never with any confidence of hope,
but always with the fegling that it was her brightest possibility—to the very
position in which she now found herself. In her own behalf, she had asked
nothing of Providence but the opportunity of devoting hersdlf to this brother,
whom she had so loved,—so admired for what he was, or might have been,
—and to whom she had kept her faith, alone of all the world, wholly,
unfalteringly, at every instant, and throughout life. And here, in his late
decline, the lost one had come back out of his long and strange misfortune,
and was thrown on her sympathy, as it seemed, not merely for the bread of
his physical existence, but for everything that should keep him morally
alive. She had responded to the call. She had come forward,—our poor,
gaunt Hepzibah, in her rusty silks, with her rigid joints, and the sad perver-
sity of her scowl,— ready to do her utmost; and with affection enough, if
that were all, to do a hundred times as much! There could be few more
tearful sights,—and Heaven forgive us if a smile insist on mingling with
our conception of it!—few sights with truer pathos in them, than Hepzibah
presented on that first afternoon.

How patiently did she endeavor to wrap Clifford up in her great, warm
love, and make it all the world to him, so that he should retain no torturing
sense of the coldness and dreariness without! Her little efforts to amuse
him! How pitiful, yet magnanimous, they were!

Remembering his early love of poetry and fiction, she unlocked a
bookcase, and took down several books that had been excellent reading in
their day. There was avolume of Pope, with the Rape of the Lock in it, and
another of the Tatler, and an odd one of Dryden’s Miscellanies, all with
tarnished gilding on their covers, and thoughts of tarnished brilliancy inside.
They had no success with Clifford. These, and all such writers of society,
whose new works glow like the rich texture of ajust-woven carpet, must be
content to relinquish their charm, for every reader, after an age or two, and
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could hardly be supposed to retain any portion of it for a mind that had
utterly lost its estimate of modes and manners. Hepzibah then took up
Rasselas, and began to read of the Happy Valley, with a vague idea that
some secret of a contented life had there been elaborated, which might at
least serve Clifford and herself for this one day. But the Happy Valley had
acloud over it. Hepzibah troubled her auditor, moreover, by innumerable
sins of emphasis, which he seemed to detect, without any reference to the
meaning; nor, infact, did he appear to take much note of the sense of what
she read, but evidently felt the tedium of the lecture, without harvesting its
profit. Hissister’'s voice, too, naturally harsh, had, in the course of her
sorrowful lifetime, contracted a kind of croak, which, when it once gets
into the human throat, is asineradicable as sin. In both sexes, occasionally,
thislifelong croak, accompanying each word of joy or sorrow, is one of the
symptoms of a settled melancholy; and wherever it occurs, the whole his-
tory of misfortune is conveyed in its slightest accent. The effect is asif the
voice had been dyed black; or,—if we must use a more moderate simile,—
this miserable croak, running through all the variations of the voice, islike
ablack silken thread, on which the crystal beads of speech are strung, and
whence they take their hue. Such voices have put on mourning for dead
hopes; and they ought to die and be buried along with them!

Discerning that Clifford was not gladdened by her efforts, Hepzibah
searched about the house for the means of more exhilarating pastime. At
one time, her eyes chanced to rest on Alice Pyncheon’ s harpsichord. It was
a moment of great peril; for,—despite the traditionary awe that had gath-
ered over this instrument of music, and the dirges which spiritual fingers
were said to play on it,—the devoted sister had solemn thoughts of thrum-
ming on its chords for Clifford’s benefit, and accompanying the perfor-
mance with her voice. Poor Clifford! Poor Hepzibah! Poor harpsichord!
All three would have been miserable together. By some good agency,—
possibly, by the unrecognized interposition of the long-buried Alice
herself,—the threatening calamity was averted.

But the worst of all—the hardest stroke of fate for Hepzibah to endure,
and perhaps for Clifford, too was his invincible distaste for her appearance.
Her features, never the most agreeable, and now harsh with age and grief,
and resentment against the world for his sake; her dress, and especially her
turban; the queer and quaint manners, which had unconsciously grown upon
her in solitude,—such being the poor gentlewoman'’ s outward characteristics,
it is no great marvel, although the mournfullest of pities, that the instinctive
lover of the Beautiful was fain to turn away his eyes. There was no help for
it. 1t would be the latest impulse to die within him. In his last extremity, the
expiring breath stealing faintly through Clifford’ s lips, he would doubtl ess
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press Hepzibah's hand, in fervent recognition of all her lavished love, and
close his eyes, —but not so much to die, as to be constrained to look no
longer on her face! Poor Hepzibah! She took counsel with herself what
might be done, and thought of putting ribbons on her turban; but, by the
instant rush of several guardian angels, was withheld from an experi ment
that could hardly have proved less than fatal to the beloved object of her
anxiety.

To be brief, besides Hepzibah' s disadvantages of person, there was an
uncouthness pervading all her deeds; a clumsy something, that could but ill
adapt itself for use, and not at all for ornament. She was a grief to Clifford,
and she knew it. Inthis extremity, the antiquated virgin turned to Phoebe.
No grovelling jealousy was in her heart. Had it pleased Heaven to crown
the heroic fidelity of her life by making her personally the medium of
Clifford's happiness, it would have rewarded her for all the past, by a joy
with no bright tints, indeed, but deep and true, and worth a thousand gayer
ecstasies. This could not be. She therefore turned to Phoebe, and resigned
the task into the young girl’s hands. The latter took it up cheerfully, as she
did everything, but with no sense of a mission to perform, and succeeding
all the better for that same simplicity.

By theinvoluntary effect of a genial temperament, Phoebe soon grew to
be absolutely essential to the daily comfort, if not the daily life, of her two
forlorn companions. The grime and sordidness of the House of the Seven
Gables seemed to have vanished since her appearance there; the gnawing
tooth of the dry-rot was stayed among the old timbers of its skeleton frame;
the dust had ceased to settle down so densely, from the antique ceilings,
upon the floors and furniture of the rooms below,—or, at any rate, there
was a little housewife, as light-footed as the breeze that sweeps a garden
walk, gliding hither and thither to brush it all away. The shadows of gloomy
events that haunted the else lonely and desolate apartments; the heavy,
breathless scent which death had |eft in more than one of the bedchambers,
ever since his visits of long ago,—these were less powerful than the purify-
ing influence scattered throughout the atmosphere of the household by the
presence of one youthful, fresh, and thoroughly wholesome heart. There
was no morbidness in Phoebe; if there had been, the old Pyncheon House
was the very locality to ripenit into incurable disease. But now her spirit
resembled, in its potency, a minute quantity of ottar of rose in one of
Hepzibah's huge, iron-bound trunks, diffusing its fragrance through the
various articles of linen and wrought-lace, kerchiefs, caps, stockings, folded
dresses, gloves, and whatever else was treasured there. Asevery articlein
the great trunk was the sweeter for the rose-scent, so did all the thoughts
and emotions of Hepzibah and Clifford, sombre as they might seem, ac-
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quire a subtle attribute of happiness from Phoebe' s intermixture with them.
Her activity of body, intellect, and heart impelled her continually to per-
form the ordinary little toils that offered themselves around her, and to
think the thought proper for the moment, and to sympathize,—now with
the twittering gayety of the robinsin the pear-tree, and now to such a depth
as she could with Hepzibah' s dark anxiety, or the vague moan of her brother.
This facile adaptation was at once the symptom of perfect health and its
best preservative.

