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174 THE WHITE MORNING
tions had foreborne their accustomed irony

and presented her gifts to some "Wouian mer-

cifully lacking liei own terrible power to love

and suffer—and the imagination which

would keep for over vivid in her mind the

poignant happiness that had been hers and

that she had immolated on the cold altar of

duty. She was still young, and her sole

hope, glimmering at the end of an intermin-

able perspective, was that it would be her

privilege to lie at last in the grave with this

man ; who had been her other part mA whose

heart and hers she had slain.
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