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O I’ve never seen a picture of my father. I've

never heard his name mentioned. I’ve never

had a scrap that belonged to him. Was he

my father, or am I a charity child like Billy,
and so she hates me?
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O Since her dream Elnora had regarded her
mother with peculiar tenderness. The girl
realized, in a measure, what had happened.
She avoided anything that possibly could stir
bitter memories or draw deeper a line on the
hard, white face. This cost many sacrifices,
much work, and sometimes delayed progress,

but the horror of that awful dream remained
with Elnora.
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O ... Mrs. Comstock had clung to every acre
and tree that belonged to her husband. Her
land was almost complete forest, where her
neighbors owned cleared farms, dotted wells
that every hour sucked oil from beneath her
holdings, but she was too absorbed in the
grief she nursed to know or care. The
Brushwood road and the redredging of the
great Limberlost ditch had been more than
she could pay from her income, and she had
trembled before the wicket as she asked the
banker if she had funds to pay it, and
wondered why he laughed as he assured her
she had. For Mrs. Comstock had spent no
time on compounding interest, and never
added the sums she had been depositing
through nearly twenty years. Now she
thought her funds were almost gone, and
every day she worried over expenses.
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O The swamp had sent back the soul of her
loved dead and put it into the body of the

80 Gene Stratton Porter, A Girl of the Limberlost (1909; rpt. New York: Amereon House, 19--), p. 189.
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daughter she resented, and it was almost
more than she could bear and live.

gboooooooooboobobooboo
gboboobommoooooooobog
goooboooboobooboooobog
goooboooboooboooboo
oooooooooooooooooon®

o0oDo0ooooooOooooooooag
Oo0o00oooooooooooogoo
Oo00oooooooooooooooo
o0oDo0ooooooOooooooooag
Oo0o0oooooooooooooogao
Oo0ooooooooooooooogo
Oo0o00oooooooooooogoo
Oo0o00ooooooooooooogo
Oo0o0oooooooooooooogo
o0oo0oooooooooooooooog
OO0o0oo0DooooooooooooDoooo
Oo0oooooooooooooooogo
Oo0o0oooooooooooooogo
Oo0o00oooooooooooogoo
Oo00oooooooooooooooo
O0ooooOooooooOoooooDoooo
Oo0o00oooooooooooogoo
Oo00oooooooooooooogo
Oo0o00oooooooooooogoo
o0oo00oooooooooooooooog
000000000 Oh, father! father!. ..
I need you! I don’t believe you would have
done this OO0 O0OO0OOOOODOOO
Oo00oooooooooooooogo
Ooo0o0o0O00O0oooooD'™®od0
Oo0o0oooooooooooooogog
Oo00oooooooooooooooo
Oo0o00oooooooooooogogo

gboboboboboboboooooo
gbobobooboobobooooooo
goboooboooobooboooobooo
gbobobooboooooooooobob
gbobobooboooooooooobob
ooboooboooooboooboooooo
gbobobooboooooooooobob
gbobobooboboooooooooo
gobooobooooboobooooooo
gboboboobooboooooooooo
gobooobooooboooobbooobn
oooooooooooooooooooo
gbobgobooboobooboooooooo
gboboboobooboooooooooo
ooboooboooobooobooooooo
gboboboobooboooooooooo
gobooobooooboooobbooobn

O For now Mrs. Comstock could see that it
was a great occasion. Every one would
remember how Elnora had played a few
nights before, and they would miss her and
pity her. Pity? Because she had no one to
care for her. Because she was worse off than
she had no mother. For the first time in her
life, Mrs. Comstock began to study herself
as she would appear to others.
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O Mrs. Comstock turned and trudged back
to the Limberlost. The bitterness in her soul
became a physical actuality, and water would
not wash the taste of wormwood from her
lips. She was too late! She was not needed.
Another woman was mothering her girl.
Another woman would prepare a beautiful
dress such as Elnora had worn last night. The
girl’s love and gratitude would go to her.

Mrs. Comstock tried the old process of
blaming some one else, but she felt no better.
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O You never have made any pretence of
loving me. At last I'll be equally frank with
you. I hate you! You are a selfish, wicked
woman! I hate you!
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O ... there rushed into the heart of the woman
a full realization of the width of the gulf
which separated her from her child. . . . that
little crawling creature of earth, crushed by
her before its splendid yellow and lavender
wings could spread and carry it into the
mystery of night, had brought a realizing
sense.

0. .. So one of the Almighty’s most delicate
and beautiful creations was sacrificed
without fulfilling the law, yet none of its
species ever served so glorious a cause, for

at last Mrs. Comstock’s inner vision had
cleared.
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O...Now, I can go home and face my girl.”
O Instead, Mrs. Comstock dropped suddenly.
She spread the apron across her knees. The
moths were undisturbed. Then her tired

white head dropped, the tears she had thought
forever dried shed forth, and she sobbed for
pure joy.
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