SEPTEMBER.
SONNET BY HENRY PRINCE.

Like a fair vision of alove long lost,
That fills the soul with jof’ e’en to remember,
So comes the gipsy, hazel-eyed September,
With gift of fruits for summer’s pentecost.
How fair is she, enrobed in emerald glow !
For her wan nature, it's lust effort makes ;
But like the expiring spark of light that wakes
To brightest light before its final throe,
"Fisall in vain; a yellow melancholy
Lays daily siege to all that lingers fair;
And hope seems but the shadow of despair,
So fain the Jast sweet blush on things laid lowly.
‘Then, where exhausted life and beauty lie,
Thir dear autumnal maid, in tears, lies down to die
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CHAPTER XIX.
SCHOOLING,

All Hazel’s news thus far had come from Dr.
Maryland’s house ; brought by Primrose or sent
in a note. There was not much to tell ; at least
not much that anybody wanted to tell. The
sick-beds in the two cabins, the heavy atmos-
phere of disease, the terrible ‘quarrantine, the
weary tension of day and night, the incessant
stiain on the physicial and mental strength of
the few nurses,—nobody wrote or spoke of
these. The suspense, nobody spoke of that ei-
ther, The weeks of October and November
slowly ran out, and the days of December began
to follow.

One mild, gentle winter morning, Dr. Mary-
land’s little old gig mounted the hill to Chick-
aree.

Dr. Maryland had not been there, .as it hap-
pened, for a long time ; not since the event
which had made such a change in all the cir-
cumstances of its mistress ; nor in all that time
had he seen Hazel. The place looked wintry
cenough to-day, with its bare trees, and here and
there the remnant of a light snow that had fall.
en lately ; but the dropped leaves were carried
away, and the sweep showed fresh touches of
the rake; everything was in perfect order.
Dingee ushered the visitor into the great draw-
ing-room, to warin himself by a corresponding
fire ; and there ina minute Hazel joined him,
looking grave and flushed. The doctor had not
sat down ; he turned to face her as she came
in.

““Well, my dear !”" said he cheerily.
do you do ?*

** Very well, sir, thank you.”

“You are alone? Mr. Falkirk is away, ]
understaud ; just gone #”

““Yes, sir.

““Gone to a sick sister in England, and left
you alone.” )

““Yes sir. It is nothing very new for me
to be alone,” said Hazel.

‘ But for you to be so much alone ? Well, I
suppose he thought there would soon be some-
hody to take care of you. We have the good
news now that those poor people seem to he all
getting well.  Arthur reports that there are no
new cases. I am most thanktul I”

Hazel answered with merely a gesture of as-
sent.  She had no words to say whai she could
say.

‘1 suppose Dane would be soon out of quar-
rantine now.—But he is not quite well himself,
Arthur tells me ; knocked up by watching and
incessant exertions, 1 suppose.”

For a minute Hazel hel.]d her breath—growing
s0 white that even the old doctor must see it.
Then she turned away in a gentle, noiseless way
and leaned her head down upon the back of her
chair.  She must have support somewhere,

*“1t is nothing but a low feverish aifection,”’
Dr. Maryland hastened to say. ** May be te-
dious, perliaps, for a while, but shews no dan-
gerous syu}]vtoms at present.  We must not an-
ticipate evil, my dear.”

Hum.-l did answer that ; bug
up again and asked one or two quiet questions
as to time and place.

““He is at Gyda's, my dear ; théy took him
up there, being the nearest place. Mrs. Bogr.
resen is a good nurse, and devoted to him ; and
so is Arthur. He will not want ‘anything.
Hazel, my child, can you cast your cares off on
the one arm strong to help #* .

She started up and went to the fire, pickin,
up brands and pushing the red coals right mﬁ
left, uutil the wood burst out iuto rilliant
flame.  And all the time she was saying to her-

self, “ He will not have ne,— he does not want
me.” But she came back to her place agaiu
without a word. Dr. Maryland Jooked on, pity-
ing, feeling for her, and yet oddly without any-
thing to say. He had lived so long and seen so
much of life and had got so far above its chan..
ges ; more, he had lived so much in his study
and felt life so little except in contemplation,
and with so small an admixture of practical ex-
perience of human nature, that he looked at the
young thing before him and was conscious of
his unreadinvess, and in some sort of his unfit.
ness, to minister to her.

‘¢ Are you lonely, my dear ¢ 'Would you like
to have Primrose come and keep you com-

‘““ How

presently she sat
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“Oh no !” said Hazel hastily. Then she be-
gan again, and tried to catch up her eager
words and soften off their corners; speaking
with a wistful affectionate tone that was half
pleading, half deprecating. ‘T mean-—1 do not
want anybody with me, sir. I am out a great
deal—and sometimes very busy at home. And
—some other time, maybe, Primrose will
come.”

