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« Weel," replied the other, « that', better than a drunken
ather at never «na a penny, and come, in whiles and eatsmair than wad pass among a' the baima for their supper:
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" I dinna ken wha she is ; she'. weD pitten on the noo,but wait sax month, she'U be a. ragged as the rest," andholdmg one thm hand in the other, looking at it as she
spoke added, "Lord pity „., HttUdid I thbk whan I wa^a lass like her that I could hae gaen through the half I hao
suffered, but there « an end to a' thing, an' there 'ill be
neither caul or hunger in heav«n gin we win there "
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" Gin we dinna win heaven," .aid a third speaker in an
equally hopeless tone, " may the LorJ gmnt at we'll win
sleep

;
we re surely gotten our share o' punishment in this

warld, we're no needin't in the next

"
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^''"'^/"'' ^^^ ?" '"^i">'l « Wl,stout womanwho sat a httle way off from the last two .peaken, ; the questionwas asked .nacheerful hearty tone of roiceveor different from

ttatm wh.ch the others spoke. "Gin ye dimia wm heaven -

Ye re sure enough to win to heaven, we have only to pit the
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"Wei Mrs. Chalmers," replied Boll, " gin your w!y 'm be
richt, well gang to heaven gin we rerve the Lord or no "
" Na, Bell Morison, that wonna dae, an'ye ken that yoursel

nanebetter.rehaebeenaservin'lawformonyalang^
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