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“I WOULD NOT., IF I COULD.”

T would not dig my past

Up from its grave of weakness and regret ;

Up from its hopes—which glimmered but to set—
TIts dreams, that could not last !

YetI can look before,

And profit by thel essons sadly learned ;

As children, playing with the fire, are burned,
And tempt its glow no more.

I would not, if I could,
Live o’er again this dark, uncertain life—
This slipping backward in the daily strife
Of reaching after good.

. Yet I can know how weak
Are all below, and 50 sweet Charity
Will eling and grow about each form I see,
And thus to me will speak :

I would not open out
The half-healed wonnds of other years, long fled :
"Twere better they were numbered with the dead,
Better than fear or doubt.

YetIcan truly say,
Let the dead past bury its dead. We g0
So swittly onward to life’s sunset glow—
And then, there is no day !

Life is too short to waste

In vain repinings or in weak regrets ;

The strongest heart endures, and never frets
O’er joys it may not taste ;

And he who can go on
Bravely and firmly in the allotted way,
Gaiving new strength with every darkened ray,
Shall surely reach the dawn.

. And so I would not lift
Up from the.grave the shadows of the past;
The clouds that all my sky once overcast
Iuto the night may drift.

For there'’s enough to fill
Each hour and moment of the days to come ;
‘Then wherefore woo the shadows to our home ?
. The valleys to our hill ?
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CHAPTER VI.
A MAN AND HIS MONEY,

It is a pity somebody had not come to see ;
and_somebody would, only that Rollo had a
good many things to attend to Jjust now besides
liis own pleasure. Instead, when the morning
was half over, came Miss Phinney Powder, and
the sleep and the attitude were broken up.
Hazel went to her in the drawing-room.

Miss Josephine was in an unsettled state of
. Inind ; for she first placed herselfon an ottoman

by the fire-place, then got up and went to the
window and stood looking out ; all the while
ratting on of indifferent things, in a rather
languid way ; then at last came and sank down
in a very low position at Wych Hazel’s feet on
the carpet. She was a pretty girl ; might have

'l extremely pretty, if her very Pronounced
style of manners had not drawn lines of bold-

Dess, almost of coarseness, where the lip should
have been soft and the eyebrow modest. The
whole expression was dissatisfied and jaded to-
day, over and above those lines, which even low
spirits could not obliterate.

** It must be awfully nice to have such a place
ay this all to yourself—house and all ;—just to

. yourself ! You needn’t be marricd till you've
amindto. Don't you think it's g great bore
to be married s .

‘‘ People can always wait,” said Wych Hazel,

“ Wait #* sajd Phinney.' ““For what ?’

** For such a great bore,”” said Hazel, stroking
the cat; - : :

.. ““How can you wait

. ““ What hinders ?”

“ Why ! you must be married, you know,
some time ; and it don’t do to stay till you
can’t get a good chance. It's such a bore!”
said the poor girl helplessly.

Somehow, Hazel's own happinéss made her
rather tender towards these notes of complaint.

“What do you menn 1" she said, leaning
down by Phinney. ‘I would not take even * a
good chance’ to be wiserable.”

“I'm just in a fix,” said Josephine, “and I
can’t get out of it. And I came to see you on
}mrpose to talk. I thought maybe you would
\ave some sympathy for me, K‘obody has at
home.”

““Sympathy ! What abcut ¢

““ Papa wants me to marry somebody—who
“oIes pestering me every other day.”

Josephine looked disconsolately out of the
‘window. - The weary face was eloquent of the
system under which she declared herself suffer-
ing.

* Somebody you do not like 1 said Hazel.

O I like him—1I like him pretty well ; he's
ratler jolly on the whole ; but—that's another
thing from being married, you kuow. I like
very well to have him round,—bringing me
flowers and doing cverything I bid him ; I Lave
made rather a slave of him, that's g fact ; it's
awfully ridiculous! He doesn’t dare say his
soul’s his own, if 1 siay it's mine, and 1 snub
hint in every other thing. Bat then—it’s un-

sa.ld Phinney.

other thing to go and marry him. Maybe he
wouldn’t %ike me to snub him, if I was hig
wife. Mamma don’t dare do it to papa, I know ;
unless she does it on the sly.”

Hazel drew back rather coldly.

T think it is extremely probable he would
not like it,” she said. ** He is not much of a
man, to stand it now.”

“Not " cried Josephine. * Why what is
the good of a man if you can’t sunb him ? And
if a man pretends to like you, of course he'll
stand anything you give him. I like the
bridle figure in the Cerman—that suits me 3—
when I'm the driver ; but the Germans are all
over for this season. Aren’t you awfully sorry ?”

“No. And a girl ought to be ashamed to
talk as you do, Josephine !”

