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iills and fatorios shriek forth (te vol-
coma hour et six, and disgor-'ge thoir
sw'arming hives, they enter a fly and ar
driven away to the Stone Ilouse.

Monsietrl, ar'o yo net comiing Vith
us ?" Reine asks, clinging to hun1 in-
stinctively, and looking at him viti
Oyes ail black and wido wi th vagua terroi.

"I will go to tlie do'," Longwso'th an-
swers, kindliy. "l My deat' Mademoiselle

eine, do not bo nervous about this busi-
noss. As your sister siys, you are only
goinlg to your irighitful hioe."

Site niakes no iepily; her sinaill fhe is
absolutely colourtîless as she shr'inks
away into a cornai' of the carriage. No
more is said ; but a sense of kindiy coin-
passion fills Longwortth. IL is of' hci' he
thiinks as they drive along throutîgh tue
familiatr Bayioth str'eets, not O the
lovely, sarene Marie. And now tLhey
aie at the gate, and grini and gray, and
still and stcrn, as its maistr'ess, the Stone
Hiouse rises belre thei, hîalichidden in
trces, with the red light of the sunsOt
on its snall paned windows.

"l We arche," says Longworth,
somewhat super'fluoîusly.

He springs out, assists them ta follow,
precedes them ta the door, lifts the
kýnocker, and sonds a ieverberating
coe thtough lthe house.

"And now I will say good bye, and
good speed until we meet again."

Ie shakes hnnds eordially with both,
and as the heavy hall door opens, disap-
pears. The rather elderly wonan who
admits them looks at them with curi-
ons cyes.

"Be you missis's granddaughters ?"
she asked. "The young' ladies from
Franee ?"

Marie bows with a smile.
" Then you are to walc right in ; mis-

sis will be with you in a minute."
She opens the door of' a roception

room, handsome and costly in every up-
pointment, but with the chill air of a
state apartment not often used. They
are not more than a moment iere when

,the door' opens and their grandmother is3
before them.

So sta(ely, so severe, se cold, so ealm,
so royal.

Marie lias secen a queen more than
once; but a queen who did net look
half so un ppractehable as tils lady with
the silver hair and smileless face. But

Marie is not easily frightoned; ell has
knowni the power ofi that nagical face of
hers too long to doubt is potor.cy hoe.
She goes up with both arims outstrotuh-
Cd, and touches light ly, an d quicklzy, and
gracefuilly first ane chck and thon the
other.

"GIrnmamma," sho says, softly, antd
tcars 1.tih into the lovoly ayos, " we
have come,"

Noither by word nor sign does Mrs.
Windsor reply. She submits to the Ca-
ross viti just a gionm of' soan passing
acieoss her face, and hor oyes rest an
that othaie sialler, darker, lioss fair, and
more shrilnking frim.

" Reine," Mario says; " come, Petite."
Site con ifrward, and bows very

low. Mrs. Winidsor holds out her ilmid,
and 1Roine lifts it and touches it with
hlr paie lip. Then grandinamnma speaks
fatr the first tite.

"Yot aire like yo r mothr,' shosays,
look i ng full at Maric, and there is not a
particle of eimotion in face ori- votie,

"aonly very much iandsomet. You are
lik-"'

"I amn like ny fathe'," Reine an-
swers, and il' there is a ring of defiaitce
in hot ton, iL is inivoluntary and unpre-
meditated.

"I never' sawyour father," Mrs. Wind-
sor responds, and the eyes that rest on
Reiae lire ful of' chili dis pleasure " Mr.
Longworth "-sho turns to the aoder
sister as sie says it-" carne withî you,
of course ?" (To bc continued.3

T R U T H.

'Tis strange, but true; for truth is always.
strange ;

Straisger than fiction : if it could be told,
How much would novels gain by the

exchange 1
Hov ditferently the world would men

ieiold i
Eow oft wolid vice and virtue places changei

The new world would be nothing to the oid,
If soei Colmiabus et' the mortal seas
Would show mankind their seuls' antipodes.

What " antres vast and deserts idle" then
Would ie discovered in the huian sout i

Wlit icebergs in the hearts of igity ien,
Withi selove in the centre as their pole i

What Anthropophagi tre nine of teni
ut those wtt hoeld the cingdons in contro i

Were things but on ly calPd by their riglit
namne,

Cesar hiiself would be ashamed of fame.
-BynON.


