
Sir Christopher

grows too cold. To my Mfe'g end I niut bear
the bitter thought of my injustice, but I pniy
God the lesson may not be lost. See, here ismy sword, a present from Baltimore ! If you,
can find it m your heart to forgive, accept this
and wear it.

'^

With his unwounded arm Brent drew the sword
with difficulty from its scabbard, and extended it
towards Ne-iUe. It was a symbol of surrender.
Neville took it, and seizing Brent's hand he
raised the hilt of the sword, exclaiming, « By
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" Elinor," said Brent, " this Neville is a worthy
gentleman, and thou hast made no mistake in
giving thy heart into his keeping."

" Amen," said Margaret Brent.
"Ah," said Elinor, jealously, turning swifUy

toward Margaret, " thou didst never doubt him •

thou canst afford to be proud."
'

Margaret Brent smiled. « No storm," she
swd,^^ no rainbow

; no trial, no faith ; no feith, no
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ThirChnthtopher.!""

will
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"Thir Chrithtophcr! You do mean to ask
her again?"

\.


