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Schriefli’s magnetic eye no longer upon
her. 1 verily believe the young woman, for a
moment, telt the shame of the deceit she was
practising, But what could she do? She
had not the womanhood to deelare she pre-
ferred Mr. Schriefl’ for her husband.  In fact
she felt ashamed to avow such a truth even
to hergelf. With Dacre, alone, she sometimes
forgot Carl's existence. When both were
together, the strong man fascinated her, In
her nature there existed a sensuous clement
that frequently accompanying a igh order
of intcllect in man or woman, forbids Con-
stancy and Love to be united. Mind you, 1
do not say the highest kind of genius, for
the Greatand the True are one.

You must indulge me in my aaalysis. |
wish vou to know these people—to study
them as wonders in the Natural History
Kingdom—to look upon them as beacons
warning you of quicksands in the stormy
seag of human life—to realize all their errors,
their temptationg, their punishments and
their pardons. Prythee look at them with
the glasses I offer to you, for colored though
they may be, there are none others you can
see these forms half so distinctly through. It
is not by exciting your indignation, I can
impress you with the real spiritual presence
of my people; you must see them in flesh
and blood; in mind and fn heart, or else you
had better drop their nequaintance and visit
Bonner's Museum, where Sylvanus Cobb
ghowsg his pnppets.

1t was the misfortune of Dacre, in his
wooing, that he worshipped Emily. Women
infinitely prefer to be loved. If Miss Iazle-
ton had been sixteen, she might have been
charmed by Lansing’s youthiul strains of
adoration ; at twenty-four, a woman of the
world has outgrown sentiment, and pants
for a grand passion.

The influences about Miss Hazleton had
not been entirely free from fleck. She had

her father's energy and strength, and a little
of her mother's ambition. Schrieff’ was not
8o much of a Sphynx to her s young Dacre ;
and he often so brought up her better self
to hor spiritual eyes, that hér worser nature
was stung with remorse, and maddened with
envy. Do you and I like the prating of our
consciences, madam?

There were two influences ever at work
against Dacre’s wooing: her maturer self
and Carl's infectious strength of purpose.
In Emily’s presence, Lansing’s worser na-
ture never was aroused—she was a divinity
where lhie worshipped the Ideal, not an Houri
that made for him a paradise.

The sun rose brighter, and they had well
nigh reached the well, when Emily adroitly
dropped her handkerchicf. When by the
rock, whence the water gushed forth, the
wily woman said :—

“Dear me: I have lost my handkerchief.
How carelessI am! I am sorry, for I wanted
to surprise mother by doing the marketing,
Now I shall be too late if I stop to search for
it.” Oh, there it is, I will go for it.

Of course, Lansging hastened to pick it up,
and while he was doing so, Miss Hazleton
grasped the note she was confident of find-
ing under a stone at the rear of the well. A
small scorpion fell from the paper as she
hastily placed it in the pocket of her sacque;
truc, it was not vencmous, but was it an
omen ?

Then Emily thanked Dacre for the hand-
kerchief, and he gave her a glance of un.
utterable tenderness. 1 cannot tell you why
it was, but for a moment the woman’s hetter
nature triumphed, and she put her tiny hands
upon the young man’s shoulder, and timidly
pressed her lips to his cheek as asister might
have done. It was a trifle—a sort of salve
to her own conscience, and Dacre felt that
caress, felt those tiny hands upon him, felt
those beatiful eyes softly beaming up in his
for many and maay along day. However
deceitful the action might seem, I belicve,
verily, it was one redeeming action in
Emily’s whole life. I think more kindly of
her for it—there were some pearls in the
dark chambets of her heart,

How gaily these two young persons chat-
"ted as they wended their way to the market
How charming Emily looked as she gave

the memory that she had purchased it, lent
new zest to the appetite, at neakfust, of the
young lover. There is a physiological reason
in the exercise, in the walk, i am aware, as
Mr. Gradgrind will observe, but when Poetry
and Prose sit side by side in the ball-room
of Existence, who would not prefer to take
the former for his partner in the waltze?
When Faney is pretty, and airy, and young,
and winsome, and diessed in clouds and
spangles; and Fact is old, and gnarly, and
sour, and withered and eind in funeral weeds,
and veiled in erape, what man, who has not
lost the memory that he once was young,
will hesitate to allow the sable-garbed crone
to mourn in the corner, and whirl Fancy
away, while the muste. ~nd lights, and spirits
of the hour permit? :

Mr. Schrieft’ did not come to breakfust,

Mentor had been sent for at Mrs. Hazleton's
suggestion. Ile reached the house about
eight o'clock, and brought a bunch of flowers
for Emily, and another for her mother, and I
wish you could have seen the young gentle-
man's face as he looked his welcome to his
father's old fiiend. If you could have scen
with what fasto the orange flowers were
arranged in the bouquet ho handed Emily,
and studicd her countenance as she returned
his searching gaze, you would have felt
sorry for her, even though she deserved the
delicate admonition—the tacit reproof.
The breakfast was late, for people rarely
hurry in Texas. Men do not work by rail-
way there, as if they only had five minutes to
live, and wanted to swap jack-knives before
they died.

