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GOOK 1 ~-CHAPTER V.

My hame! oae ither spo. can be
Sae dear tae me on canth,

For hallowed meniories entwine
Abaut thy sacred heasth,”

The Miss Nesbitr were sitting by the study fire talking
soberly over their fiture.  Mr. Douglas the Iawyer had just
left Aldersyde after a long interview, during which he had
intimated to them that their yearly income could not amount
to more than £60. To Miss Nesbit hus announcement was
ot a surprise ; but Tibbie, who had uever troubled her head
about money matters, and was quite tgnorant of her father's
affairs, had dreamed dreams of a goodly establishment at
Windyknowe, and a lifc of case and pieasure. From these
dreams Mr. Douglas bad rudely awakened her, and ber bon-
nie face wore a doleful und discontented look.

¥ Janet, what'll we do 7" she asked for a third time.

* Live and be happy thegither, my dear,” said Miss Nes.
bit in a woaderfully checrful voice. ~ * Mony a puir gentle-
woman hasna that, wha has tac pay for a roof-tree besides.”

I believe that this cew turn of affairs, which compelled
MissNesbit todevote all her thoughts to the subject of **liv-
inp.* was the best thing which could have happened at the
time, Tibhie glanced up at her sister’s un-ufiled face, then
down upon her own slim, dsinty hands, and s2id dismally :

**We'll need to tumn house and kitchen maids ourselves,
Janet; we can’t keep Marget off £60."

= Then, indeed, Miss Nesbit sighed.

‘“ Marget 'll hae tae gaog, Tibbie, an’ that's the hardest
hit 0'd.”

¢ We'll need to tell her, Japel."

‘'It’s a task I dinna like, Tibbie; but as you say we'll
need tae daet, an’ the suner the batter.”

So sayiog, Miss Nesbit touched the bell, to summon Mar-
get, who came very slowly, as ifsheguessed there was some-
thing unpleasant io store for her.

“ Come in an’ sit doon, Marget," said Miss Nesbit.

But Marget did not deem it a fitting thing for her to sit
dowa in the presence of her young ladies, acd therefore stood
near the deor, twirling her apron round her thumbs, aud
waiting to bear what was to be said 10 her.

* Ye've heen a faithin’ freen tae us, Marget, an® ye hae a
perieck richt tae ken a’ oor affairs, " s2id Miss Nesbit,  * Myr.
Douglas has been tac tell us hoo we stand wi' regaird tae
money maijtters.”

*Weel, mem? "' queried Marpet with intense interest.

#* There’s no muckle left,” faltered Miss Nesbit ; for Maz-
get's anxious, loviog gaze broke her down.

“ I'm vext for that, Miss Nesbit; but there's Windrkoowe
an’ the bit gairden, an’ ginwe could keep Crummie, 1'd mak
a peany off the batter,” said Marget breathlessly.

¢ Ol but, Marget, wi' only £60 a year atween Tibbie an®
me, Loo 2ie we (a3 koop Crummis, my wommin, or yen
ither 2™ said Miss Neshit momfully

Marget folded her arms, while a rurions expression of
mingled wrath and grief and woonded pride came on her
honest face.

_ “Ye'll be gavn tar wash yer claes, an’ clean yer hoose, an’
mak yer meat,no tac speak o’ howin® the gairden, pasdoot 2
she said scornfully.

“\Ve'll need tae try, Margel.” said Miss Nesbit with 2
swile and 2 tear,

** A bonnié like thing for the Nesbits 0’ Aldersyde 1 " quoth
Marget, < Weel, gif ye think ye'll get 1id o’ Marpet Drys-
dale aseasy's that, yer mista'en—that’s a°. Wha zaid I
wanted wages? Wha said I waonted onything but 2 mooth-
fu' o' kiwn roilk, 20’ 2 bite o° pease bannock for Dy meat ?
Whaever said it, or said I wad leave thewm that’s mair than
flesh an’ blaid 120 me, telt a lee—that's 2',"" with which
Marget whisked out of the rcom,and clattered down tha
kitchen ttair with a great din.

After that, of course, there wasno more said anent Mar-
get leaving ; but Miss Nesbit had = plan of her own, where-
by she would find the wherewithal to pay her Iaboar.

The days wore op, till ths fortnight of Hugh Nesbit’s
absence elapsed, and it catze to be the Miss Nesbits® last
night io Aldersyde, thelast time they woald sleep beneath
their father’s roof-trec. Ah me, but that “ last ™ has adreary
sound in it1 Itiy one of the saddest words in any tongue,
The house was stripped of its fumishings, which under Mas-
get's supervision brd been conveyed by degrees to Windy-
koowe. Al thit remained on the lastnight was the study
table and chairs, and the beds they three were o occopy.

