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" ans riscilla.
o de me come,” answered P ; ;
ShHaeltc};zked at me, I thought, with an air of surpns}:, as
if the idem were-incomprehensible that she should have
i i is agency. ;
taken this step without his ag y D - .
“ What a gripe this man has laid upon l]_;lel t\h';}le belling LO
2 = : - i J enobia s
1y teeth. Well, as Ze
muttered I, between my (o0 2 : G
kind] intix}mtes. I have no more business llcre.‘ I T‘hl?{;
; . is of 1t all.  On Hollingsworth’s head be the coase-
Sl el lded, aloud,“I know not that
quences! Priscilla,” 1 added, a m}(“, )
i Farewell |
we may meet again. - Farew
BVEAFS I spojke the v:()l‘d, a carriage had rumbled 315})1}5; the
street, and stopped before the house. The door-he-_l rang,
and s:teps were immediately afterward heard on the stair-
case. Zenobia had thrown a shawl over her {h.e'sz: : =
% Mr. Coverdale,” said she, with cool courtesy, * you wil
pert:aps excuse us. We have an engagement, and are going
out.” i =
‘ Whither ? emanded. s
“Ts not that a little more than you are enmtle(} to in-
quire{” said she, with a smile. “At all events, it does
17
t suit me #o tell you. el
nOTI::E\, door of theydrawing-mom opened, and Westervelt
appeared. I observed that he was elaborately dl‘es_sed, as
ifpi'or some grand entertainment. My dislike for this man
was infirite. At that moment it ﬂmounted’to IlOttlll’]g.]e:;S
than a (;IEEl]iDlT of the flesh, as when, feeling about in a
dark place one touches something cold and slimy, and
uestions w,hat the =ecret hatefulness may be. And at!l_i‘ .I
gould not but acknowledege that, for personal beauty, for
polish of manner, for all that externally befits a gentlgman,
there was hardly another like him. After bowing to Zeno-
bia, and graciously saluting Priscilla in her corner, he ree-
ognized me by a slight but courteous inclination. ¥
"% Come, Priscilla,” said Zenobia; “1t.is time. Mr.
: 7
Coverdale, good-evening, T -
As Pris,cilla moved slowly forward, I met her in the mid
dle of the drawing-room. L :
“ Priscilla,” said I, in the hearing of them all, * do you
know whither you are go
“1 do not know,” she ans : . i
“Jg it wise to go,and is it your choice to go? : I i}::]seg:
“If not, I am your friend, and Hollingsworth’s frien
Teil me so, at onge.”
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% Possibly,” observed Westervelt, emiling, % Priscills eees
in me an older friend than either Mr. Coverdale or Mr. Holl
mgsworth. I shall willingly leave the matter at her op-
tion.”

While thus speaking, he made a gesture of kindly invi-
tation, and Priscilla passed me, with the gliding movement
of a sprite, and took his offered arm. He offered the other
to Zenobia; but she turned her proud and beautiful face
upon him, with a look which—judging from what I caught
of it in profile—would undoubtedly have smitten the man
dead, had he possessed any heart, or had this glance attained
to it. Tt seemed to rebound, however, from his courteous
visage, like an arrow from polishied steel. They all three
descended the stairs; and when I likewise reached the
street-door, the carriage was already rolling away.

CHAPTER XXI
AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE,

Taus excluded from everybody’s confidence, and attaine
ing no further, by my most earnest study, than to an un.
certain sense of something hidden from me, it would appear

reasonable that I should have flung off all these alien per.

plexities. Obviously, my best course was to betake mya
self to new scenes.” Here I was only an intruder. Elge.
Where there might be circumstances in which I could es-
tablish a personal interest, and people who would respond,
with a portion of their sympathies, for so much as I should