A nature like Phoebe’ s has invariably its due influence, but is seldom
regarded with due honor. Its spiritual force, however, may be partially
estimated by the fact of her having found a place for herself, amid circum-
stances so stern as those which surrounded the mistress of the house; and
also by the effect which she produced on a character of so much more mass
than her own. For the gaunt, bony frame and limbs of Hepzibah, as com-
pared with the tiny lightsomeness of Phoebe' s figure, were perhapsin some
fit proportion with the moral weight and substance, respectively, of the
woman and the girl.

To the guest,—to Hepzibah' s brother,—or Cousin Clifford, as Phoebe
now began to call him,—she was especially necessary. Not that he could
ever be said to converse with her, or often manifest, in any other very defi-
nite mode, his sense of acharmin her society. But if shewere along while
absent he became pettish and nervously restless, pacing the roomto and fro
with the uncertainty that characterized all his movements; or else would sit
broodingly in his great chair, resting his head on his hands, and evincing
life only by an electric sparkle of ill-humor, whenever Hepzibah endeav-
ored to arouse him. Phoebe’ s presence, and the contiguity of her fresh life
to his blighted one, was usually all that he required. Indeed, such was the
native gush and play of her spirit, that she was seldom perfectly quiet and
undemonstrative, any more than a fountain ever ceases to dimple and warble
with its flow. She possessed the gift of song, and that, too, so naturally,
that you would aslittle think of inquiring whence she had caught it, or what
master had taught her, as of asking the same questions about a bird, in
whose small strain of music we recognize the voice of the Creator as dis-
tinctly asin the loudest accents of his thunder. So long as Phoebe sang, she
might stray at her own will about the house. Clifford was content, whether
the sweset, airy homeliness of her tones came down from the upper chambers,
or along the passageway from the shop, or was sprinkled through the foli-
age of the pear-tree, inward from the garden, with the twinkling sunbeams.
He would sit quietly, with a gentle pleasure gleaming over hisface, brighter
now, and now a little dimmer, as the song happened to float near him, or
was more remotely heard. It pleased him best, however, when she sat on a
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low footstool at his knee.

It is perhaps remarkable, considering her temperament, that Phoebe
oftener chose a strain of pathos than of gayety. But the young and happy
arenot ill pleased to temper their life with a transparent shadow. The deep-
est pathos of Phoebe’ s voice and song, moreover, came sifted through the
golden texture of a cheery spirit, and was somehow so interfused with the
quality thence acquired, that one’s heart felt all the lighter for having wept
at it. Broad mirth, in the sacred presence of dark misfortune, would have
jarred harshly and irreverently with the solemn symphony that rolled its
undertone through Hepzibah's and her brother’s life. Therefore, it was
well that Phoebe so often chose sad themes, and not amiss that they ceased
to be so sad while she was singing them.

Becoming habituated to her companionship, Clifford readily showed how
capable of imbibing pleasant tints and gleams of cheerful light from all
guarters his nature must originally have been. He grew youthful while she
sat by him. A beauty,—not precisely real, even in its utmost manifestation,
and which a painter would have watched long to seize and fix upon his
canvas, and, after al, in vain,—beauty, nevertheless, that was not a mere
dream, would sometimes play upon and illuminate his face. It did more
than to illuminate; it transfigured him with an expression that could only be
interpreted as the glow of an exquisite and happy spirit. That gray hair, and
those furrows, —with their record of infinite sorrow so deeply written across
his brow, and so compressed, as with a futile effort to crowd in all thetale,
that the whole inscription was made illegible, —these, for the moment,
vanished. An eye at once tender and acute might have beheld in the man
some shadow of what he was meant to be. Anon, as age came stealing, like
asad twilight, back over his figure, you would have felt tempted to hold an
argument with Destiny, and affirm, that either this being should not have
been made mortal, or mortal existence should have been tempered to his
gualities. There seemed no necessity for his having drawn breath at all; the
world never wanted him; but, as he had breathed, it ought alwaysto have
been the balmiest of summer air. The same perplexity will invariably haunt
us with regard to natures that tend to feed exclusively upon the Beautiful,
let their earthly fate be as lenient asit may.

Phoebe, it is probable, had but a very imperfect comprehension of the
character over which she had thrown so beneficent a spell. Nor was it
necessary. The fire upon the hearth can gladden a whole semicircle of
faces round about it, but need not know the individuality of one among
them all. Indeed, there was something too fine and delicate in Clifford's
traits to be perfectly appreciated by one whose sphere lay so much in the
Actual as Phoebe's did. For Clifford, however, the reality, and simplicity,
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and thorough homeliness of the girl’ s nature were as powerful acharm as
any that she possessed. Beauty, it is true, and beauty almost perfectinits
own style, was indispensable. Had Phoebe been coarse in feature, shaped
clumsily, of a harsh voice, and uncouthly mannered, she might have been
rich with all good gifts, beneath this unfortunate exterior, and still, so long
as she wore the guise of woman, she would have shocked Clifford, and
depressed him by her lack of beauty. But nothing more beautiful —noth-
ing prettier, at least—was ever made than Phoebe. And, therefore, to this
man,—whose whol e poor and impal pable enjoyment of existence heretofore,
and until both his heart and fancy died within him, had been a dream,—
whose images of women had more and more logt their warmth and substance,
and been frozen, like the pictures of secluded artists, into the chillest
ideality,—to him, this little figure of the cheeriest household life was just
what he required to bring him back into the breathing world. Persons who
have wandered, or been expelled, out of the common track of things, even
were it for a better system, desire nothing so much asto be led back. They
shiver in their loneliness, be it on a mountain-top or in a dungeon. Now,
Phoebe’ s presence made a home about her,—that very sphere which the
outcast, the prisoner, the potentate,—the wretch beneath mankind, the wretch
asidefrom it, or the wretch aboveit, —instinctively pines after,—a home!
She was real! Holding her hand, you felt something; atender something; a
substance, and a warm one: and so long as you should fed its grasp, soft as
it was, you might be certain that your place was good in the whole sympa-
thetic chain of human nature. The world was no longer a delusion.

