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** Thy will be dune.”

The child was asleep.  With trembliog fingers Miss Nes-
bit put back the shnwl from its head, and looked upon its
face. It was petfectly featured, but dark 1n hue, and strong-
ly te.embhiog the face Miss Nestat remembered well—that
of Lounis Reynaud. Long dark lashes swept the exquisitely
rounde? cheeks, and daik haie cutled about the brow 1o a
wild disorder of noglets.

There was nothing about the little one which could recall
the fair young muther 1o the mind «t 1the stsier who had
loved her su well ; yet she bent low over « and lad her
quivenng hips to its brow, Walter 1vking on wondenngly
the while. Then she rose, motioned to him, and went away
to the k:tchen, whese Marget was haviog her quiet greet to
herself.

** Here, Marget ; there's the bauns. Keep them by ye
ull I speak tac the Laird o' Ravelaw,” said Miss Nesbit,
and placing her sleeping burden in Marget’s atms, went back
to the dining-zoom.

h“ Sit dowe, Janet,” said Sandy Riddell, offering her a
chasr.

* Tak 1t yersel',” she said weauly ; ¢ I maun stand while
I hear what ye hae 1ac tell.”

*Well, 1 cas be bnef,” he said. **1 reached Paris
safely, aod without much interruption considenng the state
of the country. I had Isabel’s addicss, and found her at
once.”

He paused a moment there, as if not liking his task.

**.d found her very ill—dyirg, in fact—but in the care of
a good, kind-hearted woman, who looked after her and the
children as if they had been her owan.”

** Children ! " echoed Miss Nesbit.

*¢ Theie wete two.  One had only been born a few hours
when I arrived ; but he did not survive the night. The
doctor said I might see Madame Reyoaud at once if I liked,
for she could not live many hours. She was petfectly con-
scious, and koew me at once. Her first question was, had
1 brought you, janet. I would bave given a world to have
been able to say yes. She asked me cagerly how you were,
and 1f you had forgotten or forgiven her. Poor Isabel! she
wept sure when 1 said you were makiog ready for her at
Windy koowe."”

¢ What did she look like > asked Miss Nesbit.

*¢ A tnfle older and thinnsz, pethaps, but just as fair as
she was when she was the Flower of Yarrow,” retutned the
Laizd, usiog 2 pame which had becn Tibbie’s when they
were boys and girls together.  ** I stayed with her as much
as I was permitted she seemed happier when I was by, I
never was a great {niend, Janet; only mioe was the ¢ kent
face in the strange land.' 1 promised her faithfully to bring
the child home to you. She had got this putse person to
promise to jonrney to Scotland with the child when she
died ; but 1t was more satisfaction *to her, of course, to
leave her charge wih me.'”

4 She died twa days later, ye s2y?”’

**Yes* quictly a- ' painlessly,* said the Laird with a
gentlencss and symj a°ty marvellous to see in him. ** She
said you would find ali her last messages, everything you
wanted to know, in this packet, which she wrote before she
became ill in case of 2 fatal issue.  The nurse was to briag
it also, t0 explain her presence and convince you of the
1dentsty of the chld.”

Miss Neshat took the packet from his hands, and there
was a moment’s silence.

* Ye wad remunerate the kind Christiansoul, of course?””
she said then.

1did.”

¢ T3¢ what extent, micht I spier? an® what ither expenses
did ye incur on Isabel's account?” asked Miss Nesbit
quictly.

¢ Janet, will you deny me f#a¢ mournful satisfaction?”’
asked Savdy Ruddell reproachiully.

She understood him at once, and coioured siightly, for hes
pride was stroeg within her.

¢ The little one yorder,” said the Laitd of Ravelaw,
motioning in the dircction of the kitchen, *‘will find ways
and mecaos to usc your superfluous bawbees. What I did
for Isabel was very little.  Cannot you let 1t pass, janet?"

