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€ HOIGE JEITERATURE,

A DAY OF FATE,

Uy XRV. X. ¥, ROK.

BOOK SECOND,~—CIAPTER 111, —RETURNING CONSCIOUS-
NESS.

I seemed to waken as if from a long, troubled slecp. At
first I was mercly conscious that I was awake, and I won-
dered how long 1 had slept, ‘Then I wasglad I was awake,
and that my confused and hateful dreams, of which no dis-
tinct memory remained, had vanishesd,  ‘The only thing 1
could recall concerning them was an indefinite and oppres.
sive sense of loss of some kind, at which I had vaguely and
impotently protested,

I knew 1 was awake, and yet I felt too languid to open
my eyet. I was little more than barely conscious of exist.
ence, and 1 rather enjoyed this negative condition of com.
plete inestia.  The thought floated thiough iny mind that 1
was like a new-bora child, that knows nothing, fears nothing,
thinks nothing, but simply breathes, and I felt so tired and
4 grone” that [ coveted an age of mere respization,

But thought slowly kindled in a weak, fitful fashion. I
fitst became slightly curious about mysclf.  Why had I slept
so profoundly?  Why was 1 so neeveless and stupid after
such a sleep 2

Instead of answering these questions, I weakly wandered
of into another train of thought, **My mind scems a per-
fect blank,” I said tomyself. ** I don’t remember anything 3
I don't know where 1 am, and don’t much care; nor do 1
know what my experience will be when I fully rouse my-
self. ‘This is like beginning a new eaistence. ~ What shall
be the first entry on the blank page of my wakening mind?
Plgrha.k)s I had better rouse up and sce “chether I am truly
alive.

Aud yet I did not rise, but just lay still, heavy with a
strange, painless inertia, over which 1 puzzled in a vague,
weak way.

Atlast I was sure I heard a child crying.  Then there
was a voicc, that I thought T had heard before, trying to
hush ard reassure the chuld, and I began to think who they
were, and yet 1 did not scem to care enough to open my
ayes o sce.

I next heard something like a low sob near me, and it
caused a faint thnll amung my swggsh nerves.  Surely 1
had heard that sound befure, and cunosity so far asserted
itself that I upzned my cyesand jvvked wonderingly around.

The room was unfamiliar, and yet I was certain I had
scen it on some previous occasion. Seated ata window, how-
ever, was 2 lady whe coon absorbed my whole weak and
wavering attention. My first thought was, * [ow very pretty
sheis!™ Then, ““What is she lookmg ar so stedfastly
from the window 2" After a i:noment I mentally Jaughed at
my stupidity. ‘‘ She's looking at the sunset.  What clse
should she be looking at? Can I have sleptall day?2””

I saw her bosom heave with another convulsive sob, and
that tears tast followed cach other down her checks. I
sezmed to have the power of noung everything distincly,
but I couldn’t understand or account for what I'saw. \Who
was that sweel-faced girl 2 Beyond 2 doubt 1 had seen her
before, but where?  Why was she erying 2 Why was shein
my room ?

Then I thought, ‘It must me all itagmary; 1 doubt
whether I am awake yet.  If she were only smiling instead
of crying, 1 would like to dream on forever. How strangely
familiag hes faceis! I must have scem it daily for years,
and yet I can’t recognize 1.

The loud whinny of a horee scemed to give my pamalyzed

memory an impetus and suggestion, by means of which 1
begran to reconstruct the past.
« *“Thats Old Plod?” I exclaimed mentally, “ Ande—
and—why, that's Miss Warren sitting by the wicdow. I re-
member now.  We were in the bamn together, and I was
Jealous of the old horse—how absurd! Then we were in
the garden, and she was laughingat me.  1ow like a dream
itallis! It sceined asif she was always laughing, and that
the bizds might well stop singing to listen.  Now sheis cry-
ing here in my room. I half believe it's an apparition, and
that if Ispeak it will vanish.  Perhaps it is 2’ warning that
she's in trouble somewhere, and that I ought 10 go to her
help. How lovely she looks, with her hands lying in her
lap, forgetful of the wotk they hold, and her tearful cyes
fixed on the glowing west ! 1er face 15 very pale 1 con-
trast. Surely she's only a shadow, and the real maden s in
nezd of my aid ;”* and I made an cffort 1o nise.

