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BOOK FIRST—CHAITER 11, —A JUNE DAY DREAN.

* Hush,"” 1 answered Conscience, impeniously ; * since
the old Fiiend Iady will not preack, I shall endure none of
your homilies. 1 yield suyself ta the influences of this day,
and duwiing this hour no cwb shall be put on fancy. In
wy soul 1 know that 1 would be a better wan if she is what
she scems, and could be to we all that 1 have dreamed ; and
wete 1 tenfold worse than 1 am, shie would be the becter for
making me better.  Iid not Divine punty come the closest
to sinful humanity 2 1 shall nppxoac]n this waiden in fancy,
and may seck hier 1 realiy, but st shall be with a respect so
sinceie and an homage so t1ae as to tob wy thonglts and
quest of bold ineveience or of mete setfishuess.  Suppose 1
am secking wy own good, tmy own salvation 1t may be, Iam
not secking 1o wiong her, Are not heaven's best gifts best
won by pwving all fos them? 1 would lay my munhood at
her feet. 1 do not expect 1o earn her or buy her, giving a
guid pro guo. A wouman's love is hke the prace oh:tavm
—a royal gift ; and the sparit of the sustor 15 mote reganded
than his deseit.  Moteover, 1 do not propose to soil her
life with the evil world that T must daily biush against, but
through her infiuence to do a hittle toward punfying that
ngld.. Sincelbis is but a dream, I shall dieam it out to
suit me.

** That stalwast and cldesly Friend who led me to this
choice })oint of observation 1s her father. The plump and
motherly matron on the high scat, whose face alone is a
temedy for carc and wony, is her mother  They will invite
me home with them when meeling is over. Aftcady 1 see
the trec-embowered farm-house, with its low, wide veraudah,
and old-fashioned roses chmbing the Jatce-work.  In sucl
a fiagrant ook, or pethaps in the orchand back of the house,
I shall exploie the wonderland of this waiden’s mind and
keart. Beyond the innate seserve of an unsophisticated
womanly mnatute there will be little teticence, and her
thoughts will flow with the clearness and unpremeditation of
the brook that 1 ciossed on my way hete.  \What a charge
they will be from the woild’s blotted page that I have 1ead
tco exclusively ol late?

“Perhaps it will appear to her that 1 have become
smirched Ly these pages, and that my chaiacier has the
aspect of a printer-at ihe close of hiy day's tasks.

*‘This source of fear, however, is also a source of hope.
1f she has the quickncess of intwmitzon to discover that 1 know
the wosld too well, she will also discern the truth that I
would gladly escape from that which migh: eventually de-
stroy my better nature, and that hers could be the hand
which mirht 1escur my manhood. To the degree that she
is a genuine woman there will be fascination in the power of
making a man morr maniy and worthy cf respect. Especially
will thir be truc if 1 have the supteme good-fortune nat to
offend her woman's fancy, and 2o excite her sympathy with-
out awzkening contempt.

**But 1imagine I am giving her credit for mote maturity of
thought and discesnment than her ycars pemut.  She must
be young, and her expeneaces would give her no means of
understanding my life.  She will look at me with the frank,
unaudpecting gaze of a child. She will exercise toward me
that blessed phast of charity which thinketh no evil because
ignorant of evil.

* Moreover, while I am famihiar with the sin of the wosld,
and have contributed my shate toward it, 1 am not in love
with it.; and 1 can well believe that such a Joveas she might
inspire would cause me to detest it. 1f for her sake and
other good molives, I should resolutelyand voluntasily 1om
my back on evil, would I not have the right to walk at the
side of one who, by the goodhap or her lifc, knows no evil ?
Atany rate, I am not sufficiently mapnanimous to forego
the opportunity shkould it occur. Therefore, among the
Jengthening shadows of this June day 1 shall woo with my
utmost skill one who may be alle 10 banish the deeper
shadows that are gathering 2round my lifc; and if T fxil 1
shall carry the truth of her spring-time Leauty and girlish
innocence back to the city, and their memory will daily warn
me to bewaic lest I lvse the power to love and appreciate
that which is her pre-eaminent chanm.

* But enough of that phase of the question. There need
be no failare in my dream, however probable failure may be
in reality. Llet meviimagine that in her Jovely face 1mayde-
tect the slight curiosity inspited by a stranger passing into
inictest.  She will be shy and reserved at fint; but as the
delicious sense oV lxing undentood and admired gains
g;sx:r)'. her 1hulughrl_: will gxadulllly reveal her hean like

¢ opening petals of a rose, and 1 can revetently gaze upon
the n‘E ticasutes of which she is the unoomficm pos~
sessor, and which I may win without impoverishiag
Her.

