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s wardrobe, and the tiny shocs, and the dress-
*‘jug-table witl its myrind feminine mysterits,

&)

... Their courtship wag very quict. When he
Lwent away from Terreverde, after & week,
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asked her if sho “would be a glave 77 Daily,
he loved her more fiercely, and he felt her
eye exercised power over him, It was as if
he had indeed caged o dove, and it hnd
changed into a beautitul serpent in his
hands. It was o he a battle-grounde—this
marciege, in which one of thein must con-
guery, but alas! he began to feel Emily had
s will of ber own, Once bursting thode tiny
restraints of filinl obedience and womanly
truth, which she bad done by his urgent
wooing, the timid woman was a resolute
queen,

And go Schriefl loved her the more. A
gentle, womanly creature, who would have
trembled at his lightest frown, could have
only won scorn and negleet from a nature
like Carl Schriefl’s ; but a spirit as fearless
a3 his own, ever on the alert to assertits
own freedom, and rebel againgt his oppres-
gions, bad a fascination for the stormy man.

Thus days passed on. No quarrels, and
many cudaarinents, but Emily cverstrength-
ening herself by resisting every encroach-
ment of her hushand’s will : in g0 subtle and
fine a manner, thut he never knew how he
was worsted,

One evening he ca'me home, earlier than
usuul, and called “ Kmily.”

No answer.

Ife culled agnin.

# Mrs. Schricfl says she will be down pre-
gently,” said the servant.

Sceveral moments passed.,

He called again, and then went to the
door of their apartment,

“ Bmily! open the dosr.”

“] am engaged. You can come in pre-
scently.”

He must either force the door or bear it.

By and by Emily comes forth, looking
very beantiful in a flowing pink lnwn.--
“ Carl,” gays she, * go and brush your hair:
I want you to go down to Miss Gore’s with
me,” and she brushes past him - not onc
featurce of her face evincing a knowledge of
the fuct that he was angry,

ile went into the room. He saw the
dresses, like fairy robes, hanging in the

and an air of wondrous neatness in the
apartment, and geated himself by the win-
dow, which over-looked the beach, and
heard the song the waves were singing.
Why did she not call him? 1l bathed his
face, and brushing his hair, went down into
the sitting-room.

1t You are ready” she said, ¢ como!” and
did not cven notice tho delay. Provoking
witeh! But ere thoy had roturned from the
walk she had charmed him, until ke forgot
his grievance, for the time. But these things
rankled in his heart, sometimes when alone
or o fresh wound cante. Heloved her.  She
had an affection for him. They fought, yet
never had had a word of difference. Oh,
these wayward women, what n myriad of
arts, offensive and defensive, they possess.

On the morrow they would leave for New
Orleans.

XIL
THE MASQUERADE.

Several weeks have elapsed gince Maud's
birth-day fete. 1t is late in October; and
on Christmas Lansing Dacre is to take the
heiress of Terreverde to his own heart and

hearth,
Is he fickle?

If an admiration of her childish beauty;
if n veneration for the simple picty of her
life; if regurd for her unaficcted, truthful
womanhood ; if a delight in her guileless
presence; if the mournful pleasure & jaded
man must feel in the purc devotion of a fresh
youry heart; if a sense of companionship
at her quaint marveling as he relateth por-
tions of his life and thoughts and readings,
such as onc might tell to a sister or & mo-
ther, is Love, then Lausing Dacro worthily
wooes Maud La Grange.

‘Maud wrote to Mcutor she was ill, and want-
¢d to see him and Mr. Dacre. Both camie, and
the Wee Flower that drooped brightened,
“and onc evening Lansing said to Maud:

# Little Sister: we cannot part company

_1 cannot be hero always as your visitor.
May I tako you to my Maryland home, part
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of the year? If we nugt flit like the birds
between the North and the South, at least
like the birds we must be mates. Mand,
will you marry me?”

And the young mistress of the old Manor
House said to him, tremblingly :

“ Lansing, I never refused any gift Guardy
gave me. [ hnow thereare chambers in your
heart locked from poor littie Maud; but 'l
go where the doors are open, and love only
you !l 1 die.”

That was all,  They sought Mentor, hand
in hand, and Lansing said ;

“ My dear old friend, little Maud takes
your gift. {1 wish it were worthier her ac-
ceptance.  When may we be one?”

“ Whe:cver Maud says, yea”

“Jet it be Christinas,” answered the
Child-Mistress; * for Toty will be here, and
my people will have holiday for the week.”

# My people!” 1f the unworthy shopmen
who have mortgages on these poor slaves,
but knew the meaning of those words!
« My people!” if the cold North knew the
glowing, queenly, tender affection between
the mistress and the dusky serfl “My
people !’ if the wide world comprehended
all the term implied In the golden, far South-
West, it would be better for humanity.

