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CHAPTER vi.-Continued.
Doctor Elliot cast a keen glance at bis daughter when she

entered the dining-roorn, and motiorred her to corne and oit
by his side, which also happened to be the seat next Hugh
Nesbit. It was a curious ~inct painful thirig to observe liow
Doctor Elliot's wornen-folk relapsed into subdued silence in
his presence, and seemed to be in a state of nervous dread
and fear of him ail the tirne. In general he either rernained
sulent, or monopolized the conversation ; but that day lie
seemed auxious that Mary, at least, should take part in it.
She answered Hugh Nesbit's rcmarks only in monosyllables,
tilt ber father said half jokingly:

IlUnless you find somerliing more to say, Mary, Captain
Nesbit will corne to the conclusion that you are cither an
ignorarnus or a painfully bashful country girl."

IlWhether she speaks or remainq silent, Miss Eliiot must
always be charruing," said Ilogli Nesbit gallantly.

Mary knew weli that lier father's seemingly pîsyful speecli
was in reality a command, so wîth her custornary submission
to bis wilI, slie forced lierseif to carry on a conversation with
the young rnan btside ber. Sitting by Mrs. Elliot at the
foot of tlie table, Miss Nesbit observed ber dirn eyes fil with
tears, which sbe strove to bide by bcnding over lier plate.

You will notice tbat the ferinine relatives of coarse, un-
feeling men, are generally womea of refined and acute sensi-
bilities, to %sbom tlieir borne life is almoat aiways a species
of martyrdom.

None present at Doctor Elliot's dinier.table that Sabbath
day, save perliaps Hugli Nesbit, enjoyed the meal. When
it was over tlie ladies retired, and the Miss Nesbits begging
to bic excused, as Marget would be anxious about tbern, went
away borne at once.

IlWhat would you think if Mary Elliot became lady of
Aldersyde, Janet?" asked Tibbie as they tus ned up the
steep road to Windyknowe.

I wadna wish tae scee ler the wife o' Hugli Nesbit,
Tilibie."

.Sec it ye will, Janet," said Tibbie shrewdiy. Il Doctor
Elliot bas got the plan ini hi; lield. Did ye no sec liow lie
made Mary sit beside Hugli Ne&bit, and scolded lier for flot
speaking to hilm, h angers me to see bow Mrs. Elliot and
Mary fear Doctor Elliot : I never saw man that would fear
me yet."

IlHe's maybc tac corne yet, Tibbie," said Miss Nesbit
wirb a stiglit srnile.

'Il canna bide Doctor Eiliot,A said Tibbie. "Can
you ?"'

IlThcre's sorne I like better," answcred Miss Nesbit witli
characteristic caution.

IlLike better 1 " echoed Tibbie. IlHe's, a mean, graspin',
ill-natured rnan. They say he married Mrs. Elliot for her
gear, an he'11 try tac make Mary do the sarne."

IlWheesht, Tibhie," said Miss Nesbit gently. "If yc
canna say ony guid o' a body, diasia say ony ill."

IlLo9 k here, Janet," said Tibbie suddenly. IlI dinna
ken wliat Mrs. Riddeil o' Ravelaw said tac ye tliat day sbc
came tac Aldersyde, but d'ye mean tac say yc bear ber nae
ili.wili for the way she lias treated us since we kenned lier
first."

"Wad it better us tac kcep up a spite at ber, Tibbi ?"
"Maybe no," returned Tibbie impatiently. "lAn' I ken

the Bible bids ye forgive yer enemies. But for a' tbat, a'
I must say'd thougli it anger ye, Janet, if Sandy Riddell bad
trcated me as lie haý treated you, 1 wouid hate hirn, an' live
but tac be revenged on hlm."

The fiery, implacable spirit of thc Ncsbits was roused in
Tibbie's brcast. Looking at ber, Janet alrnost trembled.
For wbat tribulation right it not lead ber into in years to
corne?

46Speak o'. the dei), Janet," cried Tiblile. " Ierc'sSandy Riddell commn' ower tbe brae, on tbat black bcast o'
his-a bonnie like thing on a Sabbath alternoon."