By looking a little further in this direction, we might suggest an explana-
tion of an often-suggested mystery. Why are poets so apt to choose their
mates, not for any similarity of poetic endowment, but for qualities which
might make the happiness of the rudest handicraftsman as well as that of
theideal craftsman of the spirit? Because, probably, at his highest elevation,
the poet needs no human intercourse; but he finds it dreary to descend, and
be a stranger.

There was something very beautiful in the relation that grew up between
this pair, so closely and constantly linked together, yet with such a waste of
gloomy and mysterious years from his birthday to hers. On Clifford’ s part
it was the feeling of a man naturally endowed with the liveliest sensibility
to feminine influence, but who had never quaffed the cup of passionate
love, and knew that it was now too late. He knew it, with the instinctive
delicacy that had survived his intellectual decay. Thus, his sentiment for
Phoebe, without being paternal, was not |ess chaste than if she had been his
daughter. He was a man, it is true, and recognized her as a woman. She
was his only representative of womankind. He took unfailing note of every
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charm that appertained to her sex, and saw the ripeness of her lips, and the
virginal development of her bosom. All her little womanly ways, budding
out of her like blossoms on a young fruit-tree, had their effect on him, and
sometimes caused hisvery heart to tingle with the keenest thrills of pleasure.
At such moments,—for the effect was seldom more than momentary,—the
half-torpid man would be full of harmonious life, just as a long-silent harp
is full of sound, when the musician’ s fingers sweep acrossit. But, after all,
it seemed rather a perception, or a sympathy, than a sentiment belonging to
himself as an individual. He read Phoebe as he would a sweet and simple
story; helistened to her asif she were a verse of household poetry, which
God, inrequital of his bleak and dismal lot, had permitted some angel, that
most pitied him, to warble through the house. She was not an actual fact
for him, but the interpretation of all that he lacked on earth brought warmly
home to his conception; so that this mere symbol, or life-like picture, had
almost the comfort of reality.

But we strive in vain to put the idea into words. No adequate expression
of the beauty and profound pathos with which it impresses us is attainable.
This being, made only for happiness, and heretofore so miserably failing to
be happy,—his tendencies so hideously thwarted, that, some unknown time
ago, the delicate springs of his character, never morally or intellectually
strong, had given way, and he was now imbecile,—this poor, forlorn voy-
ager from the Idlands of the Blest, in afrail bark, on a tempestuous sea,
had been flung, by the last mountain-wave of his shipwreck, into a quiet
harbor. There, as he lay more than half lifeless on the strand, the fra-
grance of an earthly rose-bud had come to his nostrils, and, as odors will,
had summoned up reminiscences or visions of all the living and breathing
beauty amid which he should have had his home. With his native suscep-
tibility of happy influences, he inhales the slight, ethereal raptureinto his
soul, and expires!

And how did Phoebe regard Clifford? The girl’s was not one of those
natures which are most attracted by what is strange and exceptional in hu-
man character. The path which would best have suited her was the well-
worn track of ordinary life; the companions in whom she would most have
delighted were such as one encounters at every turn. The mystery which
enveloped Clifford, so far asit affected her at all, was an annoyance, rather
than the piquant charm which many women might have found init. Still,
her native kindliness was brought strongly into play, not by what was darkly
picturesque in his situation, nor so much, even, by the finer graces of his
character, as by the simple appeal of a heart so forlorn as his to one so full
of genuine sympathy as hers. She gave him an affectionate regard, because
he needed so much love, and seemed to have received so little. With a ready
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tact, the result of ever-active and wholesome sensibility, she discerned what
was good for him, and did it. Whatever was morbid in his mind and experi-
ence she ignored; and thereby kept their intercourse healthy, by the
incautious, but, as it were, heaven-directed freedom of her whole conduct.
The sick in mind, and, perhaps, in body, are rendered more darkly and
hopelessly so by the manifold reflection of their disease, mirrored back
from all quarters in the deportment of those about them; they are com-
pelled to inhal e the poison of their own breath, in infinite repetition. But
Phoebe afforded her poor patient a supply of purer air. She impregnated
it, too, not with awild-flower scent, —for wildness was no trait of hers,—
but with the perfume of garden-roses, pinks, and other blossoms of much
sweetness, which nature and man have consented together in making grow
from summer to summer, and from century to century. Such a flower was
Phoebe in her relation with Clifford, and such the delight that he inhaled
from her.

Yet, it must be said, her petals sometimes drooped a little, in consequence
of the heavy atmosphere about her. She grew more thoughtful than
heretofore. Looking aside at Clifford's face, and seeing the dim, unsatis-
factory elegance and the intellect almost quenched, she would try to in-
quire what had been his life. Was he always thus? Had this veil been over
him from his birth? —this veil, under which far more of his spirit was
hidden than revealed, and through which he so imperfectly discerned the
actual world, —or was its gray texture woven of some dark calamity?
Phoebe loved no riddles, and would have been glad to escape the per-
plexity of this one. Nevertheless, there was so far a good result of her
meditations on Clifford' s character, that, when her involuntary conjectures,
together with the tendency of every strange circumstance to tell its own
story, had gradually taught her the fact, it had no terrible effect upon her.
Let the world have done him what vast wrong it might, she knew Cousin
Clifford too well—or fancied so—ever to shudder at the touch of his thin,
delicate fingers.

