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A DAY OF FATE.
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ROOK SFFONI. - -<CHAPTER 1.—THR DAY AFTER.

‘Yhe epochs of one’s life are not divided according to the
calendar, nor are they measured by the lapse of time.
Within a few bnief hours I had rcached a conclusion that
le® no shadow of doubt on my mind.  As I sat there in the
beauuful June dawn I tuened a page in my histury. The
record of future joys and ills would have to be kept in doudle
entry, {or L felt with absolute conviction that I could enter-
tain no project and decide no question without instinctively
and naturally consulting the maiden who had quielly and as
if by divine right obtained the mastery of my soul. Buta
day since I would have said that my present attitude was
impossible, but now it scemed both right and inevitable.
The doubt, the sense of strangencss and remoteness that we
justly associate with a comr:ralivc stranger, had utterly
passed away, and in sheir place was a feeling of absolute
trust and rest. I could place in her hands the best treasures
of my life, without a shadow of hesitancy, so strongly had 1
been impressed with her truth.

And yet it all was a beautiful mystery, over which I could
have dreamed for hours,

I had not shunned sociely in the past, and had greatly
admired other ladies. Their voices had been sweet and
low, as a woman's tones should be, and their glances gentle
and kind, but not one of them had possessed the power tn
quicken my pulse or to disturb the quict slumber of my
heart ; but this woman spoke to me as with authority from
heaven. ¢ My whole being,” I murmured, ** bows down
to her by a constraint that I could scarcely resist, and no
queen in the despotic past ever had a more Joyal subject
than 1 have become. To serve her, even to suffer for her
and to stand between her and alt evils the world could in-
flict, are privileges that I covet supremely. My regard is

. uot a sudden passion, for passion is selfish and incunsider-
ate, My love is 2ltcady united with honour and reverence,
and my stiongest impulse is to promote her happiness be-
fore my own. The thought of her is an iuspiration toward
a purer, better manhood than I have yet known. Hertruth
and innate nobility produce an intense desire to become like
her, so that she may look into my eyes and trust also.”

I scarcely know how long my bright-hued dream would
have lasted, but at lengih the door of Mrs, Yocomb's room
opened, and steps were on the stairs. A moment later the
physician came out, and Miss Waren stood in the doorway.

** They are all sleeping quietly,” he said, in answer tomy
inquiry. “Yes; all danger 1n Zillah’s case’is now passed,
1 think; but she's had a serious time of it, poor little
thing t”

““There's no need of your walking bzme to-night,” pro-
tested Miss Warren. *We can make you comfortable
here, and Reuben will gladly dnve you over in the mom-
ing.”

*‘Tt’s morning new,” he said, smiling, * and 1'll enjoy the
walk s the fresh aie. T'll call again before very long.
Guod-day 1" and he walked lightly down the path, as if all
was vety satisfactory to him.

*¢ What are you doing here, Alr. Morton?” Miss Warren
asked, assuming an expression of stzong surprise.

¢ Helinng to watch.”

“What 3 waste! You haven't done Zillah a bit of

“ Didn't.yoa know 1 was hese?"”

o \"cs: but T hope you don't think that I need watch-
ing?”

g“l was within call.”

#So you would have been if sleeping. I could have
blawn the great tin homn if it had been necessary to waken
you, and you had remained undistarbed by other means.”

* OY, well, *hen, if it made no difference to you, I
mercely say I'm a night cditor, and Lept awake frem babit.”

I didn’t say it made no differcnce to me,” she answered.-
* You ooght 10 have known betier than to have made that
speech.”

« Miss Warren,” T vrged arxiously, * you look whue as
a ghost 1n this mingliag of moonlight and mutning.  \vhen
2w/l you rest2”

**\When the mind and heart are at rest a tired body counts
for httle.  So yau're nat afrai ) of ghosts?*

I looked at her intently as I replied, *“ No; I would hke
10 be hasnted all my life.”

It was not wholly the reflection of the dawa that tinged
the pallor of her face as T spoke these words.

Alier 3 moment’s hesitation she apparently dismissed a
thought, and m2intaired her old {rank manner.

4 Oh, how beautiful, how welcome the moming is!™ she
exclaimed, coming out on the prazza.  ** To think that this
is the same world that we saw last mght—it's almost im-
possible."

