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A DAY OF FATE.

B} XEV E r KOS

BOOK FIRST.—CHAPTER IX.—*‘OLD PLOD.”

¢ Emily Wartren, why does thee brng Richard Morton
boack so soon 2 asked Mr. Yocomb, suspenthing for a mo-
ment the sweep of us hand that was scattering grain.

** You are mistaken, sir,” 1 :awd 3 * 1 brought Miss War.
ren back. I thought she would enjoy sceing you feed the
poultry, the horses, and especially the covs.”

* Thee's mote self-denying than 1'd a been,” he tesumed,
with his humorous twinkle. ** Don't tell mother, but i
wouldn’t mind taking a walk with Enuly Warren mysclfon
a June evening like this."”

**1 will take a walk with you whenever you wish,”
laughed Miss Warren; * but I'll surely tell Mrs. Yocomb.”

*Oh! 1 know 1'd get foundout,” said the old man, shak-
ing his head ruefully ; ** I always do.”

“1am sure you would if Miss Warren were here,” 1
added. ‘*I am at aluss to know how carly in the day she
found me out.”

**\Well, I puess thee'’s a pretty square sort of a man. If
thee'd been stealing sheep Emily Warren wouldn't laugh at
thee so approvingly. I'm finding out that she rather likes
the people she 'aughs at. At least, 1 take that view, for she
lsughs at me a great deal. 1 knew from Emily Wagen's
laugh that thee hada’t anything very bad to tell mother.”

*¢ I admit that, at the time, 1 enjoyed being lavghed at—
2 rather rare expericence.”

** You needn't, cither of you, plume yourselves that you
are irresistibly funny. 1Ilaugh cauly.  Mr. Yocomb, why
do you feed the chickens sa slowly 2 I have noticed it be-
fore. Now Reuben, and Hiram, the man, throw the cornall
down aronce.”

“ They are in more of 2 hurry than 1 am. 1 don't like
to do anything in 2 hurry, least of all to eat my dinner.
Now, why should these chickens, tuskeys, and ducks goblie
everything right down?  The corn scems to taste goud to
them ; so, after a handful, 1 waint il they have hada chance
to think how good the last kesnel was before they get an.
other. You see 1 greatly prolong their pleasure.”

**And in these intervals you meditate on Thanksgiving
day, I suppote,” she said.

*¢ Emily Warren, thee’s a good Yankee. I admit that
that young gobbler there did sugpest a day on which I am al.
ways very thankful, and with good reason, I had alwut con-
cluded before thee came that, if we were both spared—1.e.,
that gobbler and 1—till r.it November, I would probably
survive him.”

*¢1ow can you have the heast to plan against that poor
cteature’s hife so coolly 2 See how he turns his round, an-
nocecht eyes toward you, as if in gratitude. If he could know
that the hand that fceds him would chop off his head, what
a moral shock he would sustain ! Thatupturned beak shouid
be to you like a reproachful face.”

*¢ Emily Warren, we expect thee to cat thy Thanksgiving
dinner with us ; and that young gobbler will probably be
oa the table.  Now what part of him will thee take on that
occasion ?”

** A piece of the breast, if you please.”

¢ Richard Morton, is not Emily Warren as false and cruel
asIam?”

¢¢ Just about.”

*¢Is thee not afraid of her ?”

+* 1 would be if she were unfriendly.”

* Oh, thee thinks everybody in this house is friendly.
Emily Warren, thee must keep up our good name,” headded,
with a mischicvous nod toward her.

*Mr. Yocomb, youare forpetting the chickens altogether.
There are some staid and clderly hens that are goirg to bed
in disgust, yoo have kept them waiting s» long."”

**Scc how quick they'll change their minds,” he said,
as he thiew down 2 handful of corn.  ** Now isn't that just
like a hen?” he added, as they kastened back,

* And just like 2 woman alse, I'm sute you want to sug-
gest,” saud Miss Warzen.

**1 suppose thee never changes thy mind.”

*1'm going to change the sutject. Poultry with their
f=athers on don't interest me very much. The male birds
semind me of a detestable class of conceited men, that one
must see daaly 1n the aty, whose gatlaatry as all affectation,
an1 who never for 2 moment lose sight of themselves or thar
own importance. That strutting gobbler there, Mr. Moarton,
remind me of certamm emineat statesmen whom your papes
delights to hoaour, and I imagine that that ndiculous crea-

ture embodies theit idea of the American eagle. Then the
hen, have szch a simple, unthinking aspect.  They act

as :f they expected to be crowed over as a matter of course ;
and thus typify the followers of these statesmen, who are so
pre-eminent in their own estimation.  Their exalted peeches
scem o be awarded unquestioninply.”

