BY REBECCA HARDING DAVIS.

.E, L—OLD AND NEW.

> HE ftrain that rushed out of the
15 wide winding suburbs of Wash-
{ ington down into Virginia, in the

dawn of a cold February morning,
was filled with Northerners going to New Or-
leans. They had, oddly enough, the alert, ex-
pectant air of explorers into an nnknown coun-
try. The men looked out on the sleepy streets
of Alexandria with as critical eyes as if it had
been its namesake in HEgypt, and the women
buttoned their tight ulsters more closely, and
slung their alligator satchels to their sides in
readiness for any emergency.

O They were intelligent people of the class who
.= have leisure; they were familiar with the upper
Y i range of States; many of them ran over to BEu-

N rope or to California every summer. But this

three-cornered segment of their country, which

had a climate, history, and character of its own,
. was foreign to them as Arabia Felix.

“I was in the South thirty years ago,” said one fidgety, old gentleman. * Visited

a college found in eastern Virginia. Queer life! Great secrambling house in a large

plantation, crowded with guests; leaky roof, magnificent old family plate, patched
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carpets, negroes swarming everywhere,
Saddled horses hitched always by the door
in case you wanted to cross a field. Old
families, each with its coat of arms and
pride of birth. The most generous, un-
methodical, kindly people in the world.”

The old gentleman in his enthusiasm
took off his silk travelling cap, letting the
cold wind blow over his bald head with
its fringe of gray hair. His wife—a pudgy,
prim little woman-—replaced it with, ** You
forget, my dear!”

“Yes, yes. I forget I'm a broken-
down old invalid when I think of those
days. It makes me a lad again to get
into the South,” turning to his listening
neighbors. ‘“T've been pastor of a church
in western New York for forty years, you
see. Never took a holiday. Some chron-
ic trouble set in last fall, and the doctors
said—Iurope. My people raised the mon-
ey at once. But I said, I'll go South and
rest. No Europe for me. Why, gentle-
men, in all the drive and struggle of those
forty years the remembrance of the lei-
sure and quiet, the laziness if you like, of
the South, has come before me like a
glimpse of the Isles of the Blest! Life
there is not all money-getting. They take
it as they go.”

His companions listened to the eager
tallke of the garrulous old fellow with as-
* senting nods and smiles, he being one of
those people to whom the world in all of
its humors says yes and smiles. Buf they
did not at all agree with him. Having
the usual large careless good-humor of the
American, they had no lingering grudge
or bitterness against the South because of
the war. But it was alien to them, as it
had always been; they were men whose
occupations and thoughts ran in fixed
and narrow ruts, and like the great mass
of average Northerners they knew the
South only through long-ago recollec-
tions or hearsay traditions. It was in
their minds a vague tropical sfretch of
sugar and cotton and rice fields, peopled
by indolent, arrogant men and haughty,
languid women, their feet still firmly sef
on the necks of the negro race.

The names of the stations, too, began to
recall the fact that they were in a once
hostile country, and among a people who
had been their foe. As the conductor
shouted * Fairfax,” ‘“Manassas,” ‘‘Cul-
pepper,” they looked out eagerly at the
snow-covered fields and the unpainted
wooden station-houses which replaced the
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brick Queen Anne villas affected by North-
ern railways, expecting to find something
novel and foreign. A few lean, nervous-
looking white men were at worlc on the
platforms, and a crowd of negroes shoul-
dered each other away from the car win-
dows.

“* I'ried chicken, sah ?7?

“Col’ boil tongue? Nice snack!”

“Hyah's yoh winesaps! Albemarle
apples!”

Mr. Ely, the old elergyman, bought ap-
ples and tongue from half a dozen, look-
ing out laughing from the window as the
frain rolled on, leaving them squabbling
and joking over the money.

A pursy young man from Chicago
was superciliously calling attention to
the worm-fences, the lean fields, the for-
lorn houses, as—

“Wretchedly poor, sir! Now there is
really no excuse for such poverty. Even
grant that the State was laid waste by the
war. All that was twenty years ago.
Twenty years is enough for any man to
get upon his legs again.”

‘It is all due to lack of energy!” de-
cisively said a close-shaven, trig little iron-
master from Pennsylvania. ‘“We all
know the South. Some of the best books
in American literature are descriptions of
these people. Did you ever read Uncle
Tom's Cabin,or A Fool's Errand ¢ They
show you that a more indolent, incapable,
pig-headed race never breathed. The men
spend their time in idling, duelling, and
drinking. The women are merely love-
ly, helpless babies.”

Mr. Ely, with an indignant snort, gird-
ed himself to make battle; but at that mo-
ment the train stopped in the suburbs of
Charlotteville.  Steep streets ran up into
the picturesque town, back of whose pealk-
ed roofs rose the snowy hills. A erowd
of studenfs from the University filled the
platform. An elderly man, after much
hand-shaking with them, entered the car.

“Hello!” said Mr. Ely; “‘surely I know
that face, Sarah? Except for the bald
head—" He bristled up. “I beg par-
don. Itisa long time ago. But are you
not Wollaston Pogue ? I am James Ely.
Don’t you remember ? I visited the Me-
dills in Aceomae in 55, and you—"

‘“Bless my soul! Of course I remember.
Why, my dear sir, I am glad to see you
back in Virginia. And how has the world
used you in all these years ?”

“Well, well! roughly enough,” said
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Ely, with a sigh. He had, in fact, a com-
fortable home, and until lately sound
health, yet, as the two men sat side by
side, it was the anxious, lean Northerner
who most looked like the victim of a de-
structive war. The Virginian was a stout,
ruddy, overgrown boy. Prosperity ap-
parently oozed out of every pore, from the
red fringe of hair about his shining pate
to his beaming spectacled eyes, and the
gurgling langh of pure enjoyment that
bubbled out every minute.

“ Changes 2 he said, rubbing his knees
meditatively, as Ely plied him with ques-
tions. ‘“ Oh, great changes! Necessarily.
The houses in which you visited have all
passed from the old families. IExcept the
Grange. That is a place of summer re-
sort, kept by Mrs, Leigh.”

' Not that lovely Anna Page who mar-
ried Joe Leigh 77

“The very same. Beautiful asa dream,
wasn’t she? But she is making money
fast, keeping boarders. The house was
torn out by the Yan—by one of the ar-
mies. After the surrender that woman
put up partitions, hung doors, glazed win-
dows, papered, painted —with her own
hands. She’s equal to a whole troop of
mechanies.”

“ And John Medill 27

“Killed at Manassas,
leg, and was invalided for life. His
daughters carry on the plantation. Vir-
ginia is in the saddle every morning be-
fore dawn. She herself plonghed and
dug until she was able to hire hands. She
had the banner crop of tobacco in that
county last year.”

Mr. Ely made a clucking sound of
amazement and dismay. ** And what be-
came of the Allaires 7"

His son lost a
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“They lost everything. The boys as
they grew up went to work. Tred in an
iron-mill in Richmond, and St. Clair as
brakesman on this road. They have both
risen steadily.”

‘*No lack of energy there!” said the
old clergyman, with a sharp glance tow-
ard the scoffing iron man. But he fell
into a depressed silence as his friend con-
tinued his history. Brakesmen and board-
ing-house keepers! He had cherished for
so many years his picture of the stately
Southern homes and their indolent land-
lords, and now if was erumbling to pieces.
If he had found a decayed, mouldering
aristocracy, passively wasting away in
their ruined homes, it would have heen
in mournful keeping with his recollection.
But this busy, commonplace stir, this sud-
den plunge of the defeated South into the
world’s market-place, bewildered and an-
noyed him,

“I hope the froubles did not injure
you, Mr. Pogue ?” he said at last.

“Major Pogue,” quietly amended the
Virginian. “I had that rank in our
army. Yes"—nodding good-humoredly—
I was left without a dollar. Fortune
of war,eh ? But I was young, and could
accept the situation. If went harder with
the old men. Onr Southern women, I
will say, were the first to stageer to their
feet. In every household it was invari-
ably the woman who first faced the inevi-
table and fried to make the best of it.
The old men never have quite recovered
from the blow. Some of them even yet
fancy that the old issues arve still alive.
But it is the men who were children in
65 that have their hands on the lever
now; they make mo mistake about is-
sues. Where their fathers dreamed of re-
opening the slave-trade and of conquer-
ing Mexico and annexing Cuba, to form a
great empire, they talk of new cotton-gins,
and Bessemer steel-works, and coal-mines,
and a thousand other ways of developing
our resources. 1t is the young men who
are the New South. I fancy you North-
ern people know liftle about the New
South.” :

“Very little indeed,” replied Mr. Ely,
smiling uneasily. ‘““In fact, I did not
know until five months ago that there
was such a nation.”

“You will see”—laughing significantly.

“But what did you do after the sur-
render? Start afresh, like your New
South 2"
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“Precisely. Got a position as clerk in
Atlanta. I have an interest in two or
three concerns there now, and have my
home near the town. T have just been
up to see my boy at the University. You'll
stop and make us a visit?”” he added, anx-
iously. ““Oh, T'Il take no denial! Mrys.
Ely will plead for me. 1 intend to take
my daughter down to New Orleans to the
Exposition, and we can form a pleasant
party. Come, now, old friend; it is all
arranged.”

Mr. Ely fidgeted and protested. He
would have fallen again easily into those
lax, hospitable ways. But his wife set-
tled the matter in her slightly nasal, de-
cisive tones.

*Of course we shall stop and wait for
youand Miss Pogue, Major. But youmust
allow us to stay at a hotel. We really
should prefer it.” Mrs. Ely, away from
home, usually was only a dumb, smiling
adjunct to her enthusiastic husband. But
there were times when she felt it necessa-
ry to put down the brakes. Yet she was
secretly excited at the thought of studying
one of the dark-eyed, languid Georgian
women in her own home. During the
afternoon, as they passed down through
the close, shouldering hills and lonely
villages of eentral Virginia, she tried to
picture to herself the indolent grace and
flower-like beauty of these Southern wo-
men, as she had read of them in their songs
and novels. Tor herself, she was quite
willing to be taken in the South as a fair
specimen of the cultured Northern wo-
men, though, after all, the eculture amount-
ed only to a nice taste in Kensington art.
worl, and a mania about drainage. But
she pleased herself by thinking that she
would open new worlds of thought to the
Major’s daughter, who doubtless knew
nothing of society, or literature, or plumb-
ing, or any of those great social questions
which Mrs. Ely, like a brown sparrow in
big grain fields, had picked at in turn.
“The mind of any woman,” she said to.
her husband, *‘in these lifeless villages
must be limited, and their talk Fklein-
stiidtisch beyond bearing.”

They stopped for a day in Lynchburg,
which recalled Pittsburgh to Mr. Ely. “It.
is almost as busy and as black,” he said,
as they sauntered past the towering fac-
tories, ‘‘and the business men look as if,
like ours, they were challenging life at.
the point of the bayonet. We wear out
brain and body in our haste to be rich, at.
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the North, and you are following us, I'm
afraid.”

The Major laughed good-humoredly.
“We were forced into the race. The
Southerner, when he goes into business,
throws the same ardor into it that forty
vears ago he did into his fun, or courting,
or fichting. A steam-engine will pull,
you know, Mr. Ely, no matter what kind
of load you put behind it.” He pointed
out the solid blocks of business houses
and tasteful dwellings, ** built since the
war,”

The next day, in Charlotte, the same
story was told and retold. Instead of
descanting, as he would have done fen
years ago, on the ancient glories of the
old South lost in the struggle, the Major
was eager to show every sight of the solid
foundation which the New South was lay-
ing for an enduring, stable prosperity.
Spartanburg, Greenville, and other pretty
towns followed, each with its wide shaded
streets, its new mills in the suburbs, its
“cheap stores,” its imposing new hotel,
its stiv of freshly awakened life.

“ But who has done all this?” asked Mr.
Ely, half annoyed. ‘‘Northern men %"

‘At frst, yes. They were the first to
see that money was to be made here.
They usually met a cold welcome, as you
know. Our old men wanted to run the
South in the old tracks—cotton, politics,
fichting. But our own young men, as I
told you, are getting the reins now in
their own hands. Our leading manufac-
turers, brokers, newspaper men, and even
city officials, everywhere, are as a rule
Southerners, and under fiffy.”

“ Atlanta!” shouted the conductor.

“But this is a Northern city!” ex-
claimed Mr. Ely, as they stepped out info
a large station, grimy with bituminous
smoke, and walled in by blocks of huge
warehouses that opened into erowded
streets of eonventional banks, hotels, and
shops, solidly built, and offering an odd
contrast to the irvegular,straggling, green-
bowered thoroughfares of Richmond,
Charleston, and Savannah.

“ Atlanta is the capital of our new
nation,” said the Major, as he handed Mrs,
Ely from the car. *‘Itis the head-quar-
ters for shrewd, pushing men from all the
Gulf States. Outsiders call us Georgian
Yankees."”

Two motherly negro women, turbaned
and whife-aproned, boarded the train in-
stead of porters, took Mrs. Ely's wraps,
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and led her to the waiting-room. A lady,
very litfle and very young, was standing
in the centre of the dingy room, watching
the door. The alert, intent figure caught
Mrs. Ely’s eye.

A teacher from Boston,” she decided,
as she scanned the thin, eager features,
the vigilant eyes, the mass of yellow hair.
1 wonder if she ever takes time to sit
down or draw a long breath 2"

But the Major hurried to meet the lit-
tle lady, kissed her, and presenfed her as
“my daughter Lola.” In herdismay the
clergyman’s wife was awkward, and posed
self-consciously. Buf the Major’s daugh-
ter welcomed her with a quiet simplicity
to which Mrs. Ely paid instant homage.

‘“ She has never had any doubt of her
breeding or social position,” she thought.
““She would be just as sure of it in rags
as in that velvet.” The little girl stood
waiting for her guests, polite but utterly
incurious. ‘‘She does not even observe
how I am dressed,” thought Mrs. Ely.
“These Southerners all act as if they
‘had that within which passeth show'—
of money or clothes.”

In many ways their old ideas were de-
molished that day.

“When I was young,” said Mr. Ely to
his wife at night, *‘the South sent North
for even its pins. It made nothing for
itself. But here in Atlanta, Pogue tells
me, they manufacture everything, from
a house to a mateh. All since the war.
Take out the money value of the slaves,
and Georgia never was so wealthy as
she is to-day. The same is true of the
Carvolinas. Onece let these hot-blooded,
eager Southerners gef a firm footing as
manufacturers and producers, and they’ll
run the North hard in the business world.
So Pogue says.”

Their acquaintance with the Pogue fam-
ily brought them countless invitations
during their stay in Atlanta. The new
stately dwellings and their msthetic inte-
riors became familiar objects to them.

““Here are the very same etchings, the
same brie-i-brac and Daghestan rugs, that
1 left behind in New York and Phila-
delphia,” Mrs. Ely complained to Miss
Pogue as they drove out together one af-
ternoon. ‘¢ The same hats on the women,
the same dishes at dinner, and the same
talk too, only that it runs in‘a more lei-
surely current.”

“Vou would see more distinctive life
in the country,” Lola said, turning her
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ponies into a broad grass-edged high-
way.

In an hour they were in the pine woods.
At long infervals there were openings
in which was a wide, low, many-galleried
house, with its appendage of dilapidated
negro quarters and neglected farm lands
—a gray, hoary wreek of prosperous days,
The snow, which still lay in drifts in the
woods, had melted here from the saffron
stubble fields. The houses usually appear-
ed to be over-full; all of the windows
shone redly in the closing dusk; the rooms
were alive with ehildren, with gay young
people; matrons with delicate, fastidious
faces bent over their work; portly, hand-
somely dressed men loitered in the gal-
leries or rode down the long avenues.

“You would find the old habits of hos-
pitality kept up in these houses,” said
Lola. “Family connections are large in
the South. A Georgian of the higher class
has cousins all through the Carolinas and
the Gulf States, just as the Virginians and
Kentuckians are really all of one blood.
From five to ten guests may drop in unin-
vited for any meal, or come to stay a week.
They are always sure of a welcome. The
old eclass of Southerners would rather
give up their chance of heayven than the
pleasure of keeping open house for their
friends on earth.”

Mr. Ely's face flushed. *1If is a gra-
cious, beaufiful ecustom!” lie exclaimed.
“We lost much that was worth keeping
with the old feudal systems.”

“Yes,” said Miss Pogue, dryly. “I
have known a dinner prepared in our
house for four persons, and before it was
served twenty guests arvived unexpeeted-
ly. So it goes on all the year round.”

“That is delichtful,” hesitated Muvs.
Ely. ‘It takes one quite back fo patri-
archal life. But it would not suit North-
ern house-keepers nor Northern cooks and
chamber-maids.”

“Tt does not suit here,” said Lola,
prompfly. “Our mothers were used to
it when they had plenty of money and of
servants. But nmow that we have nol
enough of either, the custom keeps many
a family poor, and makes life a tread-mill
for most women. The generation I be-
long to, Mrs. Ely,” she said, after a pause,
her thin, decisive features heating, ‘“have
learned to practise small economies in pov-
erty, and they are foreed to see that there
is a greaf leakage in their incomes through
these old customs which seem fo you so
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beauntiful and grand. Yet,” she added,
with sudden pride, ‘I doubt if the South-
erner will ever give up that custom.”

Mrs. Ely, talking matters over that
night as usual, declarved that *‘the Geor-
gian girl tallked and thought precisely
lilke a New-Englander. And, as far as I
can see, she isnot an uncommon type now
in this New South. I have met women,
since we came here, capable, shrewd, and
alive with energy. They manage planta-
tions and shops; they raise stock, hold of-
fices, publish newspapers. Indeed, while
Northern women have been elamoring for
their rights, Southern women have found
their way into more careers than they.
They keep up with all the questions of the
day. Miss Lola actually gave me some
new hints on drainage. I suppose we
Americans have but one blood, after all,
and a hard struggle with poverty will pro-
duce the same woman in Georgia as in
Connecticut.”

The next day our travellers, with the
Major and Miss Pogue, left Atlanta for
Montgomery. They soon left behind the
leafless, deciduous woods and the snow,
and entered interminable pine forests ris-
ing ouf of the rich red earth, pale green
in the spring air. Occasionally the end-
less phalanx of pines erowded back in dis-
gust to make way for a flat plateau of yel-
low elay, out of which rose “‘a clarin,” a
forlorn huddle of gray, unpainted cabins.
Not a tree, nor flower, nor blade of grass,
appeared in the wide swamp of mud. Ne-
groes in rags lounged against the worm-
fence, too lazy fo look up at the train;
lean woolly cows, their sides daubed with
mud, lazily got out of the way of the cars:
leaner hogs wallowed in the lower deeps
of mud, looking up to wink sleepily at the
pufling engine. The men of the hamlet
lounged about the station-house, yellow-
skinned and heavy-eyed from long diet of
pork and whiskey.

Mr. Ely, catching his wife's look of
consternation, hastily explained. “ You
must remember, my dear, that up to the
beginning of this century this part of Ala-
bama was an absolute wilderness, broken
only by a few settlements of half-breeds
and Spaniards, with neither law nor re-
ligion. Pennsylvania and New York
were then open to the great tide of immi-
egration. It never has set in here. What
progress has been made is due to the peo-
ple themselves, not to European influence,
as is the case with us.”
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“ Alabama turns her poorest side to the
railways,” said Major Pogue. ‘*Buf we
will soon skirt the ‘ Black Belf,” which is
full of rich plantations under scientific
enltivation. As good soil as you have in
Pennsylvania.”

Mr. Ely smiled anxiously. The flat
gray sky, and the monotonous pillared
pines which held it like a roof, oppressed
him; he had not dvawn a full breath all
day. To live always walled by these
changeless trees into solifude and pover-
ty, away from the life and motion of the
world—how soon it would make a man
narrow and prejudiced and virulent! No
wonder these people fight with the obsti-
nacy and courage of tigers!

