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late mysl' oun the pleasure Of knowing
a heroile who can profou iindly kCep he l
own secrets."

"Ah I now you li·e iluhing at me.
A ud indeed I was, und nun anxious to
knoew." A tubled look croeps into ti
wistfiil oyes fixed upon hhi. "l you
tel) is, monsiuir-youil know lci' wel -
what. is Our grandm-other like ?" .

"Lile a quiecl, mademoiselle, if
qlueelis are always statoly and tall,
handsomne und high-brod; sevoe, pcr-
hips, cold certainily, but a lady to her
f igeri tipis.''

"Ule grande dane ; said so, Petile,''
mnrI n-lllls Marie.

"Cold and severe, and wC are coinig
uiiiivited and unwecme," Reine re-
spondi, lunder her breati.

But to the hiome that is ours by
riglht-the only home wC have in all tnuHe
wo-ld'," says Mllarie, :ond a look ot' esolu-
tien that is not utlike M rs. Windsor's
own sets lir oung face. "It is our
right. te go thire, lny sistoi."-

"''So Logworth thinks, " in spi te
of your prety face, you wilIl have il
wi Of your own, and arc a much bot-
er diplonat than Petite Rein. I fora-

sec, if madame mnel ît aIll it will be
o>wrds you."

Mr. Longworth, on the whîole, de-
cidedly enjoys this day's ride and coin-
pailonlship, altholigli h is not so fi-
iated that ho cannot dsat them ut in-
tervals foi' a brief retreat to the smoking
carriage. Among al the enchantresses
hut cver turned the heads of men, was

thre aver- ole yet w'ho hald net a for-
midable rival in her lover's cigar, case ?

They dine togetheri in a Very friendly
fashion at two. Mademaoiselle Mrio
manifests thait admirable appetite which
perfeet licalth, beauty, aid twenty sunny
years require, but Rine's ligs. Shec
takos little; sho looks restless and nier-
vous and excited. This expression deep-
ens as tlic afternoon weius on. Long-
worib secs it in the large ycs that
glance iip it him uîpon one of his returns
from smoking. Marie, angelie almost
in hei slumber, has madoe a pillow of beir
shawl, r'emoveC her hat, and slcops-a
lovely vision. > Rainle lifts a w'arlning
finger. 

" S-h I monsieur, she sleeps. She is
not accistoied to railway travelling
und it fatigues hir,'"

She looks with loving cyes ot that
fair, sweet, sloeping face. Longworth.
looks, too, with tie admiration lie can-
not quite hide in lis. cycs. What a
model she woud make, hc tinks, foi' a
sleeping Veiis. Ilow sonie autistic
Bohemians lie wots of' in New York
woul rave (if, thiat w%0orou chevelure
of red gold, those long aiber cyelashes,
ti ht filint, delicate flu-sh on tiie waxen
skin.

'It is a pity," le says, "l but I an
afraid wre must. In aiotlii five minutes
w change carriages for Bnymiouth.

A flicker of fear passes over ber face
and lie scos it witi a toichi of compas
son fo thiis nervous, sensitive child.

I 1he otici will bc the better ofl," he
thinks. " 'This poor little creature is te
be pitied "

"I ow long befoire wC reci Bay-
mouth, monsieur ?'" Reine inquires.

" We shall be theore a't six; it is now
hilf-past foui'. Ilere is the junetion;
tlhey ae slowing already. Pray w'ake
your sister, mademoiselle, while I col-
leet oui goods and.chattels"

I tarie, 7in'amîoir," Reine whispers,
and Mlarie opons wide her lovely eyes.

" A'c wC terc?" she asks, stifling a
yawn.

Ruine explains.
l Cliange for Baymouth !" shouts the

conductor; mid preceded by Longworth
the two French girls go, and presently
find thiemnselves in another train, and
flying along in another direction on the
last stage of ther jouir'ey home.

Fromn this moment Reine does not
speak. She looks cold and pale, and is
triibling with suppressed nervous ex-

itament. Mai-ie sits tranquil and sr-
eue, the faint flush of sleep yet on hiei
checks, a sm1ile on her lips, a starry
light in bi' eyes, talking brightly, and
withouit a treimor.

"Yes," thinks Longworth, for the
third tiie,' « yo will doe. I filmicy you
Were the on1e who 'vrote tat renark--
ably cool. letter. But for tlis Petite
Roine-

Alas, poor princess, to thy piteous moan
iIeaven'î senid sweet peace.

This excitablc nature of yours will work
you woe in Mis. Windso's steIn ihouse-
hold.'

The train stops at last. As all the
fiere steain whistles of the Bayiouth


