Amy Mixton had played her part well as eaves-
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“ How happy you are of Iate, Bab," Dora was say-

dropper and purloiner of private correspondence, and | ing, when Marie LaRue, one of Madame's neices, en.
the result of it was the denouement before described, | tered the library with the evening budget of mail.

loss than a week after the reception. Poor Bab, it
did seem to her now, more than ever, that Harold
was the only friend she had in the world. Even Dors
had weakened. But her grief soon gave way to in.
dignation, and & new element in her nature gained
the asoendency. Bhe was gentle and yielding to a
fault, or she could be fierce and relentless. The same
indomitable will that had planned, and would have
carried out self destruction in her early home, had
not deliverance come, came to her aid now, and Mad-
ame was surprised at her almost hauteur, when, after
hearing Dora's tearful, incoherent story, she hastened
to comfort her, But kindness was a key that never
failed to unlock Bab's heart, and she was soon kneel-
ing at her friend's feet, begging to koow if it was a
disgrace to be born under a false religion and gov-
ernment.

“ No, my darliog child, no; and as I know your
history, there is nothing in it for which you are to
blame or that you need blush for. Rev. Max did not
think so, anyway,” she added, slyly.

“ Does he know—did you tell him?"

“ Yes, dear."

“ Bofore—before we talked, that night?"”

“ Yes, dear."

A faint color stole into the girl's cheeks, but she
said no more. What passed between Madame and
Amy Mixton none but themselves knew, but never
had the girls seen the former wear such s threaten-
ing look as on thatday; and in the evening they were
treated to s lecture so unlike her usual mild remon-
strance that they were thoroughly frightened. Amy
kept her room for a day, and then all went on w be-
fore, exceps that nothing could induce Bab to speak
to or even notice her Iate accuser, and 1t was some
time before Dora felt that she was fully forgiven for
even doubting. Night and morning the young Mor-
mon girl koelt at her bedside in prayer, but aa yot
her heart was unregenerated. Bhe had yot # learn
of Him who could forgive His enemies. Her's was a
natare sbove petty retaliation, however, aud sho sim-

ply ignored her foe.

Time passed on and school would close early in
June, and most of the girls go to their own bomes
Harold had written Bab that he would visit ber thes,
and sssist Madame in searching for ber mother's peo-
ple. Bhe bad had s long letter from Nellis Bwintoo,
0o, fall of love and telling of her probable retars to
Ameries in the satamn.

June was almost at haod sod Bab was counting | yousg

the days till Harold would be with her.

: Most of the girls were present. The recipients of

letters quickly sought a quiet place to peruse them,
and the rest consoled themselves with the magazines
and pewspapers. As Bab had received nothing she
went on with the bit of favey work she had in her
hand, which was nothing more or less than s alipper
front she was working for Harold.

“ Here, Bab, since you're not in luck to-night I'll
divide with you,” said one of the girls, Isughingly, ss
she tore the wrapper from a magazine and tossed it
into her lap.

“ (lonerous, aren't you?" said Dab, laying down
her work and pioking it up. “They are economioal
out west, anyway, to wrap their publications in old
newspapers.”

There was silence for a moment, broken by a low
moan, and Bab fell to the floor, crumpling the bit of
paper in her olinched hand. A chorus of sereams
brought the ladies of the household to the reom.

“ Bhe bas fainted, I thiok" said Dors, who was
alrendy on her knees beside the prostrate form, ohal-
ing the cold bands and temples. * Thore, she Is re.
viving."

Madame, with her usual ready wit, drew the
crampled paper from the nerveless fngers and put it
in her pocket. Iustantly she had indicted it as the
oause of the present condition of her favorite. “ Bhe
iw not the one to faint st nothing,” and when the op-
portunity offered she smootbed out the erumpled
fragment and found her worst fears realized, but
kept her own connsel. When fully consclous b
begged to be left alone, saying that sho was not sick,
only tired, aud Madame granted the request, jodging
sho would be better alone. But morning found her
raving in & wild delirium, while the fire of fever
raged through ber velns.  Poor Babl Madame's de-
termination was quickly taken, aud the noxt morsing
Harold Bwinton received the lollowing dispateh

Come sl onee we lear ahe will die
Mavans,

Ho made all possible speed, and three days later
rang the bell st the Villa Lalue. It was Madame's

white, stern face that met him,

“ Come with me,” she sald, tersely,

“ How inshe?" ho faltered, bul received no an-
swer until Madame's private parlor door bhad elosed
bebind them.

* Harold Bwinton, how could you blight that fair,
lfe?" and then she handed him the fstal bit
of newspapoer. His face grew sshen ae bo read—

—