Bat there was one room furnished ready for the use
of the Laird of Aldersyd¢.  Afiss Nesbit bad sclected some
articles of later date, which wete not so dear and sacred in
her eyes, and badset them in the sonth room. Also, with
her own hands, she had fastened tp clean curtains 2bout the
bed, and at t:e window—2 proceeding which considerably
exercised Meget’s spirit, and canyed her tv mzke some ob-
servations Yic reverse of flattering to the individeal who wes
to occupy il

There vas no sleep for Miss Neshit that night. A north
wiod was roanng ovex Bourhope, with 2 waming of soow
in ity teeth.  To 2 nervous or superstitious person, slecp in
the Lonse of Aldersyde on 2 windy night was a thing impos-
sible. Ttmipht have been bauated by wraiths or warlocks so
varied and uncanay wese the sounds which conld be heard
‘@at.  Butit was oot the ecric moasing ard wailing in the
cmpty Tooms 20d desolate corridory which banished sleep
from Miss Nesbit's eyes, bot heartache—bitter, regretfol pain
over the pastiop from thie home of herforbears.  Once'in the
sight sbe rose from her slumbering sister’s side, and crept
across the lare ‘floot to the uncurtained window, A wild

sky, across which great inky masses of clotd were driftiog
southwards, frowned down upon thelone loch, and abeavy

shon out with a fierce defiant gleam, which fellstraight upon
the ruined chapel of St. Mary, and made so plain ls-neg-
lected burying-ground that she could almost see the mound
of the new-made grave. Then sobbing she crept back to
:ler bed, and tossed beside unconscious Tibbie till the dawn.
og.

All three rose early and made o pretence of eating break.
{ﬁ" before Mr. Lennox's catt came for the remainder of the

ngs.

Marget was to go first with {tto Windyknotwe, in order to
have afire lighted before hier young ladies arrived. A Httle
while after the deparfute of the cast, the Miss Nesbits, feel.
ing that nothing was to be gained by remaining in theempt
house, tied on their bonnets, and stood together in the hail
of Aldersyde, two desolate women, holding cach other’s
hands, and with nothing in the world but each other. Tears
were rainiog down Tiibie's cheeks, but Miss Nesbit was
Eale and teatless. It is the inward grief which eatsout the

eart.

**Come, Tibbic,” she said with a kind of gasp, and they
-passed out of the house, locking the door behind them, nud
walked quickly till they came to the bend in the avenuc,
wl‘:icn they both turned sbuut to look their last at Alder-
syde.

It wasa gray, rambling building, with a quaint old tower,
cn!cxcd:g a low arched doorway, Its windows somewhat
resembled the gratings of a geol, but its clustering ivy and
moss-prown walls made it Jovely in its age, for it was clothed
with all the beauty which time {ovcs to lavish on the build.
ings of the past. Giant beeches and elms sheltered it on
every side, while behind, solemn and grand, toweted the
peak of Bourhope, above which the grey and cloudy sky
stemed mourning for the desolation of Aldersyde,

‘“Ob, Janet!™ said Tibbie pitecusly, ** we could have
borne father's death if we could Envc stayed at Aldersyde.”

Miss Nesbit did not scem to bear. * God keep Alder-
syde,” Tibbic heard her whisper very low, then lgcy went
slowly and silently upon fheir way.

Mss Nesbit tapped at the door of the lodge, 20d handed
the key to an old man, but did not seem to hear his mur-
mured words of blessiog and farewell. As they paseed
through the gates, a gig came rattling up theroad, and the
driver drew rein close tothem

I make bold to come an’ offer tae drive ye tac Wiady-
knowe,” said tke honest and sympathetic voize of William
Lennox of the Maips.

‘* Mony thanks,” said Miss Nesbit qaietly and gratefully ;
“; Titzbic ard me havna muckle heart tae walk five miles this

ay."

So_the dwellers in  Aldershope, who had been greatly
exercised of late repardiog the Miss Nesbits and their changed
fortunes, had the salisﬁxclion of beholding M.. T-pnox
d‘l)xgg them through the village on the way to their new
abode.