The frain halted that moment at a lit-
tle lonely station af the foof of a hill. At
its top stood a picturesque old mansion,
which seemed to him to embody all the
tragedy of the departed South. The
sunset flamed redly up behind its gray
walls and steep roof, the black shingles
of which were mossed with age. A thin
wisp of smoke drifted from its great out-
side chimney across the cold sky; the
wind swept through the empty galleries,
no light shone from its windows. A Iit-
tle apart from it three ancient cedars stood

on guard; they flung their distorted arms
toward the east, bent by the winds that in
winter swept the hill-top.

“They are pleading against the disaster
that has fallen on the house,” thonght the
oldclergyman, smiling on hisown gloomy
fancy.

A tall man, dressed in the coarse home-
spun and wide-rimmed hat of the farm
hands, came down the hill, and entering
the ecar, sat down in front of him. Un-
doubtedly a laborer: face, hands, and neclk
tanned one saffron hue; the high boots
patched and muddy. But Mr. Ely detect-
ed a haughty reserve in the high-featured
face, befter befitting a ecavalier than a
ploughman.

“The typical Southerner at last!” he
thought. **'With that face, he might have
ruled a thousand slaves, or led a regiment
into the jaws of death.”

Two passengers, Western men, sitting
near, loudly discussed the lean pigs, the
bony cattle, the poor buildings on the
farm ; but the owner’s face remained calm
as though dogs barked at his heel. Mr.
Ely rushed to the rescue. “‘You forget,
genflemen,” he said, ‘“that the South for
nearly a century had but one occupation
—agriculiure. The loss of her slaves
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erippled her in that. She is furning now
with all the strength she has to other in-
dustries. She asks us Northerners in a
friendly, brotherly way to come down to
see in this New Orleans Exposition what
she has done; if we go at all, it should be
in the same friendly spirit—nof to insult
Ler.”

The men laughed, but were silent, and
Mr. Ely presently fell into tall with the
Alabamian, questioning him on the re-
sources of his State.

*You should go to the northern part
of Alabama,” hie said, in a grave, measured
tone, *‘if you wish to get a clear idea of
her enormous undeveloped wealth. Near
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Selma, cotton raising is carried on now
with so much skill and certainty that the
sons of the great planters in Mexico are
sent there as pupils, staying for years.
You have been in Birmingham #”

“No. Isita typical Southern city ¢”

The planter smiled. ‘I hope so; but
not of the old South.” Twelve years ago
it was a cotton plantation. Now they are
working coal-mines with an outpuf of over
4000 tons a day, and iron-mines that yield
metal which they tell me is as good as
the Dbest Swedish. With both, they can
put pig-ivon in the Northern market six
dollars a-ton cheaper than it is done in
Pennsylvania.”

‘1t is a faet,” struck in Major Pogue,
after greeting the farmer as an old friend.
“The enormous mineral wealth of Ala-
bama is but just opened. She hasrich vir-
gin soil, and though you may not believe
it, Mr. Hly, a law-abiding, God-fearing
population, anxious to work. She has
good waterways, and one of the best har-
bors on the whole coast at Mobile. What
she wants is eapital and skilled labor.”

Meanwhile Miss Pogue was talking of
the planter with Mvs. Ely at the back of
the car.

‘It is Dupré Mocquard,” she said. “‘I
have heard he was considered the hand-
somest man in New Orleans before the
war. A brave fellow too; he fought half
a dozen duels. He belonged to a wealthy
creole family; they equipped a regiment
for the war, which he commanded.”

““And after—?

f After—" with a shrug. ‘‘He isover-
seer now, where he was master, on one of
his own plantations. e is as eager, I
have heard my father say, about raising
cotton as he was in duelling ov flirting.
His four children must live, you see.”

They reached Montgomery that night,
and remained there for several days. Col-
onel Mocquard drove out with them al-
most every day. He did not lose any of
his picturesqueness, at least in Mrs. Ely's
eyes, when he had laid aside his working
clothes for ordinary dress.

“ His old-fashioned, high - shonldered
courtesy,” she told her husband, * would
become a deposed monarch,”

The weather on the day after their ar-
rival was cold. High winds drove light
purplish clouds over a clear sky. The
streets of the first Confederate capital
stretched before them wide and muddy,
the sidewalks of clay or boards sheltered
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by fine old trees. Back among trim gar-
dens and groves of green magnolias or
leafless China-trees, brown with feathery
clusters of last year's flowers, were set
quaint, low, many - galleried dwellings,
which the Northern visitors admired en-
thusiastically.

‘They are picturesque, and they be-
long to the climate and scenery,” said Mr.
Ely. **But I am sorry to see here and
there a fowered brick house, or one of
those pretentious villas with which we in
the North abuse the memory of poor
Queen Anne.” I

‘*Those houses are built, for the most
part,” said Lola, ** by wealthy Hebrews,
brokers or dollar-store men. The Jews
‘entered in and oceupied the land’ as soon
as the war was over. You will find them -
in every village and town in the Gulf
States, living usually in the best houses,
which old Southern families could no
longer hold.”

“That's all right, my dear,” interrupt-
ed her father. ‘“‘They loaned us all,blacks
and whites, money when we had none.
Fair business transaction.”
~ Lola’s delicate features flushed hotly.
‘At fifty per cent.—yes. The day will
come, perhaps, when ‘the king shall en-
Jjoy his own,’” she replied,sharply. Then,
hastily controlling herself and changing
her tone: ‘‘ Montgomery, as you may im-
agine, Mr, Ely, is a beautiful city in sum-
mer. This large building on the hill is
the Capitol. The first Confederate Clon-
gress met here, you remember.”

They alighted and passed through the
empty lofty halls, coming out again on to
a high flight of steps which commanded
a view of the quiet city and its superb
rampart of rolling hills and riech planta-
tions.

“Just here, on these steps,” said Lola,
“Jefferson Davis stood when he was in-
augurated President.”

Neither she nor the other Southerners
betrayed any further remembrance of the
great tragedy which had opened on this
little grassy hill-top. The story was too
familiar to them, and their own stinted
lives too much a sequence and part of the
tragedy, for them to see it merely as a
great historic drama. But the old clergy-
man'’s heated faney instantly peopled the
hill with the men whose hour’s work that
day had had such limitless results. A
cold sunny day like this, perhaps, and
each had come up from his own home,



246

sincere, eager, ready to risk his property,
life, and sacred honor for the cause he be-
lieved to be true. And now—

The old man was loyal to the Union;
his brothers had died fighting for it. But
for the moment he looked through the
eyes of this other unknown brother, be-
lieved as he believed, felt the wrench of
his defeat. His heart beat thick, and a
hot film darkened his eyes.

They drove through the plantations in
the suburbs of the city, passing stately
old dwellings in disrepair and ruins, their
parks overgrown with weeds and bram-
bles. Before one a great stone lion, splen-
did in its day, lay broken and over-
thrown.

The next moment they passed through
the “new town"—streets of cheerful rose-
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covered cottages belonging to the colored
people. Nowhere in the South have the
freedmen made more steady and swift
progress to thrift and intelligence than
here. Swayne College, their principal
school, was just dismissed, and a long
procession of colored girls and lads march-
ed down the street in tidy, bricht-colored
clothes, turning to the strangers clear,
watchful faces.

They drove to the hotel through streets
of new warehouses and shops, while the
Major and Colonel Mocquard discussed
eagerly some new mining company just
forming among the capitalists of the city.

“I think,” said the clergyman, quietly,
‘*you have shown us to-day the signifi-
cance of both the Old South and the
New."”

APRIL HOPES.

BY WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS.

XXVIII.

HE parting scene with Alice persisted
in Mavering’s thought far on the way
to Ponlowasset Falls. He now succeeded
in saying everything to her: how deeply
he felt her giving him her photograph
to cheer him in his separation from her;
how much he appreciated her forethought
in providing him with some answer when
his mother and sisters should ask him
about her looks. He took ouf the pic-
ture, and pretended fo the other passen-
gers to be looking very closely at it, and so
managed to kissit. He told her that now
he understood what love really was; how
powerful; how it did conquer everything;
that it had changed him, and made him
alveady a better man, He made her re-

fuse all merit in the work.

When he began to formulate the facts
for communication to his family, love
did not seem so potent; he found himself
ashamed of his passion, orat least unwill-
ing to let it be its own excuse even; he
had a wish to give it almost any other ap-
pearance. Until he came in sight of the
station and the Works, it had not seemed
possible for any one to object to Alice. He
had been going home as a matter of form
to receive the adhesion of his family.
But now he was forced to see that she
might be considered critically, even re-
luetantly. This would only be because

his family did not understand how per-
fect Alice was; but they might not under-
stand.

With his father there would be no dif-
ficulty. His father had seen Alice and
admired her; he would be all right. Dan
found himself hoping this rather anxious-
ly, as if from the instinctive need of his
father’s support with his mother and sis-
ters. He stopped at the Works when he
left the train, and found his father in his
private office beyond the book-keeper's
picket-fenece, which he penetrated, with a
nod to the accountant.

‘Hello, Dan!” said his father, looking
up; and ‘* Hello, father!” said Dan. Being
alone, the father and son not only shool
hands, but kissed each other, as they used
to do in meeting after an absence when
Dan was younger.

He had closed his father’s door with
liis left hand in giving hisright, and now
he said at once, ** Father, I’ve come home
to tell you that I'm engaged to be mar-
ried.”

Dan had prearranged his father’s be-
havior at this announcement, but he now
perceived that he would have to modify
the scene if it were to represent the faets.
His father did not brighten all over and
demand, *‘Miss Pasmer, of conrse?’ He
contrived to hide whatever start the news
had given him, and was some time in ask-
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\; HILE they were in Alabama our

tourists visited some of the large
cotton plantations, and found them
equipped with the most modern and cost-
ly machinery.

“But the dwelling-houses of the plant-
ers,” said Clolonel Mocquard, as they were
returning from one of these excursions,
“must strike you as bare and comfort-
less. Yes; pardon me. I know that it is
so. I have been in the North recently,
and I saw how the love of art and house
decoration was growing among you with
each year. Compare our plantation dwell-
ings with the house and lawns of a wealthy
Pennsylvania or New York farmer! But
we—we are too busy trying to live. If
the South had the money and leisure she
once had,” he continned, with a lofty com-
placeney, “‘she would, 1 suppose, have
long been the foremost in the modern
dilettante race.”

Mrs. Ely controlled a smile of amused
superiority. Her husband said, hastily,
**The South is learning a higher lesson
than any which bric-i-brac or pictures
could teach her.”

*“We will hope so,” replied Mocquard,

Drawn by W, H. Gibson.

dryly. It is certain that there is now a
very small number of men among us who
are wealthy enough fo indulge luxurious
tastes. The great mass of our people
have been forced to go to work,”

“*Yes, and it is better for them, Moe-
quard,” said Major Pogue, who was in the
carviage. ‘' But the great error they make
is in giving their whole efforts and
thought to one kind of work—that of rais-
ing cotfon. Itisthe road to a competency
with which we are most familiar, and we
are apt to think it the only one; so we
neglect a thousand other industries which
in the North are common and luerative.
Now this plantation, for instance, which
we are passing. A litfle time and carve
would give the planter the finer fruits and
vegetables for his table and for the man-
ket, would surround his house with flower-
gardens and well-kept. lawns, and fill it
with comforts if not elegance. But he
turns his back on everything but cotton.
That one crop disposed of, his duty for the
year is over.”

Colonel Mocquard frequently went with
them on these exploring journeys. M,
Ely was impressed with the business qual-
ifications of the ex-soldier and
five-eater,

“Shrewd and economical he
will never be,” he said to his
wife. It isn’t in the blood.
But he has energy and a tre-
mendous capacity for work.
The North does mnot suspect
what stuff is in these men. I

GOVERNMENT STREET, MOBILE,
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have been looking over some industrial
statistics to-day, and I find that over three
and a half millions have been invested
already in this year right here in Alabama
in new enterprises, principally in coal-
mining and lumbering. I heard you and
Mocquard bemoaning the lack of pictures
and brie-4-brac. Stuff and nonsense!
They are laying solid foundations of pros-
perity now; they will put on the gilding
by-and-by.”

Colonel Mocquard drove them one
morning through the business streets of
the city, showing them the manufactories
of ice and soaps, and the ginneries where
cotton-seed oil was made.

* Ready,” laughed Lola Pogue, ““to be
exported to Italy, and returned to the
North as L'huile de Luecea.”

They came home through the * new
town"—a suburb filled with pretty cot-
tages (not cabins) belonging to the ne-
groes. It was a warm evening, and they
were out sunning themselves on the gal-
leries, the women and children in gay
print gowns. Many of them, who had
been his slaves, ran down to speak to ** de
Boss” as Mocquard passed. There was
evidently hearty good-will on both sides.

Down the narrow street, as the sun was
setting, came a procession of blacks and
mulattoes reverently following a hearse.
They marched with linked fingers, and
were dressed in black, both men and wo-
men wearing a bright purple cape edged
with gold braid.

“Tt is a beneficiary society,” explained
Major Pogue. ‘‘The freedmen have
formed them everywhere throughout the
South. They very seldom are political or
religious in their aim, but are based solely
on the idea of mutual help in time of sick-
ness or death. Each has its secret device
or password, however, and they gratify
their dramatic sense by some bit of color
in the dress or badge.”

o me,” said Mocquard, *‘the ten-
dency of the negroes to co-operate s one
of the most significant signs of their prog-
ress.”

The party were to have separated the
next day, Colonel Mocquard going back to
the plantation, while his friends went on
to Mobile. Ile insisted, however, on ac-
companying them for at least a few days
longer. Mrs. Ely nodded significantly
when she heard this offer.

“Depend on it,” she said to her hus-
band, *‘Miss Pogue is the cause of his

&
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courtesy to us. And a very good thing
that match would be. He is poor, a wid-
ower, with a houseful of children, and
she would make an economical, managing
Yankee wife.”

** No doubt when you die, my dear, you
will be sent out as a match-making an-
gel,” was his only reply.

Although the spring was the latest
known in the South for forty years, the
change in latitude was abruptly marked
as they neared the Gulf. They left all
traces of snow behind; the grass was rank.
They passed through close forests of serub
pines springing out of white sand,as on the
New Jersey coast. Below the pines came
heavy thickets of live-oaks, sycamores,
hickories, pecans, and the bur trees, bare
but for their brown knobs, while near the
lagoons rose impenetrable jungles of un-
dergrowth, knit together by thick trunks
of wild grape. The road everywhere was
walled in by ramparts of vegetation, to
which the dwarf palmetto, sharp-bladed
and defiant, and masses of bristling caeti,
gave a tropical aspect.

A heavy thunder-storm darkened the
last part of their journey, but as they en-
tered Mobile the clouds rolled back, heap-
ing themselves in vast folds upon the hori-
zon, while a soft tender sunset glimmenr-
ed through, throwing into the foreground
the shaded streets of the gquaint old town,
the dripping, glistening magnolias and
camellias in fhe gardens, the airy church
spires, while far in the bacl the masts at
the levee drew sharp black lines against

the red sky.

They found the Battle House crowded
with people returning from the Carnival
at New Orleans. Mobile, French and
Catholic, also had kept Mardi-Gras, and
the house fronts were still gay with flags
and wreaths of flowers. Half a dozen
old-fashioned carriages were ranged be-
fore the hotel. The horses nodded, and
the negro drivers dozed in the warm light.

‘ Wather,” said Miss Pogue, ** there is
‘Mosheer,” who drove us and instructed us
so mightily last Mardi-Gras. TLet him
take us out the Bay Road. Call him.
There will be time before dark.”

The beautiful little Georgian had by
this time insensibly assumed control of
the party, managing shrewdly to save all
odd ends of time, to drive good bargains
with shopkeepers, and to keep hotel bills
down, to the cordial approval of Mrs. Ely,
who, like most women, was penny-wise.
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The Major beckoned to a greasy mus-
tached old Frenchman with a wooden
leg, wearing a coat and high hat a world
too big for him. ‘“What is your name,
my good fellow 2”

““Mosheer Dechiré. T drive all ze
strangers who come to Mobile. Carr'ge,
zare,” waving his whip toward a shabby
open barouche. *‘ Ver sheap.”

Lola mnodded approval, and they all
crowded into it. No sooner had they
started than **Mosheer” turned sideways,
abandoning his horses to Providence, the
most eager of ciceroni.

“T know Mobile, zare. Mobile knows
Dechiré. I trow in my lot here tirty year
ago. V'la Government Street, madame.
Ze most grand boulevard in ze Souf, zey
tell me. Ve zall not drive zere now. To-
night you zall see ze Shell Road. Ah-h!
Eef you could zee dat Shell Road in de old
times! On zis side de beautiful houses on
ze pleasure-grounds; on zat, ze bay: and

BY THE

ROAD-SIDE.
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going to an’ fro, to an’ fro, ze fine car-
riages fill' viv lovely ladies an’ les mes-
sieurs on horseback. And ah! ze horses!
Mobile have horses zen zat all ze vorld
know by name.”

He stopped for them to see a famous
grove of huge live-oaks draped with the
trailing Spanish moss. They saw here,
too, for the first time, the great green
knobs of mistletoe, white with waxen ber-
ries, high on the vet leafless tree,

The sun was warm, the salt wind bra-
cing; on their left hand the waters of the
bay stretched, rippling and glittering, un-
til they were lost in low silvery mists; on
the right lay plantations and dwellings,
many of which bore traces of old magnifi-
cence. Mosheer scrambled zealously.-up
and down, bringing the ladies bunches
of moss, of scarlet berries, of the brown
seed-vessels of fhe bur tree. He over-
heard Mrs. Ely’s remark that a little
care would make comfortable dwellings
of some neglected
houses.

** Ah, madame,”
he eried, ‘‘you zall
see no such grand
mansions in ze
Norf! Mobile vas
a gay, rich, happy
city, but ze var
tool her by ze troat.
She begins buf fo
breathe again. She
have many rich
men who push her
onan’on. Zeyoung
men zey vill make
great harbor, great
vailroads; zey vant
to hear no more of
ze var’'—shrugeing
his shoulders.

“Did you fake
any part in the
war 27 asked Mus.
Ely.

**Oui, madame.
A liftle. Yonder”
—pointing with his
whip—*‘ jus’ under
zat speck of eloud,
I vork forty days
at ze eartvorks
at Fort Powell. I
leave my shop.
Madame Dechiré,
and ze leetle chil-
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dren zey have small portion to eat zose
days. T vas shoemaker by trade. Mais
que voulez-vous? I vasman,aussi. Ah!
every day ve vork, vork, and ve say,
‘Notting can take zis fort!” He had
stopped the horses by this time. and was
gesticulating toward the bay from his
high seat, his flabby face distorted with
excitement. ““You see, zare? you see,

madame ? zat black line in ze mist is ze
island, Dauphin. Jus’ vhere I point my
finger is Fort Morgan, von great fort,
many guns. At zat side is Fort Gaines.
Up ze bay—ah, it vas von day in August,
ver' hot—up ze bay come ze Yankee fleet,
two by two, lashed togezzer like von pack
of hounds. Close to ze shore vas ze
great Monilors, ze Tecwmseh in front.”
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“The Tecumseh " exclaimed Mr. Ely.
“My dear, was not George on the Tecuin-
seh 2 A lad of whom we were very fond,”
he explained to the Major—**an orphan,
the son of a dear friend. But go on, my
good man; go on.”

* Here,” continued Mosheer, ** vas Ad-
miral Buchanan and our fleet. Under ze
vater jus' in ze path of ze Monitors vas
ze torpedoes.”

