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75 74 YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN 

guest, to an infant's funeral. By the sympathy of your human hearts for 
sin ye shall scent out all the places-whether in church, bed chamber, 
street, field, or forest-where crime has been committed, and shall exult 
to behold the whole earth onc stain of guilt, one mighty blood spot. Far 
more than this. It shall be yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep 
mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly 
supplies more evil impulses than human power-than my power at its 
utmost--can make manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look upon 
each other." 

They did so; and, by thc blaze of the hell-kindled torchcs, the wretched 
man beheld his Faith, and the wife her husband , trembling before that 
unhallowed altar. 

"Lo, therc ye stand, my children, " said the figure, in a deep and 
solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing awfulness, as if his once 
angelic nature l could yet mourn for our miserable race. "Depending 
upon olle another's hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a 
dream. Now are ye undeceived. Evil is the nature of mankind . Fvil 
must be your only happiness. Welcome again, my children, to the com­
munion of your race." 

"Welcome," repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair and 
triumph. 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesi­
tating on the verge of wickedness in this dark worl'd. A basin was hol­
lowed, naturally, in thc rock. Did it contain water, rcddencd by the lurid 
light? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did the 
shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark of baptism upon 
their forehcads, that they might be partakcrs of the mystery of sin, more 
conscious of the secret guilt of others, both in deed and thought, than 
they could now be of their own. The husband cast one look at his pale 
wife, and Faith at him. What polluted wretches would the next glance 
show them to each other, shuddering alike at what they disclosed and 
what they saw! 

"Faith! Faith!" cried the husband, "look up to heaven, and resist the 
wicked onc." 

\Vhether Faith obeyed, he knew not. Hardly had he spoken when he 
found himself amid calm night and solitude, listening to a roar of the 
wind which died heavily away through the forest. He staggered against 
the rock, and fclt it chill and damp; while a hanging twig, that had been 
all Oil fire, besprinkled his cheek with the coldest dew. 

The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street 
of Salem village, staring around him like a bewildered man. The good 
old minister was taking a walk along the graveyard to get an appetite for 
breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing, as he passed, 
on Goodman Brown. He shrank from the venerable saint as if to avoid 
an anathema. Old Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the 

1. The devil was one of the most exalh:d ;l1lgtls bcfort: he W;I', e~peJlcd from heaven . 
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holy words of his prayer were heard through the open window. "What 
God doth the wizard pray to?" quoth Goodman Brown. Goody Cloyse, 
that excellent old Christian, stood in the early sunshine at her own lat­
tice, catechizing a little girl who had brought her a pint of morning's 
milk . Goodman Brown snatched away the child as from the grasp of the 
fiend himself. Turning the corner by the meeting house, he spied the 
head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth , and burst­
ing into such joy at sight of him that shc skipped along the street and 
almost kissed her husband before the whole village. But Goodman Brown 
looked sternly and sadly into her face , and passed on without a greeting. 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in thc forest and only drcamed a 
wild drcam of a witch meeting? 

Be it so, if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young 
Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful , if 
not a desperate, man did he become from the night of that fearful dream. 
On the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy psalm, 
he could not listen, became an anthelll of sin flIsl](;d loudly upon his 
ear and drowned all the blessed strain. When the minister spoke from 
the pulpit, with power and fervid eloquence and with his hand on the 
open Bible, of the sacrcd truths of our religion , and of saintlike lives and 
triumphant deaths, and of future bliss o~ misery unuttcrable, then did 
Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading lest thc roof should thunder down 
upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, a\\'aking sudden Iv at 
midnight, he shrank from the bosom of Faith; and at morning or even­
tide, when the family knelt down at prayer, he scowled, and muttered 
to himself, and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when 
he had lived long, and was borne to his grave, a hoary corpsc, follO\\cd 
by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grandchildren, a goodly 
procession, besides neighbors not a few , they carved no hopeful vcrse 
upon his tombstone; for his dying hour was gloom . 

