
Sir Christopher

Brent s hand. He was a tall, plain mi„, »„.
proaching middle age, with keen eyes, and dento
in his face as if Time had nicked it with his
sickle. Around his firm-set mouth, hovered a
smile that had summered and wintered many
disappointments.

"Elinor, let me make Sir Christopher Neville
known to thee ! My cousin, Elinor Calvert, Sir
J^hnstopher, the mistress of Cecil Point

"

With this, Elinor, who had stood still as a
statue, moved slowly forward and held out her
hand. Neville kissed it.

The priest wh<i had sat in the shadow of the
settle, a silent observer of the scene before him
rose, now that all eyes were turned toward the
stranger, and glided quietly out at the fUrther
doorway, murmuring, " Suscipiat Dominus sacrifi-
ctum de manihus meis ad laudm et ghriam nominis
sui.

"Come, Cecil!" said Mary Brent. "Let us
make ready the hot posset. I have the ale on
the fire a-heating and the milk and sugar and
spices ready, and with a sippet of bread 'tis
wonderftil sustaining. Sir Christopher, you will
hnd Its sting comforting after your longjourney "
As she drew the child after her she whispered

to thnor, "To business. Cousin ! Tell him he
may have the manor for the clearing of the land
and half the harvest!"


