
352 THE VIKING'S SKULL.
" And who is that ?

"
" Beatrice."
"
^^f

is it on her account that you have absented

nlc *
^ '"""?'

"^r*^^ *° sacrifice your own happi-^ss to h*rs ? Lorelie, you are"^ too generoSs.

^H h^^ *?
"^^^^^ ^ charming and pretty maiden,and had I never seen you I might perhaps h weloved her. I had the conceit that she m^t S

fheT/c
°" "'^' '° ^ *°°^ '*^P' *° cure her of

."S°^/ ".^H^d Lorelie, with wondering eyes.By showing her that there are much finer fellows

T . JT^l^ '"t
^^>?tence. With Godfrey's consent

I took her to London. At Ormsby I was a hero

'S^J'Z T^' ^°' ^^^'^ ""^'^ ^^^^ h^^e with whom
She might measure me : but in London it was
different 'Pretty Miss Ravengar ' became qS
rounded her eager for a glance and a smile : and-well-to make my story short, next spring we shall

cf'' -.^
/^dflress our little Tri.xie as Lady St. CyrilShe will have half the Viking's treasure as her do4y.AM so, you see, my sweet countess "

kiJ ^^ ^'^^ "^^^ ^"^ "^^* ^" ^^^ ^°"^' clinging

In n^ circle o+ Idris' arms Lurehe found a
refuge from all her past troubles. Fair and clc.ir
before her tl.r iuturc lay like a sunny sparkling
lake with one barque ghdinf^ over it : Idris was the
st'ersman and she had nothing to do but to lie
back on silken pillows, stilj and happv, and float
wherever he chose to direct.

THE END.
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