““Now hush ! You shan't snub me. 1 came
to you for comfort. Why ought I to be ashamed
to talk s0? Don’t you like to have your own
way

““My own way does not trend in that direc-
tion,” said Miss Kennedy. ““And 1 should
scorn to have it over such a weak thing as a
man who would let a girl fool him to his face.”

““ Men like such fooling. I know they do. I
can do just what I like with thein. But then
if I was married,—I don’t suppose I could fool
so many at once. Why, Hazel, if you don’t
have your own way with men who let you, who
will you have it with? Not the men who
won’t let; such a bluebeard of a man as your
guardian, for instance. O do tell me ! don’t
you sometimes get tired of living ?’ -

““ We are talking about your affairs this
morning,” said Hazel. *‘I should get tired of
living, very soon, I think, at your rate,”

** 'am,” said Josephine. And she looked so.
‘ Sometimes I am ready to wish T had never
been born. What's the good of living, any-.
how, Hazel, when the fun’s over ?’

“Fun?" Hazel repeated,—how was she to
tell this girl what seemed to her just now the
good of living ?

“Yes. You know all the summer there have
been the garden parties and the riding parties,
and the Germans, and the four-in-hand parties,
and all sorts of delightful things; and now
they’re all over; and it makes me so blue ! To
be sure, by and by, thero will be the season in
town ; but that won’t be much till after the
holidays, anyhow ; and [ feel horridly. And
now comes Charteris bothering me. What
would you do, Haze] ”

““ What would I Jo ?* Hagzel repeated again,
with a curious feeling that there was but one
man in the world, and so of course what could
anybody do! A little shy of the subject too,
and feeling her cheeks grow warm in' the dis-
cussion. * Do you like him very much, Jose-
phine #”

“Very much ?” — deliberately. “ No. [
don’t think I like him very much. But papa
says that will come fast enough when 1 am
married. He says,—you know Charteris is
awfully rich,—he says, papa says, this marriage
will give me such a”“ position.” Mamma don’t
conceive that one of her daughters can want
position.  But then, papa is a little lower
down than mamma, you know. Well, I should
have ‘ position,” and everything else I want—
carriages and jewels, you Kiiow ; diamonds ;
don’t you like diamonds? I could have all 1
wan*. 1If I could only have them without the
man {”

“You could live with him all your life, you
think ? by the help of the diamonds ?*

‘“ Papa says so. And mamma says so. I
don’t get any feeling at home. Aunabella is
wholly engaged in getting up parties to go to
Dane Rollo’s readings in Morton Hollow ; that’s
all she thinks about. Isu’t he too ridiculous ¢’

“1I asked about Mr. Charteris,” said Wych
Hazel, knitting her brows a little. ** And it is
you who must live with him—not your father
and mother. Could you do it, Josephine ? with
him alone ?”

““One must live with somebody, 1 suppose,”
said Josephine, idly pulling threads from a foot
mat-near her. .

““Well could you live without him " said
her questioner, - taking a short cut to her point
of view.

‘¢ Charteris ?
know.”

‘‘ Answer!” said Hazel, knitting her brows
again, :

“Live without Charteris? I should say |
could. From my present point of view. Easy !
But it comes back to that awful bore, Hazel ; a
girl has got to be married. I wish I was &
man.”

¢“Then I would,”

‘“ What ¢’

““ Live without Mr. Charteris. And as you
caunot be a man, suppose you talk like a wo-
man.”

““ What do you mean ?’ said
ing doubtfully at her.
to be snubbed, 1 know.
me

** No,—not when you talk so.
not ‘got to get married.” And
some oné you can live without, you deserve
what you will get.”

“ What will T get 7’ said Josephine.

“John Charteris—without the bouquet and
the fooling.”

“I don’t know but he's very good,” said
Josephine meditatively, ¢ And Huzel, a girl
can’t live without getting married.  What
should I do, for instance 1’

“ Wait vl the rigit person comes,” said
ITazel.  ““And if Le never comes, he thankiul
that you escaped the wrong one.”

He ain’t the jolliest man I

said Wych Hazel quictly.

l’hinney, look-
*“1 haven’t come lLere
Aren’t you sorry for

A girl hasg
if you marry

‘“ But suppose the right person, as you call
him, is poor ¥’ said the young lady with a pe-
culiar subdued inflexion of voice.

“0, is that it !” said Wych Hazel. ¢¢Then
if he thinks you can make him rich, I would
keep up the delusion.”

“But I can’t, Hazel. Papa hasn’t much to
give any of us. He has just enough to get
along with comfortably.”

‘ There are other things in the world, be-
sides money, I suppose ?’ said Hazel. ¢ And |
know there could be no starvation wages for
me, like diamonds from a hand I did not love.”