Miss Nesbit cast one glance at the bise and rider, and
then belplessly round, as if seeking a way of escape from the
inevitabie meeting.

IlJanet, for ony sake dinna let thec man sec ye care sac
mucl," said Tibbie sharply. IlWait tilIlibc cornes up, an'
l'Il gie bim a word bc'1l nu forget in a burry."

-"Tibbie, if ye daur 1 " said Janet, and gripped ber sistcr's
arm with fingers that bad no faltering in them, and which
effectually silenced Tibbie.

The Laird of Ravelaw looked well on horstback. He
rode a great, poýverfuI black animal, wliir.icliafed under bit
and bridie, but carrird bis master superbly. His purpose in
coming tbat unfrequented way, was solely to sec Janet Nes.
bit. It did not suffice him that lie lad treated ber shame-
fuily, bc desircd to sec for himself liQw she bore it. He
actualiy drew rein in front of the Miss Nesbits, and lifting
his cap, bade tbern good aftcrnoon.

Tilibie kept ber bead down, lest she sbouid lbc tempted to.
forget Janet's "ldaur!1" But Miss Nesbit drcw berseif up in
be poucs -a,-A n pttnc ibackrt veil- - oke1- tAigi

Janet Nesbit must have received bis attentions as tbey were
oifered, to wile away an idle bour.

The first Sabbaîli evcning in their new borne passed but
drearily for the Miss Nesbits. Tliey liad lîtle in commun,
and did flot balk mucli together, after tbc manner of other
sisters.

Tliey iingered long over their early tea; tben Tibbie
tbrew berseif on the sofa, and foiding ber fair arms above
ber bead, built ber castles in thie air. Miss Nesbit sat in the
window, watching witb yearning eyes the niglit crecping
over Bourhope to enveiop Aldersyde in ils grina sbadows.
Fier feelings being like to get the better of ber, she rang the
heul and bade Marget bring in the lamp, and took up a book.
AI nine o'clock it bhloved ber 10 caîl Marget again, to listen
to the lesson shc must read, as Ibeir father bad donc every
Sablaîli niglit since tlcy were little toddling bairnies, wlio
could flot comprebend wbat it was ail about. It was nu
wonder lier voice faltered ; for it is a sore thing for a
wornan to feel that she is the liead of a bouse, and responsi.
bic for the wel.being of ils bomates. But I 1mow nul many
take up the charge witli su earncst a spirit as Janet Nesbit.

Thus the Sablaîl closed.
Upon tle Monday aflernoon, wben Miss Nesbit was sit.

ting alone in the dining.room, Tibbie baving gone to Aider-
shope, Marget sliowed in Mr. Bourhill, thc minister. Miss
Neshit rose from ber seat, and hled out ber liand to him in
frank weicome, but for the moment neither cared to speak.
The memory of bygone days, and other greetings neyer more
10 le beard Ibis aide the grave, rose up before tliem, and
made words difficuit to corne.

"lI met Miss Isabel at the manse gate," said Mr. Borirhili
after a little. "lSIc la looking weii, Miss Nesbt."

IlYes, she is weel. I was jist sittin' wben ye cam' in, Mr.
Bourbili, wonderin' wbat I wad dae wi' Tibbie. Sbe's a
restiesa, thochtlesa lassie ; I'm jiat fear'd Windyknowe wili
lie ower quiet a hame for ber."

Mr. Bourhill's beatlicat quicker at thts evidence of 1er
perfect failli and confidence in bim. He knew weil there
was no ollier to wbom abe would bave spoken witb sucli
unreservedness.

"Couid you nul take lier ta Edinhurgb for thc winter
montîsil" be suggested. "lThe change wouid do you boîli
good. "

Miss Neshit lifted up lier bead and smiled slightiy.
*Sixty pounds a year 'Il no pay for rnony changes, Mr.

Bourhill."
The minister licard lier in no little surprise.
"lMiss Nesbit, is it possible 1/lat is ail your incomei
She nodded.

IlPnno asbamed o'd; wliy should I be? As I said tac
Tîibie, mony a puir gentlewoman liasna as muckle. It's
plenty for us if Tilibie"-

She paused, and a sigli escaped lier.
"6SIc bas a constant cravin' after a gay lite, an' a' tle

luxury that money can boy, Mr. Bourhilt-a very natural
thine in a young an' honnie lassie."

la that work not trying for your eyes, Miss Nesbit ?
asked tle minîster in a qucer, abrupt way.