*¢ ter ready laugh, clear and mellow as the robin’s song
that woke me this morniag, will be the index of an unfailing
-spring, of mirthfulness—of that breezy, piquant, lasghing

llosophy which gives 10 some weinen an indescritable
«ctarn, enahbling them 10 1ender gloom and desponden
rare tnmates of the home over which they preside.  When
-gecati what datk depths of perplexity and trouble my mother
ofren bid with her hght laugh, I remember that T have never
et had a chance even to approach her in hetoism, In my

Gream, at least, 1 can give 10 iy wife my mother’s laugh -

and courage 3 and surcly Nature, who has endowed yonder
malden with so much beauty, has also bestowed every suit-
able accomrpaniment. Wherefore I shall discover in her
cyes treasures of sunshine that shall light my home on stormy
days znd winter nights.

** As I vary our theme of talk ftom bright to-sad experi-
ences, i shall Gatch a glimpse of that without which the
wosld would becomme & descrt—woman's sympathy. Possibly
1 may venture to wﬂgut my own need, avd emphasize it by
s zeferende to Holy Writ.  That would be appropriats in a

Sunday wooing. Surely she would admit that if Adam

could not 2ndute belug alone in Fden, a like fate would be
gar 'r‘nore deserving of pity in such a wildeineis as New

’ork.

**Then, as & scquel to her sympathy, 1 may witness the
awakening of that noble charactesistic of womnan——self-sncii-
fice—the geneious impulse to give happiness, even though
at cost toself,

** As the winged hours pass, and our glances, our wonls,
our intuitions, and the subtie laws of magnetism that me so
powerful, and yet 3o uttetly bevond the kea of reason, tes
veal us to each other, 1 detect in the depths of hier blue
eyes a Jight which vanishes when 1 seek it, but retumns
agam~a principle which alie does not even recognize, much
less undentand, and yet which she already unconsciously
obieys. ller looks me less frank and open, her manner
prows deliciously shy, she hesitales and chooses her words,
but is not 20 happy in their cheice ay whean shie spoke with-
out preineditation, Iustead of the wonted bloowm on her
cheek her colour comes and goes  Oh, 1most exquisite phase
of haman power! I controt the fountain of hcr%ilc ; and by
an act, a word, a glance even, can cause the critnson tide to
tise even to her brow, and then to ebb, leaving her sad and
pale.  Joy ! joy 1 1 have won that out of which can be
created the best thing of earth, and the type of heaven—a
homet" .

At this supreme moment in my day-dream, an elderly
Fuend on the high seat gave his hand to another white-
haited man who had, for the last hour, leaned his chin on
his stout cane, and meditated under the shadow of his broad-
timmed hat, and our silent meeting was over.  The posses
sor of the exquisite profile who led me through a flight
of romance such as 1 hall never known before, turned and
looked ditectly at me,

The breaking of m{ dream had been too sudden, and 1
had been caught too high up to alight again on the sohd
ground of reality with ease and giace. The night-editor
blushed like a_school-gitl under her glance, at which she
seemed naturally surpnsed.  Shie, of course, could imagine
no teason why her brief look of cutiosity shuuld cause me
confusion and bring aguilty crimson to my face, 1 took it
as a poud omen, however, and said mentally, as 1 passed
out with the othess,

** My thoughts have already estalilished a subtle influence
over her, deawing her eyes and the first delicate tendrsil of
interest toward oune to whom she may cling for life.”

CHAITER 1ll.—A SHINING TIDE,

As 1 was strenuously seeking to gain possession of my
wits, so that 1 could avail myself of any oppostunity that
offered, or could be made by adrcit, prompt action, the stal-
wart and eldeily Friend, who had seemed thus far one of
the ministers of my impending fate, apain took my hand aud
said,
1 hope thec’ll forgive me for askyng thee to conform to
our ways, and not think any rudencss was meant.”

¢ The grasp of your hand at once taught nmie that you weie
friendly as wellas & Friend,” 1 replied.

** We should not belie our name, truly. 1 fear thee did
not enjoy our silent mecting 2"

* You are mistaken, sir. It was just the meeting which,
as 2 weary man, I needed.”