“Just in the path of the Monitors,
whispered the old clergyman, nervously,
turning his face away quickly from them
toward the bay, reddening now in the low,
peaceful light.

“Yes, zare,” eagerly rejoined Mosheer.
““ Ah-h, it is very clean vater now, you
tinlkc? Notting in it but ze fish ? Look,
zare; look, madame. Jus' vhere I point,
your Tecumseh struck a torpedo an’ vent
down—down! I see ze water boil an’
B]I(JI\L zat is all. Presently if rush over
an’ hl_ smooth again. Ze gre aL Monitor
gone, like a leetle. pebble sunk?

The old clergyman did not answer: his
eyes were fixed on the rippling, smiling
water. His wife, who was less excitable,

slid her hand under hershawl, unseen, into
his, and pressed it.

““And that,” she whispered, **
George’s grave.”

The Major raised his hat. **There were
brave men buried there that day,” he said,
gently.

Mosheer broke the silence. ** Yonder
our Admiral attacked Farragut. Ze bay
vas black viz ze smoke an’ ze roar of ze
cannon.  An'in ze middle of it ze Yan-
kees creep in—in on Dauphin Island.
Vell"—with a shrug, gathering up his
reins—‘‘ze end had come! In four days
Fort Powell vas blown away. An’ our
eartvorks—all gone. Mon Dieu! how my
back did ache building zose eartvorks!
All gone!”

“Then, I suppose,”said Lola, indignant-
Iy, ©* you gave up the cause, and went baclk
to your shoemaking 7"

**No,"” with a sheepish grin.
hospital. T lose my life for dem eart-
vorks. Madame Dechiré et les petites
zey vor hungry many days. Mais que
voulez-vous ? Every man had his trou-
ble. I no vorse zan ze oders.”

is poor

“Tvas in
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Mr. Ely turned his distressed face to the
man, full of pity and sympathy. *‘The
war never seemed so real to me before,”
he said; ‘‘that is, your side of it.”

* But, my good man,” interrupted Mrs,
Ely, severely, ‘‘why did you go into the
war at all? You were a foreigner: had
you no respect for the flag or the consti-
tution of your adopted country #”

“Perhaps he believed in State rights?”
suggested Miss Pogue, slyly.

“ State rights an’ ze constitooshun? 1
know notting about dem, But here vas
my home--here in Mobile. T trowin my
lot here tirty vear ago. Mine leetle house
vas here, an’ mine vife. So I fight. Eef
I had live in New York, viv my leetle
house, an’ ze Souf come to fight, I—I can-
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not tell.
moi!”

The men laughed, but both the ladies
were indignant.

‘ Northern men went into the war with
a principle!” cried the older woman.

“ And Southern men,” exclaimed Lola,
“gave their lives for a great cause! But
this man talks as if patriotism was a mat-
ter of geography.”

“Hush-h! TIam afraid, my dear, that
Mosheer speaks for a large party on both
sides,” said her father,

Afier the first day, the travellers had
no more occasion for Mosheer's services.
Major Pogue and Colonel Mocquard had
a few friends in the city, and as soon as it
was known that they were at the hotel,

It may be I zall be Yankee—

THE OLD BONE MAN.
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they, with the clergyman and his wife,
were welcomed as though they were visit-
ing princes, and overw Tielmed with invi-
tations to dine, to drive, to spend even-
ings, days, weeks, with their new friends.

Good Mr. B ly was in raptures with this
cordiality. ‘It renews one's faith in hu-
man nature,” he said to his wife as they
were dressing for dinner, brushing his
thin gray locks up to cover his bald pate.
I E tuld you how it was in Virginia, my
dear. And to think how we h.we toufrht
them since and ruined them, and that they
are the first to hold out their hands in
friendship! I wish all Northerners could
come down and see these people as they
are. Gireat heavens! what injustice we
do them!”

“ My dear!” said his wife, 1epr0\f111fr]\'
She had not quite made up her mind in
this matter. She was very silent when
with her new acquaintances, and could
not enter, as her husband did, with fervor
into thur pride in the ‘‘stately buildings,”
the ** magnificent streets,” ete., of Mobile,
described in guides to the Exposition. Se-
cretly she Lhnu:rht the Southerners a good
deal like children, as vain, and as thin-
skinned to criticism, and suspected that
the war had probably been useful as dis-

cipline in lowering theivself-conceit. Like
many ofher Northern visitors to the Expo-
sition last winter, she was always startled
to find among ‘‘our enemies” the same
good sense, feeling, or knowledge that she
expecled as a matter of course from her
own people. Her husband, on the con-
trary, criticised nothing. ** Why should
19 he said. **Because we had the most
money and the most men twenty years
ago, does that give me the right to come
down here and sneer at their cows, their
horses, their manners; or even to pat them
approvingly on the head ?”

He urged all of his new friends to visit
him in Pennsylvania. He preached on
Stunday in one of the city churches on
“human brotherhood” out of so full a
heart that the tears rose to the eyes of
many a prejudiced hearer. Hverybody
accepted and trusted the old man. I
shall thinlk better of the world because he
was born in it,” said Colonel Mocquard.

But even Mrs.Ely at last confessed that
Mobile was a beautiful city, unlike any
other. Slie is charming, rather than state-
ly. Like Savannah, Charleston, and the
Trench quarter of New Orleans, she still
remains characteristically Southern. Her
avenues are broad and well shaded; the
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dwellings large and airy, and half hidden
in exquisite gardens and sloping lawns.
Even in the poorer streets roses, magno-
lias, camellias, and jasmine fill the air
with fragrance. The pretentious brick
houses with Mansard-roofs and colored
class, so common in Eastern cities, which
the Northern and Jewish new-comers arve
beginning to erect in some of the South-
ern towns (quite unconscious, apparently,
that they are not only ugly, but totally
unsuited to a warm, damp elimate), have
not as yet vulgarized Mobile’s old-time
grace. She turns to the stranger a quiet,
home-like, friendly face, with that unde-
finable gracious air of good-breeding in it
which only generations of ease and hos-
pitality can give even to houses. No
money or architect can impart it to blocks
of magnificent mansions built for display.

Among their new friends was a Ma-
dame de Parras, a bent, white-haired old
lady of eighty, who was lodging in a
cheap house in St. Joseph Street.

“Over a bakery, my dear,” explained
Mr. Ely to his wife, who had not then
seen her. ‘‘But she might have been a
duchess, in the days of the Bourbons, from
her manners. With her brilliant black
eyes and white hair, leaning on her ebony
cane with its floating ribbons, you could
not imagine a more picturesque figure.
She is a descendant of a Marquis de Par-
ras, who came to this country with the
French refugees in 1816, and settled in

. Marengo County."”

“You find so many black swans!” com-
plained Mrs. Ely. ** Why does this prin-
cess lodge over a bakery 27

* Because she is a dethroned princess,
I suppose,” said Mr. Ely. *“ An old friend
of Moequard’s. She reigned in New Or-
leans in her days of power, and she is on
her way there now from a poor planta-
tion on the Tombigbee. She has a litile
granddaughter with her. I don’t think,”
he added, hesitating, “that the war or
poverty has inoculated them with any
Northern energy, as they have your friend
Miss Pogue.”

““Lola might have been a New-England-
er,” said Mrs. Ely for the twentieth time.
‘‘She s just the woman to help on Colonel
Mocquard’s fortunes. TPushing, close—"

** Men don't usually loolk first for those
qualities in a wife,” said Mr. Ely, impa-
tiently. ““And I suspect that Southern
women will gain such virtues out of their
poverty much sooner than Southern men
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will learn to admire them in their wives
and sweethearts.”

“ Probably. I don’t pretend to under-
stand men,” said Mrs. Ely, with calm su-
periority.

The next day they went on an explor-
ing expedition to Point Clear, with the
Major and his daughter, Colonel Moe-
quard and some friends from Mobile,
among them Madame de Parras.

“Is that her granddaughter in the
brown flannel dress?’ asked Mrs. Ely,
when they were on the little steamer
Annie.

“Yes; and a lovely little creature she
is,” replied the clergyman.

“I do not agree with you,” she answer-
ed, quickly. ‘T should call her positive-
ly homely. She is nothing but a child.
I must say I like some style in a girl.
You would not find a Northerm young
lady eling to her grandmother’s side and
blush when she is spoken to in that way.
Yet she sent Major Pogue on an errand
just now as calmly as I should a ser-
vant.”

““Southern women are taught to believe
that they are born with a sceptre in their
hands. I suspeet, my dear,” he added,
slyly, ““that Mocquard agrees with me in
my opinion of this little girl.”

“Absurd! I give him ecredit for too
much hard common-sense. He wants a
capable manager as a wife, with his chil-
dren and straitened means. What could
a chit like that, made up of eyes and a
smile, do for him 2"

Mr. Ely shrugged his shoulders, and
strolled to the end of the boat to listen to
Major Pogue, who was descanting on the
merits of Point Clear as a winter resort
for Northerners. The Major, with many
other shrewd capitalists in the South, had
foreseen the large profits to be made by
the growing habit of migration among
invalids, and had invested a liftle money
and much thought and time in building
up different resorts in Florida, Georgia,
and the North Carolina mountains.

“The time for drugs is over,” he was
saying now, while a group of sallow,
coughing travellers wrapped in furs gath-
ered close, listening eagerly. ‘A famous
physician in the North once said to me,
‘Give me the air I want for my patients,
and I will not give them a dose of medi-
cine.” ‘Well, siv, now he can have every
kind and quality of air he wants, from the
warm damp breezes off the Gulf, in Flori-
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da or Louisiana, to the bracing dry winds
in the piny woods in Georgia or north-
ern Alabama or the Carolinas. Our peo-
ple understand now what is wanted. You
will find well-kept hotels at all these
places. Point Clear is a little jut of land
running out into Mobile Bay, about half-
way between the city and the Gulf, and it
is claimed that the climate is equal to that
of Florida. Any of the resorts on the
Gulf frequented by Southerners in sum-
mer ought to be suitable for invalids from
the North in winter.”

Lola, who was sitting by Mrs. Ely,
laughed. ‘1 suppose the South may
count yvour invalids among her new *in-
dustries,’ just as your farmers, they tell
me, reckon summer boarders a more prof-
itable erop than potatoes. Of course one
is sorry for the poor creatures, but these
migrating invalids papa talks of are be-
coming quite too marked a feature of
Southern travel, it seems to me.”

Little Betty de Parras turned with quick
assent, her brown eyes wide with pity.

“Oh, we have met them everywhere!
So pale and weak, some of them just
ready to die. And one can do nothing—
not even speak.”

“Dear me! I don't want to speak,”
answered Lola. ‘‘They mass themselves
together in cars and hotel parlorvs, and
diseuss their pills and symptoms. *Did
you try Aiken? and ‘How did Pensa-
cola suit you? It is horrible: the poor
spectres racing from point to point catch-
ing at every hope. The Dance of Death
is cheerful fo it.”

“If one could do anything!” said Bet-
ty, under her breath, the tears coming to
her eyes.

“1t sounded very heartless in Lola, T
confess,” said Mrs. Ely to her husband af-
terward, when the girls walked away;
“yet no doubt she would be the most
efficient nurse of the two, if put to the
test. Shehas avemarkable skill in giving
drugs, her mother told me—doses all the
negroes on the plantation.”

“Perhaps so. But that little girl’s
pitying eyes and soft pat of the hand
would go farther than drugs to cure me,”
e persisted, obstinately.

There is a large hotel at Point Clear,
the porehes of which overlook the bay.
The men of the party went out fishing,
bringing in drum, red-fish; and a red-snap-
per caught by the old clergyman, to his
great delight.
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They came back fo the city in high
spirvits the mext morning, a brisk west
wind feathering the waters of the bay,
and driving bright flakes of cloud across
the sky with sudden jubilant gusts.

During the fortnight that followed,
Mr. Ely and Colonel Mocquard explored
every quarter of the quaint old city. A
singular camaraderie had sprung up be-
tween the old elergyman and the Confed-
erate soldier. They spent whole days
fishing together at the Snapper Banks in
the Gulf, or hunting among the lagoons
which empty info the bay, sitting some-
times for hours on some sunken log in
the wild tangle of vines and bushes, with
blazing colors in every weed about them,
in eager tall, their guns idle at their feet;
or they loitered along the wharves or
through the cotton-mills. The older man
had keen perceptions and sympathies, and
at every step he was moved and excited
by some dramatic revelation in the lives
of these people who were struggling to
their feet after savage disaster. They
often drove out through the groves of
magnolias and live-oaks which hedge in
Mobile. The environs are full of quiet
beauty; pleasant country-seats are set on
the erests and in the valleys of the wooded
hills which rise in low ranges behind it.
Spring Hill contains the prettiest of these
homes, and is tq Mobile what Bryn Mawr
is to Philadelphia, or the shores of the
Hudson to New York.

Here lives the most famous woman,
probably, of the South—Mrs. Augusta
Evans Wilson, the author of Beulah,
Macaria, ete.  She is held in as proud
regard by the mass of Southern people
as was George Eliof by the English. Her
beautiful home on Spring Hill is a kind
of Mecea to which her admirers make pil-
grimages.

* All American authors,” said My, Ely,
“should be born in Boston or the far
South.”

“The South never neglects her gifted
children,” replied Colonel Moequard,
gravely, ‘ when they ave true to her.”

The Colonel never tired of hunting out
with My, Ely traces of the first settlers
on the coast. The old clergyman took a
keen interest in the romantic story of the
three noble brothers who discovered and
colonized the coast for France. He in-
sisted on going down to Dauphin Island.
“ Just here, I fancy,” he said, after long
consideration, ‘‘the lad Bienville first
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leaped on shore, and here was the heap of
human bones which made him ecall it the
Isle of Massacre.”

Clolonel Moequard showed him the point
on the island on which tradition states
young Bienville, coming back from Bi-
loxi two years later, with his younger
brother and La Salle, built a warehouse
for their stores, and the location of the fort,
St. Louis de la Mobile, at the mouth of
Dog River.

“*The Quaker botanist, old William Baxr-
tram,” he said, ‘‘found the ruins of the
fort here in 1777. But it was at the mouth
of Mobile River that the two brothers
built their principal forts and huts of un-
barked trunks of trees covered with earth
and palmetto leaves. Close by their fort
was the temple of the tribe of the Mo-
bilians, in which a light burned that nev-
er was suffered to go out.  All the South-
ern tribes of Indians came here for their
holy fire. It was in one of these huts
that De Sanvolle, the younger of the lads,
died, and when D'Iberville, the eldest of
the brothers, sailed up the bay a week
afterward, he found Bienville standing
alone on the shore to welcome him. The
tradition is that he took the boy in his
arms and they wept aloud. D'Iberville
died soon afterward, and Bienville was left
alone.”

“*The whole story of that man is tragic
to me," said Mr. Ely, enthusiastically, ‘1
always believed him to be a true knight
by nature as by birth. Conceive the hor-
rible solitude of life here for such a man,
chivalvie, sensitive, in a miserable little
colony on the edge of a wilderness that
covered the continent, peopled by wild
beasts and savages, and the colony made
up of men who for forty years hated
and maligned him! Yes, sir, Bienville
was one of those gentle, heroie souls that
grew and flourished in the hardships of
the early history of the Southern colonies.
‘We do not pay them honor enough. Took
what New England has done for her grim,
bigoted forefathers!”

The Colonel langhed. ‘‘No doubt Bi-
enville was a courageous and tough fel-
low. He certainly persisted in founding
trading sites throughout the wilds and
jungles of lower Louisiana at the risk of
his office and his life. But the proofs of
his gentleness arve not so clear to me. Tt
was owing to his obstinate whim, you re-
member, that the capital of the State was
placed in the mud flats where New Or-
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leans now stands, below the level of the
river, rather than on the dry sandy height
of Biloxi. And he had a habit of chop-
ping off the heads of men who displeased
him, which was eccentric even in that
day. Eighteen at once, here in Mobile, if
I remember rightly.”

Mr. Ely laughed feebly, and hastily
turned his inquiries to the truth of the
legend that the wife of Alexis, the son of
Peter the Great, had escaped from her
brutal husband and fled to the French
settlements on the Gulf, becoming one of
the pioneers in the little hamlet of Mo-
bile.

“Tt may be true,” said Mocquard, ‘' The
history of the early French and Spanish
colonies along this coast is full of ro-
mance, Love and jealousy and a mad
passion for adventure had more to do with
bringing Bienville, De Cadillac, and even
De la Salle half round the world into
these bayoux and jungles than any hope
of gain.”

“Those ancient traditions, .with the
background of this tropieal seenery, are
a fine untrodden field for some American
novelist,” said Mr. Ely, and hinted that
a cousin of his own, a promising young
journalist in Massachusetts, was just the
man to use this ‘‘material.”

But Colonel Moequard dryly observed
that probably only a Southern hand could
do justice to it, and suggested that it was
not too late for an afternoon’s fishing.

Mrs. Ely became impatient with this
idle loitering. She had gone through
Mobile with the energy of the intelligent
American sight-seer, had visited the Med-
ical College, the ice factory, the markets,
the Marine Hospital, had astonished the
Sisters with extraordinary questions in
the Academy of Visitation, and was fa-
miliar with all the handsome houses on
Government Streef. She was urgent now
that they should go on and see some-
thing else, and told Mr. Ely so when he
came in from one of his long expeditions.

“T wish we could stay,” hesighed. ‘‘I
am in love with this quaint old town. If
I could breathe this balmy, warm air for
a year or two I should be as indolent and
ready to let the world wag its own way
as the old-time Southerner ever was. I
don’t blame him., If Sumner or Garrison
had been born on one of these sleepy
plantations, with a thousand darkies to
earn his living and wait on him, breath-
ing the bay air loaded with the scent of
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magnolias all his life, he would have been
as conservative as Mocquard. Character
is much more a matter of the thermome-
ter than you think, my dear.”

Mrs, Ely, who was knitting at some soft
woollen stuff, listened with the patience
that she felt was always due to a man's
whims.

I think we had better go on,” she said,
quietly. **You will probably be quite as
enthusiastic about New Orleans.”

**'We shall never see Mobile again as
it is now, I am convinced,” he persisted.
*“The charm of its quiet and calm will
soon be gone. The whole South is fast
losing its repose and identity. It used to
be delightful to drop out of the hurry and
struggle of the North into this sunny,
drowsy calm, where nobody was in a hur-
ry. But they arve beginning to drive and
push here everywhere just as we do.”

“ Time for them!” ejaculated his wife.

‘*AsforMobile,” he continued, earnestly,
“it must be the chief sea-port of the Gulf
States. That is inevitable. And when
these new industries are developed, here is
their ouflet. Consider the enormous ad-
vance made by this State in the last ten
yvears—the opening up of her coal and
iron regions, the lumbering trade, the
capital invested in manufactories! Why,
the State is as rich as Pennsylvania in her
natural resources. Here in Mobile must
be the centre of her foreign trade. A very
few years will make it the New York of
the South. But its charm will be gone
then for me.”

T am sure I hope you are right,” she
said. ‘‘But I think we had better go on.
You and Colonel Mocquard wonld poke
about hunting up historical points for
montlis, Major Pogue proposes that we
shall stop at one or two quiet little villages
between here and New Orleans that he is
interested in as winter resorts. We have
seen everything here but the cemeteries,
and we will go to them fthis morning.
Lola says we had better fake the noon
train to-morrow.”

“#QOh! if you and Miss Pogue have de-
cided it, there is no more to be said. But
I don’t want to see your cemeteries,”

“T never feel that T have done a town
properly until I see where they put their
dead,” said his wife, placidly snapping
off a thread.