** Mr. Yocomb’s words will yet prove tree," 1 said, ** and
clearer skics and betier grain will be the resuit of the
storm.’”

**Oh, I'm so glad, I'm so very glad,” she murmured.
** This morning is like a benediction ;" a.d 1ts brightness
and bizauty glowed in her face

*1 car tell you som-thing that will please you greatly,”
1 ewtinrsd  **1 have visited the hittle home in the garden
that war opea to last night’s sky.  The father and mother
raluns e well, and 1'm sure all the hutle ones ate too, for
vhe mnther robin had her head under her wing—a thing
lmpn:‘ih!r, 1 suppose, il anything was amiss with the ckil-
dren ™

“QOh, I'm so glad  * she amain sepeated, and there wasa
1 wvoas, exquisite thrill in her tones.

At that moment there came a barst of song from the top
of the pear-tree in the parden, and we sax the head of the
htie houschold greeting the day.

Almost as sweetly and masically. my companion'’s lsugh
trilled out,

*¢So It wasn't the dsy of fate after all.”

Impelled by an impulse thay for the moment seemed ir-
resistible, I took her hand as I said ecamesily,

*Yes, Miss Warren, for me it was, whether for a lifetime
of happiness or of disappointment.”

Al lirst she appeared stastled, and gave me a swift, search-
ing glauce ; then a strong expression of pain passed aver her
face. She understood me well, for my look and manner
would have been unmistakable to any woman.

She withdrew her hand as she sai t:cnl\y,

“ You are overwrought from watching ~from all that's
hap‘;‘mne.t'l; let us both forget that such rash words were
spoken.

* Do not think it,” I replied, slowly and deliberately.
1 have learned to know you better since we have met than
I could in months or years amid the conventionalities of
society. In you I recognize iny fate as vividly and distinetly
as 1 saw you in the lightning’s gleam last night. Please
hear and understand me,” I urged, as she tried to check iny
words by a strong gesture of discent. ** If you had parents
or guardians, I would ask them for the privitege of secking
your hand. Since you have not, I ask you. At least give
me achance. 1 can never prove worthy- of you, but by
years of devotion I can prove that I appeeciate you.”

**Oh, I'm s0 sorry, so very sorry you fecl so,” she said,
and there was deep distress in her tones ; **1 was in hopes
we would be life-long friends.”

“* We shall be," I replied quietly. She looked at me
hesitatingly a moment, then said impulsively,

¢ 21r. Morton, you are too honourable a man to seck that
which belongs to another. There,” she added, flushing
deeply, “I've teld you what I've acknowledged to no one—
scarcely to mysell,’

1 know that the E, ot of hope faded out of my face vtterly,
for I feltall and faint.  If in truth she belonged to another,
her absolute truth would make her so loyal to him that fur-
ther hope would be not only vain but an insult, which she
would be the first to ressnt.

**1 understand you too well,” 1 began despondently, *“to
say another word, Miss Warren. I—I wish—it seems ra-
ther odd 1 should have felt so toward you whea it was no
use. It was as inevitable as our meeting. The world and
all that’s in it is an awful muddle to me. But God bless
you, and ifthere’s any good God, you willbe blessed.” Ishiv-
cred as I spoke, and was about to leave the piazza hastily,
when her eager and entreating tones detained me.

“ Mr. Morton, you said that in spite of all we should be
friends ; let me claim my privilege at once.  I'm sute I'm
right in believing that you're overwrought and morbid, from
the strange experiences you have just passed through. 1o
not add to your exhaustion by starting off on another aim-
less walk to-day ; though you may think it might lead you
10 a better fate, it cannot biing you to those who care so
deeply for you. We'll be merry, true-hearted fricads after
we've had time 1o rest and think itall over.”

‘‘True-hearted, anyway,” I s3id emphatically. What's
more, I'll be sane whea we meet again—entirely matter of
fact, indeed, since 1 already toresze that ] shall be troubled
by no more days of fate. Good-by now 3 go and sleep the
;l:cg of the just; 1'1l rest quictly here; ** and I held out my

and.,

She took it in both of hers, and said gently, ¢ Mr. Mor-
ton, I believe you saved my—our lives last night.”

* I had some hand in it—yes, that should be happiness
cnough. I'll make it answer; but never speak of it again,”

“ Wh:n 1 cease to think of it 1 shall ceaze to think atall,”
she said, in strong emphasis ; and with a lingeting, wisful
glance she passed slowly in and up the winding stairway.

