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mills and fuctories shriek forth the wal-
come hour of six, and disgorge their
awarming hives, they enter a fly and are
driven away to the Stone Iouse.

“Monsieur, are you not coming with
us 7" Reine asks, clinging to him in-
stinetively, and looking at him with
eyes all black and wide withvague terror.

“ I will go to the door,” Longworth an-
swers, kindly. My dear Mademoiselie
Reine, do not be nervous about this busi-
ness,  As your sister says, you arc only
going to your rightful home.”

She makes no reply; her small fice is
absolutely colourless as she shrinks
away into a eorner of tho curinge. No
more is suid ; but a sense of kindiy com-
passion fills Longworth. It is of her he
thinks as they drive along through the
famifinr Baymouth strects, not of the
lovely, serene Marie.” And now they
are at the gate, and grim and gray, and
still and stern, as its mistress, the Stone
House rises before them, halthidden in
trees, with the red light of the sunset
on its small paned windows. o

“Wo are here,” says Longworth,
somewhat superfluously. ‘

He springs out, assists them to follow,
precedes them to the door, lifts the
knocker, and sends a reverberating
echo through the house,

“ And now I will sny good bye, and
good speed until we meet again.”

He shakes hends cordinlly with both,
and as the heavy hall door opens, disap-
pears.  The rather elderly woman who
admits them looks at them with curi-
ous eyes. ‘

“Be you missis’s granddaughters 77
she asked. “The young™ ladies from
France 7

Mavie bows with a smile,

“Then you are to walk right in ; mis-
si8 will be with you in a minute.”

She. opens the door of a reception
room, handsome and costly in every ap-
pointment, but with the chill air of a
state apartment not often used. They
are not more than a moment here when
Ahe door opens and their grandmother is
before them, :

So stately, 8o severe, 8o cokl, 80 calm,
so royal. "

Murie has seen a queen- more than
once; bul a queen who did not look
half so unapproachable as thislady with

. the silver hair and smileless face. But

Marie ix not ensily frightened; she has
known tho power of that magical face of
hers too long to doubt its poterey hero.
She goes up with both arms outswrotch-
ed, and touches lightly, and quickly, and
gracefully first one cheok and then the
othor.

“ Grandmamma,” she says, softly, and
toars flush into the lovely eyos, ¥ we
have come.”

Neither by word nor sign does Mrs,
Windsor reply.  Sho submits to the ca-
ress with just a gleam of scorn passing
ueross hor fuce, and her eyes rest on
that other smaller, darlker, less fair, and
more shrinking form.

# Reine,” Mario says; “ come, Potite.”

She comes forward, and bows very
tow, M=, Windsor holds out hor hand,
and Reine tifts it and touches it with
her palelips. Then grandmamma speaks
for the first time,

“You are like your mother,” shosays,
loaking full at Marie, and there is not a
particle - of emotion: in faco or - voice,

only very much handsomer. You are

like——"

“I am like my father,” Reine an-
swers, and it there is a ring of defiance
in her tone, it is involuntary and uupre-
meditated.

[ never saw your father,” Mrs, Wind-
sor responds, and the eyes that rest on
Reine are full of chill displeasure.  Mr,
Longworth "—she turns to the ofder
sister ay she says it—'"came with youn,
of course ?” (Zo be continued.)

TRUTH.

*Tis strange, but trae; for truth is always
strange ;.
Strasger than fiction: if it could be told,
How much would novels gain by the
exchange!
How differently the world would men
hehold |
How oft would vice and virtue places change!
The new world would be nothing to the ofd,
If some Columbus of the mortal seas
Would show mankind their souls’ antipodes.

What *antres vast and dererts idle” then
Would be discovered in the human soul
What icebergs in the hearts of mighty men,

With aelf-love in the centre as their polel
What Anthropophagi are nine of ten
U1 thoge who hold the king?'doms in control
Were things but ouly call’d by their right
’ nume, :
Creanr himself would be ashamed of fame.
~Brnox.
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