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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
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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
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The house where Fauntleroy paid weekly rent for a cham-
ber and a closet had been a stately habitation in its day.
An old colonial governor had built it, and lived there, long
ago, and held his levees in a great room where now slept
twenty Irish bedfellows; and died in Fauntleroy’s chamber,
which his embroidered and white-wigged ghost still haunted.
Tattered hangings, a marble hearth, traversed with many
cracks and fissures, a richly-carved oaken mantel-piece,
partly hacked away for kindling-stuff; a stuccoed ceiling,
defaced with great, unsightly patches of the naked laths,—
guch was the chamber’s w.8pect, as if, with its splinters and
rags of dirty spl « for, it were-a kind of practical gibe a&
this poor, ruined man of show.
Af first, and at irregular intervals, his relatives allowed
Fauntleroy a little pittance 1o sustain life ; not from any
Jove, perhaps, = ut lest pov erty should compel him, by new
offences, to add more shame to that with which he had
already stained them. But he showed no tendency to fur-
ther guilt. His character appeared to have been radically
changed (as, indeed, from its shallowness, it well might) by
his miserable fate ; or,it may be, the traits now seen in him
were portions of the same character, presenting itself in
aaother phase. Instead of any longer seeking to live in
the sight of the world, his impulse was to shrink into the
nearest obscurity, and to be unseen of men, were it pos-
sible, even  while standing before their eyes. He had no
pride; it was all trodden in the dust. No ostentation ; for
how could it survive, when there was nothing left of Fauntle-
roy, save penury and shame! His very gait demonstrated
that he would gladly have faded out of view,and have crept
about mvisibly, for the sake of sheltering himself from the
irksomeness of a human glance. Hardly, it was averred,
within the memory of those who knew him now, had he the
tardihood to show his full front to the world. He skulked
: 2 norners, and crept about in a sort of noon-day twilight,
r,aging himself gray and misty, at all bours, with his
porbid intolerance of sunshine.
in his torpid despair, however, he had done an act Which
thzi condition of the spirit seems to prompt almost as often
as prosperity and hope. Fauntleroy was again married.
He had taken to wife a forlorn, meek-spirited, feeble young
woman, 8 Seamsiress, whom he found dwelling with her
mother in a contiguous chamber of the old gubernatorial
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The rumor spread thence into a wider cirele. Those whe
knew old Moodie, as he was now called, used often to jeer
him, at the very street corners, about his daughter’s gift
of second sight and prophecy. It was a period when
science (though mostly through its empirical professors)
was bringing forward, anew, a hoard of facts and imperfect
theories, that had partially won credence in elder times, but
which modern scepticism had swept away as rubbish,
These things were now tossed up again, out of the surging
dcean of human thought and experience. The story of
Priscilla’s preternatural manifestations, therefore, attracted
a kind of notice of which it would have been deemed wholly
unworthy a few years earlier. One day, a gentleman as-
cended the creaking staircase, and inguired which was old
Moodie’s ¢chamber-door. And, several times, he came again.
He was a marvelously handsome man,—still youthful, too,
and fashionably dressed. Exeept that Priscilla, in those
days, had no beauty, and, in the languor of her existence,
had not yet blossomed into womanhood, there would have
been rich food for scandal in these visits; for the girl was
unquestionably their sole object, although her father was
supposed always to be present. Buf, it must likewise be
added, there was something about Priscilla that calumny
could not meddle with; and thus far was she privileged,
eitber by the preponderance of what was spiritual, or the
thir and watery blood that left her cheek so pallid.

Y at, if the busy tongues of the neighborhood spared
Pijs iilla in one way, they made themselves amends by re-
nevw ed and wilder babble on another score. They averred
tat the strange gentleman was a wizard, and that he had
# £en advantage of Priscilla’s lack of earthly substance to
g (bject her to himself, as his familiar spirit, through whose
medium he gained cognizance of whatever happened, in re.
gions near or remote. The boundaries of his power were
defined by the verge of the pit of Tartarus on the one hand,
and the third sphere of the celestial world on the other.
Again, they declared their suspicion that the wizard, with
all his show of manly beauty, was really an aged and wiz-
ened fizure, or else that his semblance of a human body
was only a necromantic, or perhaps a mechanical contriv-
ance, in which a demon walked about. In proof of it, how-
ever, {hey could merely instance a gold band around his
upper teeth, which had once been visible to several old
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women, when he emiled st them from the fop of the gove
ernor’s staircase. Of eourse, this was all absurdity, or
mostly so. But, after every possible deduction, there re-
mained certain very mysterious points about the stranger’s
character, as well as the connection that he established
with Priscilla. Its nature at that period was even less un-
derstood than now, when miracles of this kind have grown
so absolutely stale, that I would gladly, if the truth ak
lowed, dismiss the whole matter from my narrative. '