*“I like diamonds though,” said Josephine.
‘“And it’s dreadful to be poor. You don't
know anything about it, Hazel. You're of no
consequence, you have no power, nobody cares
about you, even you’ve got to ask leave to
speak ; and then nobody listens to you! I mean,
after you are too old to flirt. I don't want to
be poor. And Mr. Charteris wonld put me be-
yond all that. He has (s)leuty. And they say I
would love him by and by.” It's such a bore ”
And the young lady leaned her head upon her
hand with a really cisconsolate face.

‘I thought you just said somebody does care
about you ?"

“Did I? I don’t recollect.”

““You said ‘the right person’ was poor.
Which would seem to imply that he is in exist-
ence.”

““Well, he might just as well as not,” said
Josephine in the same tome. ¢ They would
never hear of my marrying him. It's all very
nice to drive four-in-hand with somebody, and
dance the German with him ; and have good
times at pic-nics and such things ; but when it
came to settling down iu a little bit of a house,
without a roum in it big enough for u German ;
and ingrain carpets on the floors—] couldn’t,
Hazel 1™ said the girl with a shudder, And
there it is, you see,”

Wyeh Hazel looked at her—and then she
laughed. '

** There is nothing much more fearful than
‘ the right person’ on ingrain carpets,’’ she said
mockingly, ¢ Except, perhaps, the wrong one
on Turkey.”

*‘ Turkey carpets are Jjolly under your feet,”
said Josephine. ¢ And after all, I wonder if it
Inatters so much about the man ? At least,
when you can’t have the right one.  Well, you
don’t help me much. Annabells wanted” to
know if you wouldn’t join a party to hear Dane
Rollo read, Saturday night 2~ Sheis crazy about
those readings. I believe she’s touched about
him. Wil you go #’

““No. J osephine, it matters everything about
the man,” said Hazel earnestly., ¢ What sort

of a life do you expect, if you begin with a false
oath ?”

‘“ A false oath ?’

““Yes. Think what you have to promise.”

““ What do I have to promise ?"

* You know,” said Hazel impatiently. * You
have seen people married often enough to re-
member what they wust say.”

‘I never thought about ‘what
Jjust a form ; that's all.”

‘““ You would like to have Mr. Charteris con-
sider kis part just a form #°

I never thought anythiug else about it. [t
is a form that would give me a right to the dia-
monds, you know, or anything else his money
could buy. O dear! if one could have the
things without the man! Wil you go to hear
Rollo read v’

“* Well you had better think about it,” said
Hazel. ““Ifit is onrly a form, it will give you
a clear right to be miserable. [ advise you to
go straight home and study the words, and try
them with different names. And do not really

they said. It’s

say them to any one they do not fit. Do you
hear me, Josephine ?’ .
The girl was looking up in her face with g

look strange: for her ; alook
Hazel herself ; searching,
secretly admiring. - The
window with a half sigh.

“ Fais que dois,
added softly. .
©“I don’t know ‘what [ ¢ ht to do I” i
Josephine. ‘“How can I ?° ‘}% Stuart N igbstai‘:g
gale had anything but what he spends —O what's
the use talking about i, Hazel 2 Suppose I
hailn’t money to dress myself decently P o

‘“ A man who has nothin%bu't what he speuds,
spends too much,” said ych Hazel, with a
smile to herself over the duration of Mr. N ight-
ingale’s *life-long % heartbreak of the fai before,
¢ Do you mean that he would not spare a little
for you 9’ L

‘“ He hasn't lg:gh for both,” said Josephine,
looking very diginl. ““T"other one has enough
for a dozen.” -

‘‘ Did you never hear,” said her hostess laugh-
ing, *‘ that—in certain circumstances—

** Half éuough for one, is always
More thun just euongh tor two 1"’

studious of Wych
somewhat wondering,
look went off to the

¢“ No,” said Jogephine abstractedly, Whe
comes here that rides a light bay horse ¢ :

‘ Everybody comes here. But I seldom look
at their horses. Why »*

““One went by just now.
the horse, and [ hadn’t time to see the rider.
He'll come in, 1 suppose, If Aunabells knew
all, she wouldn’t care so much about this match;
for just s soon asI marry John Charteris,
papa’ll sell Paul Charteris his piece of land ; and
that’s a job Dane Rollo wouldn’t like, "’

“ Why not 7" said Hazel, with a desperate
calm®ess, and her heart beginning to beat so
that it half took her breath away, ““Isit lund
Mr. Rollo wants for himself 2

“He wouldn’t like auybody else to have it,

I was lookiug at

ou bet I” 1o

.| which she expected would

advienne que‘pOurra," Hazel |

lied Miss Powder, at last getting
up from the floor and shaking herself into order.
““I must go.”