The road to Windyknowe turned round by the kirk, and
rassing the mante, took a steep incline away up to themoor-
and. It wasa by-way not undar highwav supervision, and
was cut up by great deep ruts, which caused the gig to joit
in a very disagrecable manner. VWhea they reached the top
of the brae, they could see the grey walls of Windyknowe
eepiog out in the middle of one of the clumps of the scraggy
gt which here and there dotted the mootland. A thin blne
ine cfsmoke curling upward to the sky told that Marget
was alteady within.  \When they reached the broken gate-
way, Mr. Lean~xstopped his horse and assisted the Jadies to
alight, Thea Miss Nesbit shook hands with him, 20d theugh
she spoke nevera word, the bonest farmer understood her
mute parting, and when he climbed into bis pig his eyes
were wet with uawonted tears. Slowly the Miss Nesbits
wended their way up the grass-grown avenue, till Dey
came face to face with the house.

It was 2 great barn of a place, naked and desolate looking
and crumbliog to decay. A chill struck to the hearts of the
two lonely women, the contrast batween the new home and
the old was so painfal.

** Let's get inas fast’s we can, Tibbie,” said Miss Nesbit,
'2n’ no stand breakin' oor hearts bere.”

Hearing voices, Marget hurried to the door, and slood on
the threshold trying to smile, -

“ Ye've gotten a_fire on, I see, Marget,” said Miss Nesbit
cheesfully. .

“It'sia the dinin’ room. This way, xiem,” said Marget,
sud ushered them throvgh the wide hall into a larpe dingy
toom, only made tolerable by the glow and crackle of the
fire, 1o order to mzke it look asmuch as possiblelike the
dining-rzoom at Aldersyde, Marget had set the furnitere in
the same way, and hoag the picteres in the same places.
For 2 moment Miss Nesbit's cyes brightened it looked so
like home.

** Ye hze dune weel, Marget,” she said, and reaching out
ber hand, toxcked that of her faithful servant with a gentle
appreciative touch which to Marget wassufficient reward.

“ Gia ye've sulten a wee, and warmed yersels, 5¢'tl may-
be come ben tae the kitchen, an® syne up the sizsir, tac see
if a* thiog's as ye wad like it,” she said, and then withdrew.

Tibbic sat down at the fire to warm her chilled &ogeo,
while Miss Nesbit walked over to the window, and stood
theze, salt tears blinding her eyes.

were far vp oa the d moorland. Far away

down 1 the bollow, the roof-trees of Aldershope clustered

on the baok of the rushipg Yarrow. Farther up the stream,

the treesinthe den of Aldersyde made a dark patch on the

:![:;:uds?p'c, while beyond them towered the solemn peak of
thope.

B :nxzicby Miss Nesbit turned about, xod coming over to
the fire, knelt down beside Tibbig, and pst her aros round
her waist, with the Jook on her face Tibbie had seen but
oace before.

# We hae built up oor hame, Tibble,” she said solemnly;
¢ 2n’ since there's only you an’ me, ‘my dear, lit's stick closs
thepither,-and thank God that in His mercy there are twa

. ﬁldu:{d:.”

. passage to the crimson-lined pew.

insted o’ ane, though we bae ncither fatber, nor mother, nor |

The whercfore and the why ?
The tangled skein of life wilf be
Unravelled by and by.”

Upon the Sabbath day, the Miss Nesbits appeared in
the parish kirk of Aldershope, The high-bscked pew with
the csimson linings, where they had sat so many Sabbathsin
time goné past, was not theirs to-day. Many eyes turned
eompnssion:lclf to an obscure {)ew neaz the door, where sat
two figrures In deep mourning, but whose faces could not be
secn through their thick crape veils.  Doctor Elliot occupled
hils pew opposite that of Aldersyde, haviog, on each side one
his wife and daughter.

Puoctually at noon, Mr. Boushill, preceded by Caleb Ly-
all the: beadle. came out of the vestry and ascended the
pulpitstair.  \When he stood up to pray, alate-comerentered
the chuich, nnd a _quick martial ‘step echoed thiough the
church as the new Laird of Aldersyde went down the stonc
Many curlous eyes were
directed towards him, and it was whispered afterwards, that
never once had his bold black eyes left the sweet face of
Mary Elliot, the Lily of Aldershope,

At the close of the service, the Miss Nesbits made haste to
getaway before the rest of the congregation bLut Mrs, Llliot
nnddMary hurrying out also, overtook them at the church-

ard gate,
it ou will come and have dinner with us, Miss Nesbit,”
said the doctor’s wife in her motherly way. * Nay, my
dear, you must not turn from your oldest fricad,” sheadded,
for Miss Nesbit had already shaken her head.