Wakefieldt 

I n some old magazine or newspaper, I rccollect a story, told as truth , 
of a man-let us call him Vv'akcficld-who absentcd himself for a long 
time from his wife. Thc faet, thus abstractedly stated, is not very uncom­
mon, nor-without a propcr distinction of circnmstances-to be con­
demned either as naughty or nonsensical. Howbeit, this, though far from 
the most aggravated, is perhaps the strangest illStanee, on record, of mar­
ital delinquency; and, moreovcr, as rcmarkable a freak as may be found 
in the whole list of human odditics. The wcdded couple lived in Lon­
don. The man, under pretence of going a journey, took lodgings in the 

t Frfst publisllt.--d in the New Eng/and MaBazine, Own Times (l BI8). King td b of. certain HOlVe, 
~by IRiS. then in Twi,-e-Iold Tal"", 1837. The who Idl his wife for seventeen )'c;,m O:lIld thcn 
iden for "'Vak-':llC! ld" ~ms to have corn e 10 Haw. returned 10 iJer " 'Ithout explaining his conduct. 
thume.' from Dr. \Villi~1lI Killg'$ A n,'Cdote~ of His 
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next street to his own house, and there, unheard of by his wife or friends, 
and without the shadow of a reason for such self-banishment, dwelt 
upwards of nventy years. During that period, he beheld his home every 
day , and frequently the forlorn Mrs. Wakefield . And after so great a gap 
in his matrimonial felicity-when his death was reckoned certain, his 
estate settled, his name dismissed from memory, and his wife, long, long 
ago, resigned to her autumnal widowhood-he entered the door one 
evening, quietly, as from a day's absence, and became a loving spouse 
till death . 

This outline is all that I remember. But the incident, though of the 
purest originality, unexa ll1pled, and probably never to be rcpeated, is 
one, I think, which appeals to the general sympathies of mankind. We 
know, each for himself, that none of us would perpetrate such a folly , 
yet feel as if some othcr might. To my own contemplations, at least, it 
has oftell recurred, always exciting wonder, but with a sense that the 
story must bc true, and a conception of its hero's character. Whcnever 
any subject so forcibl y affects the mind , time is well spent in thinking of 
it. If the reader choose, let him do his own meditation; or if he prefer to 
ramble with me through the h\ienty years of Wakefield 's vagary, I bid 
him welcome; trusting that there will be a pervading spirit and a moral , 
even should we fail to find them, done up neatly, and condensed into 
the final sentencc. Thought has always its efficacy, and evcry striking 
incident its 1110ral. 

What sort of a man was Wakefield? We arc free to shape out our own 
idea, and call it by his name. He was now in the meridian of life; his 
matrimonial affections, never violent, were sobered into a calm habitual 
sentiment; of all husbands, he was likely to be the most constant, because 
a certain sluggishncss would kecp his heart at rcst, whcrever it might be 
placed . I Ie was intellectual, but not actively so; his mind occupied itsclf 
in long and lazy musings, that tended to no purpose, or had not vigor to 
attain it; his thoughts were seldom so energetic as to seize hold of words. 
Imagination, in the proper meaning of the term , made no part of Wake­
field's gifts. With a cold, but not depraved nor wandering heart, and a 
mind nevcr feverish with riotous thoughts, nor perplexed with original­
ity, who could have anticipated, that our friend would entitle himself to 
a foremost place among the doers of eccentric deeds? Had his acquain­
tances bcen askcd, who was the man in London , the surest to pcrform 
nothing today which should be remembered on the morrow, they would 
have thought of Wakefield. Only the wife of his bosom might have hes­
itated. She, without having analyzed his character, was partly aware of 
a quiet selfishness, that had rusted into his inactive mind-of a peculiar 
sort of vanity, the IllOst uneasy attribute about him-of a disposition to 
craft, which had seldom produced more positive cffecb than the keeping 
of petty secrets, hardly worth revealing-and, lastly, of what she called 
a little strangeness, sometimes, in the good man . This latter quality is 
indefinable, and perhaps non-cxistent. 

