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314 IAN OF THE ORCADES
for whom he hath suffered all. and he «o noble! Oh

him were false, but I even T »!,« i. ,7?
"^

wl.7f- r . ^*' ''°'''® «°^o*« 80 pitiful that Iwho hatened, marvelled af fi,,- -ui
*^ "'' "^"^^ ^'

and my I„u,d to bad him i •• a^ k
'>"'» •»»•

could no longer lorbeJH^ h ^ '^' "'^ '"» '

«~»M.; then .ho hentZ^^re ^d J^/.."!,'''-'
art thou awake ? » Tl,«« t ,I ' ^^ ^°'^»

My Lady Margaret, is it thou » »
At that, at the sound of my voice, or the way I saidIt. I know not^unless. I have since thought, it Ta.

she stlnTr:^ '°" '' "" «^« ^---d m Z
<Jii,God! Oh, God! Oh, God'"
At that my lady countess came into the room, crying-My son! My son! Is he dead ? ni, f /ii ^

be is dead » » R«* t ,f^ ^^ ' **" °^« ^otdead
.

But I could feel that other presence


