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d DAY OF FATE.

BY RXV. K. P. ROR.

HOOK FIRST-—CUHAPTER V,—MUTUAL DISCOVERIES.

I must have slept for an hour or more, for when [ awoke
1 saw through the window-lattice that the sun was declinin,
in the west.  Sleep had again proved better than all phul-
osophy or medicine, for it had refteshed me and given some-
tking of the woming's elasticity.

1 natucally indulged in a brief retrospect, conscious that
while nothing had happened, since the croaking printer’s re-
matk, that I would cate to print in the paper, experiences hiad
octurred that touched me closer than would the news that
all the Malays of Asia were sunning amuck. I felt as if
thrown back on to ny old life ard work in preciscly their
old form. My expedition into the country and romance had
been disappointing. It is true I had found rest and sleep,
and for these I was grateful, “‘and with these staunch allies
I can go on with my work, which I now believe is the best
thing the world has forme, I shaligo back to it to-morrow,
well content, after this day’s experience, to make it my
mistress, The base possibulity u} being yoked to such a
woman as in fancy I have wooed and won to-day makes me
shiver with inexpressible diead.  1ler obtuscness, combined
with her mictoscopic surveillance, would drive me to the
nearest madhouse { could find. The whole business of love-
making and marriage involves too much risk to a man who,
like myself, must use his wits as a swurd 1o carve his {ortuncs.
I've fought my way up alone so far, and may as well remain
@ free lance. The wealthy, and those who are content to
plod, can go through life with a woman hanging on their
arm,  Rich I shall never be, and 1')l die before I'l] plod.
My place i in the wmidst of the world's arena, where the
forces that shall make the future are contending, and 1 pro-
pose to be an appreciable part of those forces. 1 shall go
back the wiser and stronger for this day’s folly, and infinitely
better for its rest,’ and 1 marched down the moody stair-
way, fccling that I was not yet a cmshed and broken man,
and cherishing also a secret complacency that 1 had at last
outgrown my leanings towards sentimentality.

As Iapproached thedoor of the wide, low-browed parlour, 1
saw Miss Warren reading a paper; a second later and iy heart
gave a bound ; it was the journal of which I was the night-
editor, and I greeted its familiar aspect as the face of an oid
friend in aforcign land. It was undoubtedly the number
that had gone to press the night 1 had bioken down, and 1
almost hoped tu sce some marks of the catastrophe in sts
columns. How could I beguile the coveted sheet from
MPs Warren's hands and steal away to a half-hour’s se-
clusion ?

“What! Miss Warren,” 1 exclaimed, *‘reading a news.
paper on Sunday?”

She looked at me a moment before replying, and then
asked,

“ Do you believe in a Providence? ™

Thrown off my guard by the unexpected question, I
answered,

*¢ Assuredly ; T am not quite ready to admat that 1 am a
fool, even after all that has happened.”

There was laughter in her eyes at once, but she asked in-
nocently,

** What has happened?”

I suppose my colour tose a little, but [ replied carclessly,
*¢1 have made somc heavy blunders of late.  You areadront
in stealing away from a weak position under a fire of ques.
tions, but your stratagem shall not succeed,” { continued
severely.  *“ f{ow czn you explain the fact, too patent to be
concealed, that here in good Mrs. Yocomb's house, and on
a Sunday afternoon, you are reading a secular newspapen?

* You have explained my ~onduct yoursclf,” she said, as-
suu:i;:;?: a finc surpzise.

“* You, and most satisfactorily. You said you believed in
a Providence. I have metcly been reading what He bas
done, or what Ie has permitted within the last twenty-four
hours.”

1 looked around for a chair and sat down *‘struck all of
a heap,™ as the rural vernacular has it.

*¢ Is that your definition of aews 2" 1 veatured at last.

“1'm not a dictionary. That's the definitionof what I've
been reading this afternoon.™

** Miss Warren, you may score one against me.”

The mischicvous light was in her eyes, but sbe sawd
saavely,

** Oh, no, you shall have another chance. 1 shall begin
by shcwmi,: mercy, for I may need it, and 1 see thatyou can
be severe.”

