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»«1, "Iieenow."
,

ie;"heaAid, slowly and I

'tie lad o' miueui —hill

he'd been l)orn a lady «hoM Im' been one o'

th' foine tioart, an' ai nlnM Uevn horn a fac-

tory-lass nho wur one o' th' foine (ii>art still.

Ho I took to watuhiii' her an' tryiii' to mak'
frienila wi' hor, but I never hiv<l much luck
wi' her till oiiu neet I was Roiti' home throuRn
th' •now, anil I seed her afore flghten' tb'

drift wi' novvt but a thiu shawl over ht-r

bead ; so I goes up behind h r an' I says tc

her, steady and respectful, so as she wouldiia
be foai t, 1 says —

*'
' Lass, Itt mo see thee home. It's bad

weather fur tliee to bo out in by thysen.
Tak' ray co^t au' wrop thee up in it, an' tak
hold o' my arm an' let me help thee along.'
"Sne looks up right straightforrad i' m)

face wi' her bt own byes, an' I tell yo', Mestei

,

I wur glad I wur a honest man 'stead o' ar giac

1, furrascal, fur them c niet eyes 'ud ha' fun my
out afore I'd ha done sayin' my say
meant harm.
" 'Tiiank yo' kindly MosterHibblethwaite,'

' she says, ' but duiinot tak' off tlia' coiit fur
me ; I'm doiii' prettv nicely. It is Mester
Uihblethwaite, l)caritit?'

"
' Aye, lass,' I answers, 'it's him. Mought

I ax yo're name.'
"'Aye, to be sure,' said she. 'My

name's Ilosanna—'Sanna Brent th' folk at th'
mill alius ca's me. 1 work at, th' loom i' th'

next room to thine. I've seed thee often an'
often."

"So we walks home to her lodgins,
an' on th' way we t.ilks together friemlly
an' quiet loike, an' th' more we talks
tl>' more I sees she's had troni)le,

an' by an' by—beiii' on'y cominon workin'
folk, we're atraightforrad to each other in our
plain way— it comes out what her trouble
has been.

"'Yo' p'r,ips wouldn't think I've been a
married woman, Mester,' she "says ; 'but I
ha', an' 1 weddeil an<l rued. I married a
Bojer when I wur a giddy yonng wench, four
years aL;o, an' it wur th' worst thing as ever
I did i' aw my (hiya. Ho wur one o' yo're
handsome, fastish chaps, an' he tired o' mt
as men o' hi.i stripe alius do tiro o' poor
lasses, an' then he dl treated me. Ho wen.
to th' Crimea after we'n been wed a year, an'
left me to shift fur mysen. An' I heard six
month after he wur dead. He'd never writ
back to me nor sent me no help, but I could-
na think he wur dead till th' letter come.
He wur killed th' lirst month he wur out
fightin'

^
th' Rooshians. Poor fellow

!

i ;t-f Fhii I Th' Lord ha mercy ou
him I'

'

"That wur bow I found out abont her
trouble, an' somehow it seemed to draw me
to her, an' make me feel kindlv to'ards her ;

twur so pitiful to hear her talk about th'
rascal, so sorrowful an' gentle, and not gi'

him a real hard word for a' he'd done. Bni
that's alius tli' way wi' women folk~th'
more yo' harrys th^m, th' more they'll pity
yo' an' pray for yo'. Why she wuriia more
than twenty-two then, an' she must
ha' been nowt but a slip o' a lass when tliey

wur wed.
" H tws'ever, Rosanna Brent an' me got to

be good friends, an' we walked home
together o' nights, an' talked about our
bits n' wage and onr bits o' debt,
an' th' way that wench 'ud keep me
up i' spirits when I wu»" a bit down-hearted
about owt, wur just a wonder. .She wur so
quiet an' steady, an' when she said owt she
meant it. an' she never said too much or too
little. Her l)rown eyes alius minded me o'

my mother, tlioni;h th' old woman deed
when I were nobbnt a little chap, but I
never seed 'Sanna Rient smile th'out thinkin'
o' how my mother looked when I wur kneel-
in' down sayin' my prayers after her. An'
bem' as th' lass wur so dear to me, I made up
my mind to ax hir to be sum mat dearer. So
once goin' home wi' her, I takes hold o' her
hand an' lifts it up an' kisses it gentle—as
gentle an' wi' sum mat th' same feelin' as Id
kiss the (Jood Book.

""Sauna,' I says, ' bein' as yo'vc had so
much trouble wi' yo're first chance, would
yo' be afraid to try a second ? Could
yo' trust a mon again ? Such a ukhi as me,
'Sanna ?'

" 'I wouldna be feart to trust thee, Tim,'
she answers back soft an' gent \fter a man-
ner, '1 wouldna be feart to tit., i. thee any
time.*

" I kisses h^r hand again, gentler still.

"'God bless thee, lass,' I says. 'Does
that mean yes V

" She crept up closer to me i' her sweet,
quiet way.

" Ave, lad,' she answers. ' It means yes,

an' I'll bide by it.'

" An' tha shalt never rue it lass,' said I,

'Tha's given thy life to me, and 1 11 gie

mine to thee, sure and true.

'

'* So we wur axed i' the church the next
Sunday, an' a month fro then we w ur wed,
and if ever God's sun shone on a happy mon,
it shone on one that day, when w-e come Out
o' church together—me and Rosanna—and
went to our bit of a home to begin life again.

I couldnatell thee, Mester—theer beeant no
wortis to tell how happy and peaceful we
lived fur two year after that. My lass never
altered \nsr sweet ways, and I just ioved her
to make up fur what had gone by. I thanked
God-a -inoighty fur his blessing every day
snd every day I ^ ayedtobe made worthy of
it. And here s just where I'd like to ask a
question, Mester, about summat thats wor-
retted ma* a good deal I dunnot want to