Then Janct anewered back :unEly and gracefully, ** Letit
be as ye will,"’ and added, *‘ Is that a"2"

‘‘ Yes ; only I would like to say that frem what I cold
gather from Isabel, T do nut think Reynaud and she lived
very unhappily together,' said Ravelaw. ** Andsheseemed
to be in comfortable qoarters.  They had beea liviog b a
chateau ncar Versailles, till he was drafted 1nto 2 regiment ;
then he brought her to Paris, thinking she would be safer.
She scemed to feel his death; bat I have no doubt the
packet will explain everythiog  Well, Janet, I will go now,
Ar~ther day, pethaps, you will 2dmit me to Windyknowe
to see the little one - she has learned to call me Uacle al-
ready.  You'll nnt grodge me that, sarely ?¥

* Sarely 0o,"” returned Miss Nesbit with a faint smile.
1 thank ye aince mair, Sandy Riddell, an’ though my
words arc few, I am pane the less pratefo”. What yc hze
dune for me an’ mine, I can aever hope to repay.”

** Haush, Jazet! I w4 I could have brought hes back to
you,"” said the Laird of Ravclaw passionately,

¢ It watna the Lord’s will, ye see,” she returzed in a low
voice. Then thair hacds met 1o 2 ferveat grip.

‘The Laird went away home to hiz peevish, ill-tempered
wife 2nd ill.goided home ; and Miss Neabit betook hersel!
to the kitchen to see what her bairis were about.  \hen
she went i =t the door, she coald almost have smiied at
the picture preseated on the wide heartk.  The ittle strang.
cr was awake, and Baving permitted Marpet o zemove all

her wraps, now stood on the floos, finger in mouth, eyeing
Walter, who was looking at her with mingled love and awe
on his face.

*“\WVeel, Marget 2" said Miss Nesbit.

Very downcast indeed was the face of Marget Drysdale at
that moment.

*I'm 313( wunnerin’, mem, whaur the Lotd's gane, that
i’e should hae sac wony heattbreaks?*’ she said sharply.

e should ken weel ye had nae need o' anither ane.”

'* Wheesht, Maiget ; 1 can say His will be dune,” said
Miss Nesbit geutly. ** He kenned what a pmteful heart I
wad hae uplifted to Him, hnd e seen fit tac let me look on
her face again. But His way's the best, an' we hae the
bairn, an’ mauna grumble.”

While Miss Nesbit was speaking, the little stranges had
been eyeiog her intently, and now as if drawn by some mag-
net, came to her, clingiog to the folds of her gown, and
hiftiog pleadiog eyes to her sweet face.

Muss Nesbit gave a preat start, {or the eye’s were Tibbie's
—the very blue depths which had been as chanpeful io their
Ioveliness as the summer sea.  With a great scb she lifted
the child to her heart, fecling almost as she uscd to feel long
ago, when Tibbie bad been a timid, toddling thing, aye
looking for niuolccung care frum her motherly elder sister,

Then Walter, with shadowing cyes, crept over to her,
and touchiog her pown, said in a frightened, pleading voice,
as if he dreaded he was no longer ¢ Auntic’s pet. "

‘¢ Auntie 2"

Then with her other arm Miss Nesbit drew him to her
side, feeling in the deepest depths of her heart what a thing
it was to have these two youuﬁ lives dependent on her, turn.
iog to her, and looking up to her for guidance io all things.
A mother, and yet no mother! Surely never had woman
beea so straogely placed before. In that moment, the
shadows seemed to roll away from what had been to her an
inscrutable past, and the * wherefore * of many thiogs was
meade plain to her.  Well might she say in her heart, God
help mel  She would need all His help.

** Weel, Marget,” she said cheerfully, ¢ we micht as weel
hae been maurre?, you an’ me, when oor family’s growin’ sac
fast. My certy, we'll be keepit lively noo.”

¢ 1 wunner wha's bairn’ll come next 2 ** said Marget, who
had not yet got the better of her disappointment.

** We diona ken that, Marget, but we'll open the door
tae them, kenoin' the Lord "Il no sead ony mair without pro-
vidin' for them. Come, get o3 the kettle, @y wummin, an’
get Tibbie's bairn scmething tae eat.  Are yec no huegry,
my ;;‘et 2" Miss Nesbit added, longing to hear the little one
speak.

pa No, no, I want Uacle,” lisped the bairn, to Miss Nes.
bit's preat joy speaking good Eoglish, though the foreign
accent was marked.

* He'll come another day, my pet. Come, Walter, an'
speak tac ber. I dinna ken what her name is yet,” said
Miss Nesbit, and sct the little one down, whereupon she
stamped her feet, and screamed in a perfect passion.

*“ Lord hae mercy on us! She’s surely Freoch,"” said
Marget. ‘A Scotch bairn never yelled like that.”