** Well, please, let me take breath and rally my shattered
wits before I make another advance, 1 understand you,
then, that you regard newspapers as grood Suaday teading 2°

“* You prove your ability, Mr. Moston, by drawing a vast

conclusion from asmall and ill.defined premise. 1 don't re-
call making any such statement.”
** Pardon me, you ate at disadvantage now. Iask for no

better premise than your own aclion; for you are onc, 1
think, who would do only what you thoupht right.*

“A palpabicha.  I'mglad 1 shewed you merey.  Still
1t docs not follow that because [ read 2 newspaper, all news.
papess are good Sunday reading.  Indecd, there is much in
this paper that is not good reading for Monday or any other
day.”

% Aht"” I exclaimed, looking grave, *‘then why do you
zead 2"

** § have not. A\ newspaper is like the world of which it
13 a birzef record—{ull of goud and cvil.  In either case, if
one duees 1ot like the evil, « ¢an be left alone °

* Which do you think predonunates in that paper? ™

** On, the gowd, i the main.  There 1s an abundance of
evil, 100, bat 3t s rather in the frank and undisguised 1ecotd
of the cvil in the world. It does not scem to ?nvc got iato
the paper’s blood and poisoned 1is whole life. It is casily

skipped if one is so inclined. There are some journals in
which the evil cannot be skipped.  From the leading edi-
tonal to the obscurest advertisement, one ~*umbles on it
cverywhere. ‘They are like cettain regions in the South, in
wiuch there is no escape from the snakes and malaria. Now
these are low places in this paper, but theie is high ground
also, where the air is good and wholesonie, and where the
outlouk on the world is wide, That is the 1eason [ takeit."

1 was not aware that many young ladies looked, in
jourq:ls or_ this character, beyond tie record of deaths and
marriages.”

“*\Ve studied ancient history. Isit odd that we should
have a faint desire to know what Awericans dre doing, as
well as what the Babylonians did? "

*Oh, 1 do not decry your course as irrational.
rather—iather—"

“* Rather tov rational for a young fady.”

“1 did not say that ; but hete is my excuse,” and [ took
from a 1able near, a pediodical cnlillc«i *““I'he Young Lady's
Own Wecekly,” addressed to Miss Adah Yocomb,

* Have not young men their own weeklies also—which of
the two classes ate the more weakly 2 **

““Ahem 1 1 dechne to pursue this phase of the subject
any further.  ‘T'o return to vur premise, this journal,” and 1
laid my hand on the ofd paper catessitgly. ** It so hap-
pens that 1 read it also, and thus leazn that we have had
many thoughts 1 common ; though, no doubt, we would
differ on some of the questions discussed 1n ite. What do
you think of its politics?”

I think they are often very bad.”

“‘That’s delightfully frank,” 1 said, sitting back in my
chair a litile stifily.  ** I think they are very good—at any
rate they are mine,”

** Perhaps that is the reason they are so good ? "

 Now, pardon me if I, too, ama tiifle plan. Do you
consider youtself as competent to form an o{nnion concerning
pohiics as gray-headed students of sfairs?

* Ol centanly not 3 but do I understand that you accept,
unquestioningly, the politics of the paper you 1ead 2

* Far from 1t ; rather that the politics of this paper com-
mend themselves to my judgment.”

‘“And you think ‘judgment’ an acticle not among 2
young woman's possessions?"

«* Miss Warren, you may think what you please of the
politics of this paper. But how comes it that you think
about themn at all? 1'm sute that they interest but compara.
tively few young ladies.”

fier face suddenly became very grave and sad, and a mo-
ment later she turacd away her eyes that were full of tears.
‘I wish you hadn't asked that question; but I wall explan
my sceming weakness,” she said, ina low faltenng viice. 1
lost my only Urother in the war—1 was scarcely wore thana
cluld; but 1 can see him now—my very idea! of brave,
g)y:(\ll,r'nanhood Should I not Jove the country for which he

ied 2"

Politics ! a word that men so often utter with contempt,
has been halluwed to m= since that moment.

