
A WINDOW IN THRUMS
«' my f.Ui« no to .it on thtm. Th.r. wm th«
clock ,00, M- th, rtool -at my mother ,ot oot
•n Into h«r bed wi', «,• ,he buket 'at Leeby
carried when .he gaed the emmda. The Anwwa. aff the handle, an' my father m«>ded It wi'
•trlnga.'

"'I dinna ken,' I ..id, vhaur n.ne o' thae
»«ed; but did yer mother hae a Aaff?'
'"A little rtaff,' he Mid; 'it wa. near black wi'

•»«^ She couldna gang frae the bed to her chair
withoot it. It wa. broadened oot at the foot wi'
her leanin' on 't .ae muckle.'
"•I've heard tell,' I .aid, "at the dominie up i'

Olen Quharity took awa the rtaff.'

"He didna .pel, for nae other thing. He had
the gate in hi. hand, but I dinna think he kent
•t he wa. .wingin"t back an' forrit. At 1.A hr
let it go.

" 'That '. a',' he .aid, 'I maun awa. Good-nicht,
•n' thank ye kindly.'

"I watched -im till he g.ed oot o' .icht. Hegaed doon the brae."

We learnt afterward, from the gravedigger that•ome one .pent great part of that night in the
graveyard, and we believe it to have been J«nie.