Miss Nesbit laid lier lace work down on lier ]ap, a uittI
burnorous smilc ripplrng about île corners of ber moulli.

"lI maun tell ye tle meaning o' tliis, Mn. Bourhuli. When
Mr. Douglas teil'd us wbat was ieft, Tilibie an' me cam' ae
thc oonclusion that we wad bac lac Jet Marget gang, an' I
said sac tili lier. I wisb ye lad seen lier, Mc. Bourhhi; ber
lioneat wratli fairiy took tle breatb trac Tibbie an' me.
She juat refused tac gang. So lae fill up my lime, an' bclp
tac pay Marget's wages, I mak Ibis lace, wluicli my moîlier
learned me tac dae long ago, an'send il tac a sbop in Edin.
burgh. It's atween you an' me, Mr. Bourhill; for if Marget
suspeckil it, sIc wad tak my heid aif. I've lac stow'd away
in my apron pocket wbenever I bear ber cumin. "

While alie was speaking, the minister of Aldersliope bad
risen and gone over to the window. He could not always
force back from outward siglit Ibat whicb filled all bis heant.

IlWe can see the den o' Aldersyde frac bere, ye see,,' said
Miss Nesbit cleerfully ; I"no tae speak o' Drybope Toer,
an Bourliope. So we dinna téed a' tliegitlier awa frac lamne."

TIen Mr. Bourhui lurned about, and Miss Neshit, bappen-
ing to look at hlm at the moment, knew wbat was coming.
Shc rose up trembling, and let lier work fali down to the
fluor.

The deepeat feelings do nul find their expression in a mol.
titude of words. Mm. Bourhililiheld out lis hands to Janet
Nesbit, and said in tones wliicb bis great emotion made
boarse and tremulous :

IlJanet, I love you next to God. Let me make your
liappiness my greatest eartbly cae!'," TIat was ail.

A lesser nature miglit bave mijudgcd him, and Ibougî
bis offer was the outcome of pity. But Janet Nesbit's great
beart read that otler like an open book, and kncw, ah 1
none belter, the pricelesa value of the love sIc couid not
take.

There was no coquetry about lier, nu sliinking trom tel-
ing the trulli; she answered the question as il lad bren put,
in words grave, truc, and carnesî, coming from thc Icarl.

"Mn. Bourbiti, I wouid lu God I could corne, kennin'
wlat il is ye uffer, an' that tberc's nu muckie love lîke yours
in tbis weary world. But I hae nane tac gie, an' I coutd lie
wife tae nae man uniras iry love could match lis ain." Tbep
alie broke down and covered lier face witb ber banda.

To a truc wornan il is terrible lu refuse the cffer ut a good
man's love;- becausçe, if sl-hetbasloved bercsef, aIe knowsq

the room. These were sharp moments for tbe minister Of
Aldersliope. Wlien Ilie turned -about by and by, it secnied
to Miss Nesbit that neyer before bad Mr. Bourhil's face s0
reflected the liglit of bis great beart and meek, unselfisli soul.
He went up to ber, and laking both her hands in bis firna
yet gentle clasp, looked fuîl into lier eyes.

IlIt was too mucli bappiness for me, and God bas willed
it otlierwise. Forgive me if I bave distressed you-flaY, I
know 1 have; but there are moments wben a man is not
altogetber master oflhiirself."

"I wasna worthy," laltered Janet, unable to say more.
"You wiii forge thIis, Miss Nesbit, and let the old fiend,

slip grow deeper and stronger bctween us," lie said witli bis
truc briglit srile ;IIand oniy remember me as the one tO
whoma your father lever accorded a warm welcome in bappier
days at Aldcrsyde ?"I

IlI hinna that mony freens that I sliould care tace lose the
best o' tbem," Miss Nesbit made answer with brimnf1g
layes. " God blesa ye,iMr. Bourhill."

The minister bent low over the clasped bands, aiid
touclird îbem with reverent lips: God bless you, i02Y
friznd "

CHAPTER VIL.