Late that evening, accordingly, a stout
lady in black, accompanied by two slight
girlish figures, strolled down the grassy
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avenues of a large burying-ground in the
outskirts of the city. She stopped to read
the inseriptions on all the more costly
monuments, while the girls glanced im-
patiently foward the carriage waiting at
the gate. The wind from the bay blew
sharp and damp; the sky had sunk down
overhead flat and lead-colored; the sun
hung like a fiery ball ready to drop out of
sight.

“Yes, yes; I'm coming. It is late. I
feel quite ready for tea. But look at this
shaft. It must belong to a family of im-
portance. Have you no idea of the cost,
my dear? Dear me, there is a carrviage
coming along the road. Who can it be 2"

*“It is Mosheer bringing Mr. Ely and
Colonel Mocquard,” said Betty, with a
gurgle of delight. ‘' Thank goodness! I
thought they would come to take us home
safely.”

““Safely ? 'What on earth could happen
to you, child

**Oh, it is nearly dark. We ought to
have a gentleman to take care of us,”
lisped Betty, in her soft cooing voice, as
she ran forward and canght the old eler-
gyman by the arm.

Mrs. Ely glanced significanily from the
Colonel’s approaching fisure to Lola. ‘I
don't know how much devotion givls ex-
pect nowadays, but when I was young
such watchful care of me would have
touched me very much.”

Lola gave an astonished glance at Mrs.
Ely and the Colonel. “I don't know
what you mean,” she stammered.

“*Do younot ? then you are duller than
I thought you,” said the old lady, calmly,
going forward fo meef hier husband.

Lola stood motionless, staring at the
lichen on a head-stone, a red heat rising
slowly to her face underneath the chalk
and touch of rouge, with which, like too
many Southern girls, she usually covered
her pretty skin.

Care of her ?

Could this be true? Miss Pogue was
not the kind of woman who in any cir-
cumstances would give all for love and
count the world well lost. But the cir-
cumstances of her life had kept the idea
of love and marriage further in the back-
ground than with ordinary women. She
had shared in her father's struggles for
the necessities and at last the luxuries of
life. These were the sharp realities which
kept her shrewd, practical brain busy.
But Lola was not a mercenary woman.
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The idea that Dupré Mocquard, alter all
his hard fight in the world, loved her, and
wished to make her his wife, touched her.
A deep wave of feeling seemed fo surge
up in her brain and heart. It startled
herself. Was it possible that she was in
love, and with this man? She looked at
him keenly as he came toward her be-
tween the cypress-trees and white shafts.
He was not a young man, but he had the
face and figure to which a Southern wo-
man, however practical, would pay hom-
age. Gne of Arthur’s knights might have
looked lilke this overseer.

““He need no longer be overseer—if—
papa could take him into partnership in
the mills. He lives in the Mocquard
house, and I could keep it up in its old
state for one-half the money he wastes
with a house-keeper and lazy negroes.
As for the children —arve there four or
five?” Hereyes kindled as these thoughts
flashed through her mind. The untidy
house, the children, the lazy servants,
quickened and warmed her blood as the
sight of a disorderly regiment would kin-
dle the wits of an energetic drill-sergeant.

Colonel Moequard, when he came up,
fancied that Miss Pogue, for whose blond
beauty he had a fervent appreciation, ap-
peared embarrassed and irritated.

“Do let us go home,” she said, turning
shortly away. ‘‘I want fo get among
living things again. Ihave no sympathy
with dead people. Come, Betty.”

She walked quickly toward the car-
vinge; but Betty, all of whose motions
were slow and gentle,looked at the graves,
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her brown eyes full of pity. *‘Suppose
they could hear her?” she murmured, with
a scared, nervous laugh.  *‘Not sorry for
them! To think of them alone here, and
that we cannot reach them or do anything
for them never again!”

“There ave the living still for you to
help, Cousin Betty,” said Colonel Moc-
quard, offering her his arm, and bending
over her with a wistful face as they went
down the avenue.

“That child’s heart is full of longing
to eomfort and work for others—even the
dead,” said the clergyman, as he followed
with his wife.

““ Ah,” she snapped, sharply, ‘T would
rather see a little work with the hands
than all these lhieart-longings. She can-
not button her own shoes. Why, poor as
that girl and her grandmother are, she
must have a negro maid to dress her like
a baby. Help others, indeed!”

“Madame de Parras clings to the old
usages,” stammered Mr. Ely.

A pretty wife for the Colonel!” grum-
bled Mrs. Ely. ‘ But it's no affair of
mine.”

“No, my dear,” said her husband,
plucking up courage. ‘‘It is not, hap-
pily. And,after all,a man does not want
the work of her hands from his wife so
much as sympathy and companionship.
You,” he added, earnestly, “gave both,
Jane.”

Her old face was warm and smiling as
she entered the carriage, and she beamed
graciously even on little Betty as they
drove back to the city.

MEXICAN NOTES,
V.—TCZINTCZUNTCZAN—URUAPAN.
BY CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER.

LITTLE company of Americans and
LA Mexicans, attended by a single mozo,
or servant, rode on the 15th of March, on
horses and mules, from Patzeuaro to
Tezintezuntezan, four leagues Spanish, or
about fifteen miles. The trip might have
been made on the lake in the long Indian
dug-outs, but at this season of the year
the strong wind from the southwest which
invariably rises before noon renders the
lake very rough for row-hoats.
The day was glorious and the ride thor-
oughly exhilarating. Nothing else that

I know equals the pleasurable excitement
of being on horseback on a sparkling
morning, and setfing out on a journey
every step of whieh is full of novelty.
We took at first the paved road toward
Movelia, but soon turned off across fields,
the ancient way to Tezintezuntezan, which
is one of the oldest of Indian villages, and
was formerly the capital of the state of
Michoacan. In the low foreground,when
we turned off, we had the lake, and be-
yond, high, pointed, irregular, silvery
mouniains.



HERE AND THER
IN THE SOUTH.
BY REBECCA HARDING DAVIS
1IL.—ALONG THE GULF.

““}"E have all agreed, I
believe, to malke our
first halt at Biloxi, in Missis-
sippi,” said Mr, Ely, as the
train with our tourists on
board rolled out of Mobile,

**And why Biloxi " asked
his wife.

**Ab, madame,” said Ma-
dame de Parras, ‘* do you not
know it is the town nearest
to the Beauvoir plantations?
I am sure we shall all wish to pay our
respects to President Davis.”

Y Biloxi,” said Major Pogue, ““is a
place which ought to be a winter re-
sort for Northern invalids. I am in-
terested in bringing it into notice. I
want you to see it.”

** Biloxi,"” exclaimed Mr. Ely, eager-
ly, “*is the point where Iberville with
Bienville and the Franciscan Pére
Athanase landed and built the first forf. If must be full of traces of those old advent-
urers. Mocquard and I intend to seareh them out.”

I want to stop ab the town,” said Lola, ‘‘to lay in a supply of preserved figs and
of shrimps for the family. There are large canning houses there, and I expect to
save ten per cent. by buying wholesale.”

Vor. LXXV.—No. 448—41
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My, Ely is going to take me fishing,”
]‘{sl)ed Betty, with an eestatic gurgle.
i Some people that my grand’'mére knows
in New Orleans have a summer cottage in
1?1]0.\'i. They told me that they bathe and
fls_h, and pienic in the pine woods. Only
think how delicious!” shufting her eyes
and shaking her curly head in a way
which made Major Pogue and the old
clergyman exchange looks of delight,
while Mrs. Ely groaned inwardly at the
hopeless imbecility of men. She began
instantly to question Lola as to the prices
of canned vegetables in New Orleans, hop-
ing that Colonel Moequard would hear
how well posted the young lady was in
the state of the market.

Biloxi is a long secrambling village,
built on a ledge of sand-hills between the
bay and quiet stretehes of pine woods that
roll back over Harrison County.

“The very place for invalids with in-
cipient throat troubles!” Major Pogue de-
clared, enthusiastically. ** The south wind
blows to them straight from off the Gulf
of Mexico, and the north wind sifts all
the healing for them out of these pine
forests.”

Biloxi is but little known as yet as a
winter health resort. Our travellers
found an old-fashioned inn among the
few houses that were open; a pile of gal-
leries in tiers about a court into which
cozy little chambers opened, each with its
cheery fire and canopied French bed. A
ereole family had it in charge. What
they lacked in English they made up in
gestures and good-humor. The house was
full of consumptive and asthmatic pa-
tients from the Southern States, with a
few from Chicago and other points in the
Northwest. The average American meets
even death with good-humored sang-froid.
These pale doomed folk made up fishing
parties every morning, and sailed away,
coughing and singing, to the islandswhich
lay like blots of shadow in the rolling fogs
of billowy silver that filled the bay; they
came back, conghing, chattering, and joy-
ous, in the evening, up out of the red sun-
set, with enormous loads of fish, which
they displayed in the court-yard of fhe
inn, under the lamps which hung in the
huge live-oaks, while their wives and chil-
dren and the negroes gathered about them
as excited as if these were the first fish
ever haled out of that water.

There was a delightful disorder and
spontaneity in the whole place. At un-
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certain hours a gray old negro went
through the galleries shouting *‘ Brealk-
fast,” or ““ Dinner,” or * Supper,” as if it
]1;1.(l,just occurred to him that somebody
!mght be hungry, and everybody set out
in search of a remote dining-room, to find
a plentiful meal, peppery and high-flavor-
ed, after the creole fashion. A ffer su pper
everybody, again headed by the invalids,
crowded into the cheery little parlor, and
danced as merrily as if they had just
drawn out new title-deeds to life and
youth.

The greasy court-yard with its clumps
of live-oaks stretched down to the bay,
thrusting long fingers of piers in to clutch
the water. On both of the curving
shores on either side rows of large hotels
or restaurants faced the bay. They were
closed now, and tenanted only by mel-
ancholy cats, which prowled about their
empty galleries.

** Biloxi is a resort in summer for mon-
strous excursion or fishing parties from
New Orleans,” explained Major Pogue,
as they saunfered through the deserted
wharves and silent hotels,

“And they drink beer oceasionally,”
suggested Mr. Ely, nodding to the vast
heaps of empty bottles in the courts. Back
in the village, too, which straggled through
green lanes into the edge of the woods,
they found millions of these stone and
glass bottles, stuck inverted in the ground
to make borders for flower beds in the
gardens, or as curb-stones for the side-
walks. Mrs. Ely was so appalled at the
seas of beer which these endless gray and
black lines indicated that she began to
drop femperance tracts into the pretty
flower-gardens and to thrust them under
the front doors.

*I always take a supply with me to
carry on the good work,” she explained,
nervously, to Miss Pogue, who watched
her with polite astonishment. *And
really the amount of liquor consumed in
the South must be enormous! The in-
cessant treating that even I have seen dis-
mays me.'"«

My, Ely, noticing the angry color on
Lola’s cheek, hastily interposed. *‘ Yes,
yes, my dear; we hear a great deal at
home about the amount of drinking in
the South, but we forget the cause. The
uneventful, solitary life on farms or plan-
tations always drives men to some kind
of devil's work. In the catfle-herding
ranches of the Northwest, I've been told,
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they fall into the habit of soaking in lig- New England,” angrily interrupted Muys.
uor, alone. Here, among a generous, hos- Ely, “compared with—"

pitable people, treating has been the natu- ““There is more than yon suppose,” said
ral temptation. In your own New Eng- her husband, * But the New Englander,
land—" in his bare and stinted farm life, falls a

““There is very little intemperance in vietimi to a temptation which rarely at-
e P 1 i
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tacks the Southerner. He grows morbid;
he becomes disgusted with his wife, and
takes another. ‘Bills' of divoree have
made the domestic relations of some of

preachers of femperance. Our young
men, as they are brought into friction
with the world, will find out the folly
and vulgarvity of this perpetual tippling.”

A TYPICAL HOUSE.

our communities almost as unsetiled as
those of Utah. He grows disgusted next
with orthodox forms of religion ; he begins
to taste all kinds of heterodoxy, spirifual-
ism, Buddhism, and the rest. Betfer tipple
in whiskey than in free-thinking, in my
judgment. The Southerner is better fed
in body, and has a healthier mind. He
may drink, but he worships sincerely in
the faith his mother tanght him, and he
is, as a rule, a faithful and fond husband
and father. The moral shortcomings of
both sections arise, as T said, from precise-
ly the same cause. The pot need not
sneer at the kettle.”

“You're right there, Mr. Ely!" exclaim-
ed the Major. ‘ For generations our men
had little to do; they were idle, friend-
ly, hospitable. The rest goes without
saying. There is much less brandy drunk
now than before our people went to work
—_much less. Youwreright. Occupation,
work, prosperity —these are the best

Now and then a party of enthusiastic
Georgians or Mississippians, or curious
Northerners, visitors to the New Orleans
Exposition, would run up to Biloxi and
drive out through the pines to the Beau-
voir plantations to call on the ex-Presi-
dent of the Confederacy, from whom they
all received a courteous welcome. Mus.
Ely sternly repulsed any meek hints of a
desive to go with them from her husband
as disloyal.

T have a natural curiosity, my dear,”
he reasoned, ‘‘to meet and judge for my-
self a historical character.”

“Have you no respect for the flag ¢”
she demanded. ‘I never expected to
find you, at this late day, aiding and abet-
ting rebellion !”

Mr. Ely, as usual, did not argue with
his wife. The next day, however, when
Madame de Parras and her granddaughter
went out for a drive, the clergyman and
Colonel Mocquard accompanied them.
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BAY SAINT LOUIS.

The whole party came home, excited and
pleased, late in the evening, wearing
bunches of white pinks on their breasts,
which the ladies hastened to put away as
sacred relics. They observed a significant
silence while they ate their suppers, and
Mrs. Ely thought it wise to ask no ques-
tions.

When they left Biloxi, however, taking
the railway which follows the coast close-
ly to New Orleans, she was the most eager

of the party to eateh sight of the plain
wooden farm-house at Beauvoir, dimly
seen through groves of pine.

The coast-line nearing New Orleans is
set with picturesque little villages—Ocean
Springs, Moss Point, Mississippi City, Bay
St. Louis, and Pass Christian, some of them
the summer resorts of Louisianians since
the last century. They arve all alike in fea-
ture—airy, hospitable cottages set in the
midst of groves of enormous live-oaks,

STREET

IN PASS CHRISTIAN.
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DOMESTIC

draped with gray moss, which the wind
incessantly sways to and fro: quiet Janes
winding through thickets of eypress, mag-
nolia, and palmetto trees; everywhere
roses, thrusting themselves up to perfume
the air, covering the houses, the trunks of
the trees, the ground, with sudden flames
of erimson and gold; in the background a
rampart, dark and gloomy, of pine for-
ests; and in front the Gulf, stretching to
the horizon, a vast shifting plane which
in this peculiar shadeless sunlight inces-
santly glows with opalescent tints strange
to Northern eyes.

The mareh of improvement is at work,
however, on these beautiful little nooks,
building a line of canning factories and
huge hotels from Mobile to the Missis-
sippi. :
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DEFENCES.

Mys. Ely besought her friends to push
on to New Orvleans. ‘' There will soon
be mothing left distinetively Southern
here but the weather and the foliage,”
she complained. *‘This hotel might have
been fransplanted from New York: gas,
electric bells, cookery; and all this ash
furniture is from Grand Rapids: the clerk
and the landlord are Connecticut men,
and most of the guests are Chicagoans. I
went to-day out of that grove of magno-
lias dirvectly into a Sixth Avenue auetion
store, with its piles of ready-made clothes,
gilt jewelry, cheap soap, and vases. There
was the Jewish sales-lady with her black
bang, bracelets, and hooled nose. ‘Did
this store come entire from New York ?’
I asked. *Just as you see it, ma'am.
And me too,’ she said, with a smirk.”
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NOTES FROM THE CREOLE QUARTER.

“You could repeat your experience in
every town in the South,” said the Major.
“But when we rveach New Orleans I
promise fo find you some corners which
belonged to the France of a hundred years
ﬂ.g().”

It was to this French quarter of New
Orleans that My, Ely, when they reached
that ecity, gave himself up wholly. His
wife and Miss Pogue ‘‘did” the Exposi-

tion thoroughly; they repaired early ev-
ery morning to Canal Street to secure
seats in the Prytania Street cars; they
priced every exhibit; they knew just where
to find the cheapest sandwiches in the
cafés.

“ Nobody,” Mrs. Ely (still bent on
mateh-making) told Colonel Mocquard,
“had viewed the Exposition more intel-
ligently and economically than Miss
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Pogue.” But the Colonel, while he had
the most vivid admiration for Lola’s gold-
en hair and blue eyes, had no apprecia-
tion of economy or intelligence in any
woman.

“He is a very narrow-minded man;
he very seldom finds his way to the Ex-
position,” Mrs. Ely complained in her
nightly gossip to her husband; *‘and when
he does come, is quite taken up with cot-
ton-gins and steam-ploughs.  And he's a
creole, too! Tola speaks of him as a typ-
ical Southerner—a five-eater and duellist,
and full of chivalry. But he goes about
like the rest of them in a narrow-rimmed
hat, poking into cotfon-gins and ploughs.
I must say I'm disappointed.”

Mrs. Ely, like the majority of Northern-
ers at the Kxposition, was perpetually in
search of something ‘‘typically South-
ern.”  She went to the French Market on
Sunday morning with the mob of tour-
ists, and fell a vietim to the Jew peddlers
who had orange-wood canes for sale man-
ufactured of pine in New York. She
promenaded the Boulevard Esplanade,
looking out for Mr. Cable’s creoles, and
regarding every old man with white hair
and black eyes with awe as a possible
Grandissime. She made vain pretences
of asking her way from people whom she
fancied were Legrees, or Madame Del-
phines, or Texan cow-boys; but they all
turned out to be from Duluth or Chicago.
She had heard all her life of the wicked-
ness of New Orleans, and she took a fear-
ful joy in venturing into quarters which
were said to be its worst haunts; but they
now turned gay, decent faces to the pass-
ing stranger.

The splendor of the private hospitality
in New Orleans overpowered the good wo-
man. She wrote home to the Ladies’ Sew-
ing Circle of magnificent banquets to
which she was bidden, and of the simple,
unpretending people who gave them. She
described minutely some of the immense
private liouses, set in sloping lawns, with
fountains, and groves of palm, and orange-
trees heavy with golden fruit. The long
galleries at the back, as in Eastern houses,
closed around an open green court. ** For-
ty chambers I counted in one,” she wrote,
“and all filled with guests during Mardi
Gras.  And the mistress of it, who once
counted her slaves by the thousand, a
meel, quiet little Presbyterian body, who
insisted on making a plaster herself for
my rheumatic shoulder. Indeed, I wish
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you knew these people better in the North.
The closer you come to them, the more
you find they are very much like our-
selves at heart.”

The Exposition bewildered and stunned
her husband.  After a day or two he for-
sook it, and set out to study historic New
Orleans, Colonel Mocquard willingly
neglecting his business to go with him.
When Major Pogue escorted the rest of
the party down the river to inspect the
jetties, the two cronies refused to go, be:
ing impatient to hunt out the precise spot
on the miles of levees, now crowded with
shipping from all the world, where Bien-
ville first sprang to the shore of the un-
trodden wilderness from his little barken-
tine.

I look upon this great city,” the cler-
gyman said to Colonel Mocquard, *‘as the
outgrowth of the dogged obstinacy of that
oneman. Wasthere ever so mad a thing
done as fo found the ecapital of a great
territory a hundred miles from a harbor,
on a swamp lower than the water on ei-
ther side, with a perpetual fight for life
before it against tides, wind, and fever ?—
and in spite of the constant opposition of
the F'rench government. Iam convineed,
too, that Bienville foresaw the future im-
portance of these possessions, or he would
not have persisted in founding colonies
among the jungles as high as Natchez.”

