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I knew that well enough. M?, Sunday suit
ivas a siglit to be scen, and whiat was more
I didu't care to have a botter. I didn't
1 trouble' churchi or chapel much, as they say
in our part of the world.

There was noibody belonging to me but my
old mother, and aIe vas ail doubled up with
the rheumatism tilt she could neither set
lier foot to the ground nor scarcely lift lier
baud to ber head. I used to pay one of the
ncighbourp to corne in and do for hier, but
slie didn't make xnuch baud of it, for the
place was always in a niuddle-and a dirty
muddle, 1 may say.

I asked lier many a tîme to let some one
corne in that wouid keep us a bit cleaner,
but she never wouid.

1 think she'd been in that way ail ber life,
and she wouldn't have feit like herseif if
things had ail been cleaned up and straight.
I didn't care muuch myseif, but uow and then
1 used to feel ashamed wben I heard that
Mi iss Mary had -beeu to see my motie. I
knew the place looked like a pig-sty, and
most likely Miss Mary thought it vas ail my
fault.

MUy motber liked to sit up in ber chair
ail day, and she vas a biggish wornan and
beavy, so nu one could lift lier back
again into bed but me. Mauy a tirne, wvhen
I was going down to the town-that vas
tiiree miles off-I've waited in tili eight or
nine o'cbock that I mighit get her to bier bed
comfortable first.

I rememaber, as well as possible, oue market
day it was after nine-before I could get off,
and just outside the village 1 met Fired
W'alters.

' Weil! are you back from the towu?' 1
cried. 'I wouidn't start tilli thought you'd
be back.'

' Isn't it a pity to be su late? h e said, in
bis softcivil-spoken way. 'Aillthe respect-
able folks will have gone by the time you get
down.'

&Then Wtll suit me ail the botter,' I said,
and laughed, and went on.

A day or two after Mr. Morton stopped
and spoke to me, and begged of me te think:
wham I wus doing. 'lSudh a sad tbing it
vwas,' le said, ' te get into bad, unsteady

habits, and how could 'I bring myseif to
leave my pour, belpless old mother alono so
late ?'

I vas too bad-tempered to tellINMr. 'Morton
how it vas, but I thought to xnyself that
IMasterr Fred must have been teiling hinm about
me, and I wishied that Fred lad been a bit
nearer my own size, that I miglit have had
a good turn at him once for ail.

I rernember the winter when ail this hap-
pened voit enougb, thougli it is not, muchi
in itself to call to miud. But that was
the year of the great colliery explosion at
Carneford.

Folks that only read about it iu news-
papers have forgotten ail about it by now,
maybe, but it'll never be forgotten in our
place. Nearly a hundred men frorn this vil-
lage worked down there, and fifteen of them
wcre killed, besides many more from ail the
villages round. And when we heard the
narnes r. -d out of those that*were missing
I think ,here wasn't a mnan amongst us but
thought to himself, 'It might have been
me.'

I knoiv I tlîoughit sc., for hy chance, as it
Nvere, I'd just ehangcd my time for going to
work, and if I hadn't charnged it I'd have
been in the pit when the explosion came off,
and in the 'worst part, too. I cailed it
chance then, but I should cali it something
different now.

1 was ail the time down at Carnefordjust
then, and so were mnany more, banging round
the pit-mouth day and niglit, to see if there
was anythîng they could do.

It was some timp before anyone could get
into the pit to look for the poor creatures
below, but long before it vas safe they were
making ready to go down. You see, there's
always a chance thut some one may be left
alive, tbough this time it vas a poor chance
enough1.

I was standing close behind the manager
wlien lie asked us which of us would go
down and see wbat could be done. And I
answered straight out, iu a minute, 'lril
go!l' and before I'd doue speaking a dozen
others were crying ail at once, 'lil go.'

Fred Walters was there amongst the rest,
but be didn't speik up with tbem. Perbaps


