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felt for her then in my nuulncss. I went away
that time, but 1 came again soon with tlie titles

of the adjoining proiMM-ty in my pocket. I

eoultl not keep away from tlic si^^ht of her,

and felt that the torture would bo le-is to see

her in your arms than not to si-c licr at all."

The answer was not audible, but I could

well imagine what it was. As everj' one knew,

tlie false mother had not long held out against

the attractions of the true one. Instinct had

drawn the little one to the heart tliat beat r&-

sponsivo to its o\r.

\Yhat followed I could best judge from tlie

frightened cry which the cliild suddenly gave.

She had evidently waked to find both women
at her bedsido. ]\[rs. Carew's 'Hush ! hush !"

did not answer this time; the child was in a

frenzy, and evidently turned from one to tlie

other, sobbing out alternately, "I will not be

a girl again. 1 like my horse and going to papa

and ..ailing on the big ocean, in trousers and

a little cap," and tlie softer phrases she evi-

dently felt better suited to ;Mrs. Ocumpaugh's

deep distress: ''Don't feel bad, i lannna, you

shall come see me some time. I\.pa will send

for you. I am golrg to him." Then silence^
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