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A DAY OF FATE.
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UOOK FIRST —CHAPTER X1 Continned,

Miss Warren sat before her paane quietly for a moment,
and het fice giew thuughiful ane earnest.” It was evident
that she was nut about to perfuim sume music, but that she
would unite with her sincere and stimple friends, Mr. and
Mrs Yocomb, in givitg captesaon o feclings and tzuths
that were as real to her as to them,

**How perfectly tive sheas ! 7 1 thoughit, as 1 noted the
sweet, childhike graviry of her face.  Then, in a voice that
p ovel tu be a syrpaihaiic, pute soprapo, well tramed,
but not at all great, she sang,

** My faith Jooks up to Thee."”

‘Their faith seemed very real and definite, and 1 could not
help feehny that it would be a cruel and ternble thing if
that pranoun * Thee ” em'odied no living and loving pes-
sonality, “The light in their faces, hike that of a planet
baming an me through the open window, appeated but the
inevitable reflechon of a fuller, richer spiriteal light that
now shone full up sn them.

O.c¢ hya:n fullowed another, and Reuben, who soon
came in, seemed to have several favauntes.  Little Zdlah
bad early asked tar those he tiked bes', ahd t en her head
had dropped down into her mother's lap, and Miss Wanen's
sweet tones became her luilaby, her imnocem, sleeping face
making another element 1n 2 picture that was outlining
itsell deep y in my memory,

Adab, having found that she could not secure my at-
tention, had fallen into somethng hke a reverie. Very
postibly she was planting out the dress that she meant to
‘“cut to st herse!,” but in their rpuse her features be-
came very beaunful apain,

Hler face to me, however, was now no wore than a
picture on the wall; but the face of the childlike woman
that uas so wise aed gilted, and yet so simple and true,
had for me a fascination that excited my wonder. 1 had
scen scites of Lezutiful women—1 lived in a city where
they abounded—but I had never scen this type” of face
betore  The truvh thar T had not was so vimﬁha( it led
to the theught that, hike the first man, I had scen in the
garden the aue woman of the woild, the mistress of my
fate. A second later I was conscious of a sickening fear.
To love such a weman, and yet not be =ble to win her—
how cuu'd one thereafter go on with life ' Beware, Richard
M-rton ' Op this quiet June evening, in this hume of
peace aud the pcacc'}ul, and with hymns of love and faith
breathed sweetly into your ears, you may be in the ditest
perit of your hfe. From this quiet hour may come the
unrest of 3 Mletime Then Hope whispered of better
things. T said to myself, 1 did not come to this place.
I wandered brther, or was led hither; and tocvery iuflu-
cuee of this day 1 shall vield mysell. 1f some kindly
Power has fed me to this waman «f crystal truth, 1 shall
be the nost egregiaus fon! in the universe if I Jo not waich
and wait for further pesibilities of good.”

How sweet and Juminous her face seemed in contrast
with the vague darkness without ¢ More sweet and lumin-
ous would her faith be in the midst of the cuntradictions, ob-
scuriticy, and evils of the world  The home that enshriaed
such 3 wuman would be 2 refuge for 2 man's tempred soal,
as well as a resting-place for his tired body.

*¢ Singr, *Tell me the O1d, 01 Story,' ** said Mr. Yocomb,
in s warm, heany way.

Was 1 a profane wrcich becanse the thought would come
that if T cauld dnaw, in shy, hesitating admissiun, another
story as ol as the world, it would be heavenly wusic?

Could it have been that it mas my intent gaze and con-
centrated thought that made her turn suddenly to me after
camplying with \Mr Yucombs request? She colouted
slightly as she met my eyes, but said quiatly, ** 51.. Morton,
you hzve expressed no prefeience yet.”

“1 have erjoyed ev=rything you have sung,” I replied,
and 1 quictly susiained her momentary and direct gaze.

She scemed sauisticd, and smiled as she said, ** Thank
you, but you shall have your preference also.”

** Muss Warren, you have sang some little time, and per-
haps your voice is tired. Do you play Chopin's Twelfth
Noctuine ? That seems to me like a prayer.”

**I"n glad you hike 1hat,” she said, with a pleased, quick
glance. 1 play ot every Sunday night when I am alone.”

A fcw moments later and we were all under the spell of
that exquisite mclody which can fitly give expression 10 the
deepest and tenderest feclings and most sacred aspirations
of the hean.

