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BAB, OR LIVES THAT TOUQHED.
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PART I,

'l‘HE golden sunlight was beginning to fade in the

land of flowers. A minute before it had shone
in all its splendor, making more intense the blue of
the gulf waters in the distance, the green and gold of
the orange groves on shore, and the white of the lit-
tle cottage nestling among them. How calm and
peaceful the scene, as sea and earth waited the even.
tide.

Presently a window was thrown open in the cot-
tage, and a daring, restless sunbeam, like a frisking
lamb loitering outside the fold, flashed in and rested
for  moment on the pale, emaciated face on the pil-
low. A ghastly smile played over the sick man's fes-
tures, a8 he essayed to touch the dancing ray with his
nerveless fingers. “A good omen," he faintly whis-
pered to the girl bending over him. “See!" One
moment it rested carelessly on the head of the mute
watcher, then, with a half-reluctant motion, disap-
peared, leaving naught but gray shadows behind.

“Evelyn, love,” —how faint and far the voice
sounded to the ear bent to catch the words—" you
will send the letter to your uncle as soon as I am
gone, and remember all I have said? "

“ Yes, dearest father, everything shall be as you
wish; but are you feeling worse?"

“1 am so tired, love, and dread so leaving you
alone.  If only Harold had—"

“ Mollie!"  Her tones were full of agony, and the
servant knew that the supreme moment of her young
mistress' sorrow was at hand,

“ Yos, dearie."

There was no outery, no struggle. Woaker and
weaker throbbed the pulse, shorter and shorter oame
the breath, one wigh like that of  tired child yielding
to sleep.

“ Dar, honey, yo kin do no more; he's done gone
home, bress de Lo'd.”

With her own hands the girl closed the eyes that
had looked their last so lovingly on her, and folded
the thin hands scross the pulseless broast.

“Bhall I feteh Missio Bailey?" questioned Mol.
lie, in au awed whisper.

“ No—or, yes, il you wish."

There was no foar, no shrinking at thus being left
alone with her precious dead; rather a satisfaotion to
kneol by the bedside and pour out her pent-up grief
in prayer to Him who could hear, and loving, tender
words to him who cold not hear. It was not Evelyn
Fletoher's first acquaintance with death. Again and
again had she striven to hold some dear one back
when his iy hand was upon them, but ever in vain.

It was evening of the same day upon which Eve.
lyn found hersel! an orphan, alone in sunny Florida,
that & sunbeam—and who knows but what it was the
same ono that kissed the fnce of the dylog man there?

flitted boldly through the branches of & tree guard.

| ing the window in the second story of & rambling old

house on one of Balt Lake City's broad and handeome

“ There, don't worry, father, God will be my friend. | strects, and rested on the face of another human be.

He is ever the orphan's friend, you have told me.”

“‘When thy father and mother forsake thee, then
the Lord will take thee up’ Even so; but I some-
times seem to forget. Now 1 think I will try and
sleep, I am so weary.”

“ Doarest father,” and the girl pressed a long, lov-
ing kiss on the cold forehead.

A moment later, the door opened softly nud
dusky form crept in. The watcher motionad her ton
soat.  With a silent nod, the colored woman sank into
it and covered her face with her apron. Noiscleasly
the two kept their vigil till the last faint gleam of
(uylight had fled, then, knowing the superstitious us-
ture of her companion, Evelyn Fletcher rose and
ighted & lamp, carefully shading it from the face :-f
the 'I”Pﬂ'- Gol.ng over to the black woman, she

uid, in a whisper, “ You are tired, Mollie; lie down
there on the couch.”

. NO, mi..ﬂl, you rest." _

“ Not now; after—" A moau from the invalid ix
«rrupted her, and in an instant sbe was by i wide
Une glance, and she knew the worst

| ing, whose feet wore already Iapped by the waves of

the mystic river,

“ Mother, mother, don't die. Don't go and leaye
we here alons. 1 ean not, can not, live withoul you,”
cried the girl, searcely more than » ehild, who lin.
gored by the bedwide,

“ Huah, Bab, my precious baby, you know mother
would stay if she could for her darling's sake; but
(1od will take care of you, I sm wure of i, for I have
prayed so earnestly night and day sinee ever you
catné 1o my arms, that He would deliver you from the
power of those who have wrecked my life.”

“ It 1 shall mise you so. Oh, mother, if you
would uuly take me with you"

“« Almost | oan ssy that 1 wish 1 might; but you
bave promised me, Bab, that you will never become a

polygamonn wife”

“ You, 1 have pfomilml, and | will die rather than

break iL"
“ The Lord help you Bat hark! Dou't I hear

your (ather's volce? Yes, '‘tis he; go Ml' him,
quick.”
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