She lovked away for a moment, swiftly pressed her hand-
kerchief tu her eyes, then tuming toward me said, with a
smile, and in her former tones,

**Forpive me! I've been a bit lonely and blue thisalter-
noon, for the day has seminded me of the past. I won't be
weak and woumanish any more. I think some political ques-
ttons nterest a great many women deeply. It must Le so.
\We dont dote un scrambling politicians ; but a man as a
truc statesman makes a grand tiguce.”

1 was not thinking of statecraft or the craftsmen.

**Surely,” 1 exclaimed mentally, ““this git} is more
beautiful than my ° perfect flower of womanhood.” Night.
owl that I am, [ am just gaining the power to see her clearly
as the sun declines.”

1 know that iy face was full of hanest sympathy as Tsaud,
geatly and reverently,

** Lell me moure of your brother.
men make me better.”

She shot a quick, grateful glaace, looked down, trembled,
shook her head, as she faltcred,

*1 cannot—please don't; speak of somcthing far re-
moved.”

The feching was so deep, and yet sb strongly curbed, that
1ts repression affected me mose deeply than could its mani-
festation. Her sorrow became 2 veiled and sacred mystery
of which I could never be wholly unconscinus again ; and !
felt that however strong and britliant she might prove iz our
subsequent talk, 1 should ever sce, back of all, the tender.
heartcd, sensitive woman,

* Please furpive me. [ sas cruelly thoughtless,” 1 sid.,
in a vores that trembled Jlightly.  Then, catching up the
paper, 1 conttnued, with attempted lightness, ** We have
tound this journa), that we mutually read, a fruitful ** eme.
What do you think of its litezary review 2"

Misth and tcars struggled for the mastery in her eyes;
but she answered, with a voice that had regained its clear,
bell-like tone,

** 1n some 1 have seen indisputable proof of impartiality
and freedom from prejudice.”

** In what did that proof consist 2"

** In the cvident fact that the teviewer had not read the
book."”

** You are severe,” I said, colouting slightly.

She looked at me with a little surpnise, but continued,

**‘That daes not happen very often, It is ¢clear that there
arc several contributors to this depaniment, and 1 have come
to look lor the opintons of one of them with much intezest.
I am sure o1 a careful and appreciative estimate of 2 book
from his point of vicw. s une fault appears to be that he
sces evenytiing from one perspective, and does not realize
that the samc thiny may stuike othet intelligent people very
differently.  But he's a fixed and certain quaatity, and a
good point 1o measute from. I like him because he is so
sincere. e sits down to = book as a true scientist dacs 10
a phase of ratute, to really leamn what there is in it, ard not
merely to display = hitle learning, sarcasm, or smartness. 1
always feel sute that 1 know somcthing about a book after
reading onc of his reviews, and also whether 1 could afford

It secms

The thoughts of such

10 spend 2 part of my limited Hime in reading it.”

1 have singled out the same reviewer, and think your
estimate correct.  On another occasion, when we have more
time, I am going to ask how you like the musical critic’s
opinions ; for on that subject you would be at home,"

' \Vhat makes you think su?"

* Miss Yocomb told me that you taught music in the city,
and music 13 about the vnly form of tecieation for which I
have taken time in my busy life, There are many things
concermng the musicaf tendencies of the day that 1 would
like to ask you about, But I hear the clatter of the supper
dishes, \What do you think of the cditorial page, and its
moral tendencies?  That is a goed Sunday theme.”

“There is evidence of much ability, but there is a fack of
carnestness and definite purpose, - The paper is newsy
and bright, and, in the main, wholesome. It reflects public
oPinion fauly aud honestly, but does little to shape it,  1Itis
often spictly contraversial, sometimes tisesomely so. [ doa
goud deal of skippnyg an that line. 1 wish its quanels te.
sulted mote from efforts to right some wrong 3 and there is
so much evil in our city, bohl in high and low places, that
oupht to be fought to the death.  ‘T'heeditor has exceptional
opportunties, and might be the knight-errant of our age. 1(
in catnest, and on the right side, he can forge a weapon out
of public opinion that few evils could resist. And he is in
just the position to discover these dragons, and drive them
from their hiding-places.  If, for instance, the clever pata.
graphist in this column, whose province, it scems, is to come
ment at the last moment on the events of the day, were as
desirous of saying true, strong, earnest words, as bright and
rrophclic ones, in which the news of the motiow i3 also out.