The two enthusiasts traced from point
to point the strange drama played by the
old town, in which French and Spaniards
of good blood, Trish refugees, negroes and
Indians, were actors. Down in the lower
part of the French quarter stood the first
orange and fig groves planted by Governor
Perrier. In the Faubourg de Ste. Marie
the Jesuit fathers planted the slips of
sugar-cane, a gift sent them by their breth-
ren in San Domingo, together with a few
slaves skilled in its eulture.

On the levee below the French Market
landed the first slaves, the thousand Chil-
dren of the Sun imported by Bienville
into the miserable little hamlet. A few
feet from this spot Governor Du Perrier
burned six Natchez braves at the stake.
Here, too, guarded by priests and Sceurs
de la Charité, werve brought ashore the
pious maidens, eacli with her box of linen,
sent from France by the Chureh to be
wives to Bienville's followers. Several
of the old families of New Orleans still
sacredly treasurve relics of a revered an-
cestress who was one of these filles de la
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cassette. The Colonel recalled to Mr,
Ely an old tradition, that with each im-
portation these pious maidens grew nglier,
until General Duclos was forced to hint
that his men would prefer more beauty,
even with less solid virtue.

In the old Place d’Armes, fronting the
Cathedral of St. Louis, Bienville gave to
his ecolony a name; here the citizens met
to revolt against their cession to Spain;
and here they welcomed victorious Jack-
son after the battle of Chalmette.

They followed up the traces of Spanish
occupation with great difficulty. But two
decayed old buildings remained to tell of
that stormy period.

“Philadelphia and New Orleans have
a more dramatic history than any towns
on the continent,” grumbled Mr. Ely,
 yet they ave the most inditferent to their
ancient landmarks.”

Wandering through the Exposition
buildings he found hints of every phase
of Southern life, There was, most promi-
nentof all, the portly, florid business man,
the railway magnate, iron manufaecturer,
banker, merchant, usually heavily beard-
ed, full-voiced, keen-eyed, a trifle more
maseculine, more aggressive, more genial
and grandiloquentin ideasand words, than
his congener of New York or Philadelphia.
There was the rawboned, grizzled planter
from upper Mississippi, with his flock of
eager boys and girls about him.  ** Enoh-
mously expensive trip, suh, to bring them
all,” lie told Mr. Ely, anxiously; **but it’s
a chance foh edueation I cahn't afford to
throw away foli them, sul.” There were
crowds of country girls with thicl ivory
skins and black eyes, more carefully chap-
eroned, more beplumed, beflounced, and
powdered, than their Northern sisters, but
for the rest members of the same giggling,
flirting, innoecent flock. There was now
and then a French overseer or an Amer-
jean workman from some inland parish,
speaking a patois guite unintelligible to
Mr. Ely. Buthe found in the manner of
many men of this class a deference to
their employers, a tacit acknowledgment
of inferior social station, guite impossible
to the mechanic of Pennsylvania or the
West. He did not, oddly enough, find
this survival of the habits of the old
régime among the negroes, except in an
occasional gray-haired freedman not yet
quite sure that he was free,

Oceasionally hie met one of the gentle-
women of that same old régime, well
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guarded by the men of her family, grace-
ful, white-handed, with that sweet, pa-
thetic treble in her voice also peculiar
to Virginian women (quite different from
the unetuous Georgian drawl). There was
always about her, too, an air of perpet-
ual appeal for protection, and yet some-
thing beneath it which told you that she
was an absolute monarch in her own
sphere. The clergyman found a eharm in
this imperious helplessness, which touched
him more nearly than the self-reliance of
Mrs. Ely’s friends at home. When cne
of these women had gone by he felt as if
he had heard a verse of a song, sweet and
familiar, but of which he had lost the be-
ginning and the end.

In the evenings the negroes arrived in
crowds, gayly dressed, chattering a bas-
tard French.

There were ranchmen from Texas, Ger-
man, Irish, and English; cow-boys; hosts
of the wives of small planters, curious,
intellicent, and voluble ; judges from
South Carolina, colonels from Georgia,
orange-growers from Florida—all unlike,
yet alilte in the uneasy air of having come
up out of some remote place where they
ruled into a erowd where they were insig-
nificant. In no eity in this country could
such an exhibition have called together
an audience as foreign or as vivid in its
confirasts.

The singular dual life of the Crescent
City took vehement hold of the imagina-
tion of the old c¢lergyman.

On one side of its great artery. Canal
Street, is a powerful American city, irmly
established, fully abreast of the trade and
industry of the time, and clutehing eager-
ly for its share of the commerce of the
world. It is vitalized now with an ener-
gy which, if not pure Yankee in charac-
ter, is very closely akin to it.

Here are miles of wharves heaped with
cotton and sugar; thoronghfares massive-
ly built, throngh which the endless tides
of human life ebb and flow all day; mag-
nificent avenues stretching away out to
the country, lined with modern hotels,
club - houses, and huge dwellings, each
flanked by one or two picturesque towers,
which, on inspection, turn out to be only
cisterns.

There is the necessary complement of
black shadow below these vivid high
lichts. Poverty and Vice livemore out-of-
doors in New Orleans than in Northern
cities. There they arve, barefaced, leer-
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ing, always on the familiar pave, to be
seen and known of all men. Back of all
signs of wealth and gayety, too, is the
mu{l a material, clammy horror. The
\w,tet, a deadly enemy here, per petually
fought and forced back, rushes in, when-
ever a day's rain gives it \-'a.ntagc, at ev-
ery crevice; floods the streets and clogs
the drains. It oozes out of the ground
wherever you step on it, drips down the
walls of your drawing-room, stains your
books a coffee-color, elings to you, chilly
and damp, in your clothes and in your
bed, turns the air you breathe into a cold
steam, and washes your dead out of their
oraves.

“This Queen of the South has soiled
and muddy robes,” said Mr, Ely; ‘* butshe
is still a queen.”

He delighted to stroll in the afternoon
with the Colonel across Canal Street, to
find this lusty Ameriean city vanish sud-
denly, and to enter a quiet French pro-
vineial town of the days of Louis X1V,
Here was no stir, no elamor,

“Voild la vraie Nouvelle Ovléans ! lisp-
ed little Betty, as she guided him for the
first time into the labyrinth of narrow
streets branching off of La Rue Royale.
It was her old home, and very beautiful
and dear to her. Madame de Parras was
confined to the house with rheumatisin,
and was willing to trust her to the escort
of her reverend friend. So the old man
and the girl, being about the same age
(**as old as the Babes in the Wood,” quoth
Mrs. Ely), fell into the habit of strolling
in the early morning or gathering twi-
light through the net-work of oddly silent
streets, so narrow thaf the overhanging
eaves nearly met over the cobble-stone
pavements. Steep roofs,scaled with earth-
en tiles and green with moss, hooded dor-
mer-windows peeping out of them like half-
shut eyes, rose abruptly from the one-sto-
ried houses. Here and there a cobbler
sat on his bench in the street plying his
awl and singing to himself, or a group of
swarthy, half-naked boys knelt on the
banquette, flinging their arms about in a
gambling game for pennies, and shrieking
in some wild dialect, half negro and half
French.

Their walks usually ended on the Boule-
vard Esplanade. Even thatwidethorough-
farve fell into quiet in the afternoon as
the long shadows of the trees lay heavily
across it. Within the close walls they
could cateh a glimpse of the eourts about
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which the houses are built, the glitter of
fountains shaded by orange -trees and
broad-leaved tropical plants. Sometimes
a jalousied window would be left open, and
they would catch the tinkle of a guitar or
the sound of a woman'’s voice singing.

Mr. Ely, like most Northerners, know-
ing New Orleans only through Mr. Cable's
marvellous pictures, spoke of them once
or twice to Betty. But she shook her
head impatiently. She would not hear
of these photographs of herself and her
creole kinsfollk.

“Why put us in a magazine story to
amuse the world 7" she demanded. “ You
should read Gayarré's books on Louisiana,
or Picket on Alabama. They are books
of dignity, monsieur. We have had our
historians!” pluming herself like a little
pigeon.

Betty had her friends everywhere: in
the stately old ereole houses, and among
the cobblers, and the market women, and
the shrieking boys who played morra.
The quaint old eity was as familiar to her
as the far-distant brisk New York town
in which he lived to Mr. Ely. e began
to see where the strength of the little
girl’'s character lay, and why the soft,
foolish creature had so powerful an at-
traction for men and women of all kinds.

“She is the most human being T ever
knew,” he told Colonel Mocquard. I
suppose she knows nothing of books or
of business, like Miss Pogue. But she
knows men and women. She goes straight
to the innermost nature of each with her
wonderful instinet. These people in her
old home she sees buf once a year, yet she
keeps every thread of their lives in her
hands, and ecomes back eager to be of use,
You should see her with some of their old
slaves. There are some women who are
not at all infellectual, or even capable;
they are just well-springs of love and
comfort in the world.”

Colonel Mocquard bowed with a gray-
ity which showed how sacred the sub_]ect
was to him, and Mr. Ely, recollecting his
former suspicions, hesitated, sLmnmeled
and was silent,.

That very afternoon Betty claimed his
help on an exploring expedition. **T wish
to find a negro, a woman who have be-
long to my grand-pére—oh, a very old
woman,” was all the explanation that she
vouchsafed, P\CG])L to state presently that
“ Mére Deché” was sometimes to be found
in the French Market,
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““Where does she live ?” asked Mr. Ely.

Betty glanced uneasily about her, and
then,with a nervous laugh, answered : ** If
you would believe the negroes, nowhere,
They insist that nobody for years has been
able to find where she eats or sleeps.
She just appears sometimes. But that
is their superstition. I am nof so fool-
ish.”

““No, of ecourse not. I infer that this
acreeable friend of yours is a Voudoo
witch, then 2

Betty held his arm more tightly,
““Hush-h! these negroes are so absurd
with their horrible superstition. If is
Pierre who worries me now. Our old
coachman. Ie comes to tell me to-day
that Mére Deché had bewitched him—you
call it. His food shall no longer nourish
him. He goes to die. Oh, it is quite
true, monsieur. His skin is gray; he is
lean. Itell him I will go find Mére Deché,
and compel her—ecom-pel her, I say—to
take off the spell. She is a murderess!”
with a vindictive nod.

“ But you don’t really believe—"

“No. But Pierre does, and the effect
is the same on him as if it were true. It
is a mystery, monsieur. Now atfend.
Three years ago the negroes still went out
to the shores of Lake Pontchartrain on
certain nights, There is a flat marsh
there, and the water oozes up in ponds,
black, dreary. Mére Deché would be
there, a great fire kindled beside her.
The poor black people dance arvound her.
They believe she comes from the evil one,
and if they do not obey her they will be
accursed. Now they do mot go to the
lake any more, and—" she shrugged her
shoulders significantly.

“Poor Pierre is accursed? Well, here
is the market. Upon my word, a witch
would not be out of place in it.”

Tt was late in the afternoon. The traf-
fic for the day was over, and the crowd of
buyers, visitors, and Jew peddlers had left
the long market, which runs for a mile
and a half through the Freneh guarter.
It was filled now only with the French
and Spanish fish-mongers and butchers,
and the negresses and Indian women.

They had dropped heavy curtains of
canvas over the sides of the markef, shut-
ting out the already fading daylight.
Floods of muddy water poured over the
brick pavements. Mr. Ely and his com-
panion climbed on some planks to escape
the deluge,and forgetting the dying Pierre,
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watehed the odd seene before them, laugh-
ing and curious.

It was like looking into an immense
narrow fent filled with a yellow-tinted
darkness. Here were groups of old fish-
women, the size of cotton bales and the
color of coffee, knitting and ehattering in a
shrill treble; there a dozen swarthy, black-
browed Italians gesticulated as though
they had discovered a murder over a case
of green figs; on the ground squatted some
Indian women, dumb and motionless, be-
side bags of gumbo f1é. Suddenly ashrill
ery piped ouf, and the whole fraternity
broke into wild confusion. In the far
distance red flames flashed up from a long
furnace, lighting the dark faces and hur-
rying figures. Men in white paper caps
and women with red and yellow turbans
rushed to and from the furnace, each car-
rying a shining pewter vessel, coming up
suddenly out of the darkness into the red
light, and disappearing into it again.
Two hideous old negro women at the fur-
nace filled the vessels from the caldron.

**What does it mean ?” asked Mr. Ely.
H It might be a meeting of witches.”

Tt is only hot gumbo,” laughed Betty.
“They take now their afternoon goifer.”

“These Latin American people are
incomprehensible!” exclaimed Mr. Ely.
“They cannot eat a meal without as
much fervor and excitement as if it were
a political conspiracy, falling, too, into
pictures that Rembrandt might have
painted. Look at that hag with the red
light streaming across her. "What an eye
for effect she must have! She has no
color about her like the others. Don't
you see? She is wrapped in dust-color;
her skin is wrinkled like an elephant's
hide, only her wool is white. How old
she is! She is age itself. She is one of
the cave-women who lived here before the
mound-builders came,and she has crept out
of lier den with the earth still about her.”

Beity, langhing, and peering eagerly
into the shifting crowd of faces in the
darkness to find the woman, started, and
held her breath. * That is Mére Deché,”
she whispered. “*I go to spealk to her.”

“ Pardon me, no,” said a voice behind
her, and Colonel Mocquard joined them.
“T heard of your errand, and followed

you. You are pale,mademoiselle. Come
out into the fresh air.”

“But Pierre?”’

“1 will talk to Mére Deché. A dollar

or two will make her lift the spell from
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Pierre; or, better still, the sight of a po-
liceman.”

“ Have these Voudoo women a strong
hold on the negroes?’ asked Mr. Ely, as
they walked away.

“Not so much as formerly, but the
dread of them extends even yet info class-
es where you would think it impossible
they should be noticed at all. This Méve
Deché, for example, is a Guinea negro
really of great age—she claims to be ahun-
dred and forty. One can imagine that a
mass of paganism and ignorauce in the
world for that time could gather any
amount of magic and murderous spells
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about it,” he said, jokingly, glancing aside
at Betty's white face. ‘‘The principal vic-
tims of the Voudoo women now are the
field hands. The house servants begin to
see that the old witches have designs on
their wages, or on their mistresses’ spoons.
Even our witcheraft in the South,” he
added, laughing, ** has taken on a commenr-
cial quality. You will find your old cave-
woman yonder will succumb to a five-dol-
lar bill as quickly as if she had been born
white of American parents. IEh, made-
moiselle

But Betty shook her head without a
smile,

HOPES.

BY WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS.

XXXVIL

HE next morning Dan Mavering

knocked at Boardman's door before
the reporter was up. This might have
been any time bhefore one o'clock, but it
was really at half past nine. Boardman
wanted to know who was there, and when
Mavering had said it was he, Boardman
seemed to ponder the fact awhile before
Mavering heard him getting out of bed
and coming barefooted to the door. He
unlocked if, and got back into bed; then
he called out, ** Come in,” and Mavering
pushed the door open impatiently. But
he stood blank and silent, looking help-
lessly at his friend. A strong glare of
winter light eame in through the naked
sash—for Boardman apparently not only
did not elose his window-blinds, but did
nof pull down his eurtains, when he went
to bed—and shone upon his gay, shrewd
face where he lay, showing his pop-corn
teeth in a smile at Mavering.

“Prefer to stand #” he asked, by-and-
by, after Mavering had remained stand-
ing in silence, with no signs of proposing
to sit down or spealk. Mavering glanced
at the only chair in the room: Boardman’s
clothes dripped and dangled over it.
“Throw 'em on the bed,” he said, follow-
ing Mavering’s glance.

171 take the bed myself,” said Maver-
ing; and he sat down on the side of it, and
was again suggestively silent.

Boardman moved his head on the pil-
low, as he watched Mavering’s face, with

the agreeable sense of personal security
which we all feel in viewing trouble from
the outside. **You seem balled up about
something.”

Mavering sighed heavily. ‘Balled up ?
It’s no word for it. Boardman, I'm done
for. Yesterday I was the happiest fellow
in the world, and now-— Yes, it's all
over with me, and it’s my own fault, as
usnal. Look at that!” He jerked Board-
man a note which he had been holding
fast in his hand, and got up and went to
look himself at the wide range of chim-
ney-pots and slated roofs which Board-
man's dormer-window commanded.

“Want me to read it #” Boardman ask-
ed; and Mavering nodded without glan-
cing round. It dispersed through the air
of Boardman’s room, as he unfolded it, a
thin, elect perfume, like a feminine pre-
sence, refined and striet; and Boardman
involuntarily passed his hand over his
rumpled hair, as if to make himself a lit-
tle more personable before reading the
letter.

“DEAR MR. MAVERING,—1I enclose the
ring you gave me the other day, and I re-
lease you from the promise you gave with
it. T am convinced that you wronged
yowrself in offering either without your
whole heart, and I care too much for your
happiness to let you persist in your sacri-
fice.

“‘In begging that you will not uselessly
attempt to see me, but that you will con-
sider this note final, I know you will do



HERE AND THERE IN THE SOUTH.
BY REBECCA HARDING DAVIS.
IV.—AMONG THE BAYOUX.

UR old clergyman and his wife soon felt at home in
New Orleans. They were both warmly welcomed by
their new friends, but—with a ditference. There was always
a difference in the way in which the world accepted these
two. Mrs. Ely was honest, keen, observant, and eivil enough
(usually) to keep her prejudices out of sight. Madame de
Parras and her
friends were ready
to talk pleasantly
to her, to discuss
the Exposition, or
themud, or the last
new fashion or
book.  But there

Vor. LXXV.—No. 440.— 53



748

the intercourse stopped. She came no
nearer to their real selves than if they had
been built up each in a cell like the an-
cient anchorites, with only their eyes look-
ing out at her through the wall.

But the single-minded old man, with
his gentle voice, and fiery zeal in your
affairs, and gay little jokes, was every-
body’s kinsman. Men intrusted their
business ventures to him, young girls
confided to him their innocent plans, and
mothers, sitting by the fire at night, told
him of the children who had played on
the hearth (ah! such a little while agol),
but who were gone, never to come again.
There are still men in the world who, like
the ancient prophets, have a gift of heal-
ing, and all hurt and wounded creatures,
knowing if, come near them.

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

Every day Mr. Ely felt the difference
between the Latin American race who
surrounded him and the more logieal,
thinner-blooded people with whom he was
more familiar. ** And every day,” he told
Colonel Moequard, ** T am more convinced
that I should have been born here.”

The color and fire which these men
and women put into life, their gayety,
their melancholy, their inconsequence, all
seemed natural to him. He should have
entertained his friends by the score, or
shouted for King Rex on Mardi-Gras.

One day he and his wife lost their way
in the French quarter, and Louis, who
was a merchant of candles, undertook to
set. them right, and Jacques, the cobbler,
left his bench on the banquette to dispute
.as to the cars they should fake, and lis

GLIMPSE THROUGH A GATEWAY.
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OLD ROOKERY,

wife, baby in arms, with a red kerchief on
her head, came to help him, and Baptiste
and his wife, and all the boys playing
morra, followed, and the whole troop es-
corted them to the corner, anxious, chat-
tering, watching them out of sight, and
waving them good luck.

““What a noisy rabble!” said Mvs. Ely,
with a groan of relief, as they escaped.

But her husband looked baclk, laughing.
It flashed on him that in some state of be-
ing he had been Baptiste or the cobbler,
and had chattered and sat singing in the
sun, and had so thrown himself vehement-
ly into frifles with tears and laughter.

They paused a minute, waiting, until a
funeral should pass, to cross the street.

NEW ORLEANS,

“Entrez! entrez!” eried a shrill voice
behind them, and a woman, very lean and
ragged, threw open the door of her cellar.
Like herself, it needed water badly. But
the bed had a canopy of Turkey red mus-
lin looped up with bunches of old paper
flowers, and on the wall hung gay prints
of the Virgin and of St. Agnes, decorated
with scraps of lace and tinsel rosettes.
The woman herself, with all her lean pov-
erty, had brilliant eyes and a pleasant
smile, and welecomed them with a sort of
airy grace.

