
THE FINAL STRUGGLE

Slio pitied Mrs. Ocumpaugh, pitied most of

oil her deceived husband, but iiu griei' uf thcii-s

could equal that of Rachel crying for lu r child.

Let Mrs. Ocumpaugh reuieniber that when the

evil days come. She had separated child from

mother! child from mother! Oh, how tlie wail

swept through those two rooms 1

I dared .'ot prophesy to myself at this
i
nni

how tills would end. I simply waited.

Their voices had sunk after each passionate

outbreak, and I was only able to catc'i now

and then a word which told me that the striJg-

gle was yet going on.

But finally there came a lull, and while I

wondered, the door flew suddenly open and

I saw Mrs. Ocumpaugh standing on the

threshold, pallid and stricken, looking back at

the picture made by the other t\vo as Mrs.

Carew, fallen on her knees by the bedside,

held to her breast the panting child.

"I can not go against nature," said she.

"Keep Gwendolen, and may God have pity

upon me and Philo."

I stepped forward. :Meeting my eye, she

faltered this last word:

"Your advice was good. To-ruorrow when

357