incd—why, Me. Mortan, what is the matter 2’

“* Are you a witch 2"

Ske looked at me a moment, blushed deeply, and asked
hesitatingly,

“ Are—are you the paragraphist 2 **

“Yes,” 1 said, with a Lurst of laughter, **as truly as
yours is the only witchcraft in which I believe—that of
brains.” ‘Then putting my finger on my lips, I added sotto
e, **Don't betray me.  Mr. Yocomb would set all his
dogs on me if he knew 1 were an editor, and I don’t wish to
10 yet.”

““What have I been saying!" she exclaimed with an
appalled look.

** Lots of clever things. I never got so many good hints
in the same time before.”

“1t wasn't fair in you, to lead mic on in the dark.”

**Oh, there wasn't any ‘dark,’ I assure you. Your words
were coruscations.  Never was the old journal so lighted up
before,”

There were both perplexity and annoyance in her face as
she luoked dubiously at me. Instan:ly becoming grave, I
stepped to her side and took bher hand, as 1 said, with the
stronyest emphasis,

* Miss Warren; I thank you. 1 have caught a glimpse
of my work and calling through the cyes of a true, refined, and
permit me to add, a gifted woman. I think I shall be the
better for it, but will make no professions. 1f I'm capable
of improvement this column will shew it.”

f1er hand trembled in mine as she Jooked away and said,

‘* You ate capable of sympathy."

Then she went hastily to the piano.

Before she could play beyond a bar or two, litile Zillah
bounded in, exclaiming,

* Emuly Warren, mother asks if thee and Richatd Morton
will conte out to tea 2"

““I may be in crror, but is not a piano one of the worldly
vanities 2 * I asked, as she turmned to comply. **I did not
cxpect to see one here.”

Mrs, Yocomb kindly took this in with me. I could
scarcely hive without one, so you sce I carry the shop with
mc cverywhere, and am so linked to my business that I can
ncver be above it

*¢ [ hope not, but you carry the business up with you. The
shop may be, and ought to be thoroughly respectable. It is”
the narrow, mercenary spirit of the shop that is detestable.
1f you had that, you would leave your pianc in New York,
since here it would have no money value,”

** You take a nice view of it."

““Is it not the true view2 "

In mock surprisc she answered,

* Mr. Motton, I'm fromm New York. Did you ever meet
a lady from that &ty who was no* all that the poets claimed
for womanhood 2"’

CHAPTER VI.—A QUARER TEA.

** Richard Morton,” said Mrs. Yocomb genially, *‘thee
scems histening very intently to something Emily Warren is
saying, so thee may take that seat beside her.”

** Richard Moston,” said Mr. Yocomb from the head of
the table, * has thee made the acquaintance of Emily War.
ren?”

* No, slr, but T am making it.”

*So am I, and she has been here a week.”

**1 should esteem that one of the highest of compliments,”
I sawd; then turning to her, I added, in an aside, * you
found mc out in half an hour.”

“ Am I such a sphinx 2* she asked Mr. Yocomb with a
smile ;3 while to me she said, in a low tone, **You are mis.
taken. You have had something to say to me almost daily
for a year or more.”

* I'am nat acquainted w % the article, and so can’t give
an opinion,” Mr. Yocomb replied, with 2 humorous twinkle
in hiseye. ** If the rescmblance 1s close, so much the bet.
ter for the sphiaxes.”

*¢ Now, father, thee 1sn’t 2 young man that thee sheuld be
comphmentng the pirls,” his wile remarked.

¢ 1've persuaded Silas Jones 10 stay,' said Adah, entering,

**Silas jones, 1 hope thee and thy pareatsare well,” Mis,
Yocomb answered, with a courlesy somewhat constniined,
*<\Will thee take that seat by Adah? Let me make thee
acquainted with Richard Morion and Emily Warren.”

:’\'c bowed, but I turned instantly to Miss Warren and
said,

*“Do you note bow delightfully Mrs. Yocomb unites oar
names? Itake it as an omen that we may become friends