Within afew days after the appearance of this remarkable inmate, the
routine of life had established itself with a good deal of uniformity in the
old house of our narrative. Inthe morning, very shortly after breakfast, it
was Clifford' s custom to fall asleep in his chair; nor, unless accidentally
disturbed, would he emerge from a dense cloud of slumber or the thinner
mists that flitted to and fro, until well towards noonday. These hours of
drowsi head were the season of the old gentlewoman’ s attendance on her
brother, while Phoebe took charge of the shop; an arrangement which the
public speedily understood, and evinced their decided preference of the
younger shopwoman by the multiplicity of their calls during her adminis-
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tration of affairs. Dinner over, Hepzibah took her knitting-work,—a long
stocking of gray yarn, for her brother’ s winter wear,—and with a sigh, and
ascowl of affectionate farewell to Clifford, and a gesture enjoining watch-
fulness on Phoebe, went to take her seat behind the counter. It was now the
young girl’ s turn to be the nurse,—the guardian, the playmate, —or what-
ever is the fitter phrase,—of the gray-haired man.
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X. The Pyncheon Garden

CLIFFORD, except for Phoebe’ s More active instigation would ordi-
narily have yielded to the torpor which had crept through all his modes of
being, and which sluggishly counselled him to sit in his morning chair till
eventide. But the girl seldom failed to propose a removal to the garden,
where Uncle Venner and the daguerreotypist had made such repairs on the
roof of the ruinous arbor, or summer-house, that it was now a sufficient
shelter from sunshine and casual showers. The hop-vine, too, had begun to
grow luxuriantly over the sides of the little edifice, and made an interior of
verdant seclusion, with innumerable peeps and glimpses into the wider soli-
tude of the garden.

Here, sometimes, in this green play-place of flickering light, Phoebe read
to Clifford. Her acquaintance, the artist, who appeared to have a literary
turn, had supplied her with works of fiction, in pamphlet form,—and a few
volumes of poetry, in altogether a different style and taste from those which
Hepzibah selected for his amusement. Small thanks were due to the books,
however, if the girl’ s readings were in any degree more successful than her
elderly cousin’s. Phoebe' s voice had always a pretty music init, and could
either enliven Clifford by its sparkle and gayety of tone, or soothe himby a
continued flow of pebbly and brook-like cadences. But the fictions—in
which the country-girl, unused to works of that nature, often became deeply
absorbed—interested her strange auditor very little, or not at all. Pictures
of life, scenes of passion or sentiment, wit, humor, and pathos, were all
thrown away, or worse than thrown away, on Clifford; either because he
lacked an experience by which to test their truth, or because his own griefs
were a touch-stone of reality that few feigned emotions could withstand.
When Phoebe broke into a peal of merry laughter at what she read, he
would now and then laugh for sympathy, but oftener respond with a troubled,
questioning look. If atear—a maiden’ s sunshiny tear over imaginary woe—
dropped upon some melancholy page, Clifford either took it as a token of
actual calamity, or else grew peevish, and angrily motioned her to close the
volume. And wisdly too! Is not the world sad enough, in genuine earnest,
without making a pastime of mock sorrows?

With poetry it was rather better. He delighted in the swell and subsid-
ence of the rhythm, and the happily recurring rhyme. Nor was Clifford
incapable of feeling the sentiment of poetry,—not, perhaps, where it was



100 THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES

highest or deepest, but where it was most flitting and ethereal. It wasim-
possible to foretell in what exquisite verse the awakening spell might lurk;
but, on raising her eyes from the page to Clifford’ s face, Phoebe would be
made aware, by the light breaking through it, that a more delicate intelli-
gence than her own had caught a lambent flame from what she read. One
glow of this kind, however, was often the precursor of gloom for many
hours afterward; because, when the glow left him, he seemed conscious of
amissing sense and power, and groped about for them, as if a blind man
should go seeking his lost eyesight.

It pleased him more, and was better for his inward welfare, that Phoebe
should talk, and make passing occurrences vivid to his mind by her accom-
panying description and remarks. The life of the garden offered topics
enough for such discourse as suited Clifford best. He never failed to in-
quire what flowers had bloomed since yesterday. His feeling for flowers
was very exquisite, and seemed not so much a taste as an emotion; he was
fond of sitting with onein his hand, intently observing it, and looking from
its petals into Phoebe' s face, as if the garden flower were the sister of the
household maiden. Not merely was there a delight in the flower’ s perfume,
or pleasurein its beautiful form, and the delicacy or brightness of its hue;
but Clifford’s enjoyment was accompanied with a perception of life,
character, and individuality, that made him love these blossoms of the garden,
asif they were endowed with sentiment and intelligence. This affection and
sympathy for flowersis almost exclusively a woman's trait. Men, if en-
dowed with it by nature, soon lose, forget, and learn to despise it, in their
contact with coarser things than flowers. Clifford, too, had long forgotten
it; but found it again now, as he slowly revived from the chill torpor of his
life.

It is wonderful how many pleasant incidents continually cameto passin
that secluded garden-spot when once Phoebe had set herself to look for
them. She had seen or heard a bee there, on the first day of her acquain-
tance with the place. And often, —almost continually, indeed,—since then,
the bees kept coming thither, Heaven knows why, or by what pertinacious
desire, for far-fetched sweets, when, no doubt, there were broad clover-
fields, and all kinds of garden growth, much nearer home than this. Thither
the bees came, however, and plunged into the squash-blossoms, as if there
were no other squash-vines within along day’s flight, or asif the soil of
Hepzibah' s garden gave its productions just the very quality which these
laborious little wizards wanted, in order to impart the Hymettus odor to
their whole hive of New England honey. When Clifford heard their sunny,
buzzing murmur, in the heart of the great yellow blossoms, he looked about
him with a joyful sense of warmth, and blue sky, and green grass, and of
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God's free air in the whole height from earth to heaven. After all, there
need be no question why the bees came to that one green nook in the dusty
town. God sent them thither to gladden our poor Clifford. They brought
the rich summer with them, in requital of alittle honey.

When the bean-vines began to flower on the poles, there was one par-
ticular variety which bore a vivid scarlet blossom. The daguerreotypist had
found these beans in a garret, over one of the seven gables, treasured up in
an old chest of drawers by some horticultural Pyncheon of days gone by,
who doubtless meant to sow them the next summer, but was himself first
sown in Death’s garden-ground. By way of testing whether there were still
aliving germin such ancient seeds, Holgrave had planted some of them;
and the result of his experiment was a splendid row of bean-vines,
clambering, early, to the full height of the poles, and arraying them, from
top to bottom, in a spiral profusion of red blossoms. And, ever since the
unfolding of the first bud, a multitude of humming-birds had been attracted
thither. At times, it seemed as if for every one of the hundred blossoms
there was one of these tiniest fowls of the air,—a thumb’s bigness of bur-
nished plumage, hovering and vibrating about the bean-poles. It waswith
indescribable interest, and even more than childish delight, that Clifford
watched the humming-birds. He used to thrust his head softly out of the
arbor to see them the better; all the while, too, motioning Phoebe to be
quiet, and snatching glimpses of the smile upon her face, so as to heap his
enjoyment up the higher with her sympathy. He had not merely grown
young;—he was a child again.