It seemed exceedingly strange that 1 could scarcely lift
my hand; but my shght movement caused her to look
around, and tn answer to my gaze of cager wmqury she came
coftly aad hcsu:ungly toward me.

¢*Miss Warren,™ I said, **can 12 be you 1 very truth 2”

** Yes,” she replicd, with a sudden and glad hghting up of
her face, ** but please don’t talk.” h

**How you relieve me," I tried to say joyfully, but 1 found I
could only whisper.  ** What the mischicf—~makes my voice
—soweak? Do you know-—that I had the odd—impres-
tion—that you were an appattion—and had come to me—
as a token- - that—you were in trouble—and 1 tried to rise
—10 go to your aid—then it scemed yourself—that looked
around. But youarein trouble—why can't 1 get up and
help you?"”

She trembled, and by hier gesture tned 2o stop my words,

“Will you do what J ask?" she said, in 2 low, eager
tone,

I smuled as I replied, “ Little nced of your asking that

uestion.”

“ Then please to try to get we!l speedily ; don’t talk, but
Jjust keep every hittle gramn of streagth. ~ Oh, I'm so glad
you are in your right mind. You have been very ill, but
will soon get well now if only careful.  1'il call ?hs. Yo-
comb.” )

“ Please don't go,” I whispered. “ Now that I know
yor—it secms 50 natural—that you shoald behere. SoI've

*

been ill—and you have taken care of me;" and I gave a
deep sigh of satisfaction, **I did not not know you at first
—idivt {—but Old Plod whinnied—and then 1t all began to
come back.”

At the word “Old Plod " she turned hastily toward the
dvor.  Then, as if mastered by an 1mpulse, she retuined,
and said, in a tone that thrilled even my feeble pulse,

“?lh' live ! in mercy live, or clse I can never forgive
wysell.”

)“I'll live—never fear,” 1 replied, with a low lnugh.
“1'm not such a fool as to leave a world containing you."

A tich glow overspread her face, she smiled, thén sud.
denly her face became very pale, and she even seemed fright-
ened as she hastily left the room.

A moment later Mrs. Yocomb came in, full of motherly
solicitude. .

“*Kind Mrs. Yocomb,* 1 murmured, *'I'm glad I'm in
such good hands.”

* Thank God, Richard Morton," she said, in low, fer-
w:nld tones, **thee’s going to get well.  But don't speak a
word.”

* Wasn't that Zillah crying 2

‘“Yes, she was heart-broken about thee being so sick,
but she'll laugh now when I tell her thee's better,  Take
this, and sleep agamn.” .

“‘ Bless her kind heart 1 1 said.

Mrs. Yocomb laid her finger on my lips. I saw her pour

a mement sank into a quiet sleep.

CHAPTER IV,.—IN THE DARK.

“Yes, Mts. Yocomb, good nursing and nourishment ate
all that he now requires,” were the reassuting words that
grected my waking later in the evemng. T opened my eycs,
and found that a physician was feeling my pulse.

I turned feebly toward my kind hostess, and smilingly
whispered,

“There's no fear of my wanting these where youare, Mrs.
Yocu.ab ; but don't let ine make trouble. I fear I've made
too much already.”

*“The only way thee can make trouble, Richard, is to
warry about making trouble. The more we can do for thee
the better we shall be pleased.  All thee's got to doistoget
well and t2ke thy time about it.”

*“’That’s just like you, low long have I beenill?”

¢ ‘That’s none of thy business at present. One thingata
time. The doctor has put thee in my hands, and I'm going
to make thee mind.”

“Pve heard that men were perfect bears when getting
well,” 1 said.

other word to-night--not another syllable ; am I not right,
doctor?

“Yes, I prescribe absolute quiet of mind and body ; that
and good living will bring you around in time.  You've had
a narrow graze of it, but if you will mind Mrs. Yocomb you
will yet dic of old age.  Good-night.”

My nurse gave me what she thought I nceded, and datk-
cned the room.  But 1t was not so dark but that I saw a
beautiful face in the doorway.

¢ Miss Warren,” I exclaimed.