Did 1 say all? 1 was mistaken. Adad’s long lashes
were droupang, her face was heavy with sleep, and it sug-
gested flesh and blood, and flesh and Llood unly.

Miss Wartea's cyey, 1n contrast, were moist, her mouth
tremalous with feching, and her face was a beautiful trans-
pareacy, throagh which ahone those tmits which already
made her, 10 me, presemitient amony women.

{ saw Mus. Yocomb glance fiom onc maiden to the other,
thea clsse her cyes, while a strong expression of pain passed
over her face.  Her hips moved, and she undoublecdly was
speakin;s to Oace ncar o her, though 35 far, scemingly, from
most of us.

A hatle later there occuted one or two exquisiic moves
ments ia the prayer harmony, and [ tumned 10 note theircffect
on Muni. Yecomb, and was gpeatly siruck by her appearance.
She was looking fixecly 1.0 space, and her face had
assumed - rapt, earac, sccking aspect, as if she were try-
ing 10 see sumcthing half idden ia the far distance.  With
a few nich choris the melvly caased. Mr Yocumb glanced
at his wire, then instantly folded his har.ls and assumed an
attuade of 1evetent expectancy.  Revoen i likewise. At
the ceoation of the music A 1ah opened hew uyes, and by an
tastinct or habit scanal 0 knuw uwhat 10 expect, for her
face regaired tne quict wcposc it had worn at the meeling-
hoase 1n the moring.

Miss Warren turned toward Mrs. Yocomb, and sat with
bowed head.  Fora few moments we remained in peifect
silence.  There was a faint flash of i ht, fullowed alter an
intetval by a low, deep reverberation, The voices in nature
scemed heavy and threatening. The sweet, gentle monotone
of the woman's voice, as she began to speak, was divine In
contrast, Slowly she enunciated the sentences,

**What 1 do, thou knowest not now ; but thou shalt
know hereafter,”

Alter a pause she continued : * As the dear young friend
was playing, these words wete borne in uu- my mind,
‘They teach the necessity of faith.  Thanks o the God
of heaven and carth, that He who spake the-e words is su
worthy of the faith e requires§  “The disciple of old could
not always understand lus Lord; no more can we. We
often shrink ftom that which is given in love, and grasp at
that which would destroy.  “Th. ugh but little, weak, ercing
cluldren, we would impose on the a'l wise God our way,
instead of meekly accepting His way. Surely, the One who
speaks has a right to do what pleases 1lis divine will. He
is the sovereipn Oie, the Lord of lurds ; and thuugh He slay
me, yet will 1'uust in 1him,

** But though it is a King that speaks, He does not speak
asa king. Heis talkng 10 his fuends; He is serving them
with a humiliry and meckness that no sinful mortal has sus-
passed. He 1s proving, Ly the plain, simple teaching of
actions, that we are not werely s subjects, but His brethe
ren, Hissisters; and that with Him we shall form ore house.
hold of faith, one famuly in Gud.  He it teaching the s of
arregance and the folly of pride. lle is proving, for all
time, tlat serving—not bring served —is God's patent of
nobility.  \We should not despise the lowliest, for none can
stoop so far as He stooped.”

Every few moments her low, swest voice had, as an ac-
companiment, distznt peals of thunder, that aft.r every in-
terval rolled nearer and jarred heavier among the mow 1ains.
More than once I saw Aliss Warren siart nervousiy, and
glance apprehensively at the open window wheie T sat, aud
through which the lightning gleamed with increasing, vivid-
ness.  Adah maintained the sameuttely quict, impassive
face, and it scemed tome thatsh heard nothing and thow, ht
of nothing. Her cyes were open; her mind was asleep.
She appeared an exquisite breathing combinatiun of flesh
and blood, and nothing more  Rcuben looked at his mother
with an expression of simple afection ; but one felt that
he did not real'ze very deeply what she was saying, Lut
Mr Yocomb's face glowed with an honest faith and strong
approval. -

*The Master said,” continued Mrs. Yocomb, after one
of the kiule pauses that intervened between her tiains of
thought, *¢ ¢ What I do, thou knowest not now.* There He
might have stop Presuming is the sulject that asks his
kiog for the why and whesefore of all that he does. The
king is the highest of all ; and if he be 2 king in truth, he
sces the farthest of all. It is folly for those beneath the
thione to expect to sec so far, or 10 understand why the
king, in his tar-reaching providence, acts in 2 way mysteri-
ous to them.  Our King is kingly, and He sees the end fiom
the beginning  His plans reach through eternities.  Why
should He ever be asked to explair to such as we? Never-
theless, to the fishermen of Galilee, and 10 us, He dues say,
‘ Thou shalt know hereafter.’

