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A WOMAN'S FACE.

hack every Thursday nigh on fifty year,barrin' when

Know had drifted too deep; and I've n*.ver come

fn no harm on this road, lonesome as it be. But I

rCd^taTd how a gentleman like yourse^^^

from Lon'on mebbe, should hnd it a bit solitary

^'^^Snlitarv' Well, yes, it is solitary, there's no

CrrJTfr-S'g the W. pedig.-

^ir.v;?.:"" ii;>';—:
„e"s I'm aT nervous as a cat to-night, I conto,

and for my life I couldn't tell v,hy !
I'm a York-

*«Er'not from Won !» exclaimed the old

bottom of the cart.

The voung Yorkshireman smiled.

luggage-labels attet he sa^^
^^^ j^^^ „f

Sfheing
1"^ mr-;"o Scotland makes me a

'°?.tSman '. Eh, no. you don't need t^o be that/

struck in the old man with
f"'Xwe've got oSot

love for Scotchmen myself, though we ve got o

them for landlord now, and he » not a« sort ^™t

• td Kildonan Bu;^sure.y s.r .f you.
1^^^^^^^^^^

r„y"toBtromr ?ff get«ng -"•""''« «8""

"''tL gentleman did not answer, and the villager,

..tir': sCTar. T'.°" rofmrlTndf;sk
«0f course it's no business ot mine, bUj^-uvx

^^

•^r.n if T'vp been too free like, but

^Thr t^ger ^^ttm shc.t, speaking slowly and

„iti a sorto! drowsiness in his manner.