‘It was Adah,” said Mrs. Yocomb quietly; * she’s been
very anxious about thee,”
**You are all so kind.

plicd cagerly,

“Mother may 1 speak to Richard Morton 2" asked a
timid voice from the obscurity of the hall-way.

/ Not to-night, Adah—to-morrow.”

* Fergive me if I disobey you this once," I interrupted
hastily.  **Yes, Miss Adah, 1 want to thank you."

She came instantly to my side, and I held out my handto
her. 1 wondeted why hcers throbbed and trembled so
stranyly.

*1t’s 1 who should thank thee 3 T can never thank thee
Oh, 1 feared 1 might—I might never have a

Please thank her for me,” I re-

enough,
chance.”

¢ There, Adah, thee mustn't say another word ; Richard’s
too weak yet.”

Her hand closed tightly over mine. ‘' Good-bye,"” she
breathed softly, and vanished.

Mrs, Yocomb sat down with her kaitting by a distant and
shaded lamp.

‘Too weak to think, or to realize aught except that 1 was
surrounded by an atmosphere of kindness and sympathy, 1
was well content to lie still and watch, through the open
window, the dark foliage wave to and fro, ’an§ the leaves
grow distinct in the light of the risiny moon, which, though
hidden, I knew must be above the ¢ tern mountains. Ihad
the vague impression that very much had happened, but I
would not think ; not for the world would I break the spell
of decp quictude that centhralled every sense of my body
and every tacuity of my mind. -

*Mrs. Yocomb,” 1 said at last, ‘it must be you who
creates this atmosphere of perfect peace and rest{ulness. The
past 1s forgolten, the future a blank, and 1 sec only your
serene face. A subdued light scems tocome from it, as from
the shaded lamp.”

“*Thee 15 weak and fanciful, Richard.
thee must be quict.”

¢ 1 wish it were possible to obzy the doctor forever, and
that this cxquisite rest and oblivion could last. I am like a
ship becalmed on a summer sea in a semmer night.  Mind
and body are both motionisss.”

**Sleep, Richard Mozton, and when rested and well, may
gales from heaven spring up and carry thechumeward. Fear
not cven rough winds, if they bear thee toward thee only true
home. Now your only duty s rest.”

*“You are not going 0 sit up to-night, Mrs. Yocomb.”

She put her finger on her lips.

*Hush 1" she sad. )

**Oh, delicious tyranny 1" 1 murmured. ¢ The ideal
governmeat 1s that of an absolute and fiicndly power.”

had a vague consciousness of being wakened from time
to time, and of takinﬁ something from Mrs. Yocomb's hand,
and thea sinking back into'an enthrallment of blessed and

The doctor said

-

out something, which I swallowed unquestioningly, and after -

““Thee can be a bear if thee feels like it, but not an.

refreshing slumber.  With every respiration life and health
flowed back.

At last, as after my fisst long slecp in the country, I
sceincd to hear exquisite strains of music that swelled into
richer harmony unuil what seemed a burst of song awoke me.
Opening my eyes, I Jooked intently through the open win.
dow and gladly welcomed the catly day, The air was fresh,
and I felt its extilarating quality. The drooping branches
of the clm swa{cd to and fro, and the mountains beyond
were bathed in lipht, 1 speedily realized that it was the
s¢ ng of innupicrable binds that had supplied the inusic of my
vaking dream.

For a few moments I gazed through the window, with the
same perfect content with which I had watched the foliage
grow distinct in the moonlight the previous cvening, and then
1 looked around the room,

1 started slightly as 1 encountered the deep blue eyes of
Adah Yocomb fixed on me with an intent, cager wistfuiness,

“Can I do anything for thee, Richard Morton?” she
asked, rising from her chair near the door.  ** Mother asked
me to stay with thee a while, and to let her know if thec
woke and wanted anything."

*¢ With you here this l::ﬁht moming, how:could I want
anything more 2" I asked, with a smile, for her yogng,
bc:m\if\ﬁ face comported so well with the early morming of
the summer day as (o greatly please both my eyc and fancy,
‘The colour of the carly morning grew richer in' her face as
she replied,

* I'm glad thee doesn’t want me to fo away: but I must
go and have thy breakfast brought up.”