I watched her as 1 would a ship that had left meon a
desolate rock.

¢’ She is one that could not change if she would,” I
;}}ou'ght, “It’s all over. No matter; possibly I saved her

ife.”

1 sat down again in a rustic chair on the piazza, oo mis-
2rable and disheartered to do maore than endure the pan of
my disappointment. Indeed there was nothing clse to do,
for seemingly 1 had set my heart on the impossible.  Her
words and manner had made but one impression—~that she
had given her love and faith to an earhier and more fortu-
nate suitor,

** 1t would be strange if it were otherwise,” I muttered.
**1 was the ‘idiot," in thinking that her gentlemen fnends
were blind ; but I protest against a wosld in which men ate
left to bluader so fatilly. The other day I felt broken
down physically ; 1 now know that i'm broken and disabled
mall respects. The ze5t and colour have wholly gone out
of hife. 1f I ever go back to my work I shall find my
counlerpzit in the most jaded and dispirited stage-horse in
the city.  Miss Warren will have no more occasion to criti-
cise light, smart paragraphs. Indeed, I imaginethat Isk '}
s00n be testricted to the obituary notices, and 1 now { ¢}
like writing my own. Confound these birds! What makes
them sing s0? Nature's a heartless jade anyway. Last night
she would have burned us up with lightning, and this morn.
ing there would have been not a2 whit less of sung and sun-
shine. Oh, well, it's far better that my hopes are in ashes
than that this housc should be. I, and all there is of me, 38
a small pnce to pay for this home and its inmates; and if I
saved her little finger from being scorched, 1 should be
well content.  But why did I fce! so toward her when
it wasof nouse! Thatfact initates me.  Is my whole na-
tare a lie, and are its deepest intuitions and most sacred im-

ulses false guides that lead one oat into the desert to perish ?

n the crisis of my life, when 1 bad been made to sec that
7ast tendencics were wreag, and I was ready for any change
for the better, my random, asmless steps led to this woman,
and, as Isaid to hes, the result was snevitable. Al nature
seemed in league to give emphasis to the verdict of my own
heart, but the moment T reached the conviction that she was
created for me and I for her, 1 am informed that she was
created for another 1 must thercfore be one of the odd
ones, for whom there is no mace. Hang at all! 1 mather
feel as if another man were going te marty my wife, and T
mast admit that T have a consaming cunosity to sce him,

* Bat this cxn't be.  I3er heart mast have 1 ized the

true kinship in this other man—blame kim ! no, bless him,

if she mareies him——{or she’s the last one in the wotld to
enter into merely lejpal relations, unsanctioned by the best
and putest instincts of her womanly nature,

¢ It's ali a precious muddle.”

And no better conclusion did I reach that dismal morning

<the most dismal 1 can remember, although the hour
abounded in beauty, and the glad, exuberant lifethat follows
a summer rain. 1 once heard a preacher say that hell could
be in heavan and heaven in hell. I thought him a trifle ir-
reverent at the time, but now half believed him right.

My wakiny train of thought ended in a stupor in which 1
do not think I lost for a moment the dull consciousness ol
pain. I was areased by a step upon the gravel-path, and,
statting up, saw the woman who served Mrs, Yocomb in the
Qomestic Klbours of the fannhouse.  She stopped and stared
at me a moment, and then was about to continue around the
house to the kitchen entrance.

“Wait a moment, my good woman,” I said; “and
you'll now have a chance to prove yourself a good woman,
and a very helpful and considerate one, too. ‘The house vwas
struck by lightning last night.”

‘' Lotd 2 massy 1" she ejaculated, and she struck an atti-
tude with her hands on her lips, and stared at me again,
with her small eyes and capacious mouth opened to their
utmost extent.

“Yes," I continued, ‘“‘and all were hurt except Reuben.
The doctor has been here, and all are now better and sleep-
ing, so please keep the house quict, and let us slecp il the
doctor comes again, Then have a good fire, so that you
can get teady at once whatever he orders for the patients.”

*1.0rd a massy |* she again remacked very emphatically,
and scuttled off 1o her kitchen domains in great excitement.

