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* Gin e be wyse, ye'll pit yer trust
In a’ the fickle winds that blaw,
Afore ye hppen tae the wuid,
O’ farthless Ridde:l o' Ravelaw,”

In the window of her own sitting-room, which Jooked out
upcn a wide expanse of rich pasture land, sloping gradually
down to the Ettrick, sat my lady of Ravelaw. Her white
and sleader hands, on which sparkled many gems, were
crossed upon her silken Jap, and her fair face wore an ex-

ression of deep seriousness,  She was young still, and very
air to be a widow and the mother of a six-foot son. She
had been a wile at seventeen, and o mother before she was
twenty.

Slight and fragile of form, my lady was yet a very haupbty
and formidable person, being descended from the old and
honourable house of Awngask, The wealth and goodly
dwelling-place of rough Sandy Riddell had tempted the pen-
piless daughter of the Napiers, grown tited of the genteel
poverty of Arngask 3 and with the reluctant consent of her
proud kinsfolk, she had come to reign at Ravelaw.

For ten years Sandy Ruddell and his wile lived stormily
together, Ll the unhappy wedluck was ended by death, when
their hetr and only child was cight years old. Since that
time Mrs. Riddell had lived aa easy luxcrinus life ; bot she
was beginming to have her cares again, for Sandy had grown
to marzhood, and she was in daily fear of becoming the
dowager Mrs, Riddel), and of beholding 2 young wife in
her place at Ravelaw.

It was indeed this very snbject which made her so serious
this November morming, one weak after the burying of the
Laird of Aldersyde.  She had heard it jumoured in her
own circte even, that het sun was paying uomistakeable
atteotion to Miss Nesbait.  Kauwing t‘hc nature of the girl,
she trembled, and ihe instalaluy of the Riddells was her
only hope. Sandy Ruddell did not confide all his goings
out and comings in tu hus muther ; thesefore, altbough she
was aware that he had not attended the funeral of the Laird,
how was she to be sure that he had not seen Miss Nesbit a
dozen timessince ? It entered into her head suddenly, that
she could not do better than sk her son a plain question ;
therefore she rang the bel!, and ordered the servant to re-
quest the Laird to step into her sitting-room.

ilc obeyed the summons with unusual promptitude, bes
vause at the moment he had no other thing cngrossing his
attention. He came lounging into his mother's presence,
with his hands in his pockets, and enquired carelessly what
she wanted of him. He was a great, powetful giant, with
a ruddy well-featured face, big blue eyes, and a mass of
tawny-hair, Mis phyugue was favltless, yet it was easy to
see that nature bad not endowed him with a large share of
her bigher gifts. He was nut a man, one would think,
likely to win the heant of & pute, high-souled maiden like
Janet Nesbut; yet won 1t ke had, away from a man who
would have pnzed it above any ear.bly thing, and who was
undoubtediy worthy of herinall ways 1t is not a good
thing to sit down and dwell opon such twists in the cord of
life. To our narrow compsthension, they seem needless
and inscutabie ; but when we reach the fuller light beyond,
we shall see how what we thought jarring discord was after
all deep, sweet-toned harmony

*¢ Have you been at Aldersyde to see Miss Nesbit since
her father died ? ” asked the lady of Ravelaw, fixing her
picrang eyes on her son's face.

His full red lips parted in a curious smile.

¢ No, mother, I have vot.”

She looked for the moment as if she disbelieved him, yet
she koew enough of him to be sure he would cot tell an un-
truth to spare her mortification.

“Y am very glrd to bear it,” she said heartily.  ** Thea
there is no truth in the rumour that I would need to wel-
come her as mistress of Ravelaw?™”

Sandy Riddell laughed 2 laugh which might mean any-

thxn({.
**Were you afraig of it mother?”

¢ Yes,” she answered candidly. ** Knowing you were
oftea at Aldersyde, and that she 13 not one of these light.
%eaded things a man might find amusemeot in playiog with,
1 had wade up my zund to a.”