‘ Nu, stay ; tell me all that's hapgcncd. I seem to have
forgotten everything o strangely ! 1 feel as if I had known
you all a long time, and yet that can’t Le, for only the other
day I was at my office in New York.” ‘

*¢ Mother says thee’s too weak to talk yet, and that I must
not answer questions. She says thee knows thee's heen sick
and thee knows thee's getting well, and that must do till
thee's much stronger.”

“¢Oh, 1 feel ever so much stronger.  Sleep and the good
lhings your mother has given me have made a new man of
me.’ .

** Mother says thee has never been sick, and that thee
doesn’c know how to take care of thyself, and thee'll use
thy strength right up if we don't take good care of thee.”

¢ And are you going to take catc of me? "

“Yes, if thee pleases.  I'll help mother.”

7 should be hard to please were I not glad. 1 shall
have so {ﬁfc a time getting well that I shall be tempted to

lay sick.'

o TI'1—T'l1 wait on thee as long as thee'll let me, for no
one owes thee more than I do.”

'« What in the world do you owe me?” I asked; much
perplexed.  “¢ If you arc going to help me to get well, and
will come to my room daily with a face like this summer
morning, I shall owe you more than I can ever repay.”

¢ My face would have been black enough but for thee;
but I'm glad thee thinks I look well. “They are all saying 1
look ine and am growing thin, but if thee doesa’t think <o
I don't care,” and she scemed aglow with pleasure.

It would make a sick man well to look at you,” I said,
smiling. *‘Please come and sit by me and help me to get
my confused brain straight once more. 1 have the strangest
sense of not knowing what I ought to know well. You and
your kind father and mother brought e home from meeting.
Your mother said 1 might stay here and rest.  Miss Warren
was here—she was singing in the parlour.  Where is Miss
Wartea?" .

¢ She's has gonc out for a walk,” said the girl a little
coldiy.

Her manner perplexed me, and, together with my thought
of Miss Warren, there came a vague sense of trouble—of
something wrong. I tried to raise my hand to my brow, as
if to clear away the midst that obscured wmny mind, and my
hand was like lead, it was so heavy. :

¢+ A plague on my memory 1 1 exclaimed. ¢ We were
in the parlour, and Miss Warren was singing. Your mother
spoke—would that I might hear her again I—it's all toler-
ably clearup to that time, and then everything is confused.”

¢ Adah, how's this?"” said Mrs, Yocomb 1eproachfully.
¢ Thee was not to let Richard Morton talk.”

41 only am to blame, Mrs. Yocomb ; I would talk. I'm
trying to get the past straightened out; I V2ow that some-
thing happened the other evening when you spoke so beau-
tifully to us, but my memory comcs up to that pointas to
an abyss, and I can’t bridgeit over.” -

¢ Richard Morton, doesn't thee believe that I'm thy
friend 2"

My mind would indeed be atotal blank if T doubted
that.” = . ’

“Well, then, do what I ask thee; don’t question, don't
tiunk.  Isn't it sufficient 10 know that thee has been ill, and
that thy life depends on quiet? Thee can scarcely liit thy
hand to thy head ; thy words are slow and fecble. Can't
thee realize that it is thy sacred duty to rest'and grow strong
belore taking up the cares and burdens that life brings to us
all? Thee foogs weak and exhausted.”

¢ 1 am indeed weak enough, but I felt almost well when
1 awoke.”

4 Adah, I fear I can't trust thee as a nurse,” ker mother
bepan gravely.

“Please gon't blame her; it was wholly my fault,” 1
whispered.  *“I'll be very good now,  d do just what you
bid me.”

“\Well, then, thee must take what I have prepared, and
-thy medicine, and slce? again.”

* Good-bye, Adah,” 1 said, smiling.  **Don't look so
concerned ; you haven't donz me a bit of harm. Your face
was as bright and welcome as the sunshine.”

44 1f it hadn't been for thee—"" she began,

Mrs. Yocomb raised & warning finger, and the girl stole
away.

*¢ Can—can I not see Miss Warren this moming2™ 1
asked hesitatingly.

“Thee must sleep finst.” _

The medicine she gave evidently contained & sedative, or
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