. bestow of mine,

Nevertheless, there occurred to me one other thing to be
done. - Remembering old Moodie, and his relationship with
Priscilla, I determined to seek an interview, for the pur-
pose of ascertaining whether the knot of affairs Was as ine
extricable on that side as I found it on all others. Being
tolerably well acquainted with the old man’s haunts, I went,
the next day, to the saloon of a certain establishment about
which he often lurked. It was a reputable place enough,
affording good entertainment in the way of meat, drink,
and fumigation ; and there, in my young and idle days and
nights, when I was neither nice or wise, I had often amused
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myself with watching the staid humors and sober jollities
of the thirsty souls around me. .
At my first entrance, old Moodie was not there. The
Inore patiently to await him, I lighted a cigar, and estab-
lishing myself in a corner, took a quiet, and, by sympathy
a boozy kind of pleasure in the_customary life that wzls:
going forwgrd. The saloon was fitted up with a good deal
of taste. "lhe.re were pictures on the walls, and among
them an oil-painting of a beef:steak, with such an admirable
show of Juicy tenderness, that the beholder siched to think
it merely visionary, and ‘incapable of ever being put upon
a gridiron. Another work of high art was the lifelike rep-
resentation of A noble sirloin ; another, the hind-quarters
of a deer, retaining the hoofs and tawnv fur; another, the
head and shoulders of a salmon ; and, still more e::quisftelv
finished, a brace of canvas-back ducks, in which the mot-
tled feathers were depicted with the aceuracy of a daguer-
reotype. Some very hungry painter, I suppose " had
wrought these subjects of still life, heightening his imagina-
tion with his appetite, and earning, it is to be hoped, the
privilege of a daily dinner off whichever of his pict;)rial
viands he liked best. Then, there was a fine old cheese in
which you could almost discern the mites; and some sar-
dines, on a small plate, very richly done, and looking as if
0ozy with the oil in which they had been smothered, Al
these things were so perfectly imitated, that you seemed to
hmfe the genuine article before Yyou, and yet with an inde-
scribable ideal charm; it took away the grossness from
what was fleshiest and fattest, and thus helped the life of
man, even n its earthliest relations, to appear rich and noble
as well as warm, cheerful, and substantial, There were
pictures, too, of gallant revellers,—those of the old tims
—Flemx_sh, apparently,—with doublets and slashed sleeves’
—-drmkm.g their wine out of fantastic long-stemmed friasses:
quaffing joyously, quaffing forever, with inaudible fg,urrhtel:
:1?3:0;1& tw}llllle the (zhampagne bubbled immortally affainst
ustaches, or the purple tid rgundy ran i
haustibly down their thz‘éﬁ_tgﬂe e muhinn e
_But, in an obscure corner of the saloon, there was a little
Picture—excellently done, moreover—of a racwed bloated
New England toper, stretched out on a bene ) ‘

g n the heavy,
apoplectic sleep of drunkenness. The death mJI' ; -
: 1ess. teath-in-life was t

well portrayed. You smelt the fumy ligquor thagsh:\i
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brought on this syncope. Your only comfort lay in the
forced refiection, that, real as he looked, the poor caitiff was
but imaginary,—a bit of painted canvas, whom no delirinm
tremens, nor so much as a retributive headache, awaited,
on the morrow.

By this time, it being past eleven o’clock, the two bar-
keepers of the saloon were in pretty constant activity.
One of these young men had a rare faculty in the concoc-
tion of gin-cocktails. It was a spectucle to behold, how,
with a tumbler in each hand, he tossed the contents from
one fo the other. Never conveying it awry,nor spilling the
least drop, he compelled the frothy liquor, as it seemed to
me, to spout forth from one glass and descend into the
other, in a great parabolic curve, as well defined and calcu-
lIable as a planet’s orbit. He had a good forehead, with a
particularly large development just above the eyebrows;
fine intellectual gifts, no doubt, which he had educated to
this profitable end ; being famous for nothing but gin-cock-
tails, and commanding a fair salary by his one accomplish-
ment. These cocktails, and other artificial combinations of
liquor (of which there were at least a score, though mostly,
I suspect, fantastic in their differences), were much in favor
with the younger class of customers, who, at furthest, had
only reached the second stage of potatory life. The stanch
old soakers, on the other hand,—men who, if put on tap,
would have yielded a red aicoholic liquor by way of blood,
—usually confined themselves to plain brandy-and-water,
gin, or West India rum; and, often-times, they prefaced
their dram with some medicinal remark as to the whole-
gomeness and stomachic qualities of that particular drink,
Two or three appeared to have bottles of their own behind
the counter ; and, winking one red eye to the barkeeper, he
forthwith produced these choicest and peculiar cordials,
which it was a matter of.great interest and favor, among
their acquaintances, to obtain a sip of.

Agreeably to the Yankee habit, under whatever circum-
stances, the deportment of all these good fellows, old or
young, was decorous and thoroughly correct. They grew
only the more sober in their cups; there was no confused
babble nor boisterous laughter. They sucked in the joyous
fire of the decanters, and kept it smouldering in their ins
most recesses, with a bliss known only to the heart which
it warmed and comforted. Their eyes twinkled a little, to

10
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fng himself off, between tWo breaths, while you happened
to be thinking of something else.

By a sort of sympathetic impulse that often controlled
me in those more impressible days of my life, I was induced
to approach this old man in & mode as undemonstrative as
his own. Thus, when, according to his custom, he was
probably just about to vanish, he found me at his elbow.

& Ah1? said he, with more emphasis than was usual with
him. Tt is Mr. Coverdalel!”

“ Yes, Mr. Moodie, your old acquaintance,” answered L.
¢ It is some time now since we ate our luncheon together
at Blithedale, and a good deal longer since our little talk
together at the street-corner.”

& That was a good while ago,” gaid the old man.