Mrs. Hazleton was a good hostess, and had
her own little pride about appearances.
Morcover, she was used to Northern ser-
vants, and Aunt Chioe was not accustomed
to cxert lerself too excessively for her
merely temporary mistress. Negroes are
great admirers of aristocriey ; they compre-
hend the genuine articie, and are scldom
much attached to those who merely hire
them away from their masters and homes,

Breakfast over, Emily cntertained the
gentlemen until Schrieff arrived with the,
horses, and a Mexican servant. The German
looked well, The day was fine. The breeze
was just rising. Would they like a guide 2—
the road was sufficiently travelled to render
the work of threading their way one of no
great difficulty, but in camping out, should
they fail to so divide their journey as to
make a ranch at nightfall, & servant might
be useful. The Mexican waiting with the
horses was a very good guide. He could
recommend him to them, Had they pistols?
Would they accept the loan of his? 1In fact
every preparation to facilitate their depart-
ure he had ventured to undertake, since it
was decided they would go. He would rido
with them to the Rancho del Trago, where
Lc had some business, five miles in their
way.

Mr. Mentor thanked Carl. It was very
kind to take so much trouble. He would
take the horses and the pistols. The guide,
he thought, be might dispensed with. Was
glad to have Mr. Schrief’s company, &c., &e.

While Emily turned to give the nccessary
orders for the gentlemen’s departure, Lan-
sing followed her to the tea-room, which
was empty. He tried to speak, but his heart
was too full, so he approsched her, ard
taking the little hands in his, pressed his
lips to hers for a moment. Just then Schrieff’s
shadow flitted across the west window look-
ing out on the gallery, but his face was o
little averted, and he pretended not to have
seen the caress.

When adiens were interchanged, and the
gentlemen mounted, Mr. Mentor, whose horse
was very near the front piazza, leaned a
little forward and said apart to Emily, ¢ Will
Miss Ifazleton pardon me if I express the
wish that the next time we meet, she will
remember the orange flowers of this morn-
ing 7"

“I will wear them, Mr. Mentor, but not
those, then, tor they will he withered,” was
the low reply,

“So 1 feared. In any cvent, please re-
member how dear Lansing’s peace is to me.
Will you write me at Brownsville when you
write him, for youwill write bim, -

the order for themeat, and I am not sure but

““Most certainlv,” and she saw he under-

! stoud lier, and blushed, as she turned away,

As the gentlewmen were atarting, she
twened to Dacte, and said, ¢ Pray, dear Lan-
sing, thinh of me always at my best,” and
she pressed his hand and hissed it

“What do you mean, Lmily 77

“ Nothing ; but life is so uncertain.,
bye, Lansing.  Good bye, gentlemen.”

¢ Now weare off)” said Schrieffy, and there
was cvultation suppressed, yet visible to
Mentor, in his tone.”

smily followed them with her eyes aslong
as she could see them, and quietly placed
the few lines Schriefl had written in the stove
in the hitchen, and *hen hid herself in her
room, aud looked cut on the waves resplen-
dent in the golden sheen in a listless reverie,
A tear fell on her hand. It was the last
vestige of the old tove, 1believe could that
tear have Dbeen preserved, it would have
irrigated an entire blasted life.

Good

V.
CARL'S WOOING.

Mr. Schrieft was not a man of sentiment,
Passion, energy, and force were character-
istics of his nature. This was a busy day
for him, ‘The campaign had been carefully
planned ; the time to act had arrived, for
opportunity favored him, both in the ab-
sonce of Mr, Hazleton from Corpus Christi,
and the departure of L.ansing Dacre and his
friend Mentor on a brief visit to Brownsville
and Matamoras. Emily's father, however,
would return this very day from his trip up
country. Ilours just now were precious.
Indced Carl could have blessed the young
gentleman’s New Orleans acquaintance for
his very fortunate advent at the precise mo-
ment when the German tost ardentiy
desired a clear field for himself.

The note which Emily had found in the
usual place, by the Artesinn Well, where he
had occasionally carried on a clandestine
correspondence with her, like sl Carl’s love
letters, was very brief. IIad his lines fullen
into the hands of the enemy, I do not think
much light would have been afforded, inas-
much as they were a mere pencil scrawl,
without date, address or superscription, re-
questing Emily to be at the usual place, at
five o’clock in the afternoon, and concluded
with these words:—*“ Plecase do me one
favor—attire yourself in white.”