/1 hope thee wasa't asleep 2" he said, with a humorous
twinkle in his honest Lilue eyes.

* You ate quite mistaken again,” I answered, smiling; but
1 shotld have been in a dilemma had he asked me if I had
been dicaming.

manner that suggested kindness rather than curiosity.

*“ Possibly this is the day of my fate,” I thought, ““and
this man the father of my ideal woman." And 1 decided to
angle with my utmost skill for an invitation,

“You are correct,” 1 replied, *“‘and 1 much regret
that 1 have wandered so far from my hotel, for I am not
strong."”

do out best : but if thee's willing to put up with homely fare
and homely people, thee’s welcome to come home with
u".,

Secing eager acquiescence in my face, he continued with-
out giving me time to reply, ** Hete, mother, thee always
provides enovgh for one more. We'll have a stranger within
bar gates to-day, ;ﬂbﬂp‘-" .

To my joy the Friend lady, with a facelike a benediction,
turncd at his words. At the same moment & large, .three-
seated rockaway, with.a tuddy boy as a driver, drew up
against the adjacent horse-block, while the fair unknown,
who had stood among = bevy of young Quakeresses like a
tall lily among lesser fiowers, came toward us halding alinle
gitl by the band. The family yioup was drawing 1 _ether
according to my prophetic fancy, and my beart bea. thick
and fast.  Truly this was the day of fate?

** Homely people,” indeed  aod what cared 1 for * faze ™
in 1he very hoar of destiny 1

**Mother,” he said, with bis bumorous twinkie, **I'm
bent on making ameads to this stranger who scemed to
have a drawing toward thy side of the house. Thee didn't
give him any spiritual fare in the meeting-house, but I thirk

that be is not well and a long way from bome, thee'll give
him a welcome.”

** Indeed, sir,*? said the old lady, taking my hand in her
soft, plump palm, while het face faitly beamed with kindliness,
*it would be & pooc faith that did ot teach w5 our duty to-

4 Thec’s a stranger in these parts,” he continued, in a

**Well, thee may have good cause to be sorry, though we .

thee'll do better by him at the farm-honse. When 1 tell thee ”

slde Ruth Yocomb, my wife. Come, mother, we're keeping
Friend Jones's teaws from the bluck. My name js Thomas
Yocomb. No, no, take the back seat by iy wife. She nay
preach to thee a little poing home, Drive on Reuben," he
added. as he and hw two daughters stepped quickly in,
**and give Friend Jones a chance. ‘Uhis is Adah Yocomb,
iy daughter, and this is little Zillah. Mother thought that
since the two names went together in Scriptute they ought
to go together out of it, and L'am the last man in the world
to po apainst the Scripture.  That's Reuben Yocomb, driv-
ing. Now thee knows all the flm\!’y. and I hopetheedon't
fecl as much of a steacger as thee did ;" and the hearty old
man turned and beawad on e with & goud-will that 1 feht
to bz ns waim and genuine as the June sunshine,

sCTobe fiank” I exclaimed, **1 am at a loss to under-
staud your kindness. It thecuy we aresuspicious of slmqlgzn
and mand aloof fiom them; but you tveat me as if 1 had
broughit a coidial letterof introduction from one you esteenied

Lighly.”

*¢ So thee has, so thee has; ouly the letier came before
thee did.  * Be not foigetful to entertain strangers '—that's
the way it 1eads, doesn't it, mother? ™'

* Morcover, Richard Moiton,” his wife added, **thee has
voluntarily come amony us, and xat down with us for & guiet
hour. Little claim to the faith of Abraham could we have
should we 1¢f thee wander off 13 get thy dianer with the
bitds in the woods, for the village is milcs away.”

¢ Mother'll makhe amends to thee for the silent meet-
irz)%.“ said Mr. Yocomb, looking atvund with an impressive
nod.

* *Qirust she will,” 1 1eplied. “1 wanted to hear her
preach. It was her kindly face that led to my blunder, for
1t so attracted ine from tmy perch of obscrvation on the wall
that 1 acted on my impulse and followed her into the
?«lilng-bouse, feeling in advance that I had fouad &
riend.”

“\Well, I guess thee has, onc of the old schoo),” Jaughed
her hushand.

The daughter, Adab, ;urned and looked at me, while she
smiled approvingly. Oh, blessed day of destiay! When
did drean and seality so keep pace before? Was 1 not
dreaming still, and imagining everything to suit my own
_!:.m‘:‘)",? When would the pesverse world begin to assert
itself?