“*They decorate their misery, and even
their religion I eried Mrs. Ely, with a vin-
dictive liorror, as she hurried away.

But her husband said that he had
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caught sight of the photograph of a baby
framed in a rag of black erépe, and fast-
ened to the breast of the Virgin. ‘“The
poor woman gave her dead child to that
other mother in heaven. 1 can't find
fault with her, Saral, nor with her poor
little symbol.”

“Rank superstition!” muttered Mrs,
Ely.

The old elergyman perceived soon after
this that his little friend Betty and her
egrandmother had fallen info some trouble
or perplexity. KEven Muis. Ely discover-
ed it.

““Money difficulties, no doubt,” she
said. ‘“Trouble of that kind is common
enoughin the South. But it loses the sting
here it has with us, for these people do
not feel it a disgrace to be poor. They
are incomprehensible to me.”

1 do not think any anxiety of that
kind would distress our friends so deeply
as they are mow,” said Mr. Ely, gently.
“ Madame de Parras has a certain stoical
philosophy underneath her French viva-
ity which would not let her suceumb to
petty annoyances.”

8o you call a bill that can’t be paid a
petty annoyance!” retorted Mrs. Ely, se-
verely.

‘Tt is no trouble of that kind with our
friend,” said Major Pogue., ‘It is no se-
cret: but it dates back a long way. Olave
de Parras, Betty's father, inherited all his
father's estates. He was an affectionate,
wealk, light-hearted fellow, just the man
to be the prey of asharper who knew how
to win his friendship. A Colonel Jean
Vaudry, from Point Coupée, soon took
him in hand, made a drunkard of him,
and then a gambler, and when he had
sucked him dry, threw him off. De Parras
had spent every dollar he had, and died
at thirty, when Betfy was a baby in her
eradle. Old Vaudry came back to New
Orleans about a year ago, a mere wreck
in mind and body. He has been lying
ill in one of the hospitals for months.”

“‘Serves him right!” exelaimed Mrs. Ely.
“Oh, I tell you, Major, there is justice in
this world, as well as in the next!"

“* He suffers terribly from some incura-
ble disease,” said the Major, ‘‘Madame
de Parras hears of him from the good Sis-
ters every day, and fears he will die be-
fore he has made his peace with God.
She has offered to go to him, to be friends
with him before he dies, but hie will not
see her.”
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Mrs. Ely drew a long breath. * Cer-
tainly she is acting like a good Christian.
I don’t believe I could do that.”

“olonel Mocquard had entered while the
Major was speaking. *° De Parras should
have shot the scoundrel like a dog!” he
said, hastily. “*But, as he is alive, it is
Madame de Parras’s part to forgive him,
assuredly. So our Church teaches.”

“Oh, any Christian Chureh would teach
the same,” rejoined Mrs., Ely, quickly.
* But—"

** If he was her friend, kindness to him
would be easy enough,” said Mocquard,
gravely; ‘*but being her enemy, it is her
duty, she being a woman.”

A week later Madame de Parras sent
for Mr. Ely. She was seated in her easy-
chair, disabled by rheumatism. Betty,in
her street dress, stood beside her. Both
were laboring under strong excitement.

My little girl wishes your escort for
her and her maid,” said the old lady, try-
ing to smile. ** You are so kind to her,
and you are a man of God. She is going
to the hospital. There is there a poor
miserable, who goes soon fo die. He will
better rest in his grave if he is forgiven
by—Dby those whom he has wronged. Go,
my child. Tell him that Olave de Parras’s
mother and child forgive him; tell him
that we will have masses said for the re-
pose of his soul.”

When they left the room, Colonel Moe-
guard followed them, walking, as Mr. Ely
noticed, on the other side of Betty, as if he
had the right to protect her. They passed
in silence through the French quarter. It
was a dark, gusty day; the quaint foreign-
looking streefs were in deep shadow, and
the wind sobbed through them fitfully.
Betty's face, usually smiling and full
of arehl coguetry, was set and colorless,
and her soft eyes were dull. She had
hardly strength enough for her high pur-
pose. The two men kept guard over her,
alike awed and silent.

Suddenly she stopped. ““Ah, mon
Diew! we are too late!” she eried, point-
ing to a squarve of black-bordered paper
hanging to a lamp-post. On it was the
picture of a tomb and weeping-willows,
and below, in the old French fashion of
a hundred years ago, the passer-by was
“prié d'assister au convoi et & l'enterre-
ment de feu Jean Vaudry, natif de France,
déeédé ce matin, Agé de soixante-neuf
ans. Le corps est exposé rue Ste. Anne,
4 IAsile.  De la part de sa famille.”
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They stood a moment uncertain; then
turned and quietly retraced their steps.
Betty drew her veil over her face, erying
silently.

“You are too late, my child,” whisper-
ed Mr. Ely. ‘“ But God knows.”

When they came to the Ca-
thédrale de St. Louis, she went
quietly into the little passage
at the left, and entering the old
church, fell on her knees. The
negress who accompanied her
retreated into a corner and took
out herbeads. The old Protes-
tant minister remained in the
background, his head reverent-
ly bared. He had always been
used once a year to preach in
a perfunctory way upon the
“errors of Rome,” but he had
never been in a Roman
church before. He did
not see the gilt and
decorated shrines or the
burning lamps; nothing
but the simple faith of
the child, which made it
a matter of course for her, be-
ing in trouble, to kneel and
pray for help. An old woman,

S
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evidently the mother of a family—poor,
shabby, and hungry-looking—kneeled be-
side him, muttering her prayers in Span-
ish; some men, negroes, Irish, and Ttal-
ians, from the market, baskets or wooden
pails on their arms, came in from time to

A GLIMPSE OF JACKSON SQUARE.
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time, and dropped down silently in the
dark corners. As each rose, erossing him-
self, and went noiselessly out, the heart
of the good old man went up to God, hop-
ing that he might have left some of his
trouble behind.

I too pray for help,” he thought, **but
I am ashamed to do it so openly. Why 2”

His eyes that moment rested on Clolonel
Mocquard, who stood, with bowed head,
near him, watching Betty, with all the
hunger of a solitary soul in his face. At
last he went toward her slowly, as if
drawn by a power outside of himself, and
fell upon his knees beside her. The old
clergyman went hastily out of the church.
It seemed to him fthat he was an intruder.
They were alone together before God.
He found a quiet seat under the trees be-
fore the cathedral, and waited for them.
‘When they came out they walked side by
side, and there was a happy shining in
both of their faces.

Thatevening Mus. Ely told her husband
that Major Pogue and his daughfer in-
tended fo return to Atlanta next week.
“ And it is my belief that Colonel Moc-
quard will let the chance slip by of win-
ning Lola. Very well: he never will find
a better manager or more economical
house-keeper. She has given me some of
the most admirable vecipes for cheap des-
serts, and her soups are simply perfect;
but he is infatuated with the baby face of
that little De Parras girl.”

“Ttis more than that, Sarah. When a
man and woman can kneel together with
their love before God, they can make life
happy even without good soups and cheap
recipes.”

“T am not so sure of that,” said Mrs.
Tily, shaking her head.

The party which had clung together so
long broke up the next week. Colonel
Mocquard escorted Madame de Parras and
her granddaughter back to their planta-
tion, and Mrs. Ely accepted the invitation
of her friend Miss Pogue to make her a
visit in Atlanta, while Mr. Ely carried out
a scheme which he had formed of explor-
ing the bayoux and prairies of western
Louisiana.

“Tt is the first time that he ever pro-
posed to make a journey without me,”
Mrs. Ely said to her friend, “‘and I give
him just twenty-four hours to take cold
and have his pocket picked; then he will
come post after us to Atlanta.”
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Mr. Ely was a fond husband; yet when
he found himself alone at early dawn the
next day on the ferry-hoat to Algiers, he
thought of his favorite hero, Eichendorfl’s
Good-for-Nothing, when he turned his
back on work and wages, and set off, fiddle
in hand, to explore the lazy, sunny, hap-
py world. The old gentleman took a vi-
cious delight in jerking off his hat from his
bald head and standing in a draught, and
when a whining beggar came up he emp-
tied his pockets of all his loose cash with a
snap of his fingers to far-off Mrs. Ely and
the Organized Charity clubs,

Algiers for nearly a eentury has been
the workshop of New Orleans—at times a
disorderly and vebellious shop enough,
It Tooked peaceful, in the chilly morning
light, as Mr. Ely sauntered abouf the dry-
docks, waiting for the starting of the train
on the Morgan and Southern Pacific Rail-
way. He was just making friendly ad-
vances to a couple of villanous-looking
Lascars who were sunning themselves on
a hogshead, when a young man behind
him canght his arm and hustled him into
the train, adding a good-humored punch
in the ribs.

‘ Hillo, granddad! you really oughtn’t
to be gittin’ into sech eutthroat company
when you're out from home.”

His protector was a natty youth in a
new suit of ready-made clothes, with a
high beaver hat, blue satin cravat, seal
ring, and shining patent-leather shoes as
decorations. His hair was cuf close to his
sealp, and hair, scalp, and face to the eye-
lids were burned to a dull terra-cotta hue.
“Sef right down thah,” plumping him into
a seat in the car. “*I'm goin’ to smoke.
I saw you buy your ticket. Sez I, he’s been
to Orleans to see the sights, same’s me.
Buthe’ll be picked up. T'll look after him.
Lovd ! don’t mention it. Lots uv rank
strangers a-runnin’ round Orleans now
lookin’ fur sights. Cow-boys, frinstens,
They tall uv cow-boys s if they woz roarin’
bulls or rep-tiles. Why "—beaming redly
down on Mr. Biy—‘‘I'm a cow-boy. Not
much uv the rep-tile about me, I reckon”—
stroking down his new lavender trousers.
He strutted away complacently to the
smoking-car, while a ponderous old gen-
tleman, who consisted prineipally of a fur-
ry coat, an agquiline nose, whiskers, and a
huge windy voice, dumped himself hea-
vily into the seat beside Mr. Ely.

“Been to Exposition, suh 7"

“Yes, I have, I have,” responded Mr.
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Ely. rubbing his thin hands eagerly.
vast enterprise, sir.”

“Vast? E normous! An answer, suh,
to the great economic problem of the
American future. It hints that the indus-
trial eenteh of the republic will at no dis-
tant day be the South, and her best mar-
ket the South American continent. Did
you see no significance in the display of
our mineral resources, our agricultural
wealth, our rapidly increasing manufac-
tures, and in close juxtaposition the
friendly greetings from Mexico, Brazil,
the West Indies, and the smaller South
American states? Are you aware that
those Latin American peoples import
nearly seven hundred millions’ worth of
goods in a year, cottons, clocks, shoes,
hats, tools—everything—and that not two
millions’ worth comes from the South,
sub? Why should we not supply it all
—all? And when we do, we shall take
our proper place among nations; then,
and not till then, suh.”

Mr. Ely assented gently, but soon erept
away into another seat. He saw that he
had encountered the man with one idea,
the pioneer with his axe, who always
goes before the army of progress, and he
was in no mood to-day for wielding any
axe or for welcoming any new ideas,
however practical or vast. He wanted
to sit in the hot sunshine that streamed
into the car, and be borne into some un-
known world where he should meet with
strange adventures, and where neither
wife nor deacons could raise their eye-
brows with dismay at his queer tastes or
his company. He wanted to slip aside
out of these vast currents of trade into
which his mneighbor panted to plunge,
into some obscure corner where there
never had been talk of money-making.
Turning to look out of the window, his
conscience gnawing him with the folly
of his own fantastic whims, lie beheld his
wish accomplished. He had surely found
a world unknown before.

From Alabama to Canada this country
wears very much the same features—the
same golden wheat or green corn fields
color all the slopes, and the same pines,
maples, oaks, and nut trees give them
shadow. The same familiar ferns feather
the streams from Maine to Oregon, and
the busy five-fingered ivy (which, by-the-
way, ought to be our national symbol)
trails its soft drapery over the rocks and
ugly places of the whole continent.

“éﬁ.
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But here Mr. Ely lost all these life-long:
familiar companions. The track ran
through interminable swamps of giant
cypresses, magnolias, and fig-trees. Their
myriads of gray trunks stood knee-high
in water, opening in silent vistas on ei-
ther side as the train passed through.
Overhead huge vicious coils of vines knot-
ted these bare columns together. Tt was
March, but there was no coy, tender ap-
proach of spring here. Nature was a sav-
age — fierce, prolific. The very leaves
which in the North would have put forth
a timid green burst open here like clots of
blood or an angry glare of white; even the
thickets of saplings were hoary as with
age. Strange red and orange birds flashed
through the sombre recesses; mow and
then a huge alligator rose out of the plane
of slimy water, stared at the train with
dead eyes, and plunged into it again.

They were on the border of that coast
country of Louisiana which fronts the
Mexican Gulf between Barataria and
Calcasieu bays, a remarkable region, un-
like any other in North America in its
peculiar features, and in the sombre
splendor of its scenery. The cause of its
peculiarity is easily explained.

The Mississippi in Louisiana makes a
huge bend westward in the shape of a bow
or a crescent, the upper point being at
Vieksburg, the lower at New Orleans, the
middle of the are running nearly parallel
with the distant coast. To the northwest
of this are a streteh of pine-barrens, inter-
sected by ranges of low rolling hills, and
broken by numberless lakes and ponds,
extends into Texas. Through these the
heavy blood-colored flood of the Red Riv-
er urges its way, carrying with it all less-
er watercourses, and emptying itself into
the Mississippi near the highest point of
this bow or detour. Its red stain tinges
the water and the banks of all the outlets
of the great river thereafter to the Gulf.

‘With this last great influx (holding all
the streams in the Texan llanos and the
mountains of Mexico), the Mississippi now
receives the whole drainage of the conti-
nent between the Roeky and Appalachian
ranges. KEvery spring and rainfall in that
vast territory helps to swell its tremen-
dous tide below Bayou Sara. Hence the
flood of water there pushes its way di-
rectly to the sea with resistless power, not
only on its acknowledged highway, the
Mississippi, but through the whole south-
ern half of Louisiana. It literally enters
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in and occupies the land, forcing itself
seaward, not only by more than three
hundred bayoux, many of which are
mighty rivers, but by sluggish, scarce-
moving streams, by a perpetnal soaking,
creeping, oozing, through all the earth,
showing itself on the surface in count-
less lakes, ponds, and enormous dismal
swamps, and above it in incessant heavy
rolling fogs and mists. You cannot dig
three feet down in all this district with-
ouf reaching water.

We must remember, too, that this spon-
gy soil has been soaking in for ages the
fat washings of all the rich alluvial river-
bottoms on half of the continent. No
such conditions enter into the formation
of any other soil in the world. If Lounisi-
ana can ever be drained and rescued from
the sea and the river, her fecundity un-
der the hot fropical suns would be unpar-
alleled.

As if is, the parishes in this region in-
clude the richest cotton,sugar,and orange-
bearing ground in the States. The forests
orow to the size of the woods before the
flood; even the ghastly impenefrable
swamps choke with rank life,

RETURNING
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Mr. Ely during the next month wan-
dered aimlessly through this territory.
Leaving the railway, he explored one
bayou after another, in a bateau, or in the
little steamers which malke leisnrely voy-
ages up the larger ones, stopping wher-
ever the captain thinks it safe.

Bayou La Fourche was the first of these
bright slow-moving rivers which he en-
tered. As early as 1810, Breckinridge and
Schultz, making journeys from Canada
to the Gulf,noticed and wrote of the beau-
ty of this bayou and its shores, although,
as the Jand was then owned by French
and Spanish paysans, it was not guarded
by proper levees, and inundations oe-
curred almost yearly. Opulent creole
planiers, however, soon bought up the
grounds of the petits habitants, and the
result is the immense estates which now
line the shores of the upper La Fourche
like a beautiful panorama. Not even a
small New England farm can surpass in
order and method a great sugar planta-
tion. The levees run along either side
of the bayou—green ramparts covered with
fern, smilax, wild roses, and purple flags.
Baclk of them, and lower than the stream

FROM MARKET.
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at high tide, lies the ground, absolutely
flat, hundreds of acres often enclosed in
a single field, the whole seamed by the
plough with mathematical precision, and
covered in the spring with delicate lines of
feathery green. At one end of the plan-
tation stands the engine-house and works,
of substantial brick; at the other, the
dwelling of the planter, usually an airy
verandaed structure, more or less in need
of paint, but covered with such splendor
of crimson and golden vroses, and so
hedged in by orange groves and sloping
lawns, and gigantic oaks hung with cur-
tains of moss and wealth of brilliant flow-
ers, that each gay wooden house might
put forth its elaims to be the fabled
dwelling of Selim in the valley of Cash-
mere, .

The old elergyman found his lazy voy-
ages up these bayoux full of picturesque
surprises. 'When the boat stopped at the
landing of a plantation, whether early in
the morning, or at noon, or in the clear
yvellow sunset, there was a horde of half-
naked black boys half in and half out of
the water, or a gray-haired old negro
waiting for packages for ‘‘de house,” or
the planter, high-featured and swarthy,
surrounded by children and dogs, watch-
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ing, as eager as they, for the good fortune
of an unexpected guest; or perhaps he
would eateh a glimpse in the grove near
the levees of a group of olive-skinned vi-
vacious creole women, or of American
girls, shyer of glance and slower of
tongue than their Northern sisters.

Thibodeaux, the capital of La Fourche
Parish, is a typical Louisianian fown,with
the usual excess of beauty in the gardens,
mud aud pitfalls in the streets, and
abounding hospitality of soul in the peo-
ple. There is much solid wealth in this
parish, which is the centre of the large
sugar plantations of the State.

The shores of Bayou Plaquemine re-
semble those of La Fourche. The soil is
exceptionally vich. The estates have been
for the most part in the same families for
generations,  When the Mississippi is
gorged, its waters rush through this out-
let with a force equal to that of the St.
Lawrence below Niagara. It overflows
into the Atchafalaya, or the Old River,
as it is sometimes called, because of an
Indian tradition that it was ages ago the
Mississippi itself,

The Teche is a gentle, good-humored
stream, which rises in the uplands of St.
Landry’s Parish, and follows a zigzag

HOEING SUGAR-CANE.
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course through some of the highest and
pleasantest farm-lands of Louisiana, until
it too is lost in the Atchafalaya. It has
a better character than any other bayou,
never having been known to overflow its
banks. The live-oaks grow, in the region
through which this river lazily flows, fo
such enormous size that a Touisiana
Senator, fifty years ago, offered in Con-
gress to “‘float enough ship timber down
the Teche into the Gulf to build navies
for the whole world.” Fifty years is a
mere moment in the lives of these ancient
patriarchs; they have only wrapped them-
selves in a heavier cloak of moss since
then, and are as ready now as they were
when De Soto first saw them to help some
ship-builder to fortune.

The rich cotton districts lie in the val-
ley of the Red River and ifs affluents, but
Mr. Ely did not fravel so far northward.
An accident turned him in another dirvec-
tion.

Coming back from a drowsy voyage
up one of the bayoux, he struck the rail-
way again one evening near Morgan City.
He found that metropolis of the future,

as it ealls itself, lost for the nonce in fog
and rain. A gray drizzle filled the sky,
clammy drops trickled down the faces of
the discouraged-looking houses, the backs
of the tired mules plodding through the
mud gave off steam, while white deathly
mists erept in from the Atchafalaya, which
swept past in the darkness like an angry
sea.

The few glimmering lichts of the town
stared bewildered through the night.