1 now felt that my watch had ended, and that I eould give
the old farmhouse into the hands of one accustored to its
care. Therefore I wearily climbed the stairs to my soom,
and threw roysel, dressed, on the lounge,

After a moment or two Miss Warren's dvor opened, and
her light step passed down to the kitchen. She, too, had
been on the watch for (he coming of the domestic, aud, if
awate that I had seen the woman, did not regacé me as
competent to ealighten her as to her duties for the day.
The kitchen divinity began at once,

“‘ Lord a massy, Miss Em'ly, what a time yer's all had !
The st?r’:mgc maa told me. There hain’t no danger now, is
there?”

In response to some remark from Miss Warren she con-
tinued, in shrill volobility,

** Yes, he told me yer's all struck but Reub’n, I found
him a-sittin’ on the stoop, and a-lookin® all struck of a hea|
himself, Is that the way lightning "fects folks? 1ie looked
white as a ghost, and as ef he didn't keer ef he was one
afore night. 'Twas amazin—"" and here Miss Warren
evidently silenced her.

1 heard the murmur of her voice as she gave a few briel
directions, and then her steps returned swiftly to her room.

*She can be depended upon,” I sighed, “todoall she
thinks right. She must have been wearied beyond mortal
endurance, and worried by my rash and unlooked-for words,
and yet she keeps up till all need is past.  Every little act
shews that I'might as well try to win an angel of heaven as
suc apainst her conscience, she is so absolutely true. You'ss
right, old woman ; I sazs *struck,” and I wish it had been
by lightning oaly.”

Just when I exchanged waking thoughts for hateful dreams
1 do not remember. At fast 1 started to my feet, exchaim.

ng,

s:,‘lt.’s all wrong ; he shall not marry my wife 1 aad then
1 sat down on the lounge and tried to extricate myaelf from
the shadows of sleep, and thus become able to recognize the
facts of the real world that 1 must now face. Slowly the
cvents of the previous day and night came back, and with
tham asense of immeasurable loss.  The sun was low inthe
west, thus proving that my uarelteshing stupor had lasted
many hours. The clatter of knives and fotks indicared
preparations for supperin the dining-roowm below. I dreaded
meeting the family and all words of thanks, as onc wocrld
the touching of 2 diseased nerve.  Moze than all, 1 dreaded
meeting Miss Warren again, feeling that we both would be
under a wretched constraint. My evil mood undoubtediy
had physical causes, {or my mouth was paiched, my head
throbbed and ached, and 1 felt so ill in body and mind, so
morlnd and depressed, that 1 was ready o escape to New
York, without seeing a soul, weze Jhe thing possible.

The door opened sofily, and 1 suw Reuben’s ruddy, happy
face. -

“Oh, I'm so glad thee's awake,” he said. ¢ They'rc all
doing well. Adah’s got well 50 fast that she actually looks
better than Emily Warsen. Even Zillah's guite bright
this cvening, only she's so weak she ean't sit up much, but
the doctor says it'll wear away. Thee doesn't look very ex-
trz, and no wonder, thee did so smuch, Father, mother,
and Emily Wawren, bve been talking about thee for the
last two hours, and Adah can’t ask questions cnough about
thee, and how thee found her.  She says the last thing she
saw was thee on the lawn, and thee was the fiist thing she
saw whea she came 1o, and now she says she can't help
seeing thee 21l the time.  Emily Warren said we must
Jet thee sleep xs long as thee would, for that, she said, was
what thee needed most of all.” .

‘¢ She's mistaken, ' 1 muttered, starting op,  “* Reuben,”
1 continued aloud, *“you're 2 goad, drave fellow.  1'll come
down to supper 2s soon as I can farly wake up, 1 feel as
stupid as an owl at midday, but I'm exceedingly glad that
all are Qoing well."” .

\When he left me I thought, * Well, I will kecp up for
two or three hours, and then can excusz myself. To-mor.
tow I can rotumn to New York, since clearly this will be no
place for me.  Miss Warren thinks that a little sleep would
cure me, and that 1 will be sane and sensible now that 1 am
awake. She will ind me mattes-of-fact indeed, for I feel
like a bottle of champagne that has stood uncorked for a
month ; but may the ficad fly away with meaf i play tke
forlarn, lackadaisical lover, zod shew my wounds.”

I bathed my face again and apain, made as carclol a
toilelte as circamntances permitied,

(T 3z continaed,)
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