**So you think, Miss Warren, that I have the simple,
unthinking aspect typihed by the physiognomy of these
hens ?™

** Mr. Morton, I was geacraszing. Ve always exeept
present company.  Remember, T disagree with your paper,
not yoz ; but why you loak up 0 these human species of
the gobbler 13 somettung 1 can t undeisiand, and beiag oaly
a woman, that need not scem siange o you.”

* Sance I mast tell you th: truth on all occasions, noiens
volons, you have hit on a subject wheian I diffes from my
paper.  Human phases of the gobbdler are not nlcasant.”

** Bat thetatkey phase a5, 2673, satd Me. Yocomb, throw.
ing 2 handful of corn Cowa before hus favounte, which, hke
certamn eminent statesmen, simmediately tooked after his own
interests.

* Mr. Yuocombd, please Ict me help you feed the horses,™
said Mass Warten, chmg the way 1ato the bam, where on
one side were mows for hay and g.amn, and, on the other,
stalls for sevecal horses.  The slock and comfortable animals
scemed 10 know the young gitl, for they thrust out their

black and Lrown woses toward her and projected their ears,
instead of Jay g them back vicivusly, as when 1 approached;
and ane ¢ld plough-horse that had been wuch neglected,
UI']llil Mass Warten began to pet him, gave a loud ecstatic
wlunny.,

¢ Oh, you big, honest old fellows!* she exclaimed, car-
essing une and another, * 1'd rather teach you than halfmy

hupils.
Pen 1n which half do you place me 2" I asked,

““You? oh, 1 furgot; § was to teach you topography.
1 \\Alé‘a;sngn yuu by and by, after you have had & few les-
sons.

* A man ought to do as well as a horse, so I hope to win
your favour."

1 wish all men dild as well as Mr. Yocomb’s horses.
They evidently have the family name and respecta.
bility to keep up. My, Yocowmb, what is it that smells so
sweetly 2

**That is the red-top clover we cut last week.”

4 Oh, isn't 1t good? 1 wouldn’t mind having some my-
self,” and she snatchied down a fragrant handful fiom the
mow, **lHecie, Old Plod,” she said, turning to th» plough-
horse, **the world has rather snubbed you, as it his honest
worth before,  Mr. Yocomb, you and Reuben are much too
fond of gay horses.”

*¢Shall I tell Reuben that thee'd rather ride after Old
Plod, as thee calls him?”’

* No, 1 thank you; I'll go on as I've begun.
changeable.”

** Now, Friend Morton, is not Emily Wartenas bad as 1
am about gay horses? "

**I'm inclined to think she is about as bad as you are in
all respects.”’

“Emily Warren, thee needn’t put on any more airs.
Richard Maoiton thinks thee isn’t any better than I am, and
there's nuthing under the sun an editor doesn't know."”

* 1 wish he were right this time,"” she said, with a laugh
and sigh curiously blended.  ** It seems to me, Mr. Yo.
comb, that you have grown here in the country like your
clover-hay, and are as good and wholesome. In New York
1t is su ditferent, especially if one has no home life ; you
bicathe a J.flerent atmuosphere {tom us in mote respects than
one. Ths fragrant old bam agpc:u: to mc more of a sanc.
tuary than some churches in which I have tried to worship,
and its dsm cvening hight more rehigious.”

** According 0 your fauth,” I said, “ no shrinc has ever
contanzd so precious a gift as amanger.”

¢ According tu our fauth, if you please, Mr. Morton.”

By an 1nstinct that sgnored a custor of the Friends, but
exemplitied their spirit, the old man took off his hat as he
sad, ¢ Yes, friend Morton, according to our faith. The
child that was cradled in 2 manger tends to make the world
innocent.”

