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A DAY OF FATE,

By REV, R, F. X0

CHAPTER XU.—=Continued.

“ Now suppose, for the sake of argument, that gratitude,
respect, friendliness, a sense of being unprotected and alone
in the world, have led to het eapagement with the wealthy,
middle aped banker, and that theough 1t all her woman's
heart wasn ver anakencd . such a thing at least 1s puswble.
s were true, she would be nu more to blame than 1,
ard we might become *he happy victims of circumstances
1'm not worthy of her, ~nd never shall be, but I can’t help
that either. After all, it scems to me that that which shovld
fulfil my hope is not a ledger balance of good qualitics, but
the magnetic sympathy of two natures that supplement cach
other, and were designed for each other in heaven's match-
makiag. Even now mv best hope 1s based on the truth that
she attracts me so areesistibly, and though a much smaller
Lody mualiy, 1 should have some corresponding attraction
for her.  If her woman's heart has becomie mine, what can
she ave hun > Her very truth may become my most power-
fol ally. 1 she <l loves lum, 1 will go away and stay
away ; il it be 1n accurdance with my trembling hope, 1
have the lagler night, and T will assert it to the utmost ex-
tent of my power. Shall the happiness of two lives be sacn.
hiced to lus unflageing prospenty ? Could 1t ever be nght
for hun to lead her nndy to the altar, and leave her heart
with me? Could she, who s truthatsell, go there and per.
Jure herselfl before God and man? No ' a thousand times
no! It has becume a simple question of whom she loves,
and I'Il ind out 1f Shakespeare’s words are true.  1f she
has love for me, let hier bury it never so deeply, my love will
Le the divining rod that «uil mnevitably discover it.”

Having reached this conclusion, 1 at last slept, in the small
hours of the night.

I thought 1 detected something like apprehension in her
cyes when I met het in the moming.  Was she conscious of
a secret thas might reveal itself in spite of her? But she was
cheesfal and decided in her manner, and seemed bent on as-
suring Mr. Hearn that she was well again, and all that he
could desi.e.

Weie 1an mortal penl T could not have been more vigal
anily on my guard. Mot for the waild would 1 permit her
to hnow what was passing 1n my mind—at least not yet—-
and us far as possibie | resumed my old manner. 1 even
stmulated moie dgjection than 1 felt, to counterbalance the
flash of hu;x that | feared she had recognized on the previ-
ous evenng.

1 w_''knew that all her woman's strength, that all her
woman's prrde and exalted sense of bunour would bind her
to hun. who was serencly secure 1n his trust. My one ho
was that her woman's beart was my ally, that it would
prove the st sngest ; that 3t would so assest itself that truth
and hunour would at last range themselves on ats side.
Little dud the sunple, fank ol Quaker realize the passionate
alternarsuns of hope and feas that 1 Lrought to bis breakfast-
tahle that bright Sunday.

All that my guarded scrutiny could gather was that Miss
Warnen uas a bitle too devoted and thoughtful of her uibane
lover, and that her cheesfulness lacked somewhat in spor.-
taneity.

1t was agreed at the breakfasi-table that we should all go
to mecting.

**Mrs. Yocomb,™ I said, finding her alooe for a2 moment,
**woa't you be moved this morning ? 1 need one of your
sermons mare than any heathen in Afnca.  \Whatever your
faith is, 1 believe in it, for I've seen its fruits.””

**If 3 message 1s given to me 1 will not be silent ; if not,
it would be presumpiuous to speak.  But my prayer is that
the Spirit ahom we waship may specak to thee, and that
thou wilt listen.  Unless He speaks, my poor words would
be of no avail.”

“You are a mystery to me, Mrs. Yocomb, with your
genial humely farm life Yere, and your mystical spintual
heigh*s at the meeting-house.  Vou scem to go from the
kitchen by casy and natural transition to regions beyond the
stars, and o pass withuat hesitancy from the companioaship
of }xs poor murtals into a preseace that is to me supremely
awfu' "™

**Thee dossn't understand, Richard.  The little faith 1
have 1 take with me to the kitchen, and I'm not afraid of
my Father in h=aven because He 1s so greatand 'm solittle.
Is Ziltah aftaid of her father 27

* I suppose you are right, and I admit that I don't under-
stand, and I don't scc how ¥ could reason st out.”™

** (3ud’s childien,” she replicd, **as all childien, come to
believe many blessed ticths without the aid of reason. It
was ot reason that taught me my mothes’s love, and yet,
now that 1 have chaldsen, st scems very reasonable.  1think
I learned most from what she said to me and did for me. If
cver childien were assured of love by thesr Heavenly Father,
we have been; af it s posuble for a human soul to be
toache.s by loving, unscliush devotion, let hum read the story
of Chrest.”