Hepzibah, whenever she happened to witness one of these fits of minia-
ture enthusiasm, would shake her head, with a strange mingling of the mother
and sister, and of pleasure and sadness, in her aspect. She said that it had
always been thus with Clifford when the humming-birds came,—always,
from his babyhood,—and that his delight in them had been one of the ear-
liest tokens by which he showed his love for beautiful things. And it wasa
wonderful coincidence, the good lady thought, that the artist should have
planted these scarlet-flowering beans—which the humming-birds sought
far and wide, and which had not grown in the Pyncheon garden before for
forty years—on the very summer of Clifford’ s return.

Then would the tears stand in poor Hepzibah's eyes, or overflow them
with atoo abundant gush, so that she was fain to betake herself into some
corner, lest Clifford should espy her agitation. Indeed, all the enjoyments
of this period were provocative of tears. Coming so late asit did, it wasa
kind of Indian summer, with amist in its balmiest sunshine, and decay and
death in its gaudiest delight. The more Clifford seemed to taste the happi-
ness of a child, the sadder was the difference to be recognized. With a
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mysterious and terrible Past, which had annihilated his memory, and a blank
Future before him, he had only this visionary and impal pable Now, which,
if you oncelook closdly at it, is nothing. He himself, as was perceptible by
many symptoms, lay darkly behind his pleasure, and knew it to be a baby-
play, which he was to toy and trifle with, instead of thoroughly believing.
Clifford saw, it may be, in the mirror of his deeper consciousness, that he
was an example and representative of that great class of people whom an
inexplicable Providence is continually putting at cross-purposes with the
world: breaking what seems its own promise in their nature; withholding
their proper food, and setting poison before them for a banquet; and thus—
when it might so easily, as one would think, have been adjusted other-
wise—making their existence a strangeness, a solitude, and torment. All
his life long, he had been learning how to be wretched, as one learns a
foreign tongue; and now, with the lesson thoroughly by heart, he could
with difficulty comprehend his little airy happiness. Frequently there was a
dim shadow of doubt in his eyes. “Take my hand, Phoebe,” he would say,
“and pinch it hard with your little fingers! Give me arose, that | may press
its thorns, and prove myself awake by the sharp touch of pain!” Evidently,
he desired this prick of atrifling anguish, in order to assure himself, by that
quality which he best knew to bereal, that the garden, and the seven weather-
beaten gables, and Hepzibah' s scowl, and Phoebe ssmile, werereal likewise.
Without this signet in his flesh, he could have attributed no more substance
to them than to the empty confusion of imaginary scenes with which he had
fed his spirit, until even that poor sustenance was exhausted.

The author needs great faith in his reader’ s sympathy; else he must
hesitate to give details so minute, and incidents apparently so trifling,
as are essential to make up the idea of this garden-life. It was the Eden
of a thunder-smitten Adam, who had fled for refuge thither out of the
same dreary and perilous wilderness into which the original Adam was
expelled.

One of the available means of amusement, of which Phoebe made the
most in Clifford’' s behalf, was that feathered society, the hens, a breed
of whom, as we have already said, was an immemorial heirloom in the
Pyncheon family. In compliance with a whim of Clifford, as it troubled
him to see them in confinement, they had been set at liberty, and now roamed
at will about the garden; doing some little mischief, but hindered from es-
cape by buildings on three sides, and the difficult peaks of a wooden fence
on the other. They spent much of their abundant leisure on the margin of
Maul€ s well, which was haunted by a kind of snail, evidently a tithit to
their palates; and the brackish water itself, however nauseous to the rest of
the world, was so greatly esteemed by these fowls, that they might be seen
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tasting, turning up their heads, and smacking their bills, with precisely the
air of wine-bibbers round a probationary cask. Their generally quiet, yet
often brisk, and constantly diversified talk, one to another, or sometimesin
soliloquy,—as they scratched worms out of the rich, black soil, or pecked
at such plants as suited their taste,—had such a domestic tone, that it was
almost a wonder why you could not establish a regular interchange of ideas
about household matters, human and gallinaceous. All hens are well worth
studying for the piquancy and rich variety of their manners; but by no pos-
sibility can there have been other fowls of such odd appearance and deport-
ment as these ancestral ones. They probably embodied the traditionary
peculiarities of their whole line of progenitors, derived through an unbro-
ken succession of eggs; or else thisindividual Chanticleer and histwo wives
had grown to be humorists, and a little crack-brained withal, on account of
their solitary way of life, and out of sympathy for Hepzibah, their lady-
patroness.

Queer, indeed, they looked! Chanticleer himself, though stalking on two
stilt-like legs, with the dignity of interminable descent in all his gestures,
was hardly bigger than an ordinary partridge; his two wives were about the
size of quails; and as for the one chicken, it looked small enough to be still
in the egg, and, at the same time, sufficiently old, withered, wizened, and
experienced, to have been founder of the antiquated race. Instead of being
the youngest of the family, it rather seemed to have aggregated into itself
the ages, not only of these living specimens of the breed, but of all its fore-
fathers and foremothers, whose united excellences and oddities were
squeezed into its little body. Its mother evidently regarded it as the one
chicken of the world, and as necessary, in fact, to the world' s continuance,
or, at any rate, to the equilibrium of the present system of affairs, whether
in church or state. No lesser sense of the infant fowl’ s importance could
have justified, even in a mother’s eyes, the perseverance with which she
watched over its safety, ruffling her small person to twice its proper size,
and flying in everybody’ s face that so much as looked towards her hopeful
progeny. No lower estimate could have vindicated the indefatigable zeal
with which she scratched, and her unscrupul ousness in digging up the choic-
est flower or vegetable, for the sake of the fat earthworm at its root. Her
nervous cluck, when the chicken happened to be hidden in the long grass or
under the squash-leaves; her gentle croak of satisfaction, while sure of it
beneath her wing; her note of ill-conceal ed fear and obstreperous defiance,
when she saw her arch-enemy, a neighbor’s cat, on the top of the high
fence,—one or other of these sounds was to be heard at almost every mo-
ment of the day. By degrees, the observer came to feel nearly as much
interest in this chicken of illustrious race as the mother-hen did.
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Phoebe, after getting well acquainted with the old hen, was sometimes
permitted to take the chicken in her hand, which was quite capable of grasp-
ing its cubic inch or two of body. While she curiously examined its heredi-
tary marks,—the peculiar speckle of its plumage, the funny tuft on its head,
and a knob on each of its legs,—the little biped, as she insisted, kept giving
her a sagaciouswink. The daguerreotypist once whispered her that these
marks betokened the oddities of the Pyncheon family, and that the chicken
itself was a symbol of the life of the old house, embodying its interpretation,
likewise, although an unintelligible one, as such clews generally are. It
was a feathered riddle; a mystery hatched out of an egg, and just as myste-
rious as if the egg had been addle!

