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no bother you for verm lang. But I'll no gang on
the pariah," she raid in a panionle«g voice, " I'll no
gang on the pariih.—I'tai Mias Richmond o' Tenahilling-

land."

She had no intcrcHt in her own sugf^eation. It was an
idea that had flitted through her mind before, which
canic back to her now in feeble recollection. She
seemed not to wait for an answer, to have forgotten what
ahe said.

" Oh, mother," cried Janet, " there's a curse on UR
all! I would work my fingers raw for ye if I could, but
I canna," she screamed, " I canna, I canna! Sly lungs
are bye wi't. On Tuesday in Skeighan the doctor telled

me I would soon be' deid—he didnn say't, but fine I

saw what he was hinting. TTc advised me to pang to

Ventnor in the Isle o' Wight," she added wanly, " as if I
could gang to the Isle o' Wight. I cam hamc trembling
an^ wanted to tell ye, but when I cam in ye were ta'en
up wi' John, and, ' Oh, lassie,' said you, ' dinna bother
me wi' your complaints enow.' I wns hurt at that, ami
' Well, well,' I thocht, ' if she doesna want to hear, T'11

no tell her! ' I was huffed at ye. .\nd then mv faither
came in, and ye ken what happened. I hadna the heart
to speak o't after that; I didna seem to care. I ken
what it is to nurse daith in my breist wi' pride, too,
mother,'! ^^^ ''*°* '"'• "^* "^^«'" '^"^^ ^erra much
for me, it was John was your favourite. I used to be
angry because you neglected mv illness, and I never
telled you how heavily I boasted blood. ' She'll be sorry
for this when I'm deid,' I used to think—and I hoped
you would be. I had a kind of pride in saying nothing.
But, oh, mother, I didn.a ken you were just the same, I
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