
JAMIE'S HOME-COMINO
when I g,ed to the door to see what wm wr«,r.

It w.. the mw, I'd ,een p.Mln' the hooee.

ken. U but ..x rtep. fr.e the hoo.e, «,' jwondered .t 'im neither runnin- .w. „or comin-
forr t. I .pe„ed at 'im what he meant by terrl-^in a balm, but he didn. say naething. He juirt
-tood. It wa. ower dark to see hi. face rlcht,
•n I wasn. nane taen aback yet, no till he
•poke. Oh. but he had a fearsome word whenhe d.d speak. It wa. a kind o- like a man hoarae
wi' a cauld. an' yet no that either.
"•Wha bide, i' thi. hoose?' he .aid, ay .tandin'

tnere.

" 'It 's Davit PatuUo's hoose,' I said, 'an' «n the
wife.'

"'Where's Hendry McQumpha?' he speired.
"*He'sdeld,'l8aid.
"He stood Aill for a fell while.
'"An' his wife, Jess?' he said.
'"She's deid, too.' I said.
"I thocht he gae a groan, but it may hae been

the gate.

I'

'There was a dochter, Leeby?' he said.
"'Ay,' I said, 'she was ta'en fir^.'
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