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A DAY OF FATE,
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BYK FIRST.—CHAPTER XUL~=THE LIGUTNING AND A
SUBTLER FLAME.

On entering lthmIour, 1 found Mr. Yocomb standing up

and looking atound in a dazed manner.  He did not srem
to knoa me, and in my deep anxiety 1 did not heed hnm,
Ruveling beside Muss Warren 1 found that her pulse was
very feeble, 1 lifted her gently upon the sofa, and threw
open a windows, so that the damp, gusty wind, full of spray
from the rain, might Llow in upon her.

Mr. Yocomb laid his hand heavily on wmy shoulder, and
asked, in a thick voice, ** What does it all mean?"

I saw that he was deathly pale, and that he tottered,
Taking hisarmn, [ supported hiim to alounge in the hall, aud
said, ** Mr. Yocomb, you were taken il You must lie
down quietly till the physician comes.”

He scemed so confused and unable to think that he ac-
cepted my explanation.  Indeed, he svon became so ill from
the effects of the shuck that he cvuld not risc.

Apain [ knelt at Miss Warren's side, and began chafing
her hands; but the cool wind and spray did snost to revive
her,  She opened her eyes, looked at me tivedly a few mo-
ments, and then tried to nise.

“ Please keep quiel,” 1 said, **ull I bLring you some
brandy; " and 1 hastencd to my soom, tore open my valise,
and wag soon snoistening her lips fcom a small flask, A ller
swallowing a little she tegained sell-possession rapudly.

** What happened 2" she asked.

‘1 fear you swocned.”

She passed her hand over het brow, and looked atound
as if in scaich of some one, then said, ** Where is Mrs. Yo.
comb?

*¢ She is in her room with Jilah.”

“* Please let me go to her 3 * and she again essayed to tise.

** Miss Wanen,” 1 said gently, *1 have nn right to ask a
favour of you, but I will thauk you very much if you will
just remain quictly on this sofa till you ate better. ~ Youre-
member we had a frightful storm. I never knew sach heavy
thunder,”

*Ahl there it is again,” she saud, shulddering, as a
Lizavy peal rolled away to the north.

*“ Miss Warren, you said once to-day that you could trust
me.  Youcan, Iassure you the storm is past ; these is no
more danges from it, bat there 1s danger ualess you do as 1
bid yeu. Remain quictly here till you have recovesed from—
from your nervous prustration. 1 happen to have some
koowledge in a case of this kind, and 1 know that much
depends on your being quiet for an hour or more, You
need not be zlarmed if you doas I lid you. 1 will see 10t
that some one is within call all the time ;" and I tied to
speak cheeslully and decisively,

She smiled as she said, * Since you have assumed the
16le of doctor, 1'll obey, for 1 know how arbitrary the
profesaon is.”

Tuen she again reclined weanly on the sofa, and 1 weat
out, closing the door.

I found Reuben beside his father, who certainly needed
care, for the terrible nausea which atiends secovery from a
severe shock from electricity had set :n.

** Reuben,” [ urged, **db go for the doctor ; I'll docvery-
thing for yous father that I can, but we must have a gool
physician at once.  Go in your buggy as fast as you can
drive in the datk—can't you take a lantern 2—and bring the
doctor with you.  Furst tell him what has happencd, so that
he can bung the proper 1cmedies. Be a2 wan, Reuben;
much deperidson you to-night.”

Within five minutes 1 heard the swift feet of Dapple
splash out upon the road. The night was growing still and
close, and the gusts occurred at longer intervals. The
murky cloud had covered the sky, uttetly obscuring tue
mooalight, and there was a steady and heavy fall of rain.

After Reuben had gone, a ernible sense of isolation and
helplessness oppressed me. 1 remembered strange tales of
lightning and its cflects that I had heard. \Would the
wnother and her 1wo daughters survive 2 Was Mz, Yocomb
scriously ili?  But 1 found that the anxicty which tortured
me most was in behalf of the oae who gave the best promisc
of speedy 1ecovery ; and it was my chief hope that she would
remain quictly where I had left her till the physician ar-
nived. 1 had pretended 1o a far greater knowledge than 1
possessed, since s truth T had had very little exparience in
tllaess.  If Mags \Wareen shauld leave the paslour, and thus
Jearn that the farmhouse might become the scene of an aw.
ful tragedy, the cffect upon her would piobably Le disas-
trous ia the extreme.