The second of Chanticleer’s two wives, ever since Phoebe' s arrival, had
been in a state of heavy despondency, caused, asit afterwards appeared, by
her inability to lay an egg. One day, however, by her self-important gait,
the sideways turn of her head, and the cock of her eye, as she pried into one
and another nook of the garden,—croaking to herself, all the while, with
inexpressible compl acency,—it was made evident that this identical hen,
much as mankind undervalued her, carried something about her person the
worth of which was not to be estimated either in gold or precious stones.
Shortly after, there was a prodigious cackling and gratulation of Chanti-
cleer and all his family, including the wizened chicken, who appeared to
understand the matter quite as well as did his sire, his mother, or his aunt.
That afternoon Phoebe found a diminutive egg,—not in the regular nest, it
was far too precious to be trusted there,—but cunningly hidden under the
currant-bushes, on some dry stalks of last year’ s grass. Hepzibah, on learn-
ing the fact, took possession of the egg and appropriated it to Clifford’s
breakfast, on account of a certain delicacy of flavor, for which, as she
affirmed, these eggs had always been famous. Thus unscrupulously did the
old gentlewoman sacrifice the continuance, perhaps, of an ancient feath-
ered race, with no better end than to supply her brother with a dainty that
hardly filled the bowl of a tea-spoon! It must have beenin referenceto this
outrage that Chanticleer, the next day, accompanied by the bereaved mother
of the egg, took his post in front of Phoebe and Clifford, and delivered
himself of a harangue that might have proved as long as his own pedigree,
but for afit of merriment on Phoebe' s part. Hereupon, the offended fowl
stalked away on hislong stilts, and utterly withdrew his notice from Phoebe
and the rest of human nature, until she made her peace with an offering of
spice-cake, which, next to snails, was the delicacy most in favor with his
aristocratic taste.

We linger too long, no doubt, beside this paltry rivulet of life that flowed
through the garden of the Pyncheon House. But we deem it pardonable to
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record these meanincidents and poor delights, because they proved so greatly
to Clifford’ s benefit. They had the earth-smell in them, and contributed to
give him health and substance. Some of his occupations wrought less de-
sirably upon him. He had a singular propensity, for example, to hang over
Maul€e s well, and ook at the constantly shifting phantasmagoria of figures
produced by the agitation of the water over the mosaic-work of colored
pebbles at the bottom. He said that faces |ooked upward to him there, —
beautiful faces, arrayed in bewitching smiles,—each momentary face so
fair and rosy, and every smile so sunny, that hefelt wronged at its departure,
until the same flitting witchcraft made a new one. But sometimes he would
suddenly cry out, “ The dark face gazes at mel” and be miserable the whole
day afterwards. Phoebe, when she hung over the fountain by Clifford's
side, could see nothing of all this—neither the beauty nor the ugliness,—
but only the colored pebbles, looking asif the gush of the waters shook and
disarranged them. And the dark face, that so troubled Clifford, was no
more than the shadow thrown from a branch of one of the damson-trees,
and breaking the inner light of Maule’ swell. The truth was, however, that
his fancy—reviving faster than hiswill and judgment, and always stronger
than they—created shapes of loveliness that were symboalic of his native
character, and now and then a stern and dreadful shape that typified his
fate.

On Sundays, after Phoebe had been at church,—for the girl had a church-
going conscience, and would hardly have been at ease had she missed ei-
ther prayer, singing, sermon, or benediction, —after church-time, therefore,
there was, ordinarily, a sober little festival in the garden. In addition to
Clifford, Hepzibah, and Phoebe, two guests made up the company. One
was the artist Holgrave, who, in spite of his consociation with reformers,
and his other queer and questionabl e traits, continued to hold an elevated
placein Hepzibah's regard. The other, we are almost ashamed to say, was
the venerable Uncle Venner, in a clean shirt, and a broadcloth coat, more
respectabl e than his ordinary wear, inasmuch as it was neatly patched on
each elbow, and might be called an entire garment, except for a dight in-
equality in the length of its skirts. Clifford, on several occasions, had
seemed to enjoy the old man’ sintercourse, for the sake of his mellow, cheer-
ful vein, which was like the sweet flavor of a frost-bitten apple, such as one
picks up under the tree in December. A man at the very lowest point of the
social scale was easier and more agreeable for the fallen gentleman to en-
counter than a person at any of the intermediate degrees; and, moreover, as
Clifford’ s young manhood had been lost, he was fond of feeling himself
comparatively youthful, now, in apposition with the patriarchal age of Uncle
Venner. Infact, it was sometimes observable that Clifford half wilfully hid
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from himself the consciousness of being stricken in years, and cherished
visions of an earthly future still before him; visions, however, too indis-
tinctly drawn to be followed by disappoi ntment—though, doubtless, by
depression—when any casual incident or recollection made him sensible
of the withered |eaf.

So this oddly composed little social party used to assemble under the
ruinous arbor. Hepzibah—stately as ever at heart, and yielding not an inch
of her old gentility, but resting upon it so much the more, as justifying a
princess-like condescensi on—exhibited a not ungraceful hospitality. She
talked kindly to the vagrant artist, and took sage counsel—Ilady as she was—
with the wood-sawyer, the messenger of everybody’s petty errands, the
patched philosopher. And Uncle Venner, who had studied the world at
street-corners, and other posts equally well adapted for just observation,
was as ready to give out his wisdom as a town-pump to give water.

“Miss Hepzibah, ma’ am,” said he once, after they had all been cheerful
together, “| really enjoy these quiet little meetings of a Sabbath afternoon.
They are very much like what | expect to have after | retire to my farm!”

“Uncle Venner” observed Clifford in a drowsy, inward tone, “is always
talking about hisfarm. But | have a better scheme for him, by and by. We
shall seel!”

“Ah, Mr. Clifford Pyncheon!” said the man of patches, “you may scheme
for me as much as you please; but I’m not going to give up this one scheme
of my own, evenif | never bring it really to pass. It does seem to me that
men make a wonderful mistake in trying to heap up property upon property.
If 1 had done so, | should feel asif Providence was not bound to take care of
me; and, at all events, the city wouldn't be! I’m one of those people who
think that infinity is big enough for us all—and eternity long enough.”