We must now glance backward, in quest of the beautiful
daughter of Fauntleroy’s prosperity. What had become of
her? Fauntleroy’s only brother,a bachelor, and with no
other relative 8o near, had adopted the forsaken child. She
grew up in affluence, with native graces clustering luxuri-
antly about her. In her triumphant progress toward
womanhood, she was adorned with every variety ?f femi-
pine accomplishment. But she lacked a mother's care.
With no adequate control, on any hand (for a man, how-
ever stern, however wise, can mnever sway and guide &
female child), her character was left to shape itself, There
was good in it,and evil. Passionate, self-willed and im-
perious, she had & warm and generous nature; showing the
richness of the soil, however, chiefly by the weeds that
flourished in it, and choked up the berbs of grace. In her
girlhood her uncle died. As Fauntleroy was supposed to
Pe likewise dead, and no other heir was known to exist, his
wealth devolved on her, although, dying suddenly, the
uncle left no will. After his death, there were obscure
passages in Zenobia's history. There were whispers of an
attachment, and even a secret marriage, with a fascinating
and accomplished but unprincipled young man. The in-
cidents and appearances, however, which led tothis surmise,
soon passed away, and were forgotten.

Nor was her reputation seriously affected by the reporf.
In fact, so great was her native power and influence, and
such seemed the careless purity of her nature, that what-
ever Zenobia did was generally acknowledged as right for
her o do. The world never criticized her so harshly as it
does most women who transcend its rules. It almost
yielded its assent, when it beheld her stepping out of the
eommon path, and asserting the more extensive privileges
of her sex, both theoretically and by ber practice. The
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sphere of ordinary womanhood was felt to be narrower than
her development required.

A portion of Zenobia’s more recent life is told in the
foregoing pages. Partly in earnest—and, I imagine, as
was her disposition, half in a proud jest, or in a kind of
recklessness that had grown upon her, out of some hidden
grief,—she had given her countenance, and promised liberal
pecuniary aid, to our experiment of a better social state.
And Priscilla followed her to Blithedale. The sole bliss of
her life had been a dream of this beautiful sister, who had
never so much as known of her existence. By this time,
too, the poor girl was enthralled in an intolerable bondage,
from which she must either free herself or perish. She
deemed herself safest near Zenobia, into whose large heart
she hoped to nestle.

One evening, months after Priscilla’s departure, when
Moodie (or shall we call him Fauntleroy?) was sitting
alone in the state-chamber of the old governor, there came
footsteps up the staircase. There was a pause on the land-
ing-place. A lady’s musical yet haughty ‘accents were
heard making an inquiry from some denizen of the house,
who had thrust a head out of a contiguous chamber. There
was then a knock at Moodie’s door.

# Come in ! ” said he.

And Zenobia entered. The details of the interview that
followed being unknown to me,—while, notwithstanding, it
would be a pity quite to lose the picturesqueness of the
situation,—I shall attempt to sketch it, mainly from fancy,
although with some general grounds of surmise in regard
to the old man’s feelings.

She gazed wonderingly at the dismal chamber. Dismal
to her, who beheld it only for an instant ; and how much
more so to him, into whose brain each bare spot on the
ceiling, every tatter of the paper-hangings, and all the
splintered carvings of the mantle-piece, seen wearily through
long yeers, had worn their several prints! Inexpressibly
miserable is this familiarity with objects that have been
from the first disgustful.

“1I have received a strange message,” said Zenobia, after
a moment’s silence, “requesting, or rather enjoining it
upon me, to come hither. Rather from curiosity than any
other motive,—and because, though a woman, I have nos
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il the timidity of one,—I have complied. Can it be you,
sir, who thus summoned me? ?

“ It was,” answered Moodie.

“ And what was your purpose ?” she continued. “ You
require charity, perhaps? In that case, the message might
have been more fitly worded. But you are old and poor,
and age and poverty should be allowed their privileges.
Tell me, therefore, to what extent you need my aid.”

“ Put up your purse,” said the supposed mendicant, with
an inexplicable smile. ¢ Keep it,—keep all your wealth—
until I demand it all, or none! My message had no such
end in view. You are beautiful, they tell me;and I de-

| sired to look at you.”

He took the one lamp that showed the discomfort and
sordidness of his abode, and approaching Zenobia, held it
up, 50 as to gain the more perfect view of her, from top to
toe. So obscure was the chamber, that you could see the
reflection of her diamonds thrown upon the dingy wall, and
flickering with the rise and fall of Zenobia’s breath. It was
the splendor of those jewels on her neck, like lamps that
burn before some fair temple, and the jewelled flower in her
bair, more than the murky, yellow light, that h-Iped him to
see her beauty. But he beheld it,and grew proud at heart;
his own figure, in spite of his mean habiliments, assumedan
air of state and grandeur.

“1It is well,” cried old Moodie. “ Keep your wealth.
You are right worthy of it. Keep it, therefore ; but with
one condition only.”