* But I said, why not ¥ Wych Hazel repeat-
ed. *There—you have ripped off your flounce.”

“Idid that getting out of the pheton. O
well I—it'll have to go so till I get home.
Everybody will know T didn’t dress myself so on
purpose ; and besides, nobody will see it. Not
tll I get there. You haven't a needle and silk,
have you, Hazel .

‘“Yes, if yon will come up to my room forit,”
said Hazel, glad enough of an excuse to get her
away. But Miss Powder had no mind to be
spirited off. She had her own views, and ex-
cused herself.

‘“O thank you! but it’s not worth while ;
and I can’t wait, either. Well, I must go and
meet my fate, I suppose.”

* What does Mr. Charteris want with more
land ¥’ said Hazel, arranging the torn flounce.

‘0, to serve Rollo out, you know, for being
80 mean.”

“Is that it !”” said Wych Hazel.
1 do not understand.”

‘“ Why,” said Josephine,

‘¢ How ?

watching the door,
open to admit the
rider of the bay horse whoever he might be,
** papa has a bit of land not worth much to him,
just above Mr. Morton’s ground that that pirate

a8 bought ; just above the mills. If Paul Char-
teris can get that, he will know what use to put

it to. That will do, my dear, I dare say. [ am
tl:wl'fu}ly obliged for your care of my respecta-
ility. "

““What use ?’ said Hagzel seriously. ¢ Here
is one more tear——"

*“0 1 don’t understand those things. Do you
know what water power means ?”

“Yes.”

““ Well—if Paul Charteris gets that land,—
and if I marry John Charteris he will— he’ll cut
off the water power. I don’t know what it
means, nor how he’ll do it; but Mr. Rollo’s
mills will stop. And in that case, somebody at
home will hate Paul Charteris! Well, she’d
better have stood by me then.”

The young lady detached herself at last, with
a kiss to Wych Hazel, and bowled away in her
little basket-wagon. .

CHAPTER VII.
THE EMERALD.

Hazel let her see herself out from the door of
the drawing room, and then stood still in the
middle of the floor with a hand on each side of
her face. Not, however, considering the land
qll:estion just then. She had seen Mr. Rollo but
three times for a whole year,—so ran the first
thought. And she had not seen him at all,
since the other night,—so chimed in the second,
And these three days of sleep and unconscious-
ness had confused the universe to that degree,
that whether the world was round or triangular
Or square might be called a nicely balanced
question. Had the bay horse stopped ?—then
where was his rider ¢

Hazel darted out of a side door, and stood still
to consider. Walked slowly along for a step or
two, (flying about did not Just agree with her
to-day) then took her way to the red rcom, en-
tering noiselessly ; also by a side door. Blush-
Ing as if she had not done her duty in that res-
pect the other day, and so had large arrears to
make up ; but not losing the delicate look even
80

“How do You do, Mr. Rollo ?’
and holding ‘out her hand,—rather, it must be
confessed, across a great easy chair which stood
in the way. He had been making up the fire
When she ‘came in, and had lookeg up and let
the tongs drop just before she spoke. Rollo was
cool enough, however, to see the easy chair and
come round it ; but his greeting wae grave and
wordless. Perhaps he too remembereﬁr:hat she
had not seen him since the other night. At any
rate, anxiety and sympathy and iugnite tender-
néss had more to express than could be put into
words, for the power of words is limited. When
he did speak, it was a simple demsad to know
how she'did 7 Very welf” she said, softly as
before. £

“ Is it very well
how has it been these three days ¢

““O—I have been slee y. As perhaps you
;}eard," she- said, with the pretty curl of her

1ps

she said softly,

he said earnestly. ¢ And

He looked at her a minute, then suddenly re-
leasn!g. her, turned away to the fire and picked
up his tongs again. '] wigh you would do
something to comfort me 1’* he exclaimed. And
the strong gre eyes were full of tears.

Hazel gave himn an extremely astonished look,
which went away, and came again, and once
more came -back, growing very wistful. She
moved a step nearer to him, then stood still,

- ““What is it, Mr, Rollo ” she said with one
of her sweet intonations, which was certainly
‘ comfort’ so far gs it went. ““What am I to
do? 1 mean "—she added timidly, “ what have
I done " —for it was greatly Hazel's habit to
somehow charge things back npon herself. But
Rollo mended the fire with serupulous exactness,
put it in perfect order, set up his tongs ; and
then stood by the mantel-piece, leaning his el-

there and looking down at his work, Ha-
zel watched him, at fimt with shy swift glances,
then, as he did not Jook up, her look hecame
more stea.y. What was he thinking of ¢ It
must be something she had done,—something
which he had just heard of, perhaps,—-some wild
piece of mischief op thoughtlessness executed
last summer or in the spring.  Wag he wonder.