*“‘Into the hell of waters,’. as Byron
would have called it,” our good clergy-
man thought, as he too stared out of the
window of the hotel into the limitless dark
and wet. The damp crept into his mar-
row, his teeth chattered, though the night
was warm. He turned for comfort to the
glowing stove, and to a fellow-traveller
who was puffing his cigar with his legs
stretched ouf and his hands clasped be-
hind his head.

**This is a wonderful region,” ventured
Mr. Ely. **Marvellous scenery. But the
universal wetness is appalling. 1 feel to-
night,” he added, with a nervous laugh,
“‘as the Egyptians must have done when



758

the walls of water rushed in on them from
every side.”

*Not a Southerner, I infer?’ said the
other, dryly.

“*No. But Iappreciate the splendor of
your scenery to the full ” eagerly. **And
yet, do you know, I really have great re-
spect for the Germans,” lowering his voice
confidentially.

*As how 27

“For their choice of a home in this
country. The Puritans were satisfied with
the bare New England rocks, and the
French with this low-lying delta; but the
Germans chose the rich high grounds
and temperate air of Penunsylvania, the
garden spot of the States, sir.”

I am a Louisianian,” was the curt
veply. It drove Puritans, Germans, the
inhabitants of all other quarters-of the
world, into the background.

My, Ely, rebuffed, glanced at him dep-
recatingly; then came nearer, startled,
curious, “‘Why—is it possible? A Lou-
isianian ? Weren't you—surely you are
Nettley Pym, of Connecticut ? Don’t you
remember the Senior Class and little Jem
Ely
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His old eclassmate suddenly sloughed
oft his swelling imporfance, and shook
hands heartily again and again.

“Jem Ely? 1 should think T did re-
member! Always tail of the class, and
writing verses to some pretty girl. Min-
ister, eh ?  OF course you'd choose some
starving business! You never were one
to lay dollar to dollar,” giving a swift
glance over the old clergyman's well-kept
clothes and cheap shoes.

“*You, I suppose, have been more for-
tunate 7 said Mr. Ely, drawing back a
little.

Oh, soso! T camedown to thisecoun-
try thirty years ago—tutor—married a rich
girl, and have been running a cofton plan-
tation ever since. Naturally I have iden-
tified myself with my adopted State.
There are not many men who understand
what Louisiana can do, and is likely to
do, as clearly as Nett Pym."”

“You think there is a great future be-
fore her, then 7’ said Mr. Ely, setfling
himself into a warm corner by the stove.

“That depends,” said Nett Pym, who,
by-the-way, had gained the title of Judge
in his adopted State, besides nearly three

0N BAYOU TECHE.
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hundred pounds of flesh, and an accent
half French and half negro—*‘that de-
pends wholly on the action of our leaders
iu this erisis of our history. The major-
ity of our public men are eager to throw
open our ports to immigrants, Irish, Dufeh,
Scandinavians, to compel them to make
New Orleans their port of entry, even if
they only remain a month or two on their
way to the West. T, sir, am opposed to
this policy.” The Judge fell into an orac-
ular singsong, pulling through his fin-
gers the black beard which fringed lis
broad pasty face. “ We of the South, sir,
should confrol ‘our own interests. We
are urging Northern capitalists to come
and develop our resources, and foreign
workmen to fill our mines and mills.
What will be the result? In ten vears
Northerners and foreigners will run the
South.  They will edit our papers, own
the mines, manufactories, and railroads;
tale the lead in our business, our polities,
and our society, while we Southerners will
be pushed fo the wall. I—it is true I am
nota Louisianian by birth,” he stammered,
recollecting himself, “but I sympathize
with them wholly.”

**'What would you have them do ?”

“Train the mulatto into a skilled la-
borer, keep out the foreign workmen, put

their own ecapital and energy into other
pursuits than agrieulture, develop their
own resources, and reap the profit them-
selves.”

Mr. Ely drew a long breath of resigna-
tion. He could not, it seemed, escape the
man of ideas. The Judge had now di-
verged into facts. ‘‘You must study the
resources of this State, sir; you must car-
ry home an accurate account of them—
the enormous Iumber interests, for ex-
ample. Look at our eypress forests—ab-
solutely illimitable! There is no more
durable or beautiful wood. It is as rich
a mine of wealth to us as its pine woods
are to Maine. Ave we to wait until some
sharp-eyed Northerner comes here to
gather in that crop? As for iron, come
with me north of Red River and I will
show you iron ore in Ouachita, or south
of it, in Natchitoches, Sabine, or Rapides.
Four of our parishes produce ore contain-
ing nearly fifty per cent. of pure metal.
The same parishes have large deposits of
coal. Talk of Pennsylvania, indeed! We
have petroleum and natural gas as well
as Pennsylvania; sulphur and gypsum
too; and rock-salt, which your Qualker
State has not.  You must go to Caleasien
to examine these resources. I'll go with
you; I've business in that direction.”
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“You are most kind,” stammered M.
Ely. I will consider the matter.”

““You must come to Opelousas. There
is a country for you! It contains eight
thousand square miles. Fine prairie-land,
cotton and sugar plantations, sheep and
cattle ranches, and the soil black, oily,
sir!  Stick in your cane, and it roots and
leaves! You must assuredly visit Opelou-
sas. I will myself take you to the prinei-
pal points of interest.”

**Does Opelousas
Gulf 2"

“No. Below it is Attakapas. Five
thousand square miles. Running from
the Atchafalaya to the Gulf. Vast prai-
ries, and on the coast marshes—endless
marshes. Peopled by the Acadians, who
came here when they were banished from
Nova Scotia.”

Mr. Ely kindled into eager interest.

extend +to the
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“They have altered greatly, no doubt?
Become modern—American 2”

“*Nota whit. They are as ignorant and
guileless as their own sheep. No progress
among them. You need not waste your
time in that direction.”

They parted for the night soon after
this. Mr. Ely could not sleep. If he
waited until morning he knew he would
be swept away to investigate iron, hema-
tites, indigo, or sulphur.

He packed his valise and fairly ran
away, leaving a note of courteous regret,
stating that he had a deep interest in the
Acadians, and had gone on an exploring
journey into Attakapas.

The Judge stared at the words in dumb
amazement. **The same useless, feather-
headed Jem Ely ! he muttered; and light-
ing his cigar with Ely's note, went on his
way.

NARKA.

A STORY

OF RUSSIAN LIFTE.

BY KATHLEEN O'MEARA.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

IBYL had returned to Paris the mo-
ment the riots were over; but she had
not ventured near the disturbed quarters,
nor had she seen Marguerite, consequently
when the latter walked into her boudoir,
half an hour after Narka's arrest, Sibyl
welcomed her with double delight.

“You haven’t met him!” she exclaimed,
running to embrace her.

“Whom 77 said Marguerite.

““Basil!—yes, Basil! He has only
just left me. He is gone off to see you
and Narka. He walked in here this morn-
ing, and nearly killed me with'the joy of
the surprise. Youlook asif you thought
I had gone crazy; but it is perfectly
true.”

T am only too glad to believe it,”" re-
plied Marguerite, with disappointing calm-
ness. ‘‘ILam glad of good news from any
direction.”

“Why, what do you mean ? 'What has
happened #7 Sibyl asked, in alarm.

“Narka is in great trouble. She has
been arrested.”

““Arrested? Again? Here?
heavens!” Sibyl sat down.

**Yes,” said Marguerite, sitting too; **it
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happened half an hour ago. I was there
when the police came.” _

**And what have they arrested her for 27

Marguerite was embarrassed. If Basil
had not spoken of his engagement, it
might be indisereet to mention the papers
that had been seized. *‘I heard nothing
except that they had a warrant to arrest
her,” she said. But the perplexity in her
mind gof into her face, and Sibyl saw it.

“You know more than that, Margue-
rite,” she said. *‘ Has Narka been associa-
ting with those wicked rioters up at La
Villette 2”

“A man who was wounded and pur-
sued by the police sought refuge with her
one night, and that may have been dis-
covered. But what is to be done? How
are we to help her? You must know hosts
of people who have influence. There is
Prince Krinsky; vou must go to him.”

* But he is the Russian Ambassador!”

Well, and is not that a reason ? What
are ambassadors for but to help their coun-
trymen when they get into trouble 7

“That depends upon what the trouble is.
It is not likely our Ambassador would feel
it his duty to help any Russian for con-
spiring against our Emperor.”

“Why should you at onee conelude that
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V.—IN ATTAKAPAS.

UR voyager, on leaving Mor-
gan City, found that his road
entered again into the stretch of
low-lying impenetrable swamps
and sombre cypressforests. They
closed in upon the cheerful old
man, significant and threatening,
and cowed him as if they had been full of
actual erime and death. It was a gray, air-
less day; at every moment some grotesque
unknown form of vegetable life thrust itself
into view; rank vines headed like serpents
hung from the trees; monstrous growths of
fungus of every color choked the swamps;
huge saffron-colored flowers leered up at him
out of the muddy depths. The masses of
moss, black in the twilight, hung from the
tops of the trees to the ground, and shut out
the farther recesses of the forest. 'What un-
imaginable horrors might they not hide there?
These vague and vast lairs were a fitting en-
trance to the Land of the Cannibals, as this
region was called by the tribes of Indians
who inhabited it when the Spaniards came.
In the valley of the Teche, however, rich
English plantations stretched on either side
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of the road, and at New Iberia Mr. Ely
came suddenly into open light and bright-
ness. A plain of singular loveliness lay
open before him. It was like the break-
ing of dawn after a close night.

He was in the heart of Attakapas—a
country of vast prairies and countless wa-
tercourses, which sweep down from the
Atchafalaya literally into the Gulf, for
sea and land become one on its border.

The interminable plains of tall grass
are webbed by a labyrinth of bayous and
rigolets glittering like lines of silver, and
dotted here and there like blots of shadow
with forests of hoary old trees, which are
shrouded from head to foot with the fu-
nereal moss, and crowned with the mys-
terious mistletoe. The streams and the
numberless lakes are edged with feathery
willows and ereeping vines. Every grain
of the soil gives birth to a flower; when
the wind blows it brings gusts of the odor
of magnolia or roses or jasmine. Ifisa
country, too, of swift, startling lights and
shadows. The keen sunlight is incessant-
ly darkened by clouds driven in from the
Gulf.  These clouds pass in never-ending
procession, one hour swooping down in
black fury of tempest upon the plain, and
the next rising in slow soft brilliance,
mere breaths of mist, into the highest
heaven.

Mr. Bly found New Iberia a peeuliarly
pieturesque town, with some beautiful
modern dwellings in the suburbs. It had
become famous, the year before, as the
scene of a miniature civil war between
the two political parties, for the posses-
sion of the court-house. During the day
that he staid there he heard from both
sides the details of the battle told with
high good-humor; but carvefully kept si-
lent, having no mind to stir up any mud-
dy question of politics. He was much
more anxious to determine the exaet point
on the Teche where, according to Long-
fellow, Evangeline with Pére Felician
landed from their bateau after their long
voyage in search of Gabriel.

The next day he hired a light convey-
ance, and with a garrulous negro driver
and his mules set off across the prairie.
It stretched in green shimmering waves
to the horizon on every side. Mr. Ely
drew a long breath, as a man does in com-
ing from a stifling house out-of-doors.
There was all the breadth and freedom of
the sea here.

After a while the intense silence of the
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place began to oppress him. TIi was a
clear morning. The wind passing from
the Gulf bent the grass in long furrows
now and then, but made no sound; there
was a spell of absolute silence in the sun-
shine, on the bright sluggish bayou, even
on the herds of native cattle that lifted
their heads from grazing to stare at them
with curious eyes. Flocks of huge black
buzzards rose from the prairie occasional-
ly, swooped and wheeled over their heads,
and settled again on their prey when they
had passed by. Sometimes an eagle swept
across the sky with slow majestic direct-
ness. Bright-colored lizards darted in
and out of the matted grass; on the lower
marshes the tiny mud chimneys of the
crawfish rose in thousands; a head and
two beady black eyes would appear for
an instant at the top, and then vanish;
but all in unbroken silence. Mr. Ely was
grateful when Jabez, the driver, began to
talk to his mules, with whom he was on
intimate terms, He had never guessed
how companionable a mule could be until
they answered the negro jokes with hide-
ous snorts.

They travelled all day. Still the in-
terminable prairvie, the sunshine, the driv-
ing winds, the abounding life, and sfill
the brooding quiet. The rank excess of
growth, the exhaustless waste of life and
beaunty and color, startled the old man,
who had been used to the niggardly soil
and pinched crops of New England. The
very mud, in which the feet of the mules
sank to the fetlocks, was hid by exquisite
lilies and blush-roses. Vines, which in
the North would have sent timid thread-
like tendrils through the grass, knotted
themselves here overhead with thick
frunks like saplings, and flung masses
of white flowers up into the air. There
was something paganish in this silent,
fierce extravagance of nafure.

The houses of the Acadians are of un-
painted wood, dropped down at long in-
tervals on the prairie, with not a fence or
hedge near them. Myr. Ely found a little
comfort usually in them, and always
beauty; masses of grape-vines and yel-
low roses climbing up the old walls and
covering the roofs of black curled shin-
gles. Inside, a bit of ruddy color in the
curtains, or a gay picture, or a wreath
about the crucifix, The persecuted fugi-
tives from Acadia tool possession of this
“Hden of Louisiana™ in 1754; they are
scaltered from the Teche to the Sabine
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UNDER THE VINE AND FIG-TREE.

prairvie. There has been very little ap-
parent change in that time in the coun-
try or in themselves, Each family, as a
rule, hold the same portion of prairie or
marsh which their ancestors first took as
a home, and live usually in the same gray
old houses, adding a room from genera-
tion to generation when necessity drives
them to do it. Their grounds are sepa-
rated by no visible boundaries, except in
the neighborhood of one or two settle-
ments by Americans. The Acadians there
have canght the idea of meum and fuun
from civilization, and have begun to drive
in a few feeble posts and to run fences
between their plantations. Mr. Ely fell

in with a creole tax-collector from one of
the lower pavishes, who put the case pa-
thetically to him.

“T live here, m'sieu, forty years, man
and boy, and I have no trouble to cross
Attakapas until five years ago. My busi-
ness calls me to ride or drive every day.
Who ever thought of fences? People
drive along, now here, now there, only
keeping out of wet ground. The Acadi-
ans grow no crops; they have no grain,
no sugar, no cotton, to carry to market.
What do they want with fences or roads?”

“How do they live 77 asked Mer. Ely.

“They have cafttle: each man—every
man—has cattle. They run loose; they
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pasture wherever there is grass, on the up-
land or on the sea-marsh, keeping on the
driest ground. What use of fences? See
how convenient, how free, how agreeable
it is! I start in the morning to go from
Abbeville to M'sien Del Farge, on the
Gulf, and I go as the bee flies, through
twenty plantations, provided I can ford
the lagoons. But now near the villages
I must wind in and out, no matter where
I will want to go, in a narrow rut no wider
than this room, a fence on either side.
That is a ‘road,” of which they boast!
Bah! it chokes me! A road! It is a
nuisance!”

The region through which Jabez drove
was restricted by no such nuisances, He
urged his mules in a straight line, over
the unending green plain or through the
bayou, with perfect impartiality. The
mules seemed, indeed, to prefer to trudge
along half under water, to going by land.
At long distances over the flat prairies rose
windmills, by which fresh-water is brought
to the surface. Huge solitary trees, the
live-oaks, or lofty,
shapely cotton-
woods, stood like
pillars upholding
the low sky.

As evening be-
gan to fall they
saw in advance of
them a tall, lonely
black figure on
horseback, like a
silhouette against
the rosy sunset, and
made haste to over-
take it. Mr. Ely
began to find the
solitude insupport-
able. The travel-
ler, Jabez told him,
was Pére Nedaud,
on his way to hold
mass the next
morning in one of
the little chapels of
the Acadians. The
good father had a elean-cut, watehful face.
He scanned the stranger with a swift, pen-
etrating glance, then touched his wide-
rimmed hat, and smiling as to an old ac-
quaintance, drew his horse in line. They
naturally fell into talk of the country and
its peculiar features.

“I do not understand the lakes or
ponds,” said Mr. Ely. “We have passed
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to-day at least a thousand, I think, from
three feet to three miles in diameter, and
all almost perfectly circular. The water
in them, too, is live and sparkling, as if
from springs, not stagnant. How do you
account for their shape? ILook at the
one we are passing. No surveyor could
lay out a more perfect ring.”

“The Acadians have many supersti-
tious reasons for their shape,” the priest
said, smiling. ‘' They were worn by the
accursed Voudoo dances, or they were the
places where human beings were sacri-
ficed in ancient times. Some of the fer-
miers will tell you that when two bulls
fight they tear up a round hole with their
horns and fore-hoofs, into whieh the wa-
ter oozes, enlarging it year by year, but
still keeping the civcular shape. It is
a singular fact, though, that in the next
parish there are mounds, of every size, ex-
actly corresponding in shape to the ponds
here.”

** How do you account for them %7

Pére Nedaud shrugeed his shoulders.

P
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“How should I know ? There are many
hints of other days, before even the Ind-
ians came to Attakapas—many mysteries.
Science cannot explain them. Me?—1I do
not meddle with them,”

“You understand the people better 2°

“The Acadians? They belong to this
world—to daylight. They have been here
not two centuries. I am Acadian my-
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self on my mother’s side. Oh, I know my
people!”

“1 heard much of them at New Or-
leans.”

““Then,” hastily, “I am glad to have
mef you, to correct your false impressions
of the lazy, wretched ‘ Cajans’|”

“They do not seem to be a progressive
people,” ventured Mr. Ely.

**No, perhaps not. But is progress ev-
erything? They are not lazy. The men
work faithfully—when they work at all.
The women in these houses keep them
tidy, cook, sew, and carry on their little
métiers. They have rough looms, and
weave the homespun cloths which they
and their husbands wear. They make,
too, really beautiful fabries of the Nankin
cotfton in its native dull yellow color, or
beautifully striped with threads colored
in vegetable dyes. Some ladies, wives of
the large planters, have found agents in
New Orleans and New York who will sell
the stuffs which these poor women weave.
I am told,” added the good father, cheer-
fully, ** that it surpasses in beauty and du-
rability the fabries woven by the Chi-
nese, and is much cheaper. I do not say
that it is so: I have never seen the stuffs
made by the people of China. Buf if is
reasonable to suppose that good Christian
women could surpass barbarous savages
in civilized work.”

My, Ely was disereetly silent.

“It would be fortunate,” continued
Pére Nedaud, “if their little manufae-
tures could be brought into the market.
They are very poor, many of them, and
thus comfort and much pleasure would
be brought into their lives.”

“They are a solitary, gloomy people,
then 7

“ By no means!—mnot at all!” exclaim-
ed the father, eagerly. ‘It is true, they
are quite separate from the world in that
they have no schools, no books, no news-
papers. Very few of them can read or
write. But they often act as overseers, or
own large plantations and manage theni
skilfully. Some of the shrewdest busi-
ness men I know are Cajans who sign
adeed with their ‘mark.” But, m'sieu, the
great nobles of England under the last
Henry did the same, and you can’t deny
that they took an active partin the world’s
business. The Acadian is a moral, sober,
honorable man. He is fond of his wife
and children. He goes to his duty regu-
larly; confesses twice a year; hears mass
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as often as he can. He has his balls and
dances on saints’ days and Sundays, when
he eats petits gdteaux and drinks nisette.
Sometimes he has races with the creole
ponies. The women are gay and happy,
though they work hard. Surely it is a
harmless, innoeent, useful life. Would
you teach them ° progress,’ politics, news-
paper gossip, American ideas?’ The
priest’s tone was triumphantly sarcastic.

*Not I, indeed,” said Mr. Ely.