Mrs. Riddell did not guess that it was the very factof her
being so unlike other girls that had caused the pastime of
rzaking love to her to be so enjoyable to Saudy Riddell.
No women in the world cver thought less of lovers or
marnzage than Janct Nesbit, therefore her treatment of =1l

oung men was, thoogh courteous, very cool and indifferent.

hus piqaed the Laird of Ravelaw , it annoyed bim to find
ome of the dasphters of Etutick Vale quite unimpressed by
his charms. So be set himselfl in carnest to brezk down the
Yarriersof herindificrence. It had been a hard task. Shehad
t=ken avery Jong time to discover that he was wmaking love
to her; and after the discovery was made, hez own heart had
awzakened very slowly. He had suecceded well, and pow
she belicved hetself pledged to him, though there mever
bad been any formal troth phight between them,

There ate epgapements which are not the outcome of &,
rlain tequest to many; also there are looks and actions,
and a thoutand 1ndcfinable thioga which coastitute at per-
{ect an understanding as avy.words that cver were utlered,
To all these Sandy Riddel) bad confined himself, and to
Janct Nesbit they scemed sacred and binding, It was the
difference in their patures which caused them to estimate so
differentiy. .

“Janct Neshit will never be mistress of Ravelaw,” s2id
Sardy Riddell. .

My lady breathed freely to hear the decided words, yet
she Jcsixcd to be at the bottom of the whole matter.

“1 doubt you have led her to expect it, Sandy, if all
rumours be true 2" said she,

“\What has Mistress Rumour not satd about me, mother 2"
he asked In his easy, careless way. ‘' You may set your
fears about Miss Nesbit at rest; she’s not the wife for me.
I'd rather have the other one, if I had to choose.” Mis.
Riddell took fiesh alarm,

“If it’s to be one of them, let it be Janet, Sandy; I
coulda’t think to sece that saucy, falr-faced Isabel Nesbit
mistzess of Ravelaw,"

*She'd make you turn right about face, ¢h, mother?"
asked Sandy with a mocking smile, ** 'Wel), if you have
no more questions to ask, I'll be of to the meet at Dium-
kerr ; 1 promised Patrick Kerr to be over by eleven.”

“1 am satisfied, my son, only remember that I want you
to take a wife who will do honour to Ravelaw. I would
have po objections to Patrick Kers's sister Susaw, for in.
stance, or to Marjotie Scott of Scottrigg.”

** Marjorie Scott won't lock at me, mother, and Susan
Kerr is a big, rough young woman,” returned Sandy in his
coarse way. “ Well, good-day; and doun’t make anjy
watches for me, mother.  I'll marry when the Spirit moves
me, and bring home whoever 1 take a fancy to, though shé
should be a peasaut lass herding her ewes on the baes of
Ettrick,"” with which polite and consoling assurance the
Lnirg of Ravelaw departed out of the presence of his lady
mother,

For awhile she sat cogitating on what had passed ; then
he called her serving-woman, Rebecca Ford, and bade her
order the coach to drive to Aldersyde. Then Rebecca had
to attire her mistress o & very stiff silk gown, made in the
pewest and most expensive fashion, a sable cloak of price-
less value, and a bonnet with nodding plumes. Also,
Mis. Riddell did not forget to adomn herself with sundiy
articles of jewellery hikely to iospire awe and envy in the
minds of-poor young women like the Miss Nesbits.

The family coach of the Riddells was a very cumbersome
affair, of a genteel claret.colour, with the Ravelaw crest, an
uplified sword in 2 mailed hand, painted on the panels of
the doors. The inside was comfortably cushioned in drab
epp, with claret coloured butttons ana braidwngs. It was
drawn by a pair of very fine, high-stepping greys, which
sccomplished the distance to Aldersyde in less than an hour.
It was noos when they swept through the lodge gates and
up the avepue to the house. The Aliss Nesbits bemng
busily engaged with their one domestic in packiog theis
goods prior to their removal to Windyknowe, did not ob-
serve its approach till a Joud and pompous knock at the
front door awoke sounding echoes in the quict house.

Marget very hastily made her hair straght, and putting on
o clean apron, went with no vary good grace to answer the
summons. She was rather chagrined to behold alighting
from the coach the magnificently-attred lady of Ravelaw,
particularly when, at that moment, the Miss Ncsbits, in the
plainest, homeliest garb, were performing the work of
menials up-stairs. . But there was nothing for it but to show
my Jady up to the drawing-room, and announce her arrival
to Miss Nesbit.

Jaoet's face flushed deap red, and she retired ammediately
to her own chamber to remove her white apron and wash
her hands. She had to go down alone, Tibbie requiring
ficst to attire herself in her best gown before she coutd ap-
pear before the 1ady of Ravelaw,

Mrs. Riddell rose up when Miss Nestut entered the room,
end approachiag her with outstzetched hands and sym-
pathetic smile, kissed her on the brow. To Jaaet's mind
such treatment, coming from tbe motks: of the man she
loved, could have but one mzamag.