Sewas a leddy o' higli degree,
An' she waa proud as proud couid be,
An' she had silier, an' gear, an' a,'
An' mony a servant in ber lia',
But aye ber life was dreary, dreary,
An' aye ber bcart was sad an' weary 1"

After meeting tbe Miss Nesbits on the Salibaîli afternooV,
Sandy Riddeli rode home to Ravelaw is a great rage. At
the dinner-table Ilie was so rude and sulky, like some scbooi'
boy wbo liad bcen whipped for transgression, that bis motbee
found it nccessary to rernunstrate with imr, and ask lin'
wbat bad liappened to ruffle bis temper. Whereupin ber
gentiernanly and respecîfut son swore at ber, and Mrs. Rid,
dcli retired to ber chamber in hysterics.

In the lifetime of Sandy Riddel l e eider, sucli scelle5

bad bren of so frequent occurrence that the dornestica9
thouglit nothing of thern. Since the young Laird had growrI
to manbood Ille bad given large evidence of liaving inlierited
bis fatber's coarse, rougli nature, rather than the courtesY
whicb bad ever bren cliaracîcnistic of bis mother's famnilY.
This was the price my lady had had to pay for the weallli
and stately borne sIc bad won. She did not appear doWn
stairs again that evcning, whidb mattered little to ber sonl,
lie being i the stables smoking and lalking farniiiarly iitl
the groom.

On Monday morning Mrs. Riddell did not teedlierself
equal to tbe exertion of rising at the usual bour, but rang for
lier waiting.wornan to bring lier a cup of btrong tea, sl
tbercafter remain in tIe next roomn tili she was again te'
quired. At eleven, Mrs. Riddell pulled lier beil-rope agalllt
and Rebecca, wbo had been down-stalrs gossiping witb thc
maids, carne running up in breathlcss baste.

" Vu've b2en down-stairs, Rtebecca, " said lier mistress
peevisbiy. IlI might have fainted or died while you were
gone."

Il ad the toothache, ma'arn," said Rebecca, telling Iler
lie as glibly as ber mistress couid bave donc, '"and just ran
down for a mouiliful of whisky to deaden il."

Mrs. Riddeil did not believe ber serving-woman's state-
ment. There arc no greater suspecters of the veracitY Of
others than those wbo have littie regard for the truth theffi'
selves.

IlDress me, then, Rebecca," Il e said languidly Il ad
then go down for sorne vinegar and water to barbe rny bead;
it aches intoierably, the resuit of tbe wrecled niglit I have
bad."

Rebecca had passed the niglit on a coucli in ber niistress'O
bedroorn, and knew she bad slept soundly tilt the da,% nirlg*
But being only a poor waiting.wornan, it did not beiove Iller
to bave any opinions of ber own. There *as a bit of neW9
burning ber tongue ; but she dared flot breathe it, lest sbC
sbouid belray that even in thc agonies of toothache she bad
heen able to gossip down-stairs. Having got ber mistrs
into ber clothes, she went away for the vinegar and water,
with wbicli she baîbed ber iady's bead, she lying back in her
easy chair the whilc.

IlWben did the Laird breakfast, Rebecca? " asked n11
lady.

"At six o'ciock, ma'arn," answered Rebecca; "and
away driving to Galashiels to catch the cuaclifor London-

Mrs. Riddeli gave a falot screarn.
IlYou are talking sheer nonsense, Rebecca," said she

sharply. lp"gI beg pardon, ma'am ; I hid it from Gibson's owflup
when 1 was down just now," said Rebecca smootbly.

"lGo and send Gibson to me directly ; I cannot con3Pre»
bcnd wbat you tell me, Rebecca," exciaimed ber rnistres£
witb considerable energy.

Rebecca departed at once, and returnrd sbortly wjtl the
bousekeeper, a stately personage in stiff black silk, with a
buncli of keys jingiirig at ber side. dGbIlWbat 1£ this Rebecci tells me about the Lair, G
son?" asked Mrs. Riddeii.

"I don't know whal Rebecca rnay bave tlid you, ma'aum,
said Gibson suiienly, wbo still resented being ordered uP'
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