Dr. Maryland considered her with a recogni-
zing smile on his lips, and a very tender look
in his thoughtful eyes.

¢ 1 understand,”” he said. ¢ There is room
in the house for only one presence just now.—
Are you going to be a true helpmeet to Dane,
Hazel, in all his work ?”

‘1 do not know, sir.”--Hazel always classed
such questions, coming to a preoccupied mind,
under the general head of ¢ pins and needles,’
and never hy any chance gave them much of an
answer,

‘¢ He will want a helpmeet. A wile can hin-
der her husband, or he}p him, very materially.
Dane has taken a great deal on his shoulders.
He thinks you will be a help to him ; “the best
possible,’ he told me one day, when 1 ventured
to ask him.”

The words shook her so, colming close as they
did upon the news of his illness, upon thoughts
of his danger, that for a minute Hazel moved
like one bodily pain ; and more than one min-
ute went by, before she answered, low and hus-
kily,—¢¢ He knew I would try.”

‘“My dear, there is only one way,” the old
doctor said very tenderly. ~ ¢ Dane has set out
to follow his Master. If you would help him
you must follow with him.”

Hagzel glanced up at tho kind face from under
her eyelashes. (‘ould she dare open her heart
to him? No,—young as she was, her life ex-
perience had cut deeper channels than Dr. Mary-
land’s own ; he could not follow her ; it was no
use ; she must bear the trials and work out her
problems alone.

‘1 know, sir,” she said gently. But she said
no more. And perhaps Dr. Maryland had an
intuitive sense that the right words could not be
spoken just then, and that the wrong ones
would be worse than an impertinence. For he
only looked gravely at the young creature, and
added no more either of counsel or comfort at
that time. He did not stay loug, nor talk much
while he staid, of anything; but he was
thoughtfully observant of Hazel. He gave her
a parting shot on taking leave.

‘¢ Good-bye, my dear he said with a kind and
shrewd smile. ‘I hope Dane will not let you
have your own way too much for your good ;—
but I am afraid of it !

The girl's eyes flashed up at him then, as if
she thought there was r«ther less danger of that
than of any other one thing in the world. Then
she ran down the steps after ker old friend, and
gave little finishing touches to his comfort in
the shape of a foot-muff and an extra lap-robe,
and held his hand for a minute in both hers,—
all with very few words and yet saying a great
deal. And when Dr. Maryland reached home,
he found that a basket of game had in some sur-
reptitious manner got into his gig.

‘“Small danger of that !” Haze% thought, go-
ing back to his remark, as she went back into
the house. But it was not such a question
that brought the little hauds in so weary fash-
ion over her face. She stood very still for a
minute, and then went swiftly upstairs to finish
the work which Dr. Maryland had interrupted.
That could not wait ; and Hazel was learning,
slowly, that the indulgence of one's own sorrow
con. So the work was well done: only with
two or three sighs breathed over it, which gave
kind Mrs. Bywank a heartache for the rest of
the day. But then Hazel hastily swallowed a
cup of the chicken broth and went off to her
room. 1t had come now, without if or perhaps,
and she could only sit down and face it. The
one person in all the world to whom she be-
}wlonged,—-the only one that belonged to

ler !—

For a while, in the bitterness of the know-
Iedgc that he was sick, Hazel seemed to herself
half benumbed ; and sat stupidly dwelling on
that one fact, feeling it, and yet less with a
sense of lpaiu than of an intolerable burden. A
weight that made her stiv and move sometimes,
as if she could get away from it so. It was no
use to tell her not to anticipate ; to say he was
not much sick ; that was thin ice, which would
not bear. And now on a sudden Hazel found
herself confronted with a new enemy, and was
deep in the fight. What then? Only her own
willin a new shape.

She had come out so gently and sweetly, so
clearly tuo, from the mouths of restless perplex-
ity and questioning ; she had agreed, she had

‘decided, that her will should be the Lord’s will.

Nuw came a sudden sharp test. She had cho-
;su heaven, with earth yet in her hand,—mow

f earth were taken away ¢ And what if to do
the Lord’s will should bé all that was left her,

to fill her life ? Did her consent , did her accep-

 tance, reach so far?

And—Oh how hard that was ! —to study the
question, she must throw full upon it the li%‘ht
(or the darkness) of things that might be.
Things that she would not have let any one say
to her, km(’e-gdged Fosaibilities came and went
and came again, till Hazel stopped hercars and
buried her face in the cushions and did every-
thing in the world to shut them out. What
use ! She fad to consider them. Was she will-
ing now that the Lord should do what he pleas-
ed with Zim ?—She could not word it any other
way. And the fight was long: and time and

pany !”’

again pain came in such measure that she could

attend only to that. And so the day went by
with occasional interruptions, and then the un-
broken night.