““Ah, m'sieu, progress, newspapers,
railvoads, do not malke the hero; not
even education. He is born—here in the
Cajan’s cabin just as in ancient Greece or
Rome. Let me tell you a story which
comes to pass this spring. One of my
flock is Landry, a big, middle-aged man,
with grown sons and grandehildren. He
is a shrewd, money-making fellow, over-
seer on a great cattle plantation. His
life counts for much, you see, to him and
his family. One evening I see Joseph
in his bateau rowing down the bayou.
He does not return until morning. Down
vonder is nothing but a desolate island,
inhabited only by alligators and wild
birds. Again and again I see him go.
I ask him what it means, and he tells me,
against his will,that a month ago a wretch-
ed old negro took the small-pox, and was
driven by his people out on the prairie.
Joseph took him to the island, made a de-
serted hut there habitable for him, and
every night went down to nurse and care
for him, stopping half-way to change his
clothes. He took his life in his hand ev-
ery day, you see, for this miserable! And
Joseph is not a young, reckless fellow, but
grave, middle-aged. He tells nobody; he
counts it for nothing. Aha!” the priest
broke into a tremulous laugh, stooping to
pat the neck of his horse. **Joseph is a
rough-looking fellow. He swears hard,
and sleeps when I preach. But it is out
of such stuff God makes His servants.”

Mr. Ely and the priest lodged that night
in the house of one of the petifs habitants.
In the evening, when they were alone, the
subject of leprosy came up.

“We hear at the North,” said Mr. Ely,
“vague accounts of the Terre des Lépreux,
which is said to be somewhere in Lou-
isiana. What truth is there in them ?"

“They are no doubt greatly exagger-
ated,” said Father Nedaud. **A spurious
leprosy, elephantiasis, was so common
among the negroes under the Spanish
domination that Governor Miro founded
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a hospital for lepers near New Orleans,
on the Bayou St. John. It has been gone
these many years, and Lepers’ Land is
now built up with pretty houses. It was
in the suburb Treme.”

**The disease is extinet, then 2

“‘There were some cases of genuine
Asiatic leprosy near Abbeville, in this

parish, about twenty years ago. An old
creole lady was the first. Her father
doubtless brought the terrible taint in his
blood from France. When the white
scales appeared in her face her hushand
and family fled from her. There was a
young girl, daughter of M’sieu Dubois,
who went to her and nursed her alone.
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during the three years in which she
fought with death. Another of God’s
servants, m’sien! Four of this old wo-
man’s children, who deserted her, became
lepers. The young girl who had nursed
her, after she died marrvied a young fer-
mier, and lived happily in her little eabin
with her husband and pretty baby. But
one day a shining white spot appeared on
her forehead. That was the end.”

‘She died ?”

“M'sieu, after four years. There is no
cure. If surely does not matter to her
now by what road God called her to Him.
There have been since then no lepers in
this parish except in these tainted fami-
lies. The real Terre des Lépreux in Lou-
isiana is now on the lower Lafourche,
below Harang’s Canal. The bayou there
is turbid and foul; it flows through mal-
arious swamps lower than itself. The
creole planters there are honest and tem-
perate folk, but they are wretchedly
poor. They raise only rice, and live on
it and fish. The wet rice fields come up
to the very doors of their cabins. The
leprosy which certain families among
them have inherited is developed by these
conditions. Tive years ago Professor Jo-
seph Jones, president of the State Board
of Health, went himself with his son to
explore the cypress swamps and lagoons
of the lower Lafourche. Msien, it is the
region of the shadow of death. He found
many poor lepers hiding there. They
were as dead men who walk and tallk.
They could handle burning coals; they
felt no longer cold nor heat nor pain.
Their bodies were as corpses. One man
lived alone in a hut, thatched with pal-
mettoes, which he had built for himself,
eating only the rice which he had plant-
ed. No man nor woman had come near
him for years. The Terre des Lépreux
extends as far as Chéniére Caminada,
where the bayou empties into the Gulf.”

Mr. Ely remained silent, though a tor-
vent of angry queries rushed to his lips.
Why was nothing done to mifigate the
horrors of such a life-in-death ? THow
could this priest, a man of God, so calm-
ly discuss these poor accursed creatures
from his safe, comfortable point of van-
tage, jogging on his easy-going mave from
one farm to another 2 He bade him pre-
sently a rather curt good-night, and went
to the loft where he was to sleep. When
he came down in the morning, Pére Ne-
daud had gone.
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“M'sien,” said his smiling host, ‘‘le
pére haf lef’ you bon-matin,” waving his
hand to the black figure passing south-
ward far across the prairvie.

**This is the father's parish, I suppose "
asked Mr. Ely.

“*But no!" Gaspard answered, gliding
into French in his hurry. ‘‘Nine years
ago he was here. He married me; he
baptized all my babies. Then, at his own
request, he was fransferred.” His face
grew grave with some unexpressed re-
membrance. *‘ At times he comes back to
refresh himself—to see his old friends.
As now, for example.”

“Where is his charge now ?”

“ M'sien—" Gaspard paused a moment.
“In hell, I think. It is near Chéniére
Caminada, in la Terre des Lépreux.”

My, Ely walked away from him, and
paced up and down the levee for a long
time,

“God forgive me!” he muttered to him-
self.

Myr. Ely's letters brought him in con-
tact with a few influential ereoles, plant-
ers for the most part, on the borders of
the Teche and Atchafalaya. This last
bayou, like all great rivers, has a charac-
ter of its ownj it is a driving, impetuous
torrent.

“ As if,” our fanciful traveller remark-
ed, *“it was bent on some vengeful pur-
pose.”

“TIts purpose is vengeful, and plain
enough,” said Dr. C , & sugar planter,
with whom he was driving along the levee.
““This bayou carries out of the Mississippi
a volume of water quite equal to Red
River. Tradition states that it was once
the channel of the Mississippi itself. Tt
is its direct road to the Gulf now. Cap-
tain Eads has examined into the matter,
and reports that unless proper defences
are erected at the head of the Atchafalaya
the entire body of water in the Mississippi
will deflect into this bayou, and that
shortly.”

“What would be the consequences "

“Clonsequences? The towns and plan-
tations on the shores of the Atchafalaya
would be lost in the flood, and New Or-
leans would be left high and dry, an in-
land town. The bayou has an ugly pur-
pose, as you guessed.”

A weelk later Mr. Ely set out to explore
Vermilion Parish. Twenty-five miles
west of the mouth of the Atchafalaya,
and running eastwardly, are five remark-
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able islands, Belle Isle, Cote Blanche,
Week’s Island, Petite Anse, and Jeffer-
son’s Island.

Petite Anse and Jefferson, the farthest
inland of this cordon of beautiful islets,
are in reality huge hills which rise above
the green plain of Attakapas, with its
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It forms part of the plantations of the
Avery family.

One of the visitors to the mines explain-
ed to Mr. Ely that there was a belt of sa-
liferous deposit in Louisiana extending
from Bossier and Bienville parishes, above
Red River, to the Gulf. The largest of

IN THE SALT-MISNE.

glittering bayous and rolling sea-fogs,
into a pure, sun-dried atmosphere.

Mr. Ely reached the first early in the
morning of a elear April day, and found
there two scientific men from the North,
who had found their way up from the Ex-
position to visit this island, which econ-
tains the only mine of rock-salt on this con-
tinent. The island takes its name from
Bayou Petite Anse, in which it stands.

these deposits appears to be the beds of
ancient exhausted lakes. Salt springs
were known to exist on Petite Anse Island
from the earliest dafe, but the works were
abandoned until the blockade during the
war raised the price of salt so high in the
Southern States that Major Avery reopen-
ed them for the use of the Confederacy.
It was at this time that he came unexpect-
edly upon the enormous stratum of pure
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A BIT OF SHORE, JEFFERSON'S LAKE.

rock-salt which underlies the soil. Like
the island of Ormuz, in the Persian Gulf,
Petite Anse is apparently only a huge rock
of salt.

The mines have now been in operation
about twenty years. Thesaltisexcavated
in Jarge masses by blasting with dyna-
mite. It is so pure that it is prepared for
the market, not by melting and refining,
as in the English mines, but simply by
grinding into the requisite grades of fine-
ness. The native crystals defached by
blasting arve as clear and translucent as
glass. Mr. Ely went down into the mine,
and wandered through its far-refreating
corridors, whose pillars and lofty arches
shone with a soft silvery radiance. When
the lights of the torches struck into the
darkness overhead, the domes flashed back
such splendors of color that it seemed to
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My, Ely as if he had entered one
of the eaves underground where
the Trolls have stored all the jew-

els of the world.

““This is all a surprise to me,” said one
of fthe visitors—a stout professor from
some college in Indiana—as he stepped
from the elevator into the upper air; T
actually did not know there was a mine of
salt in the United States.”

“And yet,” said their guide, quickly,
““ you have no doubt used our salt on your
table for years. We ship it to every large
town in the North and West.”

This little island of Petite Anse fur-
nishes pepper as well as salt to our tables.
Tobasco, or the distilled cayenne dear to
the hearts of gourmands and chefs, is
manufactured here out of a wild pepper
peculiar to Louisiana. Two or three fields
produce enough of the cultivated pods to
send their essence to all parts of this coun-
try and to Burope. If is one of the num-
berless minor industries which have
sprung into life throughout the South
since the war, and which hint at the
strength and vitality of that long sterile
soil.

It was early in the afternoon when Mr.
Ely, with Jabez and the mules, set out for
the last of the line of islands. Monsieur
Ourblane, an Acadian whose acquaintance
he had made at the mines, rode with him,
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having suddenly discovered that he had
urgent business up the bayou. The mules
and M. Ourblane’s horse followed a wind-
ing course through the pathless prairie,
diverging out of a straight line to ford ev-
ery practicable lake and stream.

“Is there no road?” timidly ventured
Mr. Ely.

“Done goin’ on de road, shuah nuff,”
responded Jabez.

*In the country where I came from a
road seldom passes through a river,” said
Mr. Ely, in the unconscious conviction
that he was in a foreign land.

Jabez snorted with contempt. *‘Don’
know what muels do widout pon’s and
b'yous! How dey wash de mud off deir
sides 77

M. Ourblane undertook to explain the
geography of the country to his new
friend, who only could guess abouf half
of his meaning through his negro-French-
English; but his eager kindness and cour-
tesy were plain enough.

Attakapas, according to the old man,
would soon become the wealthiest part of
Louisiana. Oneor two companies of cap-
italists were formed who proposed to cul-
tivate rice on the sea-marshes. Extensive
draining, the throwing up of levees, ete.,
would be requisite; but that done, the
profits would be enormous. Dredges
worked by steam were to be employed by
them to open the mouths of the bayous
and to throw up embankments. One had
been brought up from the Gulf by Mr.
Joseph Jefferson to his plantation, and
used successfully in erecting levees for
the protection of his cattle. One dredge
could do the work of forty men in a day
—white men, I mean; and as for de ne-
groes—M. Ourblane threw up his hands
with unutterable expression. The ex-
pense of these dredges was, however, very
great. If they were within the reach of
all planters, the condition of Louisiana, he
declared, would be revolutionized.

Asthe day passed, Mr. Ely comprehend-
ed as he had not done before that he was
in a semi-tropical ¢limate. Heretofore
the spring had been late, a raw ¢hill hung
over the prairies. Bul now, as they ap-
proached the high ground of Jefferson
Island, the air quivered with pure blind-
ing heat. Heavy elouds, saffron and
dull yellow, were blown drowsily up from
the Gulf; the grass was kuee-deep, and
fragrant with flowers; here was a great
slope of daffodil-color, and there another
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of royal purple; one persistent starry lit-
tle blossom fairly dyed the marshes blue;
out of the gloom of the deep thickets
shone monstrous passion-flowers, blood-
red swamp camellias, and blush-roses.
Rice-birds rose in swarms from the edge
of the lakes; innumerable butterflies flash-
ed up like live rubies and sapphires from
every bush; out of the pecan-frees came
the call of the mocking-bird; while every
round liftle pond bubbled, a living thing
in the sun.

He was again in the barbarie dream of
life and color, yet under it was the same
profound melancholy, an awful signifi-
cance of loss. Pére Nedand had under-
stood him when he hinted at the singular
effect of this scenery; but M. Ourblane
was not likely to comprehend such fan-
tastic ideas. The old man ambled along-
side, gossiping of the Acadians, whose soli-
tary, gray, low-eaved houses they occa-
sionally passed, and of the history of the
island to which they were going.

Jefferson, or Orange, Island, as Mr. Ely
found from his ehatter, was the highest
ground in southern Louisiana. It was
bought by the great comedian sixteen
years ago, as a winter home for his family,
where malarious fogs, colds, pneumonia,
asthmas, and other such chilly servants
of death could be held at bay. It em-
braces about eleven square miles of prim-
itive forests, lakes, and prairvies, on which
graze great herds of native creole cattle.
Here M. Ourblanc paused to celebrate the
virtues of ereole cattle (as far superior to
the Alderney, or to the Holstein, with
which Mr. Jefferson grades them), and of
the creole eggs, horses, and women, be-
longing to the region of the Bayou Petite
Anse. When he grew fired of this patri-
otic outburst he came back to the island
and to its history, in which there is much
romance and mystery. It was a portion
of the wilderness given by patent under
Philip II. to Don Carline, a Spanish ad-
venturer., Nearly a century later it was
discovered by the corsair Jean Lafitte and
his comrades, whose rendezvous was then
at Grande Terre, in Barataria Bay. They
at once recognized the advantages which
its remoteness from eivilization, its un-
broken forests and deep bayou, gave to it
as a secure retreat for them and a hiding-
place for their booty. It was purchased
by Randolph, Lafitte's boon companion, if
not a pirate himself, Here the great free-
booter came for rest and amusement be-



924

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE,

JEFFERSON'S HOUSE.

tween his voyages. Indeed, it is not im-
probable that he escaped to this solitude to
die, as he was last seen by living men on
the coast of Vermilion Bay.

Back of the great orange plantations
which form a centre of fragrance and joy-
ous color in the island there lies a deep
lake, surrounded by a sombre forest, in
the midst of which are a few sunken
eraves. They arve those of Randolph’s
family and of his slaves. But they were
all long ago opened and rvifled by the ne-
groes from the opposite coast, in the hope
of finding Lafitte's buried treasure.

The old French manor-house is still
standing, with its quaint wood-carvings,
low-ceiled rooms, and overhanging eaves,
covered by vines old enough to have
showered their blossoms on the pirate’s
head. Mpr. Jefferson near it has built a
typically Southern house of baronial pro-
portions,full of treasures from every coun-
try in the world, on the very crest of the
hill; the verandas, with a frontage of nine-
ty feet, overlook the plain of Attakapas to
the Gulf. A hedge of roses nearly as
thick as the Chinese wall runs for seven
miles around the uplands, dividing it from
the sea-marshes.

When the roses and magnolias and or-
ange plantations which encirele the house
are in bloom they send their soft greet-
ings through the pure air for miles across
the prairies.

The plantation is in the charge of an
Acadian overseer, M. Joseph Landry, who
is a good representative of his race, and a
curious specimen, too, of the kind of man
which intelligence, shrewdness, a brave
simple nature, and tremendous physique
will make, with no help whatever from
society or schools. The loyalty of these
people to their employers belongs to the
feudal days. The night before Mr. Ely’s
arrival, Landry had faced single-handed a
herd of angry cattle, standing in the nar-
row lagoon in water to his waist from
dark until morning, to keep them from
rushing down to the flooded sea-marsh,
where they would inevitably have
drowned. ‘‘Can fight le wat’ ef le cat’,”
hie grumbled, ‘‘but le mosquit’—he beat
me.”

My, Jefferson is known to his Acadian
neighbors and the negroes only as a plant-
er, wise in oranges and ecattle, but they
have an intense euriosity concerning some
other mysterious avocation which he is
vaguely reported to follow during the
summer, and which they suspect has
something to do with swallowing fire and
swords. One of his negroes, when they
were alone together on the prairie one
day, burst out with: “M’s’. Jef'son, lemme
see datar. We hyah all by oursel’s. Foh
de Lohd’s sake, eut up a bit.”

Mr. Ely, from the summit of the hill
on Orange Island, watched the rosy twi-
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light gather over the vast plain. Seawanrd
a quivering line of red light flashed up
along the dark horizon, where the marsh-
es were on fire. The air was soft as balm,
and heavy with perfume from the neigh-
boring orange groves. e was alone in
a forest of gigantic magnolias and live-
oaks, which were hoar with age long be-
fore Columbus discovered this continent.
Every tree and bush for miles around him
was draped with the funereal moss, which
in the fading light became a black cur-
fain in the distance, and near at hand
veils, mists of pale green or silvery gray.
They waved,waved incessantl v,with ghast-
ly significance, to and fro in the wind: the
whole world seemed to him to be elusive,
shifting, full of spectres, beckoning to him
to follow he knew not where. The waters
of the lake near him shone whitely in the
darkness, and out of the jungle of wild
growths about it came the cry of an owl,
and the hoarse calls of the whooping-crane
and the bittern.

He understood now that the meanings
of this strange country which had per-
plexed him arve those of age. The pri-
meval forests in the North impress the in-
truder as fresh and virgin; they have no
history ; they eagerly wait for human oc-
cupation. But these great silent prairies,
the giant trees decaying for centuries, the
huge parasitic growths, the black scaven-
ger-birds crossing with swift aim the low-
hung sky—all these come out of a hoar an-
tiquity. It is a land with a past. The
imagination in these solitudes goes waver-
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ing back to the age of the cannibals, or,
far beyond that, to the mysterious nations
who have left hints here that they once
lived. The silence is full of meaning.
Nature seems to pause, holding some mo-
mentous secret.  Something has happen-
ed—who can say when ?—in the dim re-
cesses of these forests, or on the banks of
the sombre bayous, which she will not re-
veal.

Familiarity does not render this strange
country ecommonplace, or diminish its pe-
culiar effect upon those who intrude into
it. It grew more weird and unreal to the
old clergyman with each day of his stay.

He tried faithfully to understand the
accounts which M. Landry gave him of
the profits of cattle raising, and the cul-
ure of the finest oranges on this planta-
tion: to take an interest in the graded

- calves, and in the adaptability of the soil

to sugar raising. But in his secret soul
he did not believe in any of these things.
He knew he was in a spellbound coun-
try, where some mystery of centuries ago
slept, like Rip among the Kaatskills, wait-
ing for the hour of waking.

And when at last he turned his face
homeward, leaving behind him the sunny
silent prairvies, the melancholy lagoons,
the low driving clouds, the forests with
their vistas of beckoning spectral mists,
all silent as the shores of death, he felt
that he was going back to a real world,
to shops, markets, passions, and life, out of
some ancient enchanted land, whose ghosts
still dwelt therein. '
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XLIX.

IN New York Dan found that Lafflin

had gone to Washington, to look up
sometling in connection with his patent.
In his eagerness to get away from home,
Dan had supposed that his father meant
to make a holiday for him, and he learned
with a little surprise that he was quite in
earnest about getfing hold of the inven-
tion. He wrote home of Lafflin's absence,
and he got a telegram in reply ordering
him to follow on to Washington.

The sun was shining warm on the as-
phalt when he stepped out of the Penn-
sylvania Depot with his bag in his hand,
and put it into the hansom that drove up
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for him. The sky overhead was of an
intense blue that made him remember the
Boston sky as pale and gray; when the
hansom tilted outinto the Avenue hehad a
joyous glimpse of the White House, of the
Capitol swimming like a balloon in the
cloudless air. A keen March breeze swept
the dust before him, and through its
veil the classic Treasury Building showed
like one edifice standing perfect amid ruin
represented by the jag-footh irregularities
of the business architecture along the wide
street.

He had never been in Washington be-
fore, and he had a confused sense of hay-
ing got back to Rome, which he remem-
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