** Hut, Mrs. Yocomb, I'm not onc of the children.™

“Yes, thee 1s.  The ttouble with thee 1s that thee's
ashamed, o7 at least that thee woa't acknowledge the rela-
tion, and bhe true to 12"

**Dear Mrs Yocomb,™ T cried ia dismay, “ I most cither
tenounce heathcnism or get away from your influence,” and
1 left pre-apitatceiy.

Bat 1a truth 1 was 109 far gonen humanidolatry to think
long uprn her words ; they lodped in my memory, however,
and | 1zust will acver lose their influence.

CHATIER X1I1.~I}HFE OLD MEETING-HOUSKE AGAIN.

Reaben and 1, with Dapple, skimmed along the coantry
10ads, and my hope and spirits kindled, though I scascely
kanew why. \Ve were early at the meeting-bouse, &nd, to
my joy, 1 gained my old seat, in which1 had woven my June
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I day-dreamn around the fair unknown Quakeress whose face

was now that of a loved sister.  What ages, scemingly, had
clal,ml since that fateful day! What infinite advances in
life's exyeriences 1 had made since 1 last sat there. How
near 1 nad come to the experiences of atother life ! The fact
made me grave and thoughtful,  And yet, if my fear and not
my hape wete realized, what a burden was imposed upon
me with the hfe that discase had spared ! Had I even Mrs.
Ywomb's faith, 1 knew it would be a weight under which 1
wauld often stagger and faint.

Befote very long the great famaly rockaway unliaded its
precious freight at the horse-block, and Adah and Miss
Watten entered, fullowed by the hittle gaels.  In secret won-
der 1 saw Adah pause before the same lung, stragght-backed
bench o pew, and Miss Wargen take the place where 1
had first seen my ** embodiment of June.” Mis, Yocomb
went quietly to her place on the high seat.

**‘Tne spell continues to work, but with an important
change,” I thought.

In a few moments Mr. Yocomb marshalled in Mr. Hearn,
and placed him 1n the end of the pew next to Miss Warrea
on the men'’s side, so that they might have the satisfaction
of stting togcther, as if at church.  He then looked around
for me ; but I shook my head, and would not go up higher.

Soon all the simple, plainly apparelied folk who would
attend that day were m their places, and the old deep hush
that 1 so well remembered scttled down upon us. The
sweet low monotone of the summer wind was playing still
among the maples. I do behieve that it was the same old
bumble-bee that dasted in, sull unable to overcome its irate
wunder at a people who could be so quiet and screne.  The
sunhght flickered in hete and there, and shadowy leaves
moved noiselessly up and down the whitewashed wall.
Only the occasionzal song of a bird was wanting to reproduce
the furmer hour, but at this later sezson the bitds secm con-
tent with calls and chirpings, and in the July heat they were
almost as sifent as we were.

But how weak and fanciful my June day-dream now
scemed. Then woman's influence on my life was but a 10-
mantic sentiment. 1 had then conjured up a pretty vista
full of screne, quict Jomestic joys, which were to be asolace
merely of my teai Iife of toil and ambition. 1 had thought
myself launched on a shining tide that would bear me
smoothly to a quet home anchorage; but almost the first
word that Emuly Warzen spole broke the spell of my com-
placent, indolent dream, and 1 awoke to the presenve of an
carnest, large-souled woman, who was my pecr, and in many
respects my supenior ; whom, so far from beang a mete
houschold pet, could be counsellor and frend, and a daily
mspieation. Instead of shrinking from the world with which
I must grapple, she already looked out upon its tangled and
ctael probiems with clear, ntslligent, courageous eyes ;
smglc-‘xmdcd she had coped wih 1t and won from 1t a place
and respect.  And yet, with all her strength and fearlessness,
she had hept her woman’s heart gentle and tender. Oh,
who cuuld have better proof of this than J, who had seen
her face bending over the httle unconscious Zillah, and who
had heard her Jow sob when she feared T might be dying.