Let us now imagine Wakefield bidding adieu to his wife. It is the dusk 
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of an October evening. His equipment is a drab greatcoat, a hat covered 
with an oileloth, top-boots, an umbrella in one hand and a small port­
manteau in the other. I He has informed Mrs. Wakefield that he is to 
take the night-coach into the country. She would fain inquire the length 
of his journey, its object, and the probable time of his return; but, indul­
gent to his harmless love of mystery, interrogates him only by a look. 
He tells her not to expect him positively by the return coach , nor to be 
alarmed should he tarry three or four da ys; but, at all even ts, to look for 
him at supper on Friday evening. Wakefield himself, be it considered, 
has no suspicion of what is before him. He holds out his hand; she gives 
her own, and meets his parting kiss, in the matter-of-course way of a ten 
years' matrimony; and forth goes the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield, almost 
resolved to perplex his good lady by a whole week's absence. After the 
door has closed behind him , she perceives it thrust partly open, and a 
vision of her husband 's face, through the aperture, sm iling on her, and 
gone in a moment. For the time, this little incident is dismissed without 
a thought. But, long afterwards, when she has bccn more yea rs a widow 
than a wife, that smile recurs, and Aickcrs across all her reminiscences 
of Wakefield's visage. In her many musings, she surrounds the original 
smile with a multitude of fantasies, which make it strange and awful; as, 
for instance, if she imagincs him in a coffin, that parting look is frozen 
on his pale features; or, if she dreams of him in Heaven, still his blessed 
spirit wears a quiet and crafty smile. Yet, for its sake, when all others 
have given him up for dead , she sometimes doubts whether she is a 
widow. 

But, our business is with the husband. We must hurry after him, 
along the street, ere he lose his individuality, and melt into the great 
mass of London life. It would be vain searching for him there. Let us 
follow close at his heels, therefore, until , after several superAuous turns 
and doublings, we find him comfortably establishcd by the fireside of a 
small apartment, previously bespoken. He is in the next street to his 
own, and at his journey's end. He can sca rcely trust his good fortune, 
in having got thither unperceived-recollecting that , at one timc, he 
was delayed by the throng, in the very focus of a lighted lan tern; and, 
again, there wcre footsteps, that seemed to tread bchind his own, distinct 
from the multitudinous tramp around him; and, anOI1, he heard a voice 
shouting afar, and fancied that it called his name. Doubtless, a dozen 
busybodies had been watching him, and told his wife the whole affair. 
Poor Wakefield! Little knowest thou thine own insignificance in this 
great world! No mortal eye but mine has traccd thee. Co quietly to thy 
bed , foolish man; and, on the morrow, if thoLl wilt be wise, get thee 
home to good Mrs. Wakefield, and tell her the truth. Remove not thy­
self, even for a little wcek, from thy place in her chaste bosom . Were 
she, for a single moment, to deem thee dead, or lost, or lastingly divided 

I. "Creatcoat"; h~a\'y O\'t'rCOi.Jt; "top·boots": high the lan gllag{' of colonial Salem in "Young Cotx.l~ 
boot,! , "portIl13nkiw": tr~lvdin~ b"lg. HlIwthornc man Bro"Tl ." 
uses English idioms in "Wakfield, " i",j ,1.\ he usc> 
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from her, thou wouldst be wofully conscious of a change in thy true 
wife, for ever after. It is perilous to make a chasm in human affections; 
not that they gape so long and wide-but so quickly close again! 

Almost repenting of hi~ frolic, or whatever it may be termed, Wake­
field lies down betimes, and starting from his first nap, spreads forth his 
arms into the wide and solitarv waste of the unaccustomed bed. 'No'­
thinks he, gathering the bcd-clothes about him-'I will not sleep alone 
another night.' 