Strange anomaly {-~the very men who
bave batiled most manfully against abuss
in the system, arc the very men the world
calls “rebels,” ““traitors;” and those who
recognise in Southern Serfdom only chattels,
have been, and ever will be loudest for “tho
Union,” and the Northern W'y upon the
Southern Back ! FEvery ref rm Slavery hag,
or can know, has originated with the brave,
truc men, to whom Gold or Blood is Dross
and Water, so the South can be known of

all men by her works!
v e o v oo I snid some weeks had passed away,

AMr. and Mrs. Car! Schricffy and Toty and the
Colonel are at the Arcade Iotel, under the
charge of Mrs. Colonel Grale; and as the
pet ia by to watch her father, and his better-
half only doles Liim out a half-eagle daily,
the Colonel tarely runs behind his eash ac-
count more then fifty cents per diem, which
deficiency his pet contrives to make good,
Maud La Grange, her cousin Helen, and her
Governess, with Chlot and Abrabam, and
four family servants, as well as Mentor, and
his young friend, arc ail at tho St. Charles,
Lansing's body-servant, old Uncle George,
or “ Gem'men George,” as the darkics at
Chester 1Iall, all call him, has arrived by
the aid of no other care than a certified pass
feom his master, and that venersblo darkie
and Uncle Abe are very fust friends, and dis-
cuss the npproaching union of their master
and mistress with the same ioterest that the
flunkeys about Court gpeak of the wedding
of the last Princess who went abroad, and
with a similar respect. Indeed these dark
appendages to lighter greatness ghine by a
reflected light from their owners, and it hag
frequently happened in the South that color-
¢d gentlemen have come to blows, on ac-
count of a divergity of opinion between them
upon .the respective glories of their sove-
reigns. No doubt, & person of African ex-
traction born free, would feel that this was
degrading ; but then these people were born
in n different clime and condition, and view
Life from the Southern stand-point; and
while we would indignantly protest against
the enslavement of a freewan of any color)
we cannot pity those who are proud and
happy in that condition in which it has
pleased God to call them, nor believe that
the slave to savage masters is injured by be-
ing transferred to Christian,humane serfdom.

... ..Everybody was preprring for tho
grand masque that is to occur this cvening
at the Salon des M— . No less than
threo hundred invitations have been issned,
and among the company wills be names
known and honored from the Potomac to
the Rio Grande. Col. W-———, of Texas,
e, L—— and Major S—, of South Caro-
lina, General B——,of Louisiang, Col.T——,
of Miasissipi, and a scorc of others will os
prezent, whose names now fill tho public
prints of Europe and America. It isalmost
needless to vemark, that no persons Are
admitted until they show credentials, and
that the company comprises people who
havo entre to the circles of any civilized
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What a gorgeous scenc! The frescocd
ball i3 lighted by three large chandeliers,
and from the alcoves are branches giving
light. And yet cach burner i3 so softly
shaded, that this biaze of gas offers no pain-
ful gensution to the eye The walls are hung
with evergreens, and flowers are visible in
marble vases from cvery niche above the
side-lamps,

The costumes are generally pla‘n, costly
and magnificent in their simplicity. There
is Night, clad in dark crape, with silver stars
from her veil that falls almost to the floor,
and her mask i3 of black silk, which does
not conceal the high narrow forzhead, and
the close observer cnnnot fuil to note stray
tresses of beau iful amber hair. Do you sup-
pose that woman could walk across the floor,
and that Lansing Dacre would not recognise
Emily Hazleton Schriefll 7

Look at that pretty fairy, with her crown
of leaves and simple dress of clond-lite blue,
and sce her move with hoer tiny stateliness,
and tel]l me, if degpite the green mask, it
is not Maud La Grange?

But who is this, clad in funeral wecds,
with a form like a Peri aud grace like a
Gypsey Queen, that scems to cver hover
about Night and yonder Soldier of Fortune ?
If you had asked Inliy, the fortune-telles,
she might have informed yon ; but not cven
the Master of Ceremonies knew her other
than as Madame Lavesticl, a wealthy widow
in New Orleans for the season, She will go
away cre the ball is ended. or the supper
announced, or the masks removed, for Carl
Schrieff might betray by. some sudden ex-
c'amation the presence of his Indian wife,

Wife not by Iaw, wife not by the statutes;
bt wife by the Indian usage and in the eyes
of Christians who believe the marriage bond
indissoluable. Why does Inlia’s daughter
hover about his pathway? Is Nemisis in
the track of the dark, cruel man ?

That Doctor of Salamanca surely must be
Egbert Mentor, and that Oxford Student
may be bis youthful friend ; but it must be
remembered that in the motley costumes
only Mentor knew Dacre and Maud, and she
knew QGuardy, but not her betrothed hus-
band; until by instinct she recoguised him.

Toty worte the robes of a Tyrolese peasant
girl, and was puzzling her little wits to dis-
cover Maud La Grange.

The Soldier of Fortune, approaching the
Fniry, leads her to the dance, when the Little
Ono says:

%1 want to wait,” and declining the offer-
ed hand she trips up to Night, and the fol-
lowing discourse ensues:

Nieur—¢ Why do you not dance ?”

Fairy —*¢ I don't like Soldiers of Fortune.”

