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contained a few fine copies of famous Italian works, and a
landscape of Corot’s, on the end wall. It was not, however, to
these that Jeanne directed his attention, but to the pictures
which crowded both sides of the gallery.

Here were displayed examples of English modern art in oil
and water-colour ; genre pictures and landscapes, painted by
the most famous artists of the day, and crowded together in
very inartistic confusion.

True to her principles, poor Miss Caroline Marney had
spent all her superfluous income, in bringing the family
collection of pictures up to date.

“I like these by far the best,” said Jeanne, lifting her
brown honest eyes to the Duke’s face, “ and more especially do
I like the landscapes ; because they seem real to me, and true
to nature, and I can understand them.”

She showed him the miniatures of her French ancestors,
and told him the sad little story of their lives and deaths ; and
the time sped so quickly that when Cousin Denis at last
remembered to look at his watch, he found it almost dinner-
time, and rose full of confusion and apology to take his leave.

“Time flies so fast in company,” sighed Jeanne.

“What shall you do now—when I leave you?” he
asked.

“T shall go down and have my dinner. I am obliged to
have late dinner every night,” said poor Jeanne, “or Mrs.

Dunham says it would give the servants nothing to do, and be
very bad for them.”

“You dine alone ?”
“ Quite alone.”

“Are you always alone at meals?” he cried, com-
passionately.

“Up to the present I have been; but on Saturday Cecilia

and her husband are coming to dine. They could not come

before,” she explained, “ because Mr. Hogg-Watson had not a
free evening.”
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