In the morning, he riscs earlier than usual, and sets himself to con­
sider what he really means to do. Such are his loose and rambling modes 
of thought, that he bas takcn this very singular step, with the conscious­
ness of a purpose, indeed, but without being able to define it sufficiently 
for his own contemplation. The vagueness of the project, and the con­
vulsivc effort \\ith whieh he plunges into the execution of it, are equally 
characteristic of a feeble-minded man. Wakefield sifts his ideas, how­
ever. as minutely as he may, and finds himself curious to know the 
progress of matters at home-how his exemplary wife will endure her 
widowhood, of a wcek; and, brieAy, how the little sphere of creatures 
and eireumstallces, in which he was a central object, wiH be affected by 
his removal. A morbid vanity, thcrefore, lies nearest the bottom of the 
affair. But, how is he to attain his ends? Not, certainly, by keeping close 
in this comfortable lodgmg, where, though he slept :1I1d awoke in the 
next street to his home, he is as effectually abroad, as if the stage-coach 
had been whirling him away all night. Yct, should he reappear, the 
whole project is knocked in the head. His poor brains being hopdessly 
puzzled with this dilemma. he at length ventures out, partly resolving to 
cross the head of the street, and send one hasty glance towards his for­
saken domicile. Habit-for he is a man of habits-takcs hiJl1 by the 
hand, and guidcs him, wholly unaware, to his own door, whcre. just at 
the critical momcnt, he is aroused by the scraping of his foot upon the 
step. Wakeficld! whither are you going? 

,\t that instant, his fate was turning on the pivot. Little dreaming of 
the doom to which his first backward step devotes him, he hurries away, 
breathless with agitation hitherto unfelt, and hardly dares turn his head, 
at the distant corner. Can it be, that nobody caught sight of him? Will 
not the whole household-the decent Mrs. Wakefield, the smart maid­
servant, and the dirty little footboy-raise a hue-and-cry, through Lon­
don streets, in pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? Wonderful escape! 
He gathers couragc to pause and look homcward, but is perplexed with 
a sense of change about the familiar edifice, such as affeets us all, when, 
after a separation of months or years, we again see some hill or lake, or 
work of art, with which we were friends, of old. In ordinary cases, this 
indescribable impression is caused by the comparison and contrast between 
our imperfect reminiscences and the reality. In Wakefield, the magic of 
a single night has wrought a similar transformation, because, in that 
brief period, a great moral change has been effected. But this is a secret 
from himself. Before leaving the spot, he catches a far and momentary 
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glimpse of his wife, passing athwart the front window, with her face 
turned towards the head of the street. The crafty nincompoop takes to 
his heels, scared with the idea, that, among a thousand such atoms of 
mortality, her eye must have detected him. Right glad is his heart, though 
his brain be somewhat dizzy, when he finds himself by the coal-fire of 
his lodgings. 

So much for the commencement of this long whim-wham. After the 
initial conception, and the stirring up of the man's sluggish tempera­
ment to put it in practice, the whole matter evolves itself in a natural 
train. We may suppose him, as the result of deep deliberation, buying a 
new wig, of reddish hair, and selecting sundry garments, in a fa shion 
unlike his customary suit of brown, from a Jew's old-clothes bag.2 It is 
accomplished. Wakefield is another man. The new system being now 
established, a retrograde movement to the old would be almost as diffi­
cult as the step that placed him in his unparalleled position . Further­
more, he is rendered obstinate by a sulkiness, occasionally incident to 
his temper, and brought on, at present, by the. inadequate sensation 
which he conceives to have been produced in the bosom -of Mrs. Wake­
field . He will not go back until she bc frightened half to death . Well; 
twice or thrice has she passed beforc his sight, each time with a heavicr 
step, a paler cheek, and more anxious brow; and in the third \\'eek of his 
non-appearance, he detects a portent of evil entering the housc, in the 
guisc of an apothecary. Next day, the knocker is mufAed. Towards night­
fall, comes the chariot of a physician, and deposits its big-wigged and 
solemn burthen at Wakefield's door, whence, after a quarter of an hour's 
visit, he emerges, perchance the herald of a funeral. Dear woman! Will 
she die? By this time, Wakefield is excited to something like energy of 
feeling , but still lingers away from his wife's bed-side, pleading with his 
conscience, that she must not be disturbed at such a juncture. If aught 
else restrains him, he does not know it. In the COurse of a few weeks, 
she gradually recovers; the crisis ,is over; her heart is sad, perhaps, but 
quiet; and, let him return soon or late, it will never be feverish for him 
again. Such ideas glimmer through the mist of Wakefield's mind, and 
render him indistinctly conscious, that an almost impassable gulf divides 
his hired apartmcnt from his former home. ' It is but in the next street! ' 
he sometimes says. Fool! it is in another world. Hitherto, he has put off 
his return from one particular day to another; henceforward, he leaves 
the precise time undetermined. Not tomorrow-probably next week­
pretty soon. Poor man! The dead have nearly as much chance of re­
visiting their earthly homes, as the self-banished Wakefield. 