And he seemed inclined to say not a word more. His
existence looked so colorless and torpid,—so very faintly

ghadowed on the canvas of reality,—that I was half afraid

lest he should altogether disappear; even while my eyes
were fixed full upon his figure. He was certainly the
wretchedest old ghost in the world, with his crazy hat, the
dingy handkerchief about his throat, his suit of threadbare
gray, and especially that patch over his right eye, behind
which he always seemed to be hiding himself. There was
one method, however, of bringing him out into somewhat
stronger relief. A glass of brandy would effect it. Perhaps
the gentler influence of a bottle of claret might do the
game. Nor could I think it a matter for the recording an-
gel to write down against me, if—with my painful con-
sciousness of the frost in this old man’s blood, and the pos-
itive ice that had congealed about his heart—I should thaw
him out, were it only for an hour, with the summer warmth
of a little wine. What else could possibly be done for
him? How else could he be imbued with energy enough to
hope for a happier state hereafter? How else be inspired
to say his prayers? For there are states of our spiritual
system when the throb of the soul’s life is too faint and
weak 4o render us capable of religious aspiration.

« My. Moodie,” said I, “shall we lunch together? And
would yon like to drink a glass of wine?”

His one eye gleamed. He bowed; and it impressed me
that he grew to be more of a man at once, either in antici-
pation of the wine, or &s & grateful response o Wy goed
fdlowslip in oflesing %
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“ With pleasure,” he replied.

The barkeeper, at my request, showed us into a private
room, and soon afterward set some fried oysters and a
b0t1_:Ie of claret on the table; and I saw the old man glancs
curiously at the label of the bottle, as if to learn the brand,

“It should be good wine,” I remarked, “if it have any
»ight to its label.”

“You cannot suppose, sir,” said Moodie, with a sigh,
“that a poor old fellow like me knows any difference in
Wwines.”

And yet, in his way of handling the glass, in his prelim-
in:ary snuff at the aroma, in his first cautious sip of the

7ine, and the gustatory skill with which he gave his palate
he full advantage of it, it was impossible not to recognize
the conneisseur.

“I fancy, Mr. Moodie,” said I, * you are a much better
Jjudge of wines than I have yet learned to be. Tell me
fairly,—did you never drink it where the grape grows?”

“ How should that have been, Mr. Coverdale?” answered
old Moodie, shyly; but then he took courage, as it were,
snd uttered a feeble little langh. “ The flavor of this wine,”
added he, “ and its perfume, still more than its taste, makes
me remember that I was once a young man.”

“I wish, Mr. Moodie,” suggested I,—not that I greatly
cared about it, however, but was only anxious to draw him
into some talk about Priscilla and Zenobia,—“1 wish,
while we sit over our wine, you would favor me with a few
of those youthful reminiscences.”

“Ah,” said he, shaking his head, “they might interest
you more than you suppose. But I had better be silent,
Mr. Coverdale. If this good wine,—though claret, I sup-
Pose, is not apt to play such a trick,—but 1f it shounld make
my tongue run too freely, I could never look you in the
face again.”

“ You never did look me in the face, Mr. Moodie.” I ra.
plied, “ until this very moment.” i

“ Ah!” sighed old Moodie.

It was wonderful, however, what an effect the mild

* grapejuice wrought upon him. It was not in the wine, but

i the a ations which it seemed to bring up. Instead
of the mean, slouching, furtive, painfully depressed air of
an old city vagabond, more like a gray kennel-rat than anv

vidg thing, be began o teks the aspect of a decayed

THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE. 140

gentleman. Even his garments—especially after I had
myself quaffed a glass or two—looked less shabby than
when we first sat down. There was, by and by, a certain
exuberance and elaborateness of gesture and manner, oddly
in contrast with all that I had hitherto seen of him. Anon,
with hardly any impulse from me, old Moodie began to
talk. His communications referred exclusively to a long
past and more fortunate period of his life, with only a few
unavoidable allusions to the circumstances that had re.
duced him to his present state. But, having once got the
clue, my subsequent researches acquainted me with the
main facts of the following narrative; although, in writing
it out, my pen has perhaps allowed itself a trifle of romantie
and legendary license, worthier of a small poet than of &
grave biographer.

CHAPTER XXII.
FAUNTLEROY.

FIVE-AND-TWENTY years ago, at the epoch of this story,
there dwelt in one of the Middle States a man whom we
shall call Fauntleroy; a man of wealth, and magnificent
tastes, and prodigal expenditure. His home might almost
be styled a palace; his habits, in the ordinary sense,
princely. His whole being seemed to have crystallized it-
gelf into an external splendor, wherewith he glittered in the
eyes of the world, and had no other life than upon this
gaudy surface. He had married a lovely woman, whose
nature was deeper than his own. But his affection for her,
though it showed largely, was superficial, like all his other
manifestations and developments ; he did not so truly keep
this noble creature in his heart, as wear her beauty for the
most brilliant ornament of his ontward state. And there
was born to him a child, a beautiful daughter, whom he
took from the beneficent hand of God with no just sense of
her immortal value, but as a man already rich in gems
would receive another jewel. If he loved her, it was be-
cause she shone.

After Fauntleroy had thus spent a few empty years, cor-
ruscating continually an unnatural light, the source of it




