
PROM OVER THE SEA
lay with her eyes cloMd. moaning and munnurins to
henelf. *

Leif. biting sharply at his thick mustache, as
he was wont to do when excited, turned sharply on
Thorir.

"What is the reason of this?" he demanded.
What are these tidings concerning my kinswoman,

which your wife hesiutes to speak? Is Gilli of Trond-
hjem dead? "

Thorir answered with great haste and poUteness,
No. no; naught so bad as that. Naught but what I

'T^'V.^"
^" **'"^ remedied. But it appears that

when GiUi attempted to foUow his daughter to Green-
land last fall, he suffered a shipwreck and the loss of

P^^ .1
"?"! ^~^'^' ^''^y ''«^^P»"& ^*h his Ufe.From this he drew the rash conclusion that his daughter

had become a misfortune to him, as some foreknowingwoman had once said she would. And he declared that
since the maiden preferred her poorer kinsfolk in Green-
land, she might stay with them; and— "

"A„I*ir
7"*' ^""* rapturously from Helga's lips:And he disoMmed me? "

Thorir stared at her in astonishment.
" Yea," he said, pityingly.

It was just as well that he had not attempted alonger answer, for he never would have finished itMauness seemed suddenly to fall upon the ship. In the
face of her disinheritance, the shield-maiden was radi-
ant. Down in the waist of the ship, two youths whohad caught the words threw up their hats with cheers.
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