Would that I had a folio 3 to write, instcad of an article of a dozen 
pages! Then might I exemplify how an influence, beyond our control, 
lays its strong hand on every deed which wo do, and weaves its conse­
quences into an iron tissue of necessity. Wakefield is spell-bound , We 

2. J e~ . r('Stricloo in crnploYllIcnt in l ngL.lI1d alld don. 

clse\l"hcrc, were allowC!'d 10 buy and sell clothes 3. t\ volunlt with p;1~r: S of the largest siu:. 
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must leave him, for ten years or so, to haunt around his house, without 
once crossing the threshold , and to be faithful to his wife, with all the 
affection of which his heart is capable, while he is slowly fading out of 
hers . Long since, it must be remarked, he has lost the perception of 
singularity in his conduct. 

Now for a scene! Amid the throng of a London street, we distinguish 
a man, now waxing elderly, with few characteristics to attract careless 
observers, yet bearing, in his whole aspect, the hand-writing of no com­
mon fate, for such as have thc skill to read i,t. He is meagre; his low and 
narrow forehead is deeply wrinkled; his eyes, slllall and lustrelcss , somc­
times wander apprehcnsi\-c\y about him, but oftener seem to look inward. 
He bends his head, and moves with an indescribable obliquity of gait, 
as if unwilling to display his full front to the world. Watch him, long 
enough to see wh;]t wc have described, and you will allow, that circum­
stances-which often produce remarkable men from nature's ordinary 
handiwork-have produced one such here. Ncxt, leaving him to sidle 
along the foot-walk, cast your eye~ in the opposite direction, where a 
portly female , considerably in the wane of life, with a prayer-book in 
her hand, is proceeding to yonder church. She has the placid mien of 
settled widowhood. Her regrets have either died away, or have become 
so essential to her heart, that they would be poorly exchanged for joy. 
Just as the lean man and well-conditioned woman are passing, a slight 
obstruction occurs, and brings thcsc two figures directly in contact. Their 
hands touch; the prcssurc of the crowd forces her bosom against his 
shouldcr; thcy stand, faee to face, staring into each othcr's eyes. Aftcr a 
ten years' separation, thus Wakefield meets his wife! 

The throng eddies awa\', and carries them asunder. The sober widow, 
resuming her former pace, proceeds to church, but pauses in the portal , 
and throws a perplexed glance along the street. She passes in, however, 
opening her prayer-book as she goes. And the man? With so wild a face, 
that busy and selfish London stands to gaze after him, he hurries to his 
lodgings, bolts the door, and throws himself upon the bed. The latent 
feelings of years break out; his feeble mind acquires a brief energy from 
their strength; all the miserable strangeness of his life is revcaled to him 
at a glance: and he cries out, pass ionately-'Wakefield! Wakefield! You 
are mad!' 

Perhaps he was so. The singularity of his situation must have so moulded 
him tu itself, that, considered in rega rd to his fellow-creatures and the 
business of life, he could not be sa id to possess his right mind. He had 
contrived, or rather he had happened , to dissever himself from the world­
to vanish-to give up his place and privileges with living men, without 
being admitted among the dead. The life of a hermit is nowise parallel 
to his. He was in the bustle of the city, as of old; but the crowd swept 
by, and saw him not; he was, we may figuratively say, always beside his 
wife , and at his hcarth, yet must never feel the warmth of the one, nor 
the affection of the other. It was Wakefield's unprecedented fate , to retain 
his original share of human sympathies, and to be still involved in human 
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intcrests, while he had lost his reciprocal influence on them. [t would 
be a most curious speculation, to trace out the effect of such circum­
stances on his heart and intellect, separately, and in unison. Yet, changed 
as he was, he would seldom be conscious of it, but deem himself the 
same man as ever; glimpses of thc truth , indeed, would come, but only 
for the moment; and still he would keep saying-'J shall soon go back!'­
nor reflect, that he had been saying so for twenty years. 

