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THE .MILLIONAIKE BABY.

to care for or to share tho liappiness of what

seemed to me, after the hrilliaiit life I had

hitlierto led, a dreary iiiaetion. Love had no

interest for me. 1 had had a husband, and that

part of my nauiro had been satisfied. What

I wanted now—and the wish presently grew

into a passion —was my ehild. From pa&sion

it grew to nuinia. Knowing tJie name of her

to whom I had yielded it (I had overheard it

in tlie doctor's office), I hunted up your resi-

dence and came one day to Ilomewood.

"Perhaps some old servant can be found tliere

to-day who could tell you of tlie strange, deep-

ly veiled lady wdio was found one eveaiing

at sunset, clinging to the gate witli both hands

and sobbing as she looked in at the triumphant

little heiress racing up and down the walks

with the great raastiff, Don. They will say

that it was some poor crazy woman, or some

mother who had buried her own little darling;

but it was I, Marion, it was I, looking upon

the child I had sold for a half-year's inde-

pendence; I who was broken-hearted now for

her smiles and touches and saw them all given

to strangers, who had made her a princess,

but who could never give her su"h love as I
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