**The world is full of cvil. \We meet its sad mysicies on
every side, in every form. 1t often touches us very closely—"
For 3 moment some deep emotivn chuked her utterance.
laveluntar Iy, Tplanced a1 Adah  Her eyes were drouping
a little heavily again, snd her bosom rose and fell in the
long, quiet bieath of complete tepose.  Miss Warren was
ttgarldmg the suffering mother with the face of a pitying
angel.

** And its evils are cvil,” resumed the sad-hearted woman,
in a tone that was ful! of su, pressed anguish,; “‘at least,
they scem so, and I don't understand them—1I can't under-
stand them, nor why they are permitted ; bt Hehas prom-
ised that good shail come out of the cvil, and has said,
¢ Thou shalt know hereafter.’ Ob, blessed heteafier ¢! when
all clovds shall kave rolled away, and in the brightness of
my Lord’s presence cvery mystery that now troubles mc
shall be made clear.  Dear Lord, T await Thine own time.
Do what scemeth good in Thinc own cyes;” andshe meekly
folded her hands and bowed her head. For a moment or
1wo there was the same impressive silence that fell qun us
before she spoke. Then a londer and nearer peal of thunder
awakened Ziilah, whe raised her head from her mother's
]:? and looked wondetingly around, as if some one had
called her.

Never had T witnessed such a scene before, and 1 turned
toward the darkness that ! might hide the cvidence of feel-
ings that 1 cuuid not control.

A sccond later I s -anp to my feet, exclaming, **Won-
derfol e ™

Miss Warren came toward me with apprehension in her
face, but 1 sa= that she noticed my moist eyes.

I hastened from the tcom, saying, **Come out on the
lIawn, all of you, for we may now witness a szcac that is
grand indeed.”

CHAPTER X1I.—ONE OF NATURE'S TRAGEDIES.

I had been so interested in Mrs, Yocomb's words, their
effect on the little group ataund her, and the whole szcred
mystery of the scenc, that 1 kad ccased to watch the smok-
ing muuntain, with its inceasingly lurid apex. In the mean-
time the fire had fully reached the summat, on which stood
2 laige diy tice, and it had become a skeleton of fiame.
Thiough this lurid fire and smoke the full moon was 1sing,
its silver disk discoloured and partially olscurzd,

This scene alone, as we pathered on the prazza and lawa
below it, might well have tilled us with ave and wonder;
buot 3 more impressive combination was forming. Advanaing
from the south-west, up the star-lit sky, which the moon
was brightening momeatatily, was a cloud whose blackness
and heaviness the vivid lightning made oaly the more ap-
parent.

**Iam 2an old man,” s3id Mr. Yocomb, ** but never saw

anything so grand as this before.”

* Muther, mother,” said liwtle Zillah, **I'm afraid.
Please take me up-siaits and put me to bed.,” And the
mother, to svhom the scene in the heavens was a glutious
manifestation of the God she Joved sather than feared, de-
nied hersell of what was almost like a vision, for the sake of
the child,

* Its awful,” said Adah ; *T won't look at itany longer.
Idon'tsee why we can't have nice quiet shuwers that one
can go to sleep in ;" and she disappeared within the house,
Reaben sat down on the piazza, in his quet, undemonstra.
Lve way. .

Miss Warren came down and stood close to Mr. Yocomb's
side, as if she hillf-uncunscivusly sought the guod man's
protection.

luc sant lightninis played from some pottion of the
cloud, zigzapging in fiery links and forkings, while, at brief
intervals, there woukl be an exeepuonally vivid flash, tol-
lowed wiore and more closely by heavier and sull heavier
explusions.  But not a leaf stirred areund us: the chirp of
a cncket was sharply distinet in the stilluess.  Tre stars
shine serese.y over our heads, and the muon, nising to the
left vut of the line of the smoke and fite, was assuming ber
silvery brightness, and at the same tine sendering the burn-
ing wountain more Jurid fiow contrast,

** Herbeot, Herbett, nuw 1 know how brave you were,” 1
heard Miss Warnien exclaim, in a low, awed tone.

1 saw by the froquent fashes that she was very pale, and
that she was trembling.

