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THE DAUGHTER OF THE SOUTH.
Paul Maston was one of America's most brilliant journal-

ists. Like Norman, of the P/i Ma// Gatte, lie always
travelled in state. le had interviewed great students and
great sciolists, great rulers and great ipltarts. great states-
nuen and great poltical knaves ; great ecclesiastics and great
sinners. le wNas in touclh with all the celebrities of the
Old World and the New. Maston was in his thirtictli year.
Picture a man, tail and ptowerfulIy biilt ; strong, intellec-
tual face ; brow arched, yet full ; iair dark and sligltly
streaked w'ith gray, and you will have before your "I mind's
eye " Paul Ma-ton, the great Arnerican correspondent.
lhoughlihe had marched, w ith the tread of a king, througi
the courts of the Old Worlî, his free spirit remained
unchanged. île was known, admired and loved by the
people of Anme ica. In diplomatie circles in Washington
lie was a great favoiite. A distinguished statesman,
famnons as an auithor and orator, asked hin to go South to
make a special study of the Race Problem. lis editor-
in chitf al>o wishiied himiu to imerview "l 'ie Daugher of the
South.'

On the threshold of her Atlanta home, Paul Maston
looked for the first time int Ithe eyes of "l The Daughter
of the Sonth."

lTe mental photograpi he had made of lier whien ber
nane was first heard in the Noith, represented her to be a

blue-sttcking,'' a heavy-jawed. stern visageid, cold-eyed,
strong- inre d. middle aged wnomlan. Xliat a charming dis-
appointment ! Ile found lier to lie the fairest hiandiwork of
G. n--a beautifui, high-spiiited, and wondeifully gifted
young woiai-n.

Eulalie Danton- I Tlie Datuiughter of the South as she
wvas Iovingly calledI y the pe ple of the Scuthern States,
was in lier tt enty-tliirdl year. Sie was a student, a lover
of books, and hiad a special aptitude for the study of those
qutestions w hici are generally supposed to be the property
of men. She w-as a great admirer of the late IHenrv V.
Gradydler Il Grady)i-ni,'" wh.ich was the tire o lier
genius, attractd almost universal attention to lier luminous
magazine articles.

Maston wondered why one so young ctuld have won the
heart of ihe South.

" lt's rather peculiar," said Paul to hims 1f, "l that a
pe(ople,a nation, usually gives some put na-e to great
publie characters. Probably its the same feeling that
prompts the mother to endearingly ' nickname' lier child.
t believe 'the Dauîghter of the South' is deserving of lier
hane," said Paul as he entered lier drawing-room.

Over the mantel there hung a pictute of Jefferson Davis
on one side of it a batle scene, on the other a fine cray on
of General Lee. A short distance to the left of this last
picture was a solndiei's battered liat and tattered suit of grey ;
to the right a w reath of flowers enclosing a motto, whil
above the centre picture many swotds were crossed in
peace.

I Poor old Jeff ; brave old South," murmured Paul.
can read your thoughts, Mr. Maston," said Eulalie.

"Yes, youî -aw ie looking at the picture," he replied.
"Tue embodiment, the nemory of a lost cause," said

the girl. "But we will not talk about that, Mr. Maston."
" UhA, no ! no ! we won't talk about that. My mission is

not a secret to you. Vou have fixed ideas about the South;
you write about it. Tell me what you propose to do
XVhat is your plan ?"

Eulalie paused before replying. She then slowly and
deliberately said : -I will not waste time in speaking of
details. Disenfrancbise the negro. The North murdered
the South by giving the negro a vote. Believe me, the peace
of the South and the safety of the Republic depend upon
the disenfranchi-ement of the negro,"

"XWhy not go back to shackledom ?" asked Paul.
Because," answered Eulalie, "the New South does not

even drean of shackledom. 'ie lash. the nianacle and
the bloodhtiound belong to the dead South."

" Vell, disenfranchise the negro," said Paul. " What
then ?"

"X What then ?" exclaimed the girl. " Vou ask what
then. Why, this-only this : \VIat the war failed to
bring about would be brought about-a true union between
North and South."

" ItNould be disruption," saidl Pau].
"No fear of it," answered Eulalie. "'The new South

knows how to care for the negro."
it what about the negro himself ?' asked Paul.

"You mean to say-would the negro give up his vote
without a struggle ?" said Eulalie.

"Exactly."
Well, I don't know about that," answered the girl,

doubtfully. "' But," she said, "I if lie struggIes, the North
can teach him the necessity of his disenfranchisement as it
tauguît us the-or rather to realize-the beinousness of the
sin of slavery."

" 1 am sorry to hear you always say North and South.
XWhy fnot say the Republic or the Nation," said Paul.

The girl passionately cried out, ",Why do I say that ?
XVhy do I say North and South ? Why, because there is a
North and there is a South. Just as Irislmen say there is
a Great Britain and there is an Ireland." With a ring of
bitterntess in ber graund voice sbe repeatedi, "MYes, there is,
alas ! Thtere is a North anti there is a South."