She could submit,— she must submit: could
she accept? Nothiug was anything without
that. And she was getting almost too worn out
to know whether she could or not. So she
would sit, with her face buried in her hands,
putting those fearful questions to herself, and
with answering shivers running over her from
head to foot. Then would come interval of
restless pacing the floor, thinking all socts of
things ; chiefly, that the very minute it was
light she would set off for Morton Hollow.

hat would that serve ! what could she do if
she were there? But one Hand could meddle
with these things, and work its will. And for
a while a bitter sense of the Lord’s absolute
power seemed to lie on her head and heart till
she felt crushed. She could not walk any long-
er, she could not debate questions ; she could on-
ly lay her head against the arm of the chair, and
sit still, bearing that dull pain, and starting at
the sharp twinges that now and then shot
through it.

There came to her at last, as she sat there,
suddenly, the old words. Words read to her
so long ago, and learned so lately. They had
reached her need then, and there she had in a
sort left them, bound up with that. But once
morc now they came, so new, so glorious, all
filled with light.

¢ For the love of Christ constraineth us *’ !—
The key to life work, but no less to life endur-
ance. And the key turned softly, and the bolts
flew back, and Wych Hazel covered her face
saying eagerly, ¢ Yes, yes!”

But then, even with the saying,, she broke
quite down, and a stormy flood of tears swept
over her, and left her at last asleep.

There was no getting back when the day
dawned. But Hazel soon found that this
question was not to be ended once for all like
the other. It came up anew with each new
morning, and must be so met, and answered :
in full view of what unknown possibilities the
day might bring or the night have brought, the
assenting * yes’” must be spoker. The strug-

le was long, sometimes, and sometimes it was
ate before she left her room ; but those who
saw her face of victory when she came would re-
member it always.

Still, the days were long. And hearts are
weak ; and Hazel grew exceedingly weary. Chaf.
ing most of all against the barriers that kept
her from Morton Hollow. At first, when Dr.
Maryland left her that night she thought she
should go with the sunrise nextday. Then
she recollected herself.

“I said I would follow his bidding ¥ 7
could,” she remembered, —‘“and 1 can wait
one day.” I’ :

And so she could wait two, and so she waited
on. One day she iust go ; the next, she would
write and ask permission. ‘‘ But he never ask-
ed me to write !”’~-she thought suddenly, cover-
ing her face in shame. ‘“ What would he think
of me?” Bat och, why had he given such
orders {— .

It was the old story,—she was supposed to
have no discretion.

‘1 dare say he thought 1 should rush over if
I had a fingerache 1"’ she said with sowne natur-
al indignation. Was she then really so little
10 be trusted? Wych Hazel sat down to
study the matter, aud as usual, before the exer-
cise had goue on loug, she began to foot up
hard things against herself. How she had
talked to him that night !'—what things she
had told him! Then afterwards what other
things she lad proposed to do,-—propositions
that were stamped at once with the seal of im-
propriety. Hazel pressed her hands to her
cheeks, trying to call off those pauinful flushes.
Well—he should see now !—She could wait, it
he could. Which praiseworthy climax was
reached—like the top of Mount Washington—
in a shower of rain. But the whole effect of
these musings was to make her shrink within
herself, and take up again all the old shyness
which had been yieldiug, little by little, Defore
the daily intercourse of the month past. Prim
found her very stately over reports, after this ;
and even good Dr. Maryland would often fare
no better, and betake himself home in an ex-
tremely puzzled state of mind. That the girl
was half breaking her heart over the twofold
state of things, nobody would have guessed.
Unless, possibly, Mrs. Bywank.

Meantime, the purchase of the Hollow pro-
perty ftom Gov. Powder had been completed ;
and the fine fall weather tempting people to
stay and come, and the region being thus full
of guests, Chickaree had been regularly besieged
during most of these two months. And almost
at the time the sickness broke out in the Hol-
low, Mr. Falkirk had been summoned to Eng-
land, where his only remaining sister was liv-
ing, with the news that she was very ill. Mr.
Fa%kirk had neverthelsss stood to his post, un-
til the fever had gone in the Hollow and he
saw that Rollo would soon be able to resume
his place. And then he had gone, wmuch to
Wych Hazel's disgust. ““ It seems,”’ she said,
‘“ that I can never want anybody—even my own

| guardians,—so much as somebody else !’

CHAPTER XX.
ABOUT CHRISTMAN,

The days lingered along, but no worse news
came. Rollo was slowly regaining his usual con-
dition. Still December was half gone before
with all his good will he could undertake the
drive from the Hollow to Chickaree.