¥y dear Miss Nesbit, you look wreichedly ill,” said
Mrs. Riddell sweetly. **This has been 2 sad and trying
time for you.”

“ Yes, Mrs. Riddell,” answered Miss Nesbit very low.

¢ How is your sister ? ** was the next quesuos.

€ Jsabel is weel ; she'l! be doon by an® by. We're very
busy, Mrs. Riddel), makin® ready tac flit tac Windy-
knowe.”

* Oh yes, I upderstand, Your cousin, of course, will
take up his abode in Aldersyde. You will feel to0 Jeave the
only home you have ever known.”

““It's tac be expectit that we couldnz leave withoot
feelin®, Mrs. Riddell,” said Miss Nesbit somewhat sharply,
the words scemed t0 her so needless.

A silesce fell upon the two women thes. A 1ay of sun-
shipe stole in at the narrow wisdow, and seta blaze the rubies
claspiog the cloak of my lady of Ravelaw. It also shone
very tendesly on the pale face of Janet Nesbit. Lookiog at
her, Mrs. Riddell could not but think what o sweet, lovable,
thorough gentlewoman she looked, even 10 2 gowa her ser
ving-woman would not have deigned 10 wear.

*You would wonder at Ravelaw’s abscoce from the fun-
eral 2" said Mrz. Riddell abruptly.

¢ Mair than m=> wondered, Mrs. Riddell,"” Miss Neshit
made answer bravely, though the red dyed hez cheek,

« He was very sorry, Miss Nesbut, that & previous enga-
gement at Kelso prevented bim, and he'bade me convey to
you bis respects and apologies.

Mrs. Riddell had learced her lesson 1n polite falsebood-
telling very well, for her lips uttered the words glibly and
unconcernedly.

Miss Nesbit sat straight up in ber chair, and looked her
visitot 10 the face with calm, scoraful eyes.

« He rode to the hoot at Pappertlaw oa that day Mrs.
Riddell,” she said quietly.

For the moment the lady of Ravelaw was put out, but as
behoved a woman of the world, she recovered her equari-
mity.

4 You are well 1formed, it seems, even is this solitode,”
she said smoothly. *° Well, Mits Nesbit, 1 believe the

trath to be, that the Laird, remembering certain foolish

words he may have attered to you, as is the way of young
mea with maidens, would aot carc to intrude spon yov in
sour sorrow, knowing be could not in anyway comfost
you.”

Sarely Mrs. Riddell’s zative tact had falled her, whea she
coald make such a blundering speech.

¢ Did the Laird o' Ravelaw bld /e come an’ tell me that,
Mrs. Riddell 2¥ inquired Miss Nesbit in clear, cold tones.

“ Well, not exactly," said my lady with a smile. ¢ But
we were talking of you this morning, and I asked him if
there was any truth in the rumours that you wete likely to
become mistess of Ravelaw,”

¢t Weel, Mrs. Riddell2”

* The young man laughed, Miss Nesbit, and answered no.,
11ad you not teen of so proud and retfcent a nature, I world
have ventured to wam you against setliog store by anything
a Riddell may have said. You remember the old rthyme
concerning them?”

Mits Nesbit felt her face grow ashen grey, as if all the
blood had fled fiom it, to gather about her heart, and make
it faint within her. But she kept her clear eyes on the
smooth face of the woman bzfore her; and said in tones
which her pain made sharp and strained : ** An’ what biloge
ye here the day, Mrs. Riddell ?"

**To tell you that 1, his mother, am sorry for you, Miss
Neebit; for whatever Ravelaw may have said to you, he
has no intention of making you his wife. 1 had it {rom his
vwn lips aot many hours zpo.”

Miss Nesbit's lips parted in a bitter smile.

Yl be glad that a peniless dochter of the Nesbits
will never get the chance tae reiga at Ravelaw, Mrs. Rid-
dell 2 said she,

The lady of Ravelaw was nettled by the young woman's
kalf-scornful and wholl{ calin demeanour,

*\Vel), since you take it for granted that such are my
feelings,” she said sharply, 1 do think that Ravelaw
might bing home a ride whose dower and name would do
wore honour to his own.”