* Let's go, ‘lanct." pleaded Tibbie; ''it's so dreary at
Windyknowe.'

‘“Thagk you, Mrs. Elliot; then we'll come,” said Janet,
and taking Mary's arm, was about to turn up the villape
street, when Doctor Elliot came out of the chuichyard in
company with Hugh Nesbit,

! Captain Nesbit will dine with us to-day, Mre. Elliot,”
said the doctor in hisstern, pompous way, and what could
*he shrinkiog little body do but say she would be veryglad to
have his company.

Hugh Nesbit shook hands with all the ladies, politely
thanked the doctor’s wife for her kindaess, and then placed
himself by the side of Mary Elliot, who kept a firm hold of
Miss Ncs{;it's arm,. Shehad {elt an ubaccountable shrink-
ing from Hugh Nesbit that day at Aldersyde, aud the fecl-
ing now returned to her more stronply thaa ever.

** I enjoyed the service to-day immensely, Miss Elliot,"
said he by way of bepinning the conversation.

*“ Every one likes Mr. Bourhill,” she answe..d in her
gentle way. Even to thoss she most disliked, the Lily of
Aldershope could not be anything but gentle.

441 was not thinking of Mr, Bourhill, who, I daresay, is a
very estimable person,” said Hugh Nesbit meaningly, and
bent his eyes again on the sweet-face beside him.

Miss Nesbit felt ber friend’s fingers tremble on her arm,
and hastened to change the theme.

¢ Areye like tae be settled in Aldersyde, Gousin Hugh?”
she asked cousteously.

“Byandby. 1 expect to bave an unpolsterer coming
from Edinburgh to make the place habitable,” hereturned.
“*Ahem?t 1 was much obliged to you, Cousin Janet, for
leaving me 2 bed to sleep in. I did not expect it, and felt
quite overwhelmed, I assure you.” .

** It was only common couttesy, Hogh Nesbit,” she said
somewhat sharpeiy, which speech brought them to the gate
ot Doctor Elliot's dwelling. It was a substantial, handsome
house, standing back from the r0ad in a garden which was
the pnde and admiration of Aldershope.

“Your family is considerably increased to-day, Mrs.
Elliot,” said Huoph Nesbit lightly. I sm afr2id that if
you oace open your hospitable doorsto me, I may becomea
weariness to you.”

“You could scaicely be that, Captaic Nesbit,” said the
doctor, thus saviog his wife the trouble of answeriog. )

All the ladies went away up-stairs at once, Mrs. Elliot
going toher own room, and Mary taking the Miss Neshits
to hers.  Tibbie removedher bonnct 2nd cloak, acd smooth-
ing her hair, said hightly she would go down and ¢ ve them
to their secrets.  When she was out of the ro0m, Ma
Elliot sat down by the bed, and covered het fair face wit
her hands. .

* What is't, Mary2™ asked Miss Nesbit in anxious sur-

rise.
v “ Do you belicve in presentiments, Janet?2” asked Mary
very low. .

**T canna say 1 dinna believe in them," smid Miss Neshit.
#Thad = warnin’ an’ a fear 0’ comn’ evil baith afore my
mother's death an' my father’s. But what presentiment
o' evil can you hee, Mary 2" .

* That man down-staws, Javet,” said Mary, shivering:
““«vhen he looks at me, I feel like to die.  The old fear of
him 1 had when 1 wasa child and played with him at Alder-
syde yon summer be lived with yor, has come back to me
far stronger and more real.  What can it mean?”

4 Ye arena weel, Mary ; it’s jist 2 fancy,” said Miss Nes-
bit tenderly. *¢ Come, my dear. lct me help ye oft wi' yer
things. We maunaa keep Mrs. Elliot waitingat the table.”

Thea with a siph, Mary Elliot rose, and takiog off ber
bonuetand cloak, smoothed her yellow hair, and fastencd
her lace collar abour her throat.

{ 70 be continsed. )

THESUBZECT OF “* IN MEMORIAM.”

Arlhar Hallam was the same age 25 my own father, and
borm in 1811, 'Whep he died he was twwonty-three : .bat he
had Jived long coough to show what bis life might have
] - -«

0.

In the preface of a-little volume of bis collected pozms and
css3y3, published some time after his death, there is o pathe.
tic introduction. ** He seemed to tread the earth ayx spun
from some better world,” writes hir father; and a cormes-

ndent, who, I have been told, is Asthur Hallam's and
g’tunym‘s common fricnd, Mr. Gladstone, and whose Jettet