** You mean yous brother,” I said gently..

Wich her eyes fixed on the threatening and advancing
cloud as if fascinated by it, she continued 1n the same tone,
that was full of indescnibable dread,

* Yes, yes, 1 never realized &t so fully before, and yet I
have lain awake whole nights, going, by an awlul nccessity,
over every scene of that ternble day.  le stoud 1n tus place
in the line of batile on an open plam, and he watched bat-
tery alier battery cume down fiom the heghts above and
open fire. e stood there (ill he was slam, louking steadily
atdeath.  Thus cloud that is coming makes mc udentand
the more awful storm of war that he faced.  Oa, I wish this
hadn't happuncd,” and there was almost agony in ber tone.
* I'm not biave as e was, and every nearer peal of thunder
shakes my very soul.”

%lr. Yocomb put his hand tenderly on her shoulder, as he
said,

¢ My dear, fuolish little child—as if thy Father in heaven
would hurt thee !

“* Miss Wazren,” I said carnestly, ‘I have too little of
Mr. and Mrs. Yocomb's faith ; Lut it scems impossible that
anything coming from heaven could harm you™ :

She drew cluser to Me. Yocomb's side, but sull looked at
Lhc_cloud with the same wide-cyed dread, as «f spell-bound

y it.

*To me,” she resumed in her furmer tone, that only be-
came morse hurried and full of fear as the iempest approached,
** these awlful storms scem no part of heaven. They are
wholly of earth, and scem the counterpasts of those wild
outbicaks of human passiun frum which I and so many poor
women in the pat have suffered ;> and 2 low sob shook
her frame. ‘1 wish I had more of good Mz, Yucomb's
spirit ; fur this appalling cluud seems to me the very wncar-
nation ofevil.  \Why das God permit such things?”

With a front as calm and scrence as that of any ancient
psophet could have been, Ms. Yocomb began repeating the
sublime words, *‘ The voice of Thy thunder was in the
heavon ; the lightnings li htencd the woild.”

**Oh, no, nu!" cried the trembling gul, *“the God 1
worship is nut in the storm nor in the fite, but in the still
small voice of love.  You may think me very weak to be so
moved, but truly 1 cannot help it. My whole nature shnnks
from this.”

I touk het hand as T said warnly, * I do understand you,
Miss \Wairen.  Unconsciously you have fully explained your
meod and fecling. It'sin truth your nature, your sensitive,
delicate organism, that sinks fiom this wild tumult that 1s
cuming. In the higher moral tests of courage, when the
strongest man might fulter and fail, you would be quietly
steadfast.”

She gave my hand 2 quick, strong pressure, and thes
withdrew it as she said, **1 hope you are right; you inter-
pret me 5o geacrously that I hope I may some day prove
rou ti;:ht.” .
¥ou 1 necd no proof. I saw your very self in the garden,”

‘* How strange—~how s:- nge it 2l 151" she resumied,
with a mzaner that betolened 2 steong netvous excitabily,
**Can this be the same world—these the same scenes that
were so full of peace and teauty an hour 3?’? How tre-
mendous is the contrast between the serene, ovely Junc day
and cvemng just passed and this coming tempest, whase
sullen roar 1 alicady hear with sucrcasing dicad ! My,
Morton, you said in jest that this was a day of fate. Why
did you use the expressi.n 2 It haunis me, oppresses me.
Powsibly at is. 1 rarely give way to prescnuments, but T
drcad e coming of this storm inexpressibly. Oh™ and
she trembled vivlently as a heavier peal than we Lad yet
heard filled the wide vallkky with awfel cchoes.

“Nut_cven a sparrow shall {all to the gronnd without
your Father. 'Weare safe, my child.  God will abicld thee
more lovingly than ;" and he drew her closer to him.

** 1 know what you say is true, and yet I cannot control
this wortal fear and weahness.”

*¢Nu, Miss Warren, you cannot,” 1 said; *“thesefore do
not Wame yoursell.  You tzemble as these trees and shichs
will be agutated ina fe  moments, because you cannot help
il."

“You are not so moved.”

**No, nor will that post be moved,” T replied, with a
reckless Jaygh. I muat admit that 1 ama very much ex-
cited, however, for theair s full of clzcuicity. 7 can’t Lelp
thinkizg of the little robuns in a home open to the sky.”

ler unly answer was a low »ob, but not for 2 moment
did she take her wide, terror-stuicken gaze from the clond
whose slow, deliberate advance was more temble than
gusty violence would have been.

The phenomena had now become so awlul that we did
not speak again lor some moments. The preat inky mass