** Aldersyde ewes grew fat on Yarrow braes afore there
was a Riddel] in Ravelaw or a Napier in Arngask,’ said
Miss Nesb't in a slow dry way. ** An’for honour, it wadoa
be ill tac match the honour o' Ravelaw in mony a lowlier
biggin® than Aldersyde. 1'1l bid ye guid-day, Mrs. Riddel}
wi' mony thanks for this kind ar.d well-meant visit, If ye'll
be pleased tae sit a meenit, 1'll bid my servantshow ye doon
the stair.”

Mrs. Kiddell, however did not chosse to wait for Mar-
get, but rose at ovce and got away down to her coach,
where she had time to digest the insults she had received
frum the penniless daughter of the Nesbits It was many a
day since the proud dame had been so humbled, and had
feit so wretchedly insignificant among all her splendour.

Comiog outof the drawing-voom, Miss Nesbit encountered
TilLte in the conidor, dressed ip her hest, and looking
very fair.

+*1s that Mrs, Riddr ~ away, Janet,” she exclaimed in
extreme surprise, **an’ me just comin’ to speck to her?”

Answer good or bad Miss Nesbit made ncne, but passed
by hersister, and entered the rcom vhere there father had
died. She locked the door after her, and walkiog unsteadily
over to the bed, sat down by it and butied her face in the
pillow. So long did sne remain there, that Tibbiz and
Marget began to feel alarmed as well as astonished. By
aud by, when 1t was getting near the carly tea-time, Tibbie
crept to the door, and koocked softly.

‘‘Let me in, Janet 2" she pleaded. Then Miss Neshit
opened the door aud bade her enter.

**\What 15 it, Janet?" cried she in affright, her sister
looked so unlike herself.

1 hac bzen at the burial o’ dead hopes, Tibbie,” she
s2id with 2 wintry smile, **Like other burials, it is-sair
g;t-i' bt.ho‘l‘e. But its past. I dinna need tae tell ye mair,

4 1C.

% No, for Titbie understood, and all the hot blood of the
Nesbits rushed to her face, and she clenched her slender
hands together, and was only restrained from indignant
speech Ly the look on Janet's face. She made no moan,
therefore Tibbie also must be silent. Miss Nesbit’s one
love affair ended here, and having faced the tribula-
tion bravely, and mastered it at the first, she was ready to
take up her life and live it as became a Christian womaz
and a daughter of the house of Aldersyde.

(70 b¢ Continsed.)

VISIT 70 A “USSIAN CONVENT,
HOLY MOUNTAIXS.

On the baok of the Donets River, io the Province of Khar. *
koff, there is a high, chalky mountaun, white as snow, whose
sh:l{:c reminds the bebolder of an enormous temple, crowned  #
with a pinnacle. Upon a slope on the zide of the mountain
stands a convent whose shinipg gilt demes rise above the '§
majestc old oak trees that surround it.  This 1s the convent . §
of the Holy Mountains. It was established by Russian §
monks in the twellth century, when the place was fn pos-
session of the Tartars. The monks lived in catacombs con-  §
vected by a subterranean passage with the river, In the .8
Russian chronicles the convent was known as the one “ be '8
yond the frontier.” Many Christian hermits were murdered
there by the Tastars.  Atleogth the holy fathers determined - §
to defeod themssives. They obtained cacaon and other &K
arms, and repeatedly saved noi only themselves, but alw I
many Russian prisoners, from the Tastars.  In the conrse of
time, when the Muscovite Czars conquercd the Tartars, the - @
convent became a sacred asylum for all who were persecuted -
by the Czar’s authotities. Rupawayg peasants, Coszacks 294 §
even rebellious Boyards lound a safi abode there. By order ‘M
of the Czar the mogks were dispersed, and the convent was i
abolished. Drring the present century the convent haybeep >
te-cstablished, but the catacombs, left 23ane for four cento- ' §
tics, were quite forgotien until about twenty years .0, whed <3
ll}n:y wactc accidertally discovered. They have since been @
tizxred. ‘%

Oan «nicring the convent I noticed everywhere well-fel §
and well-dressed monks idliog aboat.  ** How uniike these
mer are to those who centurics ago dug these catacombs .
a0 with swords in their hands fought sgainst the Tartar _§
hordes,” I said to myself. I gave a hint of wy thoupht to -
ao Intelligent monk whose acquaintance I made.

*Don't do us iojustice,” be answered. ““ Times are




