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she felt the very sting which was really torturing
her. She stood long before her glass that morning.
The fice which had grown hateful to herself was
still beautiful to others. She studied it in every
line. She wanted to see what there could be in it -

to give people the idea of love-sickness. She-~ =~

wanted to force back into it the-old Héht and

gaiety. Impossiblet” With a shudder she covered
//i.t./w‘iihfﬂ;r hands. Never again could she be
a child. She had passed through the storm,
and .must bear its traces henceforward. But, at
least, it had been the thunderbolt of heaven, and
not the hand of man, which had wounded her. Her
___Very s sorrow was sacred. She lifted up her head
again, and saw that there was a calm upon her
face, which was better than pride. Instinctively
she knew that none but idiots could look at her
with contempt, or the pity which is so near it; and
she went out into her little- world again, sad at

¢ 'heart, but steadfast and at peace. So the days
passed on, and grew into weeks, and the time for
their leaving Cacouna came very near. It had been
delayed more than a week beyond the month on
which Mrs. Costello had first counted for security ;
but on the very eve of their departure she had



