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And when her long’medita’,oioxi came to an end,
she said softly to herself,

¢« Thank God, she does not know. And I have
been ready to complain of the very unconsciousness
which has saved her this!*

. Mr. Leigh was surprised, as Lucia had expected;
when she went next day, just as usual, to pay him
_her morning visit. He was easily satisfied, how-

ever, with the slight reasons she gave him for their
delay, and glad of anything that kept them still at
the Cottage.
There was no need for her to ask any questions
* about the event of yesterday. All that was known
by every one had been told to Mr. Leigh already -
by an early visitor, and he, fall of horror and sym-
pathy, was able to tell the terrible story over again
to a listener, whose deep and agonizing interest in
it he never suspected.

But to stay, after the certainty she sought for
was obtained; to talk indifferently of other
matters ; to regulate face and voice so as to show
enough, but not too much, of the tumult at her
heart, was a task before which Lucia’s courage
almost gave way. Yet it was done. No impa-
tience betrayed her, no sign of emotion beyond that