The old barn has indeed become a sanctuary, I thought,
in the biicf silence that followed. Miss Warren stepped to
the door, and I s3w a quick gesture of her hands to her eyes.
Then she turmed and said in her piquant way,

*¢ Mt. Yucomb, our talk reminds e of the long grace in
Laun which the priests said before meals, and which the
hangsy people cuuldn’t understand.  The horses are hinting
broadly that oats would be more edifying.  If it were Mon-
day, 1'd wager you a plum that they would all leave your
oats to cat clover-hay out of my hand.”

*“\We'l) asrange about the bet tosmorrow, and now try the
expeniment,” said Mr. Yocomb, rclapsing into his genial
humour at once.

I was learning, however, that 2 deep, carnest natare was
hidden by this outward sheea and spatkle.  Filling his fou:-
quast measute {rom the cobwebbed bin, he soon gave each
hiorsc lus allowance.

* Now, Richaid Morton, thee watch her, and see that she
docsa’t coax too much, or come it over them with any un-
;awful witchery.  Take the hay thyself, Emiiy, and we'll
stand back.”

I we..t 10 the fatther cad of the barm, near Old Plod, and
stood where I cotld sce the maiden’s profile against the light
that streamed theough the opea door. Never shall 1 forget
the micture I then saw,  The tall, ample figure of the old
Quaker stood in the background, and his smile was broad
and penial enough to have Iiphied up a dungeon.  Above
him rose the odurous clover, 2 handful of which Miss War.
zen held out 1o the horse in the first stal'  Her hips were
parted, her cyes shining, and her face had the intent, cager
interest of a ¢hild, while her attitudes and motions were full
of unstudied and unconscious grace.

The tirst horse munched stolidly away at s oats.  She

ut the tempung wisp agamst his posc, at which he Iaid
Pnck his ears and Jlooked wicious.  She .uined to Mr. Yo-
zomb, and the old bara echoed to 2 laugh that was music
atself asshe saud,

** You have won your plum if it is Sunday., I shall try
all the other horses, however, and thus lcain to valee cot-
zectly the expressions of affection 1 have teceived from these
Iong-nosed gentlemen.™

One after another they munched on, regardless of the
clover.  Step by step she came nearer o me, smiling and
fiowang at het want of success. My heart thiilled at a
beauty that was so ancoaventional and so utterly self-forget.
ful. The blooming clover, before at fell at a sweep of the
scythe, was the bt emblem of her then, she lwked so young,
so fair, and sweet.

** They are as bad as men,” she cxclaimed, **who will
fonive any wsong sather than an antersapuon at dinncs.™

Sac now stood at my side before Old Plod, that rhus far,
10 his siagle-minded aticntion to his oats, had seemingly fos-
gouten her prescuce , bot as be lified his kead from the
manget, and saw her, he tovk 2 step forw.rd, and reached
his great bruwn avse tuward her, rather than fos the cloves.
In bref, hic said, in his poot domd way,

* 1 like you better than hay or oats.”

The hurse s simple, undisguited aflection, for some rea-
son, touched the gqul decply ; for she dropped the hay and
threw her arm aiound the horse®™s head, leaning her face
against his. 1 3aw a tear in her cyc as she mormured,

**You have more heart than all the seat put together. I
don’t believeanyone was ever kind to you before, and you've

I'm not

begn a bit lonely, like myself.” Then she led the way
hastily vut of the barn, saying, ** Old Plod and [ are swom
fricnds from this time forth ; and 1 shall take your advice,
Old Plod.”

I was soon at her side, and asked,

““ What advice did Ol Plod give you "

For some inexplizable reason she coloured deeply, then
laughed as she said,

*=1v's rately wise to think aloud ; but impulsive people
will d¢ it sometimes. 1 suppose we all occasionally have
questi- ns to decide that to us ate perplexing and important,
though of little consequence tothe woild, Come ; if weare
to s¢e the old garden, wemust make thie most of the fading
light.  After my interview with Old Plod, 1 can't descend to
cows and pigs ; so good-by, Mr. Yocomb.”

CHAPTER X.—:A RIT OF EDEN,

“This is my fitst entrance into Eden,” I said, as we
B:sscd through the rustic gate made of cedar branches and

tween posts green with American ivy.

 Like another man, you won't stay here long.”’

¢ Like Adam, 1 shall cestainly go ont when you do.”

“ That will be before very long, since 1 have promised
Mr. Yocomb some music.”