The Oxford Student pas-~es, and says:

¢t Which of you ladies may I claim for the
quadrille 27

Maud trembles, for she knows that hand.
Emily is in & delirium of anxiaty

ilc does not know litile Maud ; und he lends
Emily to the dance, and Maud approaches
the Doctor of Salamanca, and he feels the
Little Onc i3 weeping under her mask. He
has seen it. But then Dacre ¥nows not it
was his betrothed wife he deserted to dance
with Emily.

A waltz follows the quadrille, and without
taking their seats the dancers join the waltze
cr3. Dacre, us he encircles her waist, fecls a
steange thrill, and the truth flashes on him,
as if by lightning He would have fillen,
but the Soldier of Fortune caiches him in
his arms, and seating his wife leads Lansing
out into the balcony, and offers him a glass
of water.

But as ha raiges it to bis lips, the lady clad
in funcral weeds brashes by, as if accident-
ally, and dashes it to the ground, and then
in very deep tones says, “ pardon me: I will
get you water.”

And she takes no notico of Schrieff, but
leading Dacro to the ante-room, gives him
to drink from flagons of water and wine, and
leads him again to the waltz.

The beauty of this woman's movements
no words can paint. Nearly as tail as Lan-
sing, she was so faultless in her exquisite
symetry of proportion, that she towered as
a queen, How the music scemed but as the
breeze that wafted them in graceful undula-

land ng * respcctable,” at least,
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dark masks, marvelled at the poetry of that
tady robed in funeral weeds.

It was not long after the waltz was ended
ere this strange being brought Lansi < and
Ewmily together agnin, and aimost forcing
him to escort them both, ted them (o an
ante-room, that was empty and deserted,
when she suddenly vanished.

Laxstxo.—~ Where ia my other compa-
nion "

Esisy.— Night i3 very dismal to a gay
student like yourself.”

Lassivg.—¢ It was not alway3 so. But
when the stars burn ont, men seek solace in
bouvks ; and Philesophy consoles them when
the Poetry of Life is gore

EuiLy. - “ But the stars wate' over the
student, and sometimes wish the eyes were
turned fo them again, But let us go.”

Laxsig.—% Yes ;" and raising her hand
to hig lips, under the fringe of his mask, he
lightly touched it, and left her as if a surg-
ing gulf of fire yawned at his feet.

He sought Mentor. “Iwish to find Maud,”
said he. “There are three figuies about her
height ; but they are always dancing. Oh,
Mentor, let me find her ; you know her : wiy
did I not know who she was in this throng "

Mentor was calm: “I will bring her to
you; wait here.”

“Maud,” he whispered, “Dacre does not
know you. le is trying to find you, lIeis
wiid to dance with you. Will you come?”

i Yes : but I knew Aim, and ke knew Aer.”

That night Lansing, in self-remcrse, de-
voted all his intellect to make Maud happy.
He discovered Toty for her, who had thus
far defied her own and Mentor's Rivestiga-
tions; and finally ho led the child out for a
German waltz.

How Emily's eyes followed the twain. The
little figure in his arms scemed scaréely mor-
tal, and she heeded not that Carl Schrief
scowled- beneath his mask. At last, to kLis
surprise, she said: “let us dance,” and she
took his arm. OCarl was delighted. Thers
was o smile under his mask now, for he did
not know sle wished to follow that youthful
couple.

A strange contrast was presented by those
four persons.” Faster and faster rang the
music, and swifter and swifter flew the
dancers, yet ever, despite all their wild pas-
sion, and strength, and power, the youthful
pair flouted from them, here, there, and
ovaded their pursuit, They secemed to sail
through space, now here, now there, across,
beyond, away, far off; and never could the
eye follow them, for their paths were diverse,
here and hereafter.

When the dance weas at its height, the
Lady in Black might tsve been seen joining
with o gaily-attired strauger in the walts,
and as she approached the door of the ante-
room with her partner, they brushed against
Schrieff and Emily, as by inadvertence, and
in a moment more had disappeared ; but Carl
staggered and fell upon tho floor with a
heavy sound,

In & moment cvery sound of violin and
flute had ceased, and the throng rushed to
him ; but way-being made, he was carried to
the ante-room, where, after his head had
been bathed with water, he opened his eyes,
and spoke to his wife.

#T am not well, Emily ; we had better go,
I fear™

What was that envenor 3 point thatstung
so, neath his gay dov'det? Carl Schricff
knew the poisoned dagger, fine as a needlo,
well. Delay wag death, indeed. A moment
might win or loso bis life, “Ifo! the anii-
dote I”

(T0 BE CONCLUDED IX OUR NEXT.)
=

Tion Bourcicault has had a single and
clegant copy of * Colleen Bawn,” printed at
the Dublin University press, with likenesses
of himself and wife in character, This i3 to
bo a present to the Queen of England.

Little do tho Jadies who wear silk velvets
know the wretchedness of those who weave
them. Itis.alaborious task.to watch, mend
and regulate tho thousands of threads in tbe

warp, and small are tho wages paid.
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