These and hike thoughts were coursing swiltly through my
milgdf as I waited upon Mr. Yocomb, and sought to give him
velief.

““Ice!" he gasped; ““itsin the cellar,”

T saatched up the candle that Reubea had lefr burning oa
the hall-table, and weat tor it.  The place was strange, and
1 was not so quick and deft as many others would have been,
and so was alsent some moments.

Great was my surprisc and consternation when 1 returned,
for Miss \Warren stood beside Mr. Yocomb, holding his head.

** Why are yoa here?™ I asked, and my tone and man-
ner betokened deep trouble.

“I"m hetter,” she said, quictly and firmly,

** Mis< Wazren,” 1 remonstratzd, **1 won't answer for
the conscquences if you doa't go back to ihe parlour and
ramnain there til: the doctor comes. 1 know what I'm
about.”

*You don’t look as if master of the situation.
hagpard—you szem half desperata—"

* I'm anxious about you, and if—"

Mz, Morion, you are far more anxious about others.
1'vc had time to think. A swoon is not sach a desperate
affair. You guessed rightly—a thundzz-siorm prostrates me,
bat as it passes I am myselfl agaian.” .

Youare

After alding Mr, Yocomb to recline feebly on the lounge,
she came to the table where 1 was breaking the ice, and
sald, in a low tone,

*Sumething very serious has happened.”

1 could not Inok at her. 1 dared not to speak even, for 1
was oppressed with the dread ofa woase tragedy.  With Ler
morbid fear of lighining she wiglit almost lose her reason if
now, in her weak, unnerved conditior, she saw its elfect on
Mrs. Yotomb and Adah.

“ Mother,” moaned Mr. Yocomb; ¢ why don’t mother
come 2"

¢ She's with Zillah upstaies,” I faltered. ¢ Zillaysill”

““Then why does not Adah come to lier father? ' Miss
Wanen questioned, looking at me keealy.

I felt that dispuise was useless,

** Mr. Morton, your hand so trembies that you can scarc:l(y
break the ice.  Something dreadful has happened—-there’s
the smell of smoke and fire in the house. “I'ell me, tell
me ! and she laid her hand appealingly on my arm.

“* Ol, Miss Warren,” 1 groaned, **let me shicld you. 1If
furtlier harm should come to you to-night—""

** Further harm will come unless you treat me as a wo.
man, not asa child,” she said finnly.  ** I know yuu wme=an
1t kindiy, and no doubt I have secned weak enough to wat.
1ant any amount of shiclding."”

At this moment there came a J)'::Il of thunder from the
passing stoun, and she sank shudderingly into a chair.  As
1t passad she sprang up and said,

** 1 can't help that, but I can and will help you. 1 uadcr.
staud it all.  ‘The house has been struck, and Zillah, Adah,
and M:. Yocomb have been huit.  Let me feed Mr. Yo.
comb with the ice.  Are you sure he should have ice? |
would give him brandy first if 1 had my way, but you said
you kunew—""

 Miss Warien, 1 don't know—1'm in mortal tecror in be.
half of the family, but my chief dread has been that you
would come to know the truth, and now I can't keep it from
you. Ilyou can be brave and strong enough to help me in
this emergency, I will henour you and thank you every day
of my life.”

¢ Mother ! mother! why doesn't mother come?” Mr.
Yocomb called.

Miss Warren gave e a swift glance that was as reassur-
ing as sunlight, and thea went quictly into the patlour. A
mowment jater she was giving Mr. Yocomb brandy and wa-
ter, and quicting him with low. gentle wonls,

* You remember, Mr. Yocomb,” she said, **that Zillah
was greatly frightened by the storm.  You would not lave
the mother leave the child just yet.  Mr. Morton, will you
go up-stairs and szc if 1 can be of any assistance ? 1 will
Jjuin you theie as s00n as 1 have made Mr. Yocomb a hitle
more comfortable,” and she went to the parlour and brought
out another pillow, and then threw open the hall-door m
order that her patient might have wote air, for he respired
slowly and laboriously. Her words scemed to quict hum,
and he pave limsclf into her hands. 1 looked at her won.
denngly for a moment, then said, in a low tone,

“*You are indeed 2 woman und a braveone. I recognize
my supenor officer, and resign command at once.”