I conceive, also, that these twenty years would appear, in the retro­
spect, scarcely longer than the week to which Wakefield had at first 
limited his absence. He would look on the affair as RO more than an 
interlude in the main business of his life . When, after a little while 
more, he should deem it time to re-enter his parlor, his wife would elap 
her hands for joy, on beholding the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield . Alas, 
what a mistake! Would Time but await the elose of our favorite follies, 
we should be young men , all of us, and till Doomsday. 

One evening, in the twentieth year since hc vanished, Wakefield is 
taking his customary walk towards the dwcllillg which he still calls his 
own. It is a gusty night of autumn, with frcqucnt showcrs, th,]t pattcr 
down upon the pavement, and arc gone,. beforc a man can put IIp his 
umbrella . Pausing near the hOllsc, Wakefield discerns, through the par­
lor-windows of the second floor, the red glow, and the glimmer and 
fitful flash, of a comfortable fire. On the cciling appears a grotesque 
shadow of good Mrs . Wakefield . The cap, the nose and chin , and the 
broad waist, form an admirable caricature, which dances, moreover, 
with the up-flickering and down -sinking bla ze, almost too merrily for 
the shade of an elderly widow. At this instant, a shower chances to fall, 
and is driven, by the unmannerly gust, full into Wakefield 's face and 
bosom. He is quite penetrated with its autumnal chill. Shall he stand, 
wet and shivering here, when his own hearth has a good fire to warm 
him, and his own wife will run to fetch the gray <.:oat and small-clothes,4 
which, doubtless, she has kept carefully in the eloset of thcir bedcham­
ber? No' Wakefield is no such fool. He ascends thc steps-heavily!-for 
twenty years have stiffened his legs , since he came down-but hc knows 
it not. Stay, Wakefield! Would you go to the sole home that is left you? 
Then step into your grave! The door opens. As he passes in, we have a 
parting glimpse of his visage, and recognise the crafty smile, which was 
the precursor of the little joke, that he has ever sincc been playing off at 
his wife 's expense. How unmercifully has he qui zzed 5 the poor woman! 
Well; a good night's rest to Wakefield! 

This happy event-supposing it to be such---could only have occurred 
at an unpremeditated momcnt. We will not follow our friend across the 
threshold. He has left us much food for thought , a portion of which 
shall lend its wisdom to a moral , and be shaped into a figure . Amid the 
seeming confusion of our mysterious world , individuals are so nicely 
adjusted to a system, and systems to one another, and to a whole, that, 

4. Breeches. 5. Made fun of. 
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by stepping aside for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful risk 
of losing his place for ever. Like Wakefield, he may become, as it were, 
the Outcast of the Uni verse. 

The Ambitious Guestt 

One September night, a famil y had gathered round their hearth, and 
piled it high with the drift-wood of mountain-streams, the dry cones of 
th e pin e, and the splintered ruins of great trees, that had come crashing 
down the precipice. Up the chimney roared the fire, and brightened the 
room with its broad blaze. The faces of the father and mother had a 
sober gladness; the children laughed; the eldest daughter was the image 
of Happiness at seventeen; and the aged grandmother, who sat knitting 
in the warmest place, was the image of Happiness grown old. They had 
found the 'hcrb, heart's ease,'1 in the bleakest spot of all New England. 
This family' were situated in the Noteh2 of the White Hills , where the 
wind was sharp throughout the yea r, and pitilessly cold in the winter­
giving their cottage all its fresh inclemency, before it descended on the 
valley of the Saeo. They dwelt in a cold spot and a dangerous one; for a 
mountain towered above their heads, so steep, that the stones would 
often rumble down its sides, and startle them at midnight. 