The two matdeas sat side by side, and 1 was not good
envugh to wuck of anything betler or puter than they.
Adah, with her face compased to 1ts mecung-house quiet,
bui softened and made more beautsful by passing shades of
thought ; stll it scemed almost as young and childhke as
that of Zallah.  Miss \Warren's profile was less round and
ful, bat 1t was more finely chiselled, and was Juminous with
mind. The slightly higher foiehead, the more delicatcly
arched eycbrow, the deeper setting of her dark, changiag
eyes, that were placed wide apart bencath the over ing
brow, the short, thin, tremulous upper lip, were all icdice-
tions of the quick, informing snirit which made her facelike
a transparency through which her thoughts conld often be
guessed before spoken; and sincs they were good, noble,
genial thoughte, they enhanced ber beauty.  And yet it had
occurred to me morce than once that if Miss Warren were a
depraved woman she could give to evil a deadly fascination.

** Are her thoughts wandering like mine?' 1 mused.
With kindling hope 1 saw her face grow sad, and I evenim-
aganed that ber gallour increased.  For a long time she
lovk:d juie-ly and fixedly before hier, as did Adah, and then
she stule a shy, hesitating glance at Mr. Hearn by her side ;
but the banker seemingly had {ound the silent meeting a
tnfle duil, fur his cyes were heavy, and all hfe and anima-
tivn had faded vut of his full white face.  Was 1t my imaga-
nation, or did she slightly shiink from him? Inan almost
instantancous flash she turned a little more and glanced at
me, and 1 was caught in the act of aimost breathless scm-
tiny. A sudden sed damed 1n her cheeks, but not a Friend of
them ail was more m 'ionless than ske at once became.

My conscrence sme ¢ me. Though I watched for hes hap-
piness as truly as my own, the old meeting-house should have
teen a sanctuary even from the eyes of Jove. 1 ncw from
the expressiun of het face that she had not liked 1t; nor did
I blame her.

1 was glad to have the silence of the meeting broken; for
a vencrable man rosc slowly icom the high seat and reves-
ently encnaated the words,

***The Lo:d of Hosts 13 with us ; the God of Jaoobis our
refape.”

**}1e maketh wars to cease unto the end of the carth ; He
breaketh the bow and cutteth the spear in sunder; He Lorn-
cth the chauot m the fire.’

*** Be sull, and know that I am God.' ™

** The quict, reverent bowing of the heart to His will is
often the most acceptalile worship that we can offer,” he be-
gan, and if he had stopped there the effect wozld bave been
petfect ; but he began to talk and to ramble.  With a sense
of deep disappoirtment 1 dreaded Jest the hour should pass
and that Mrx. Yocomb would not speak ; hat as ¢he old
gentleman sat down, that rapt ook was on her face that I
remembered secingy on the night of the storm.  She rose,
1o off her deep Nuaker bonnet, and laid it quictly on the
seat becide her 3 bat one saw that she was net thinking of it
ot of anything cxcept the tiuth which filled her mind.

Clacping her hands before her she looked stedfastly to-
ward heaven for a few moments, and then, in a low, sweet,

the words,

PenelIating Monoione,

** ' Peace I leave with you, My peace I give unto you :
not as the world giveth, give I untoyou. Let not your heart
be troubled, nefther let it be afrard.'”

She paused a moment, and I gazed in wonder at her
serene, uplifted face. She had spoken with such an ntter
absence of self-consciousness or regard fur externals as to
};iwc the strong impression that the words bad come again
rom heaven through her lips, zod were endowed with anew
life and ticher meaning; and now she seemed waiting for
whatever else might be given to her.

Could that inspired woman, who now looked as if she
might have stood unabashed on the Mount of Tranafigura.
uon, be my gemal, uning nurse, and the clicery matron of
the farm-house, whose deft hands had made the sweet, light
hiread we had eaten this morning? 1 had long loved hers
but now, as 1 realized as never before the gr‘m compass of
her womanly nature, I began to reverence her. A awift
glance 22 Miss Warren revealed that the text had awakened
an interest so deep as to su a great ard present need,
for the maiden was leaning slightly toward the speaker and
waiting with parted lips.

* As I sat here, Mrs. Yocomb began, lookiog down up-
on us with a grave, gentle aspect, ** these words came to
me as if spoken 1n my soul, and I am constrained to repeat
them unto you. I'm impressed with the truth that peace is
the chief need of the world —the chief need of every human
heart.  Beyond success, beyongd prospenty, beyond happi-
ness, 1s the need of peace—the deep, assured 1est of the soul
that 1s akin to the eternal calmness of Him who spake these
words.