At theappointed hour, Miss Hazleton, who
had readily been enabled to satisfy her
mother as to the propricty of going out after
dinner, by simply stating she was going to
spend the afternoon and tea with Miss Gore,
left the residence of that young lady—a
visiting acquaintance of the Hazletons, and
Emily’s most intimate friend in the  Con-
crete City "—and leisurely strolled to the
new cathedral, which stood on the bluff, a
short distance back from the neigbboring
private mansions, and hard by the arroya, o
ravine caused by the rains of cach returning
spring and autumn rains. The outer walls
of the church were up, and the windows
sealed up with cloth, though the.dcor ways
were open ; for the work had heen temporarily
discontinued for a few weeks until funds
could arrive from Europe, and the Padre
could complete his circuit, so that once
within the sacred, though as yet unconse-
crated precincts, Miss Emily was quite
screened from observation ana the rays of
the gairish day ; and, indeed, had any one
intruded, what was more natural than that
she should visit an object of interest to the
entire population—a recent city improve-
ment ?—while the sacristy gave her, if she
desired it, both a screen from curious eyes,
and a romantic retaent,

She did net wait many moments, for Carl
Schrieff, attired with more care than was his
wont, joined her, and quictly took her little
hand within his own.

“ Enily,” said he, modulating his voice
with infinite tact, to a tone that was man-
fully tender—trembling with the energy of
the passion of his strong nature—tt you
know that I love you madly, carnestly ; with
all the will and energy of my soul. Un-
happily, when wo met, I was ignorant of
your chigagement with this boy, this gifted,
brilliant Lansing Dacre, if you please—yet
8till a boy, and no peer for ono like you.

Shall the she-cagle take a goldfihch for her
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mate . We loved each othier, Finily—certey
[1oved you, and the passion of a strong man
has the power of the hyghtuing over any
women wlho either loves notl at all, or mis-
tahes a mere gitlizsh sentiment for the great
readity,  You gaveme yoar heart, my swect,
not because 1 had merit of my own, but for
the reason that my love was that of a man,
who, in wrestling with the world, had learn-
ed singleness of purposr 5 and who had fuith
in the might of his unutterable mavings to
make themselves heard in the vasty deeps
of the heart of w woman like yourself, who
is worthy of better things than to be the
mere belle of n drawing-room—to dangle in
the haunts of fashion, till all the youth and
glory of her affoetions are withered as tho
sickly flowers in the vases on the mantle-
shelfs—to dawdle away life in the emascu-
lations of a Maryland provineial village, or
the stupidity of some old squad of cfiete
planters and their dummy wives, Is not this
so? Weie you made merely to make teg,
to superintend servants, and die without one
wild eraving of your heart gratified? Do
you like my picture? Is it not a tiue one ?
By the God that is above us! we love cach
other, my own sweet Emily.”

“ Carl, you lash my spirits into wild, wild
commotion, and [ glory in the storm you
evoke; yet when away from you 1 doubt,
and quiver with vague fears, all the more
uncndurable becaunse so undefined. I cannot
see, however, now that I have 2llowed Lan-
sing Dacre to come here, and the engage-
ment has gone so far,how I am to disentangle
myself?” And her fainting heart, conscience-
troubled at her duplicity, sought refuge in
hig strength,

Carl inwardly smiled : he saw how to gain
his purpose. W hat perceptions that man
hadl How thoroughly he could handle his
cue and make his score!

‘““Emily,—I love to speak that name,—1I
did not wish to win and wear you, till I knew
your heart was all my own, filtered from
every grain of that first attachment of
your gitlhood, so you remembered it but as
a child’s April night's dream.  You had not
seen Mr, Dagre,”—(the roguce had n very
slight, alinost imperceptible emphasis upon
the wourd Mister)—*for some two years.
You had out-grown him. Passing from the
sontimental, dreamy girl, under these cloud-
less skies, you have bloomed into the glori-
ous woman  The fruit had ripened: it was
not for a boy’s hand to pluck. I wished to
sce this youth—to have you meet again
The real presence could alone disenchant
the imaged remembrance, Else had he still
been to your heart a developed man, not &
dreaming boy. Ile has been here. He is
not the Lansing Dacre you have loved in
these past two years. You sec him now by
tho clear daylight of the present, not the
moonlight of the past. You would not
make him happy even if you were to immo-
late yourself for his momentary peace. Ho
is bright but e is not strong, o dreams,
he does not live.  He can weave gailands;
he cannot protect a woman. A poet, he is
not yet a man. In latter years you would
fade, like the orange blossoms in your bridal
veil, my sweet wife that is to be, and to one
like Dacre it is a worship of Beauty that is
Love; and he would one day in his scerct
heart wish that he had waited. This would
be o bitter day for both of you. Emily,
Emily! dreaming is not doing ! The mist is
fair, but the sea is greater, Ho weaves for
you a beautifal wreath of leaves, but he
gives you nothing to cleave to, to live for,
to die for. Is he a protector? arock? n
support to lean upon? Shall Emily Hazle-
ton, whom the very storm says should be
Carl Schricil’s own, take for her staff o
daisy or a violet?”

“It is true. But he loves mo so well!
Carl, I sce in your cyes & spirit answering
all the eravings of my own, but how break
loose from this thraldom, and yet spare pain
to him? Carl, remember ho was my first
love, and you know the Baes:

“ On devientinfidele,

On court belfe, en belle,

Maris on revient toujours,

A s¢s premiers amours.”
Are you sure the treo sces all the beauty of
the vine?

“My faire!” and he put his stout arm
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