Zenobia thought the old man beside himself, and was
moved with pity.

“ Have you none to care for you?” asked she. “ Ne
daughter 7—no kind-hearted neighbor ?—no means of pro-
curing the attendance which you need? Tell me, once
again, can I do nothing for you?”

“Nothing,” he replied. “I have beheld what I wished.
Now leave me. Linger not 2 moment longer, or I may be
tempted to say what would bring a cloud over that queenly
brow. Keep all your wealth, but with only this one con-
dition : Be kind—be no less kind than sisters are—to my
poor Priscilla!”

And, it may be, after Zenobia withdrew, Fauntleroy
paced his gloomy chamber, and communed with himself 28
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follows s—or, at all events, it is the only solution which I
éan offer of the enigma presented in his character :

“J am unchanged,—the same man as of yore!?” said he.
“True, my brother’s wealth—he dying intestate—is legally
my own. I know it; yet, of my own choice, I live a beg-
gar, and go meanly clad, and hide myself behind a forgot-
ten ignominy. Looks this like ostentation? Ah! butin
Zenobia I live again! Beholding her, so beautiful —so fit
to be adorned with all imaginable splendor of outward state,
—the cursed vanity, which, half a lifetime since, dropped
off like tatters of once gaudy apparel from my debased and
ruined person, is all renewed for her sake. Were I to re-
appear, my shame would go with me from darkness into
daylight. Zenobia bas the splendor, and not the shame.
Let the world admire her, and be dazzled by her, the brill-
1ant child of my prosperity! It is Fauntleroy that st
shines through her!?”

But then, perhaps, another thought occurred to him.

“My poor Priscilla! And am I just to her, in surren.
dering all to this beautiful Zenobia? Priscilla! I loveher
best,—I love her only —but with shame, not pride. So
dim, so pallid, so shrinking,—the daughter of my long ca-
lamity! Wealth were but a mockery in Priscilla’s hands.
What is its use, except to fling a golden radiance around
those who grasp it! Yet let Zenobia take heed! Priscilla
shall have no wrong !”

But, while the man of show thus meditated, —that very
evening, so far as I can adjust the dates of these strange
incidents,—Priscilla— poor, pallid flower |— was either
snatched from Zenobia’s hand, or flung wilfully away !

e s

CEAPTER XXIII.

A VILLAGE-HALL.

3 Wair, I betook mysslf sway, and wandered up and down,
like an exorcised spirit that bad been driven from its old
baunts after & mighty struggle. It takes down the solitary
pride of man, beyond most other things, to find the imprac-
tlcabﬂztj,:‘ of flinging aside affections that have grown irk-
gome. Ihe bauds thst wers sillien oave &0s BpS 10 become

R
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ivon fetters when we desire to shake them off Our souls,
ziter all, are not our own. Wa convey a property in them
to those with whom we associate ; but to what extent can
never be known, until we feel the tug, the agony, of our
abortive effort to resume an exclusive sway over ourselves.
Thus, in all the weeks of my absénce, my thoughts contin.
ually reverted back, brooding over the by-gone months,
and bringing up incidents that seemed hardly to have left a
trace of themselves in their passage. I spent painful hours
in recalling these trifles, and rendering them more misty
and unsubstantial than at first by the quantity of specula~
lative musing thus kneaded in with them. Hollingsworth,
Zenobia, Priscillal These three had absorbed my life info
themselves. Together with -an inexpressible longing to
know their fortunes, there was likewise a morbid resent-
ment of my own pain, and a stubborn reluctance to come
again within their sphere.

All that I learned of them, therefore, was comprised
in a few brief and pungent squibs, such as the newspapers
were then in the habit of bestowing on our socialist enter-
prise. There was one paragraph, which, if I rightly guessed
its purport, bore reference to Zenobia, but was too darkly
hinted to convey even thus much of certainty. Hollings-
worth, too, with his philanthropic project, afforded the
penny-a-liners a theme for some savage and bloody-minded
jokes ; and, considerably to my surprise, they affected me
with as much indignation as if we had still been friends.

Thus passed several weeks; time long eaough for my
brown and toil-hardened hands to reaccustom themselves
to gloves. Old habits, such as were merely esternal, re-
turned upon me with wonderful promptitude. My super-
ficial talk, too, assumed altogether a worldly tone. Meet-
ing former acuuaintances, who showed themselves inclined
to ridicule my heroic devotion to the cause of human wel-
fare, I spoke of the recent phase of my life ag’indeed fair
matter for a jest. But I also gave them to understand that
it was, at most, only an experiment, on which I had staked
no valuable amount of hope or fear. It had enabled me to
pass the summer in a novel and agreeable way, had afforded
me some grotesque specimens of artificial simplicity, and
eould not, therefore, so far as I was concerned, be reckoned
a failure. In no one instance, however, did I voluntarily
speak of my three friends. They dwelt in a profounder ze-