**The world at large is {ull of turmoil and tiouble. The
sounds of its wretched disquictude reach me cven in this
quiet place and at this quiet hout. I seem to hear the fierce
uproar of battle ; for while we arc turning our thoughts up
to the God of peace, misguided men are dealing death blows
to their fellowmen. I hear the cries of rape, I hear the
groans of the dying. But sadder than these bloody ficlds of
open strife are the dark places of cruelty. I hear the clank
of the prisoner’s chain, and the crack of the slave-driver’s
whip. I sec desperate and despairiog faces revealing tor-
tured souls to whom the light of each day brings mote bitter
wrongs, viler indignitics, uatil they are ready to curse God
for the burden of life. Sadder still. I Lzar the dark whisper-
ings of those who would dest: oy the 1nnocent and cast down
the simple. 1 hear the satanic laugh of such as are false to
e=cred trusts and holy oblipations, who ruthlessly as swine
ate tending hearts that have given 21l the pearls they had.
From that sacred place, home, come to me hot words of
strfe, dingken, brutal blows, and the wailing of helpless
women and children. Saddest of all earthly sounds, I hear
the wild revelry of those who are not the victims of evil in
others, but who, while madly seeking happiness, are blotung
out all hops of happiness, and who ase committing that
crime of cnmes, the destruction of their own immortal souls.
D1d 1 say the last was the saddest of earthly sounds? There
comes to me another, at which my heart sinks; it 1s the
sound of proud, arrogant voices, Y0 are explaining that
faith 1s a delusion, that prayer 1s wasted breath, that the God
of the I3ible 13 a drcam of old-tume mystics, and that Chust
died in vain. 1 hear the moan of Mary at the sepulchre re-
peated from th Js of tearts, * They have taken away my
Lord." O God, forgive those who would blot out the deas-
est hope which has ever sustained humanity. Can there be
peace in a world wherein we can never escape these sad, ter-
nble, discordant sounds? The words that 1 have repeated
were spoken in just such & world when the din of evid wasat
its worst, and to those who must svon suffzr all the wrong
that the wotld could inflict.”

After a brief panse of silent waiting she continued :

* But is the turmoil of the world a far.away sound, like
the sullen roar of angry waves beating on a shore that rises
high and endering, securing us safety and rest? Beyood the
deep disquictude of the world at larpe is the deeper uarest
of the human heart.  No life can be so secluded and shel-
tered but that aaxieties, doubts, fears, and forcboding will
come with all their disturbiog powes. Often sorrows more
bittet than death are hidden by samiling faces, and in our
quict connlry homes theie are men and women anying
burdens that are crushing oot hope 20d life : mothers break-
ing their hearts over wayward sons and dauphters ; wives
desperate because the men who wooed them as blushing
rasidens have forgotten their vows, and haxe hecome swinish
sols ; men disheurtened baiaase the sweet-faced gitls that
they thought would give them a home have become vile slat.
terns, busybodies, shrill-tiongued shrews, who banish the
very thought of peace and rext, who waste their substance
and eat out their hearts with care.  Oh, the clouds of canh
are not those which sweep across the sun, buat thuse which
sisc out of unhappy bearts and cvil lives. These are the
clouds that gather over 100 many 1n a leaden pall, and it
seems as if no light could ever break thio gh them. There
are hearts to whom life scems to promise onc loag, bope-
less strugple to endure an incuiable pain. Caa there be
peace fo: such unhappy ones? To just such human hearts
were the words spoken, * Peace 1 leave with you, my peace
1 give unto you.' ™

came one of those little pauses that were guile as
impressive as the preceding words.  Althoegh my interest
was almost breathless, I involuntarily looked toward one
whom I now assocuated with cvery thoaght.

0 God 1™ 1 exclaimed mentslly, **can that be the as-
g:;oh sexiden happy n her love and hope * Her face had

me alinost white, and rcross the pallowr of her cheeks
tear followed teas, as from a fall 2nd bitter fountaia.

“Never, in all this evil world,” the speaker resomed,
was there such cruel, biter mockery as these words would
be if they wete not true—if He who spake them had nosight
to speak them. And what right would He have to spaak
them if He were merely 2 man among men—a part of the
world which never has and never can give prace to the
tronbled soul? How do we know these words aie ittve?
How do we know He had a right to speak them? Thank
God! 1 kanow, because He gn kepr His word o me.
Thank God! Millions know, because He has proved His
power to them. The scourged, persecated, cracified dis-
ciples found that He was with them always, even uato the




