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black head-lines of the newspapers ; but her history was
laid away with her mask in a graveyard far from pal-
aces— and flower-stands. Her headstone revealed the
uncompromising pride that survived her after death.
By her direction it bore the name of Feododric, eldest
daughter of His Highness, Prince Michael Androvod-
ski; born in St. Petersburgh, September 12, 1841 ; died
Jan. 7, 1912; wife of James Lumley, of County Cork,
Ireland.

It is of the high-bom who dwell in low places that
this tale is told. It is of an aristocracy that serves and
smiles and rarely sneers behind its mask.
When Cricklewick announced the Princess Mariana

Theresa the hush of deference fell upon the assembled
company. In the presence of royalty no one remained
seated.

She advanced slowly, ponderously into the room, bow-
ing right and left as she crossed to the great chair at
the upper end. One by one the others presented them-
selves and kissed the coarse, unlovely hand she held out
to them. It was not " make-believe." It was her due.
The blood of a king and a queen coursed through her
veins

; she had been born a Princess Royal.
She was sixty, but her hair was as black as the coat of

the raven. Time, tribulation, and a harsh destiny had
put each its own stamp upon her dark, almost sinister,
face. The black eyes were sharp and calculating, and
they did not smile with her thin lips. She wore a great
amount of jewellery and a gown of blue velvet, lavishly
bespangled and generously embellished with laces of
many periods, values and, you could say, nativity.
The Honourable Mrs. Priestly-Duff having been a