She shook ber heau as she gave me a ghmmer of a smile,
but urged, io a whisper, **Hasten, we must ot lusc a wmo-
ment.”

1 swiftly mounted the stairs, relieved of my chief anx.
icly.

‘Through the open door 1 saw Adah's fair white face. She
had not stirsed. I now ventured in and spoke to her, hut
she was utterly unconscious. Taking her hand 1 was over-
joyed to find a feeble pulse,

“It may all yet be well.  Gol grant it,” 1 muttered.

“ e will,” said Miss Warren, who had joincd nie almost
immediately 3 “ this is not a day of fate, 1 trust;” and she
began mostening Adah's hips with branldy, and trying to
causc her to swallow a little, while I chafed her pretty hands
and rubbed brandy on her wiists,

“* It scems to me as if an age, crowded with eveats, had
clapsed since I started on my aimless walk this moming,” I
said, half in soliloquy.

** That you wese directed hither will be cause for lasting
gratitude.  \Wasnot the house on fite? *
* Yes, but Reuben was invaluable,

piazza, and 50 was not hust,”

*“Was Mrs. Yocomb hutt2” she asked, looking at nic in
wild alaim,

* Plcase do not fail me,” Tentreated 3 **you have been so
brave thus far. M« Yocomb will soon 1evive, 1 think.
You wete unconscious at first.”

She now reahized the truth that Mrs. Vocomb was nnt
canng {or Zidlah, and hastened to their 1oom, impelled by
an ovenmastenng affecion ‘ar the woman who had treated
her with motherly kindness

1 follawed her, and assured her that her friend was living.
It needed bat amonent 10 sce that this was true, bat Jtile
Zillah scarcely gave any sign of life. DBoth wete uncon.
scious.

The young gitl now looked at me as if almost over-
whelmed, and said, in a low, shuddenng tone, ** This is
;x;u fu!"—!ar worse than I feared ; I do wish the doctor was

cre. .

**Hc must be here soon. 1 know you won't pive way.
In great cmeigencics 2 titc womaa is great.  You may
save—"

A thunder-peal from the retreating stoim drowned my
woids. She grew white, and would have fallen had I not
caught her and suppoited her 10 a chair.

** Give me—a few moments,” she pasped, **and T be—
mysclf again.  This shock is awful.” Why, we woald all
have burned up—had you not put the fire out,* and her eyes
dilated with horror.

** We have no time for words,” 1 said brusqucly. ** ilere,
tzke this brandy, and then let us do everything in our power
%0 save life. 1 scarcely know what 1o do, biat something
{nun blc"donc. 1{we can only dotheright thing, all may yet
e well,

Ina moment ghe weakness passed, and she was her brave,
quict c!f once more.

He was out on the

“ I won't fail you azain,” shc said resolutely, as she tried

to force a little brandy between Mrs. Yocomb's pallid
lips,

l“You are a penuine woman,” 1 replied heartily, as 1
chafed Mrs. Yocomb's wrists with the spirits 3 * Lknow liow
tetrible the ordeal has been for you, and most young ladies
would have contributed 1o the occasion nothing but hys.
terics.”

*And you feared [ N‘ld.”

“ [ feared worse. You e mo:bidl{ timid in a thunder-
storm, and [ dicaded your learning what you now know,
beyond measure.” .

““You were indeed burdened,” she said, looking at me
with strong sympathy. .

**No matter.  If you can keep up and suffer no i}l conse-

uences from this affair, 1 believe that the rest will come
through all right.  After all, they ate affected only physi.
cnll)'. but you—"" .

*‘1 have been a little weak-minded. 1 know it, but if it
doesn’t thunder any more 1" keep up.  Lver since Il wasa
child the sound of thunder p:\mle'zcd me. ‘T'hank God, Mts,
Yocomb is beginning to revive.’

**1 will leave her in your care, and see if I can do any-
thing for Mr. Yocomb. 1 thus shew that [ trust you fully*
As | passed out ] heard a faint voice call, ** Mother 1" 0

Going to the door of Adah's room I saw that she was
conscivus, and fecbly trying to rise. As I entered slie
fooked at me tn utter bewildennent, then shrank with in-
stinctive fear from the presence of a seeming intruder. I
saw the impulse of her half-conscious mind, and called Miss
Warren, who came at once, and her presence seemed re-
assunng, .