*¢ I doot she'll no be as easy tae bring up as Walter was,”
said Miss Nesbit, tryiog to quict her. ** But she'll be tired,
likely. We'll better ken what maianer o' a baim she'll be
the mom.”

By and by, the supper past, and both the little ones in
bed—Walter ip his ctib, and the stranger in Miss Nesbit's
bed—she sat dewn by them 1n the dim lamplight and open-
ed out the packet she was Jooging and yet afraid to read.
It was watten carefully and clearly, though blotted here
aed there, as if asabel's tears had been falhing while she
wrote. Thus it rap :—

*Rue Arvols, PAris, June, 1813,

** My Sister,—For the first time since I scrawled the
few words I left behind at Windyknowe, I lut my pen to
write to you. Before I begin, Jet me pray you to forgive
my long neglect. It was pot willing on my part, for my
heart has daily broken for you since I left you. I can hard-
ly bope—and yet I do hops, knowing what yoa are—that
you still love the wayward, erring beiog who g0 ill 1epzid all
your love, and deceived you as 1 did ap to the very hour of
my fight; but for that and other sins I have bome my
punishment. To begia at the beginning, Janet. All my
days I had a looging after 2 hife very different from ours at
Aldersyde. 1 aye loved fine dresses, and jewels, snd all the
things money can buy, and used to be so0 sick of our poverty
that I could hardly live. When we went to Windyknows,
it was worse ; and I used to be afraid, I felt so desperate
and wicked sometimes. So when Mrs. Riddell and her
brother made my acquaintancee, I was qaiteready to be made
much of by them , for I pever kad your high-sonled pude,
Japet : as you s3id once, I was aye a poor Nesbit. From
the first, Louis Reynaud had a power over me, he was so
diffcrent from any man I bad ever scen. He was so hand-
tome, and hts tatk was so fazaintting, that when he began
to make love to me my head sezwed to be dazed. Bat 1
kpew well enough that the feeling I had {or him was not a
nght ooe—zoot the love which makes the happiness of mar-
ried life.

“ Both of them did their best to feed my wicked discon.
teat, but it was Mrs. Riddell first who whispered to me,
when I was at Ravelaw, that 1 had a way o}xrcsu.pc from
your tyrauny and the dreatiness of Windyknowe. 1 had
oaly to say the word, and Loums would take me wway and
maic me an adored wile, the mistress of a splendid establish.
meat, and give me my heart’s desire—pleaty of luxury and
gacty and pleasure.

‘* Ay, Janet, they called yoar dear, faithfal love tyranny ;
and I believed them, and turned traitor to you. I can't
thick what they wanted me for, for I bad no tocher; bat
since, I have beea convioced that it was revenge on Mrs.
Riddell's part for your treatment of her, and the coolness of
her reception by other folk in the country side. She knew
it would be a blow 10 many besides yoa when I tan away.

* Well, they arranged ail the plans, and 1 z7reed, even
with sore misgiviogs 10 my heart. 1 suppose you wonid
heas that 1 was mamed at Gretoz, for 1 know you would

sift 1t to the bottom. I have often pictared to myself your

look when you came home from Mary’s bridal that night
and found me awnr. Oh, Janet, though I have trled to shut
it out, your face will rise up before me—never in anger, but
white, and drawn, and troubled as I have seen you lock
before. Let me hurry on, for I am like to break dowa,

** \We stayed in London awhile ; and I saw Mary there, as
she would tell you, Then Louis was called home, and we
went away to France. Instead of the magnificent castle
they had promised me, I found my home a ruined old
chateau at Versailles ; instead of the retinue of servants, one
deef old Frenchwoman who did not know a word of Eog-
lish. My husband had no money, except what was made at
gaming-tables; and there were days, Janet, when I knew
what it was to be hungry, and not have a Iute to eat.

1 had to work, too—ol;, 1f Marget cosld but ses m
hands nowt I was proud of them once, but never mind,
Louis bad expected some money with me, and wasconstaot-
ly desiring me to write and tell you to send my half of the
incume. But if he had killed me, I would not have done
that, and he began to learn that I could be obstinate too.

¢t Peshaps that will let you know what treatment I had
at his hands. I need not enlarge upon it : he was wmy hus.
band, and he is dead.  Let the matter rest.  But oh, that 1
could speak to the mnmost soul of every Scottish waiden, and
bid her make her home in her own country, and marry one
of her own nation! There cauvnot be happiness when ways
and tastes and habits are so far apart as the French ate from
the Scotch.

