
We suffer together, mamma. I must take my

share. To-morrow I sball go, as usual, to,

Mr. Leigh's, and bring back all I can. learn. But

he will wonder to, see me, and still more if he heaxs

that we are not going away,-"

cl' You must simple tell Ihim our Îourney is Ut
-off. He will ask no questions, and only think I

am very dilatory ipd éhangeable. No one else

is likely to think of us at aU for a day or two to

Come.

They were silent again for a Ettle while. Lucias

thoughts, relieved from the first heavy pressure oadt

them by the very fact of having spoken, began to,

turn from, the criminal to the victim; fýom their

own share in the horror to that of others. One

thing seemed to stand out clear and plain from the

which still enveloped all else. She, the

daughter of the murclerer, could never again meet

the wife of the murdered man as a friend. If the

punishment of the father descended to the children.,
did not their guilt descend too? Alre&dy she

seemed to, feel the stain of blood upon her band,

and to shrink from herself, as all innocent persons

ought to, do, henceforward. And Bella, her old

companion and friend, must F3'briink from her
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