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and said to lier, "Ail is ready for your cscape.
Our friends have re-united sccretly, and a
hundred thousand craovns arc at my disposai.
1 have bribed the sentincli and a: nîidniglit a
post-chaise wiII vait for you nt the end of the
streot. My measures arc takeon, so, tha. wve
tan pass out of the city and cross the frontier
iihout dangter-to-xnorrow yaur niajesty can

dine at Fribourg."'
"No," replied the Qucen. "To-morrow 1

sha-Il set out for Besancon or for Paris; for
'tis bo-niorrow the reply of the national as-
sembly will arrive, and niy fate tvill then be
dccided. 1 have full confidence ins the resuit,
and 1 do flot w:sh to fly. iL would but serve te
expose uiy frieuds to uew dangers, and you
have already donc enough for me."

The messenger baving arrived from Paris
with despatches for the authorities of Jougne,
the cornmittee assemnLled and requested lier
marjesty xnight bc present at teapeni ng of the
letter. This letter, addressed ta the niayor of
Jougne, rau thus:

IlCitiren-We %tould have you te know that
Marie Antoinette of .ftustria bas flot quiticd
Paris; and ivo would recorâmend your setting
your prisonpr at liberty, Mademoiselle Sainval,
actress of the Theatre Franicais, wbo is ex-.
pected at Besancon, where sabe is to, give sever-
ai rcpresentations."

"Mademoiselle Sainval, cried the worthies
cf Jougne. "*So, Madame, you have bcen
mystifying us ail this time F'

"lGentlemen," repied Mademoiselle Sainval,
'II i Queen, Qucen of Pont, of Palmyra, of
Babylon ., of Carthage, of Tyre, and of Lwcnty
other kingdoms of tragedy. Is it rny faulr if
the mayor of Jougnc bas taken the diademn of
31ipamne for the crown of Firance 7 iTou
snystiflcd yoursclves; nathing could dispel
ycur absurd error, anal subrnitted. Yaurish-
cd to make yourselves ridiculous;I reconsmend
you ta be more circumspect in future, and, wvith
the permission of the national assenably, I will
now arder post horses, resigning a part wvhich
1 have played in spite of niyself; to-marrawv 1
shail resume my own, only be assured the
play-bill of Besancon shall explamn the cause
of my delay. Good uiorning, gentlemen."

After havirig given vent ta tiais livcly sally,
Mlademoiselle Sainval turncd towards fier
Courtiers-

11I owe you," said ah, Ilsoa justification
of iiiy conduct iu assuining a title which 1
hoped to tender service ta- tise august persan
who zo nas a richt ta it. If tho Quccn
were ta escape, and pass througlh be1re, as it is

supposcd, 1 thiiik they %viil be in no hurry to,
scck, or detain lier. Finally, ladies, you have
not lawcrcd yourselves by being in rny coin-
pany; -,lîough 1 belong ta the theatre, 1 have
noble blood in my veins; mny name is Aliziari
de Ropiiefort, and my family onc of the niost
influential in the province." Then addressing
Monsieur de Maillettes * she added-"l As ta you,
chevalier, this aflair rnay perheps teacli you,
not ta run foolishily after adventures ou the
high-way. 1 promised you a place at mny court
whcn 1 regained my throne; I shali keep my
word, my court is the comedie Francaise; and
whea you came ta Paris, the best box in it shal
be et your service F

r THPE TRUE AND P'ALSE.

A nasr that fay sleeping
By the river wveeping
From its crimsan folds, in test,
The soft dew an its breast,

Was visited itih a witheringy bliglit,
By the hoar frost, in a single niglit

Strewvn by the %vinds around,
Thse leaves lay on iie ground ;
And ail that ivas sa fair,
la very richness rar,-

lIs odaurs, and its crimson dyc,
Werc lest, no more ta charmn the eye,

A niaidea who had wept,
The whiJeclher reason slept,
Ere yet the day Iiad broke,
From lier trosabied sieep awoke,.

And ta bier favourite-rase-busli went,
To pluck the rose of sweetcst sear

Ail by ihe dim slrighit,
That flickered on the uight.

r She saw nat fliat the bush Nvas burTe,-
She knew flot but the rose was thiere,--

She re.ach'd bier baud-bat oh, the tliorn,
It stung lier, and the rose was gone.

'ia thus aur plensures lie,
'Tis thus they quickly die,
A t mast, illusivegrown,
We grasp them, and they're gone!

"ris thus we eherish, and we love,
Things thiat wvill falsciy prove!

Whate'er is of the sky
Is truc, and %vill flot die;
But wvbat is of the earth,
And from it lias its birth,

Is like some fltful meteor-ray,
Tiîat nigiîtly shoots itsclf away.