The daughter had just uttcred some simple jest, that filled them all 
with mirth, when the wind came through the Notch and seemed to 
pause before their cottage-rattling the door, with a sound of wailing 
and lamentation , before it passed into the valley. For a moment, it sad­
dened them, though there was nothing unusual in the tones. But the 
family were glad again, when thcy perceived that the latch was lifted by 
some trJveller, whose footsteps had been unheard amid the dreary blast, 
which heralded his approach, and wailed as he was entering, and went 
moaning away from the door. 

Though they dwelt in such a solitude, these people held daily con­
verse with the world . The romantic pass of the Notch is a great artery, 
through which the life-blood of internal commerce is continually throb­
bing, between Maine, on one side, and the Green Mountains and the 
shores of the St. Lawrence on the other. The stage-coach always drew 
up before the door of the cottage. The wayfarer, with no companion but 
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his staff, paused here to exchange a word , that the sense of lonelin ess 
might not utterly overcome him , ere he could pass through the cleft of 
the mountain , or reach the first house in the valley. And here the team­
ster, on hi s way to Portland market, would put up for the night-and , if 
a bachelor, might sit an hour beyond the usual bed-time, and steal a kiss 
from the mountain maid, at parting. It was one of those primitive tav­
ern s, where the traveller pays only for food and lodging, but meets with 
a homely kindness, beyond all price. When the footsteps were hea rd, 
therefore, between the outer door and the inner one, the whole family. 
rose up, grandmother, ' children , and all, as if about to weleome some 
one who belonged to them, and whose fate was linked with theirs. 

The door was opened by a yo ung man. His face at first wore the 
melancholy expression, almost despondency, of one who travels a wild 
and bleak road, at night-fall and alone, but soon brightened up, when 
he saw the kindly warmth of his reception . He felt his hea rt spring for­
ward to meet them all , from the old WOlllan, IdJO wipcd a chair with 
her apron, to the little child that held out its <lrnlS to him . One glance 
and smile placed the stranger on a footing of innocent fallJili aritv with 
the eldest daughter. 

'Ah , thi s fire is the right thingl ' cried hc; 'espeeiallv when there is 
such a pleasant circle round it. I alll quite benumbed; for the Notch is 
just like the pipe of a gre<lt pair of bellows; it has blown a terrible blas t 
in my face, all the way from Bartlett.' 

Then you are going towards Vcrmont?' said the master of the house, 
as he helped to take a light knapsack off the young man 's shoulders. 

'Yes; to Burlington, and far enough beyond,' replied he. 'I meant to 
have been at Ethan Crawford 's to-night; but a pedestriatl lingers along 
such a road as thi s. It is no matter; for , when I saw thi s good fire, and 
all your cheerful faces, I felt as if you had kind led it on purpose for me, 
and were waiting my arrival. So I shall sit down among you, and make 
myself at home. ' 

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn his chair to the lire, whcn 
something like a he<lvy footstep was heard without, rushing down the 
steep side of the mountain, as with long and rapid strides , and taking 
such a leap, in passing the cottage, as to strike thc opposite prec ipice. 
The family held their brea th , because they knell' the sound, and their 
guest held his, by instinct. 

The old Mountain has thrown a stone at us , for fcar we should forget 
him ,' sa id the landlord , recove ring himsclf. 'lie sOllletimes nods his 
head, and threatens to come down; but we are old neighbors, and agree 
together pretty well, upon the whole. Besidc~ , we have a sure place of 
refuge, hard by, if he should be coming in good earnest.' 

Let us now suppose the stranger to hal'e finished his supper of bea r's 
mea t; and, by his natural felicity of manner, to have placed himse lf 011 

a footing of kindness with the whole family-so that they talked as freely 
together, as if he belonged to th ei r mountain brood . He was of a proud , 
yet gentle spirit-haughty and reserved among the ri ch and great; but 