" lut tere is a United States,"
"Mes, in namne. Unioni broughit about by force. Moral

meanîs, n-t forcible unes, shouldi consummate union. Thiere
is union, but there is also divisioni. D)ivislon there shtall
be su lonîg as thougbts of a negro majority ruling the south

haunts our minds. An ignorant negro majority in power ;
think--think of that !". A crnmson wave swept over the
giril's cheek, and brow as she ceased speaking.

"lYour mind, I fear, exaggerates the case," exclaimed
Maston ;I why, the negro bas a stul. He is a man.
Tbat sounds trite and worn out. But, after ail, there is
something in the idea of the Brotherhood of Man. l'ue
negro is here to stay. Ilis race is a fruitful one. He
is ignorant, you say. Whb o made him so ? Is be as ignor-
ant to-day as lie was a generation ago ? O'Connell called
our own Fred. Douglas "the O'Connell-the black
O'Connell-of America." In Rome I saw a full-blooded
uegro-priest standing on the altar of St. Peter's. The
negro youth are .slowly creeping into our colleges. Give
them a chance. Educate the iegro. hlie State, the
Church, have nuch to do. And above ail," continued
Paul, lowering his voice, "' keep the females of the race
pure. Do this, and] in time the home of the black may not
suffer, if it now suffers, by a comparison vith the so-called
Chritian home of the white."

"lYou are very earnest," said Eulalie ; " but do not
think me rude if I tell you that I have heard ail that very,
very often. Moral means and poor old Father Time.
Yes, time, time, time. But what about this generation,
and the next, and the next ?"

"lThis generation," answered Paul smilingly, "will take
care of itself; the others are yet unborn. When they see
the ligbt they, too, will be able, I hope, to take care of
tlhemselves."

Eulalie was about to laughingly retort, when Paul
checked her by saying, " Seriously, Miss Danton, we must
admit that if iliere is such a thing-and who doubts it-as
a Race Problem, the solution bas not yet entered into prac-
tical politics. It is a very idelicate question to consider.
The Southern white will never be satisfied with any measure
that dots not rob the regro of the privileges of American
citizenship."

" And you, of course," said Fulalie, "think that the
North will iever Io that."

, Yes," answered Paul, " that is my belief. Here ail
men should be free. Our country is supposed to be the
home of the afflicted of ail nations. We should not com-
mence bîy persecting our own counitrymen--contrary to
the spirit of our constitution and to the voice of reason."

" Well, Mr. Maston, I see you are growing restless
and-"

SOh i! no, no," said Paul ; " but I fear that I have
wearied you, and we must not exhaust our subject in the
very first interview."

As Paul rose to leave, Eulalie said : "If you come, say
in a few days, I will lead you in a gallop 'over the hills
and far away.'"

Paul accepted the invitation, bowed himself out, and,
after a brisk walk, reached his hotel. lis room was in
darkness. Lighting a gas jet, be jotted down notes of his
interview with "1 he Daughter of the South," and com-
menced to write his first article on the Race Question.

lie never vearied of writing ; but the ink did not flow
quite so freely to-night as it did heretofore. IIe thought a
great deal more of a sweet Georgian face than be did of
the Race Question. But his hand had not lost its cunning,
and before midnight his MSS. lay sealed and addressed
upon the desk. Fond of a nocturnal stroll, he placed
his MSS. in his.pocket and slowly wended his way toward
the post-office. Leaving the office he turned, after passing
through a long street. to the city's limits. The scent of
the nelds was borne upon the breeze, and the trees of the
forest-Nature's tall sentinels-gently swayed to and fro.
IIe loved the weirdness and the death-like stillness of the
nigit. Hle stood on the roadside and looked back at the
city's lights. The musing mood was upon him. He was
not altogether a dreamer, but the twinkling lights, seeming-
ly so far away, were mutely, but eloquently, preaching to
him of the various phases of life. A strange sense of lone-
liness came over him. Ie took off his hat and looked up
to heaven. le hardly knew what words were about to
spring to his lips. But his musing, his dreaming was not
allowed full sway. The clatter of a horse's hoofs upon the
hard roadbed brought his thouglhts and himself to earth.
Lightly leaping a narrow ditch he placed his back against
a fence and quietly waited the coming of the horse. The
moon, escaping from a cloud, while it lit up the road, did
not dispel the shadows in which be stood. He did not
wait very long. Full into his siglht a milk-white steed
bearing a fair rider, came flying down the road. His
active mind was not slow in identifying the rider. Ie
knew not why, but he could not resist calling out, "Miss
Danton ! Miss Danton !"

Quickly reining in her steed, the girl immediately replied,
without the slightest trace of fear, " bWho calls ! Is it
you, Mr. Maston ?"

Paul came to lier side and, looking up at her said, "A
strange hour for a gallop ?"

Eulalie laughed cheerily, and said: "Yes, a strange
hour. But, do you know, I gallop in the night ; sorry am
I to confess that I sleep in the morning, and I write or read
in the afternoon."

" But is it not dangerous to gallop in the nigbt ?" asked
Paul.

" Oh, nu; nul at ail. I amn like Moore's lady who went
safely througb the Green Isle, though bedecked with jewvels.
No baud bas ever been raisedi against me in the South,"
saidi Eulalie.