“Why, so they are, Uncle Venner,” remarked Phoebe after a pause; for
she had been trying to fathom the profundity and appositeness of this con-
cluding apothegm. “But for this short life of ours, one would like a house
and a moderate garden-spot of one’'s own.”

“ It appearsto me,” said the daguerreotypist, smiling, “that Uncle Venner
has the principles of Fourier at the bottom of his wisdom; only they have
not quite so much distinctness in his mind as in that of the systematizing
Frenchman.”

“Come, Phoebe,” said Hepzibah, “it istime to bring the currants.”

And then, while the yellow richness of the declining sunshine till fell
into the open space of the garden, Phoebe brought out a loaf of bread and a
china bowl of currants, freshly gathered from the bushes, and crushed with
sugar. These, with water,—but not from the fountain of ill omen, close at
hand,—constituted all the entertainment. Meanwhile, Holgrave took some



THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES 107

pains to establish an intercourse with Clifford, actuated, it might seem, en-
tirely by an impulse of kindliness, in order that the present hour might be
cheerfuller than most which the poor recluse had spent, or was destined yet
to spend. Nevertheless, in the artist’s deep, thoughtful, all-observant eyes,
there was, now and then, an expression, not sinister, but questionable; as if
he had some other interest in the scene than a stranger, a youthful and
unconnected adventurer, might be supposed to have. With great mobility
of outward mood, however, he applied himself to the task of enlivening the
party; and with so much success, that even dark-hued Hepzibah threw off
one tint of melancholy, and made what shift she could with the remaining
portion. Phoebe said to herself,—"How pleasant he can be!” Asfor Uncle
Venner, as a mark of friendship and approbation, he readily consented to
afford the young man his countenance in the way of his profession,—not
metaphorically, be it understood, but literally, by allowing a daguerreotype
of his face, so familiar to the town, to be exhibited at the entrance of
Holgrave' s studio.

Clifford, as the company partook of their little banquet, grew to be the
gayest of them all. Either it was one of those up-quivering flashes of the
spirit, to which minds in an abnormal state areliable, or elsethe artist had
subtly touched some chord that made musical vibration. Indeed, what with
the pleasant summer evening, and the sympathy of this little circle of not
unkindly souls, it was perhaps natural that a character so susceptible as
Clifford’ s should become animated, and show itself readily responsive to
what was said around him. But he gave out his own thoughts, likewise,
with an airy and fanciful glow; so that they glistened, as it were, through
the arbor, and made their escape among the interstices of the foliage. He
had been as cheerful, no doubt, while alone with Phoebe, but never with
such tokens of acute, although partial intelligence.

But, asthe sunlight Ieft the peaks of the Seven Gables, so did the excite-
ment fade out of Clifford's eyes. He gazed vaguely and mournfully about
him, as if he missed something precious, and missed it the more drearily for
not knowing precisely what it was.

“I want my happiness!” at last he murmured hoarsely and indistinctly,
hardly Shaping out thewords. “Many, many years have | waited for it! Itis
late! It islate! | want my happiness!”

Alas, poor Clifford! You are old, and worn with troubles that ought never
to have befallen you. You are partly crazy and partly imbecile; a ruin, a
failure, as almost everybody is,—though some in less degree, or less
perceptibly, than their fellows. Fate has no happiness in store for you;
unless your quiet homein the old family residencewith the faithful Hepzibah,
and your long summer afternoons with Phoebe, and these Sabbath festivals
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with Uncle Venner and the daguerreoctypist, deserve to be called happiness!
Why not? If not the thing itself, it is marvellously like it, and the more so
for that ethereal and intangible quality which causesit all to vanish at too
close an introspection. Take it, therefore, while you may Murmur not,—
question not,—but make the most of it!
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Xl. The Arched Window

FROM the inertness, or what we may term the vegetative character, of
his ordinary mood, Clifford would perhaps have been content to spend one
day after another, interminably,—or, at least, throughout the summer-time,—
injust the kind of life described in the preceding pages. Fancying, however,
that it might be for his benefit occasionally to diversify the scene, Phoebe
sometimes suggested that he should look out upon the life of the street. For
this purpose, they used to mount the staircase together, to the second story
of the house, where, at the termination of a wide entry, there was an arched
window, of uncommonly large dimensions, shaded by a pair of curtains. It
opened above the porch, where there had formerly been a balcony, the bal-
ustrade of which had long since gone to decay, and been removed. At this
arched window, throwing it open, but keeping himself in comparative ob-
scurity by means of the curtain, Clifford had an opportunity of withessing
such a portion of the great world’ s movement as might be supposed to roll
through one of the retired streets of a not very populous city. But he and
Phoebe made a sight as well worth seeing as any that the city could exhibit.
The pale, gray, childish, aged, melanchaly, yet often simply cheerful, and
sometimes delicately intelligent aspect of Clifford, peering from behind the
faded crimson of the curtain, —watching the moncotony of every-day oc-
currences with a kind of inconsequential interest and earnestness, and, at
every petty throb of his sensibility, turning for sympathy to the eyes of the
bright young girl!

If once he were fairly seated at the window, even Pyncheon Street would
hardly be so dull and lonely but that, somewhere or other along its extent,
Clifford might discover matter to occupy hiseye, and titillate, if not engross,
his observation. Things familiar to the youngest child that had begun its
outlook at existence seemed strange to him. A cab; an omnibus, with its
populous interior, dropping here and there a passenger, and picking up
another, and thus typifying that vast rolling vehicle, the world, the end of
whose journey is everywhere and nowhere; these objects he followed ea-
gerly with his eyes, but forgot them before the dust raised by the horses and
wheels had settled along their track. As regarded novelties (among which
cabs and omnibuses were to be reckoned), his mind appeared to have lost
its proper gripe and retentiveness. Twice or thrice, for example, during the
sunny hours of the day, a water-cart went along by the Pyncheon House,
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leaving a broad wake of moistened earth, instead of the white dust that had
risen at alady’s lightest footfall; it was like a summer shower, which the
city authorities had caught and tamed, and compelled it into the commonest
routine of their convenience. With the water-cart Clifford could never grow
familiar; it always affected him with just the same surprise as at first. His
mind took an apparently sharp impression fromit, but lost the recollection
of this perambulatory shower, before its next reappearance, as compl etely
as did the street itself, along which the heat so quickly strewed white dust
again. It was the same with therailroad. Clifford could hear the obstreper-
ous how! of the steam-devil, and, by leaning a little way from the arched
window, could catch a glimpse of the trains of cars, flashing a brief transit
across the extremity of the street. The idea of terrible energy thus forced
upon him was new at every recurrence, and seemed to affect him as
disagreeably, and with almost as much surprise, the hundredth time as the
first.