¢ Even though a Bohemian editor, as you may think, I
am conscious of a profound gratitude to some bengficent
power, fur 1 never could have chosen so wisely myself. I
might have czen 1in Sodom and Gomotrah—for New York
in contrast scems a unina of both—teceiving reports of the
crimes and casualties of the day, but I am here, with this
garden in the foreground and asic in the background.”

‘' You don't know anything about the music, and you
ﬁay yet wish it so far in the background as to be inaudi.

c.II

I admit that 1 will be in a dilemma when we reach the
music, {ot no matter how much I protest, you will know just
what I think.”

“ Yes, you had better be honest.”

#* Comic, open for me the treasures of your ripe experience,
You have been a week 1n the country. I know you will
give me a roscbud —a rare old-fashioned one, if you please,
with a quaint, swcet meaning, for I see that such abound in
this garden, and 1 am wholly out of humour with the latest
modc in cverything. Recalling your taste for homely, hon-
cst worth, as shewn by your passion for Old Plod, I shall
scck a blossom among the vegetables for you. Ah, hete is
one that is sweet, white, and pretty,” and 1 plucked a clus.
ter of flowers from a potato-hill.  ** By the way, what flower
is this?" I asked demurcly.

She looked at it blankly for 2 moment, then rematked,
with 2 smile, **You have said that it was sweet, white, and
preity.  Why inquire furthes 2

¢ Miss \Warren, you have been 2 week in the country and
don’t know 2 potato-blossom.”

** Our relations may be changed,” she said, ‘‘and youn
become tte teacher.”

¢ Oh, here comes Zillah.  We will settle the question ac-
cording to Scriptute.  Does it not say, * A hitle child shall
lIcad them?” Whom are you so glad to see, little one, Miss
Warren or me?”

1 don't know thee very well yet,” she said shyly.

*“1o you know Miss Warren very well 2"

‘¢ Oh, yes, indced.”

¢ tHfow soon did you come to know her weli 2

¢ The first day, whea she kissed me.”

1 think that's a very nice way of getling acquainted.
Won't you let me kiss you good-night when you get sleepy.”

She looked at me with a doubtful smile, and said, “ I'm
afraid thy mustache will tickle me.”

The birds were singing in the orchard near, but there
was not a note that to my car was more musical than Miss
Warzen's laugh. I stooped down belore the little gisl as 1
said,

¢ Suppose we sce if 2 kiss tickles you now, and if it don't
now, you won't mind it then, you know." .

She camc hesitatingly to me, and gave the coveled salale
with a dclicious minghing of maidealy shyness and childish
innozence and frankness.

*Ah 1" 1 exclaimed, * Eden itselfl contained nothing bet.
ter than that. To think that T shoald have been so honoured
—1 who have written the tecun. of enorgh crivacs to sink a
world 1"

**Perhaps if you had committed some of them she wouldn’t
have kissed you,”

% 1f 1 had to live in 2 ninety.nine story tenement-house,
as so many do, I think that 1 would have committed them
all.  Well, I may come 1012, Life is a risky battle to suzh
as I, but I'm in heaven now ™

*Vou do scem very happy,” she said, looking at me wist.
fully.

* 1 am very happy. I have given mys:lf up wholly to
the influcnces of this day, letting them sway me, lead me
whithersocver they will.  If this i3 a day of destiny, no sta-
pid mulishness of mine shall thwart the happy combination
of the stars.  That the Fates aic propitious 1 have singular
teason to hope.  Yesterday I was 2 broken and dispirited
man. This cvening 1 feel the infleence of all this glad June
lLfe. Good Mrx, Yocomb has taken sac in hand. I'm to
study topogiaphy with a teacher who has several other
bumps besides that of locality, and Zillah is going to shew us
the garden of Eden.”

*1s this Iike the garden of Eden ? the little girl asked,
looking up at me in surprise.

“\Wecll, I'm not sure that it’s just like it, but I'm more
tuan conteat with this garden,  In one sespect 1 think it's
Lette: ~there are no snakes here Now, Zillah, lead where
you please, 1'm in the following mood Do you know where
any of these bitds five? Do you think any of them ate at
home on their nests?2 1§ so, we'll call and pay our 1csperts.
When 1 was a horrid bey I robbed a bird's nest, and 1 often
have a twinge of remone {or it."

** Do you want 10 scc a tobins nest? ™’ asked Zillah exe
citedly.

* Yes, indeed.

*Then come, and walk softly when I°do. There's one