Paul laughed, anti saidi: "Yon ride through a country
largely inbabitd by ntegroes ; yet you sa>y you cannot exist
unless the negro is placeti under a ban. To my mind your

safety lies in the fact that the negro is socially and P'lti
callv free." 

're" Come now, Mr. Maston," said Eulalie, " or.not reasoning well. The negro socially free. your
thern hotel-keeper does not think so."

"lIn the North there are, as elsewhere, sorne ignora
men," said Paul. cd

" Then we are ail hopelessly ignorant," excl.air
Eulalie, with the slightest suggestion of mischief Ilrface. Il But oh ! see," she continued,I" there is the. S
streak of (lawn and I am still far from home. I 'l t
good-night, or, rather, good norning." She was aboUlt
start off; but, turning in lier saddie, she cried out ;"Otit
this afternoon, if you are not busy, and we will have
galop."

Paul readily assented, while cordially bidding ber g
mornng.

''be sun had peeped over the horizon and was On itsthe
westward before Paul closed his eyes in sleep. In the
afternoon. after luncheon, lie made his way through gy
fields and thick forests to the house of Eulalie Dant
Two horses were tied to the gate, while a littie distancei
Miss Danton was talking to a negro boy. When she
him sie started in pleased surprise.

"Ah. that's good ; you're on time," she said at
"Yes," he answered, and for the life of him could

say more.o d
Ah, ha ! Poor Paul. Thirty years of bachelordonfod.

not even a thought of it, and now-and now-the
They mounted and rode along leisurely, the littlegJe

lad watching thern and cunningly shaking his head.Fia,
broke the silence. Describing a circle with bis right arn'
he said :

" See, ail is calm and beautiful here. The valleys aOd
the hills with their load of vegetation repose in peacestat any moment the crack of doom may sound upon the stil
ness of this utopian scene."

The girl wondered why be spoke in such a fore
strained way. The conversational tone and maiper W
wholly wanting in ail that be had said. She was about to
open ber lips, when, as if Maston had svoken in a P
phetic spirit, a piercing cry of anguish echoed about the
Again and again that terrible cry, laden with the despaîr
a human heart, fell upon their ears.

" It is Lizette," cried the girl. "I know ber chld
dying. Follow me ?" Side by side their horses tur
from the road, leaped a hedge and bounded toward a
cabin, nestling on a small hillside. Dismounting at
open doorway, they saw a young negress convuls'v"
pressing the dead body of a child to hier heaving bred
No need to question the cause of the cry that had star
them. 64 de

" Oi, Missey, Missey," said the negress mother, cbie
Lawd am good and dat's de fac'. But he am de 0ny1
an' it am mighty liard." her." Poox, dear ,izette," cried Eulalie bending over t
They listened to the mother's tale, and, with words th
promised assistance and sounded of faith, they left her O
ber head resting upon the form of her sacred dead. of itS'ie sun iwas setting and, as if to manifest the glory 5O
dying, brilliantly hued clouds. purpled the hilltOPsîveta
flung patches of crimson and gold upon the dark, velVe1
sward of the forest. The sight of this magnificent P
orama of Nature made the riders forget the sorrow-stric 10

negress. Paul was the first to think of ber, and turnI1
Eulalie, he said :

"Did you notice her tears?"
"Yes," answered Eulalie, mournfully. sl
Maston rather injudiciously remarked "They were cry

drops-not ink drops."a 1
"I know that, Mr. Maston," said Eulalie, reprOach the
"And knowing that," said Paul, "knowing that te

chords of human passion are just as finely and as delica
strung in the negro's heart as in ours, you persist in trea
hin as if be were soulless." Vice

"No, no! Don't say that," said Eulalie, her
quivering with deep emotion. " You don't understanbidg
you do not understand the South. When any human o't
suffers, I suffer. Ah! you don't know me-YOU
know me !" yete

" I do, I do," asserted Paul. "I have not been 1t
very long, but I have been here long enough tO hae
my heart to the "Daughter of the South."

Maston leaned over to her as he spoke. srdshe
The girl trembled in ber saddle. Without a word

placed lier hand in his. Their horses were very CIoe t0
gether. Thoughts of Maston and herself, of the S pI
ber hopes, ber ambition, of ber future and of her Pre,
position, swiftly flew through ber mind. She had ne
loved any man. Until now she was heart-free. as 0
so stilli? The greatest, the noblest, the holiest a'fecdtd.
ber life came in a moment. She marvelled at its sustdiness. It was ail so strange. In other aifairs, in the e ik
of ber favourite subject, in ail the practical concern'OJsO
her methods of self-analysis were always satisfactory.v p
now ber mind seened to be dazed. Finally she gaer
thinking about it. Ail this time Maston watcherOuS,
patiently. When ber eyes met his, he said in a ner

jerky way: :
" Miss Danton, we understand each other. I thi*j it

understandi each other. Tell me," and he paused,
to be yes or no ? You need not doubt me." '

The girl lookedi steadifastly into bis eyes for a fC<
ments, and then hurriedly, brokenly said : #

" I trust you. Some other time, not now, I Will sa
or n.
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