Nothing gives a sadder sense of decay than this loss or suspension of the
power to deal with unaccustomed things, and to keep up with the swiftness
of the passing moment. It can merely be a suspended animation; for, were
the power actually to perish, there would be little use of immortality. We
are less than ghosts, for the time being, whenever this calamity befalls us.

Clifford was indeed the most inveterate of conservatives. All the antique
fashions of the street were dear to him; even such as were characterized by
a rudeness that would naturally have annoyed his fastidious senses. He
loved the old rumbling and jolting carts, the former track of which he still
found in his long-buried remembrance, as the observer of to-day finds the
wheel-tracks of ancient vehiclesin Herculaneum. The butcher’s cart, with
its snowy canopy, was an acceptable object; so was the fish-cart, heralded
by its horn; so, likewise, was the countryman’s cart of vegetables, plodding
from door to door, with long pauses of the patient horse, while his owner
drove atradein turnips, carrots, summer-squashes, string-beans, green peas,
and new potatoes, with half the housewives of the neighborhood. The
baker’s cart, with the harsh music of its bells, had a pleasant effect on
Clifford, because, as few things else did, it jingled the very dissonance of
yore. One afternoon a scissor-grinder chanced to set his whed a-going
under the Pyncheon Elm, and just in front of the arched window. Children
came running with their mothers’ scissors, or the carving-knife, or the pa-
ternal razor, or anything else that lacked an edge (except, indeed, poor
Clifford’ s wits), that the grinder might apply the article to his magic whedl,
and giveit back asgood as new. Round went the busily revolving machinery,
kept in motion by the scissor-grinder’ s foot, and wore away the hard steel
against the hard stone, whence issued an intense and spiteful prolongation
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of a hiss as fierce as those emitted by Satan and his compeers in
Pandemonium, though squeezed into smaller compass. It was anugly, little,
venomous serpent of a noise, as ever did petty violence to human ears. But
Clifford listened with rapturous delight. The sound, however disagreeable,
had very brisk life in it, and, together with the circle of curious children
watching the revolutions of the wheel, appeared to give him a more vivid
sense of active, bustling, and sunshiny existence than he had attained in
almost any other way. Nevertheless, its charm lay chiefly in the past; for
the scissor-grinder’ s wheel had hissed in his childish ears.

He sometimes made doleful complaint that there were no stage-coaches
nowadays. And he asked in an injured tone what had become of all those
old square-topped chaises, with wings sticking out on either side, that used
to be drawn by a plough-horse, and driven by afarmer’ s wife and daughter,
peddling whortle-berries and blackberries about the town. Their disap-
pearance made him doubt, he said, whether the berries had not |eft off grow-
ing in the broad pastures and along the shady country lanes.

But anything that appealed to the sense of beauty, in however humble a
way, did not require to be recommended by these old associations. This
was observable when one of those Italian boys (who are rather a modern
feature of our streets) came along with his barrel-organ, and stopped under
the wide and cool shadows of the elm. With his quick professional eye he
took note of the two faces watching him from the arched window, and,
opening his instrument, began to scatter its melodies abroad. He had a
monkey on his shoulder, dressed in a Highland plaid; and, to complete the
sum of splendid attractions wherewith he presented himself to the public,
there was a company of little figures, whose sphere and habitation was in
the mahogany case of his organ, and whose principle of life was the music
which the Italian made it his business to grind out. Inall their variety of
occupation,—the cobbler, the blacksmith, the soldier, the lady with her fan,
the toper with his bottle, the milkmaid sitting by her, cow—this fortunate
little society might truly be said to enjoy a harmonious existence, and to
make life literally adance. The Italian turned a crank; and, behold! every
one of these small individuals started into the most curious vivacity. The
cobbler wrought upon a shoe; the blacksmith hammered his iron, the sol-
dier waved his glittering blade; the lady raised a tiny breeze with her fan;
the jolly toper swigged lustily at his bottle; a scholar opened his book with
eager thirst for knowledge, and turned his head to and fro along the page;
the milkmaid energetically drained her cow; and a miser counted gold into
his strong-box,—all at the same turning of a crank. Yes; and, moved by the
self-same impulse, a lover saluted his mistress on her lips! Possibly some
cynic, at once merry and bitter, had desired to signify, in this pantomimic
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scene, that we mortals, whatever our business or amusement,—however
serious, however trifling, —all dance to oneidentical tune, and, in spite of
our ridiculous activity, bring nothing finally to pass. For the most remark-
able aspect of the affair was, that, at the cessation of the music, everybody
was petrified at once, from the most extravagant life into a dead torpor.
Neither was the cobbler’s shoe finished, nor the blacksmith’s iron shaped
out; nor was there a drop less of brandy in the toper’s bottle, nor a drop
more of milk in the milkmaid's pail, nor one additional coininthemiser’'s
strong-box, nor was the scholar a page deeper in his book. All were pre-
cisely in the same condition as before they made themsel ves so ridiculous
by their haste to tail, to enjoy, to accumulate gold, and to become wise.
Saddest of all, moreover, the lover was none the happier for the maiden’s
granted kiss! But, rather than swallow this last too acrid ingredient, we
reject the whole moral of the show.

The monkey, meanwhile, with a thick tail curling out into preposterous
prolixity from beneath his tartans, took his station at the Italian’ sfeet. He
turned a wrinkled and abominable little visage to every passer-by, and to
the circle of children that soon gathered round, and to Hepzibah' s shop-
door, and upward to the arched window, whence Phoebe and Clifford were
looking down. Every moment, also, he took off his Highland bonnet, and
performed a bow and scrape. Sometimes, moreover, he made personal
application to individuals, holding out his small black palm, and otherwise
plainly signifying his excessive desire for whatever filthy lucre might hap-
pen to be in anybody’s pocket. The mean and low, yet strangely man-like
expression of his wilted countenance; the prying and crafty glance, that
showed him ready to gripe at every miserable advantage; his enormous tail
(too enormous to be decently concealed under his gabardine), and the dev-
iltry of nature which it betokened,—take this monkey just as he was, in
short, and you could desire no better image of the Mammon of copper coin,
symbalizing the grossest form of the love of money. Neither was there any
possibility of satisfying the covetous little devil. Phoebe threw down a
whole handful of cents, which he picked up with joyless eagerness, handed
them over to the Italian for s