Sitting just before me, on the next seat, so that I could
often sce tha same perfeet profile, was the maiden that Thad
already wooed aud won in fancy. ‘Fhough she was s0 near,
and in the full sunlight, I could detect no cloudiness in her
exquisite complexion, nor discover a fault in her roundgd
form. “The slope of her shoulders was grace itself.  Shedid
not lean back weak or languidly, but sat erect, with the
quiet, easy poisc of vigour and health.  Her smile was fiank
and friendly, and yet not as enchanting as 1 expected. It
was an affair of facial muscles rather than the lighting up of
the entire vissge. Nor did her full facc—now that my cou-
fusion had passed away and 1 was capable of close observa-
tion—give the same vivid impression of beauty made by her
profile. 1t was pretty, very pretty, hut for some reasons
disappointing. Then 1 siniled at my half-conscious criticism,
and thought, *You have imagined & creatute of unearthly
retfection, and expect yout impossible ideal to be realized.
Vere she ali that you have dreamed, she would be muchtoo
fine for an ordinaty mortal like yourself. 1n her rich, un-
perverted wonanly nature you will find the beauty that will
outlzst that of form and feature.”

1 fear thee found our silent mecting long and tedjous,”
said Mra. Yecomb, deprecatingly.

““Iassure you 1 did not," I replied, * though 1 hoped you
would have x message for us.””

* It wasnot given to me,”” she said moeekly. Then she
added, ** Those not used to our ways are troubled, perhaps,
with wandering thoughts duting these silent hours.”

“1 was not to-day,” 1 replied with Lowed head; ‘1
found a subject that held mine.”

“I'm glad,” she said, her face kindling with pleasure,
*May 1 ask the matute of the uuth that held thy wmedi-
tations.”

* Perhaps I will tell you some time,” I answered hesi-
tatingly ; then added teverently, *‘It was of & very sacted
pature,”

**Thee's right,” she said, gravely. *‘Far be it from
me to wish 1o look cutiously upon thy soul’s com-
munion.”

Fur a woment 1 felt guilty that I should have so misled
her, but reassured mysell with the thoeght, “That
which I dwelt upon was as sacred to me as my mother's
memory.”’ .

I changed the subject, and sought by every means in my
power to lead her to talk, for thus, 1 thought, 1 3hall lean
the full soutce of womanly life from which the peesless
daughter hias drawn her nature,

The kind old lady nceded but little incentive. IHer
thoughts flowed ..cely in a quaint, sweet veraculat that
savoured of the meeting-house. 1 was both interested and
charmed, and as we rode at a quiet jog through the June
sunlight felt that I was in the hands of & kindly fate that, in
scoordance with the old fuiry tales, was bent on giving one
poor mdital all he desired.

At ast, on a hillside sloping to the south, T saw the farm-
huouse of suy dream, Two 1all boney locusts siood like faith-
{ul guardians on cach side of the porch. An elm drooped
over the farther end of the piazza. In the dooryard the
foliage of two t silver poplar or aspen trees fluttercd
Peqxnnlly with ts Jight :E:m. A maple towcred high

hind.the bouse, and a Lrook that ran not far away was

waid the stranges ; and, if I mistake not, thee’l] change our

duty into a plcasure.”

** Do not hope to entertain an angel,” 1 said.

“That's well,” the old gentleman put in; * our dinner
will be rather too plein and substantial for angels® fare, 1
think thee'll be the better for it though,”

*1 am the better alerady for your most uncxpected kind-
ness, which I now gratefully % a st . ¥ hope,
however, that I may be able t0 a more definite and per-
sonal regatd;™ snd 1 handed the old pentleman my

ard,
“ Richatd Motton is thy name, then. 17 place thee be-

sbadowed by a weeping willow, Other trees were grouped
here and there as if Nature bad planted them, and up one a
wild grape-vine clambered, its uaohtrusive blosoms filling
the air with a fragrance more delicious even than that
of the old-fashioned roses which abounded everywhere.

** Was thcze cvera sweeter nook ? ” I thought, as I stepped
out on the wide horse-block,and gave my hand to one who
scemed the beantifal culmination of the scepe, Miss Adah

. needed bat littie-assistance 10 alight, Lut she took my .hand
in hers, which shebad ungloved asshe approached her home.
1t was her mothet's 0ft, plump hand, but unmarked, as ye!,




