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( i me from the walls, all lighted up and looking so life-like. I
‘-; felt a little as if I were really giving a party, and as if only dead

people were at it. You may imagine how nice it was to see a

real live human being come in. It feels quite different now,

even if one’s voice does echo through the rooms more than one 4
could wish,”

“You must be very lonely indeed, living by yourself in this

. big house,” said the Duke, wonderingly. 1
. “1 am getting used to it, and I do not mind nearly so much
now that I sleep on the top floor close to the maids. When
first 1 came they put me in the corner room tkere,” she pointed ‘
to the closed doors behind her, ““ quite by myself on this storey.
[ was dreadfullv nervous at night ; though less nervous than 1 ;
should have been if I had known that all the Marneys of
Orsett who ever lived were lining these walls, trying to stare
through their shrouds,” she shuddered slightly.

“1 am sure it is bad for you,” said the Duke. * Isn’t there
some one, who could come here and take care of you ; you look
much too young to be here all alone ?”

“It is my duty to take care of the house and the furniture
| —and I am only alone till Louis comes home,” she saia

wistfully, I am waiting-—waiting—always waiting for him.
Sometimes it seems very long.”
“ How do you occupy yourself ?” said the Duke, accepting
the tea and cake she offered.
“1 don’t occupy myself very much,” she answered, honestly.
“You see I am accustomed to a very different kind of life,
Cousin Denis. I have always lived on a farm, and helped in
% all kinds of household work ; and here there is nothing of that
kind to be done. So I am very dull and unoccupied.”

“ But there are other kinds of work besides farm work,”
said the Duke, in a tone of gentle raillery.

She shook her head.

“1I have found none.”

“You read ?”
“]1 tried,” said Jeanne, “as soon as the book-cases were |




