
"HE WILL NEVER FORGIVE "

It was not, however, till late the next after-

noon that I found myself again in Homewood.

I had heard from Jupp. The steamer had

sailed, but without two passengers who had

been booked for the voyage. Mrs. Carew and

the child were still at the address she had

given mo. All looked well in that direction;

but what was the aspect of affairs in Homo-

wood ? I trembled in some anticipation of what

these many hours of bitter thought might have

effected in Mrs. Ocumpaugh, Evidently noth-

ing to lessen the gloom into which the whole

household had now fallen. Miss Porter, who

came in haste to greet me, wore the careworn

look of a long and unrelieved vigil. I was not

astonished when she told me that she had not

slept a wink.

"How could I," she asked, "when Mrs.

Ocumpaugh did not close her eyes'^ She did

ot even lie down, but sat all night in an

irm-chair which she had wheeled into Gwendo-

len's n om, staring like one who sees nothing

out into the night through the window which

overlooks the river. This morning Ave can

not make her speak. Her eyes are dry with

fever; only now and then she utters a little
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