E

Late one afternoon Dr. Arthur set him down
at the old house door. A cool winter breeze
was fitfully rustling the dry leaves and giving a
monitory brush past the house now and then ;
whispering that Christmas was near ane snow
coming. Staying for no look at the suulight in
the tree-tops, Rolfo marched in and went
straight to the red room. He stood suddenly
still on opening the door. No one was there,
not even the presence of a fire, but chair and
foot-cushion stood as they had been left two
months before ; the aches had not been removed
and the flowers in the vase had faded and drop-
ped with no renewal. Rollo next went down
the hall to Mrs. Bywaunk’s quarters. Here a
side door stood open, and Mrs. Bywank herself
stood on the steps shading her eyes and gazing
down the road.

‘“ What are you looking for, Mrs. Bywank
said a cheery voice behind her.

“Mr. Rollo!” cried the old housekdeper
turning with a_delighted face. 1 am glad to
see you again sir, surely ! And well-nigh your-
self again ! 1 was just looking for Miss Wych
—it is time she was home.”

‘“ Where is she ?*

“Off and away,” said Mrs. Bywank, with
the smile of one who knows more than his ques-
tioner. ¢ She's a busy little mortal, these
days.”

What does she find to be so busy about ?”

‘I should like to tell you the whole story,
sir,—if we had time,”’ said Mrs. Bywank with
a glance down the road. *“She’ll never tell—
and I think you ought to know. Step this way
Mr. Rollo, and you can see just as well and be
more comfortable.”

Mrs. Bywank led the way to a little corner
room were fire and easy chairs and a large win-
dow commanding the approach.

“ 1 suppose you’d like to hear, sir,” she said
as she replenished the fire, “‘how the world has
goue on down this way for nearly two months
bacek 7

““Very much,”—Dane said gravely, with
however a restless look out of the window.

“ Well sir, about the first days I cannot say
much. T hardly saw Miss Wych at all. She
used to dress up and come down and meet Mr.
Falkirk, and then she’d go back to her room,
and rhere she staid.  Only she’d given me or-
ders about the articles for the Hollow.

So one morning, just as the beef and things
were brought into my kitchen, and one of the
maids had gone down for a kettle, in walked
Miss Wych. ¢ Byo,” says she, ““I am going
to make everything myself in future.”—
‘‘But my dear ! said I, “‘you don’t know
how.” :

““I am going to learn,” says she.

“Well,” said 1, “you can look on ‘and
learn.”

““1 will do it then and learn,” says she—and
she marched right up to me and untied my big
apron and put it on lherself ; for T don’t believe
then she had an apron belonging to her.”

Without ceasing to keep watchjof the win-
dow, Dane’s eves gave token of hearing and
heedind, growing large and soft, with a flash
coming across them now and then.

“It's a nice business to hinder Miss Wych
when she has a mind,” Mrs, Bywaunk went on ;
“but I couldn’t see her tiring herself over the
fire—so 1 said, * But my dear, think of your
hands! No gloves !””

*“ What about my hands ?” says she.

““Cooking is bad for them Miss Wyeh,”
says 1. :

“ls it ¢ said she. ¢ Well, they've had
their share of being ornamental.  What is the
fivst thing to do, Byo

*“ 8o I felt desperate, —and said 1, ¢ My dear
when Mr. Rollo comes back he will not like to
find your hands any different from what they
are uow.—She turned round upon me so,” said
Mrs. Bywank laughing a little, ““that 1 didn’t
know what she would say to me for my imper-
tenance. However, she only gave me one great
look out of her eyes,—und then stood looking
at her hands, and then slie ran off,—and was
gone a good little while. And 1 felt so bad 1
couldn’t set to work nor anything, till at last 1
kuew it must be done, and 1 told the girl to set
the kettle on. And just then back she came,
looking— Well, you’ll know some day, sir, how
Miss Wych can look,” said Mrs. Bywank with
dim eyes. ¢ However, the lgoves were on ;
and she just took hold, steady and quiet as an
old hand, and never opened her lips but to ask
a quétion. Of course I sat by and directed,
and kept a girl there to lift and run ; but from
that day Miss Wych . made everp single thin,
that went to the Hollow—or to you, sir—wit
her own little fingers. So that Kepr her fast all
the mornings.”

Dane’s 8yes did not leave the window. His
lips took a firmer compression.

‘“ Then in the afternoons she just shut Ler-
self up again,—and I knew that would not do,
and I begged her to go out. So she said at last
that she could’nt go and come without such a
train—and it did seem as if people were be-
witched, sure enough,”” said Mrs. Bywank. ‘1
think there never was such a run on the house.
What with you sick and Mr. Falkirk somehow
n_otrtaking much notice—You know he’s gone,
sir

“Yes.”

““Miss Wych took it rather to heart,” said
Mrs. Bywank. ¢ sShe couldn’t why he went.
But I asked her then why she didn’t ride in the
woods where nobony’d meet ler.—*If there
was anything to do there! she said. * But no-
body lives in my woods.”— ‘¢ Ask Reo,” says I,

‘¢ He goes everywhere.”