*What’s the matter 2" she asked, with the same thick
utterance that I had noted in Mr. Vocomb's voice. It
scemed as if the organs of speech were partially pare
alyzed,

**You have been ill, my dear, but now you are much
better. The doctor will be here soon, Miss Warren said,
soohtingly.

She seemnad to comprchend the words imperfectly, and
turned her wondering cyes towards me. )

* Oh that the doctor would comet" Igroaned. ¢ lere
you have two on your hands, and Mr. Yocomb is calling.”

*¢\Who's that 2 ** asked Adah, fecbly pointing to me.

**You remember Mr. Morton,” Miss Warren s2id quictly,
bathing the girl's face with cologne. ** You brought him
home from snceting this morning.” .

The girl’s gaze was so fixed aud peculiar that it held me a
moment, and gave the odd impression of the stiong curios.
ity of one waking up in a new world.  Suddenly she closed
her eyes and fell back faint and sick. At that moment,
above the sound of the nain, 1 heard the quick splash of a
horse’s feet, and hastened down to greet the doctor.

In 2 few hasty words I added such explanation of the
catastrophe as Reuben's pattial account tendered necessary,
and by the time 1 had funshed we were at Mrs. Yocomb's
door.  Mr. Yotomb scemed sufficicotly at rest to be left
for a while.

¢ “This is Miss Warren,” I said.  **She will be your in-
valuable ascistant, but you must be carcful of her, since she,
100, has suffeied very severely, and, 1 fear, is keeping up on
the strength of her brave will, mainly."” .

The physician, forunately, was & good one, and his man-
ner pave us contidence from the start.

**1 think 1 undzrstand the affair sufficiently,” he said;
‘‘and the best thing you can do for my paticnts, and for Miss
Warren also, Mr. Morton, is to have some strong black
coffee made as soon as possible. That will now provean
invaluable remedy, 1 think.”

“ I'"llshew you where the coffee is," Miss Warren added
promptly. *“ Unfortunatcly -peshaps fortunately—Mis. Yo-
comb let the woman who assisted her go away for the night.
Had she been here she might have been another burden.”

Even though 1 had but a2 moment or two in the room, I
saw that the doctor wasanxious sbout little Zillah.

As Miss Warren waited on me I said camestly, ** What a
godsend you are !

*‘ No," she replied with a tone and a glance that, to me,
was sweeter and more welcome than 21l the June sunshine
of that day. **1 was here, and you were sent.” Then ber
cyes grew [ull of dread, reminding me of the gaze she had
bint on the storm before which she had cowered. ¢ The
house was on fire,” she said ; *‘we were all helpless—un-
conscicus. VYousaved us. I be, 1 torcalize it ail.”

**Come, Miss Warten, you now are *sccing double.’
Here, Reuben,” 1 said to the young felluw, who came drip-
ping in from the barn, **1 want to introduce you in & new
light.  Miss Warren doesn’t half know you yet,
wish her to realize that you are no longer a Loy, buta brave,
level-headed man, that even whea siuaned Ly lightning
could do as much as 1 did.”

““Now, Richard Morton, I didn't do half asmuch as thee
did. How's mother?” and he spoke with a boy’s ingenu-
ousncss.

** Doing well under the care of the doctor you broupht,”
Isaid; *‘and if you will now help me make 1his dying fire
bum up quickly, she will have you to ithank morc than any
ozc clse when well again,”

**1I'm going 10 thank you now,' Mits Warten exclaimed,
scizing bothof hishands, ** God hless you, Reuben! You
don't realize what youhave donce forus all.”

The young fellow looked surprised. *“1 only did what
Richard Morton told me,” he protesicd, **and that wasn't
much.”

“Well, there's a pair of you," she langhed. ** The fite
put itseifl out, and Dapple went aficr the doctor.” Then, as
if averwhelmed with gratitude, ste clasped her hands and
looked upward, as she said, in low, thiilling tones, ** Thack
God, oh thank God 1 what a tragedy we have escaped 1™

“Yes,” I said, ** it might have been a day of faic indeed,
Life would have been an unendurable Lutden if what you
{eared had happened.  'What's more, 1 would have lost my
faith in God such 2 home and its inmates been de-
stroyed. The thooght of it makes me sick,” and 1 sank
into a chair.

**We mast not think of it,” she cried eamestly, *“for

| there's moch to be done alill, There, I've belped yow all 2
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