
664 THOMAS WINCFOLD, CURATE.

" He didn't leave my brother's soul in hell, did he,

Mr. Wingfold ?" she said abruptly, and her eyes shone
through the dusk.

" If ever a soul was taken out of hell, it was Leo-
pold's," returned the curate. " And it lifts mine out of

it too," he added, " to hear you say so."

" I behaved very badly to you. I confess my fault.

Will you forgive me ?" she said.

" I love you too much to be able to forgive you ;"

that was the word in the curate's heart, but a different

found its way to his lips.

" My heart is open to you, Miss Lingard," he said

:

" take what forgiveness you think you need. For what
I can tell, it may be my part to ask forgiveness, not to

grant it. If I have been harder to you than there was
need, I pray you to forgive me. Perhaps I did not
enter enough into your difficulties."

" You never said one word more than was right, or
harder than I deserved. Alas ! I can no more—in this

world, at least—ask Leopold to forgive me, but I can
ask you and Mr. Polwarth, who were as the angels of
God to him, to pardon me for him and for yourselves
too. I was obstinate and proud and selfish.—Oh, Mr.
Wingfold, can you, do you really believe that Leopold
is somewhere } Is he alive this moment ? Shall I ever
—ever—I don't mind if it's a thousand years first—but
shall I ever see him again ?"

" I do think so. I think the story must be true that
tells us Jesus tool: to himself again the body he left on
the cros3 and brought it with him out of its grave."


