
r'

THE MILLIONAIRE BABY

then such a struggle of woman-heart with

woman-heart as I hope never to be witness

to again. Mrs. Ocumpaugh was pleading with

^Irs. Carow, not for tlio child, but for her

life. Mr. Ocumpaii^'h would bo in port the

next morning; if siio could show him tho child

all would be well. Mr. TreviH would man-

age the details ; take the credit of having found

Gwendolen somewhere in tliis great city, and

that would insure him the roward and them

his silence. (I heard this.) There was no

one else to fear. Doctor Pool, the cause of

all this misery, was dead; and in the future,

her heart being set to rest about her secret,

she would be happier and make the child hap-

pier, and they could enjoy her between them,

and she would be unselfish and let Gwendolen

spend an hour or more every day witJi Mrs.

Carew, on some such plea as lessons in vocal-

training and ! .jsie

Thus pleaded "Mr Ocumpaugh.

But the mothoi lisHly listened. She had

eaten with the chil '
p*" witu the child and

almost breathed wi^ ikl for three days

now, and the ec-^tas;. i the experience had

blinded her to any oth^ claim than her own.