*¢In time my baby *vas born. But for her, well, I should
not be alive t0-day. She was my very life, my all—my
solace in home-sickness, in heart-yearnings for you, in sor-
rows of which I cannot write. Her name is Janet, but I
called her Netta—that is the name she knows. She has re-
ceived no Laptism, \When she comeshome to Wiadyknowe,
get Mr. Bourhill to christen her by the name which is en-
graven oo my heast. I pray God, as I write, that she
gx:y giow vp scmething like the one whose name she

ars.

**Well, I am nearly done. I am very fruil in health, and
will not survive the birth of my second child, I know. I
bope it will die with me also. I have with me here in
Paris a faithful soul, Masie Loufrois, a comparative sttanger
to me, butl who has shown me as much kindness as I could
have experienced among my own country-women. She has
gtomxscd, and will perform what I ask her, to take Netta

ome to Scotland when I am gone. You will see that she
does not go unrewarded,

* And now, my sister. best of friends, dear, dear Janet,
jus. one little word about my bairn and I will finish, Take
her to your heart, if oot for my sake, forthe sake of those who
licin the chapel-yard of St. Masy. As I write these words,
what memorics throng about wmy heart] But I must not
give way. I daresay you will know how I feel. When she
grows to be a woman, teH her as much of her mother's life-
story as you think fit; it may bea warniog to her. s

I cannot say aoything to you, Janet, for my heart fails
me. Not on earth do such as you bave their reward ; bat
if these be a God, surely He g:epaxcs & recompense for those
who serve Hixn as you do. Pray for me, Janet. Pethaps
in some far-off time we may meet ia 2 happ. r world, where
the zgonies of earth ate foigotten,

347 feel very datk ; it is so long since 1 have heard of holy
thiogs, or 1ead s Bible. This is a terrible heathen land,
where God is forgotten altogether, and cach one lives for
himself and this world. But I remember father nsed to tead
from the Book at Aldersyde, that Christ died to savesinners,
and that though our sins were red like crimson, they should
be made white as snow. I am trying humbly to trust in
these wotds ; perhaps at eventide there may be light lor

wme.

* Good-bye, Janct, my sister. Oh, the love with which 1
wnite down these wotds, you will never know! Keep a
little cormer in your heart for Tibbie, and when you look at
Netta, remember her mother only as she was when she was
like her—~that is all I ask. Tiupix.”

The paper fluttered from Miss Nesbit’s hands to the fioor,
and her head fell upon her breast. At that moment thete
was in 1 ~ heart a very difierent feeling from that whichbad
prompted har gentle ** God’s will be duae * little more than
zn hour ago.

All her life Janet Nesbit remembered with horror those
minutes in that quict, dimly-lighted room, beside the uncoa-
scious sleeping children. She tottered to her feet by and
by, lowered the lamp, and went over to the window. The
sky was dark and lowering, the moon hidden by slow-harg-
ing clouds ; ouly right above the chapel of St. Mary shone,
clear and bright, 8 solitary star.

It was a curioas thing how that trivial incident went
straipht to the heart of the stricken woman who looked out
into the night. It seemed to her a direct message from
above. She fell down upon her knees, a wild tush of tears
blinding her eyes, 204 stretching out her hands, these words
fell {rom her lips in 2 low, sobbing cry .

* Lord, forpive; it is past Thy will be dape 1

Then there came a great peace.

(o besentinued. )

HOME BOOKS.

As we live now, it becomes a diatinet object to sean
youni;jcople froun chiidren's books, and teach them to feed
themselves from (be stores of general literature.  They are
to leave of the corks and other life-preservers, and swim in
the ocean. At the same time, however, we choose a2 beach
whete there is Do undettosw, and where the current does not
set off shore.

Reading alond in the family citcle is slmost sure to inter-
est cven the youngest people abont wksatis read, if you have
made your sclections wisely. Bat, withont relying upon
that, a well-ordered hoaschold onght to be always tempting
children to read men 2and women's books ; and in the puz.
chzse of books and other family armogements such temptas
tions should be one of the first considerations,

Tos of a meze detail, which, howeves, ilinstrates a

rinciple, there shonld never be glazs or other doors toa
gooku::. No bindiog suocld be too good for use, znd



