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malfl"—bet Stopped ln time end look
ed gently* »t Jeenne.

“Ah, yea, Of eonree!" says Vane. 
"Jeanne, don't be long, or nothing will 
be left of me but my skeleton!” and 
with a laugh he touches her arm lov
ingly, and goes on to his own rooms.

Jeanne looks after l)im for a mo
ment, than follows the old lady down 
a corridor, which has its old oak re
lieved by exquisite paintings on panels 
of dull gold. Gradually the decora
tions grow of lighter character, and 
presently >be old lady opens a door 
and ushers Jeanne, with a little cour
tesy, into a delicious little room, fur
nished in exquisite taste—a little nest 
in the old tree of a castle. Jeanne looks 
around with hushed breath, thàn, with 
an exclamation of childish delight, she 
runs across the room and stands be
fore a picture which is hung over the 
antique mantelpiece.

It is a picture of gray cliffs and a 
spring sky, with billowy sea, and jt 
boat sailing in over the bar. It is the 
Nancy Bell. Jeanne knows whose hand 
painted it, and her eyes fill with hap
py—too happy—tears. The old lady 
watches her from a respectful dis
tance, , i

“When—do you know how this came 
here?” she asks.
, “My lord sent It a week ago, and 
gave directions where it was to be 
hung, my lady.”

“It—it is a picture of my boat, and 
Newton Regis, where I came from!” 
gays Jeanne, explaining.

“Yes, my lady,” says Mre. Fleming. 
“This is your ladyship’s own room. 
This is the dressing-room,” she adds, 
opening another door, "and the next 
is your ladyship's bed-chamber. That 
door leads to my lord’s rooms. They 
have been decorated and refurnished, 
en suite, my lady. Is there any altera- 
toins your ladyship would like made
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had been informed that “my lady" was 
the most beautiful creature that ever 
the sun shone on—and an angel!" ex
claimed Mrs. Fleming. “I wonder—I 
wonder how long they’ve been marri
ed! Just like my lord to keep, every
thing so secret!”

“Poor Vernon!” says Jeanne, caress
ingly, as they enter the room in which 
dinner has been laid, and she looks 
around at the exquisite decorations of 
subdued gray, lit here and there by a 
choice picture or a touch of gold. 
“How you must have suffered in those 
rooms at the Park! I can understand 
now!”

He smiles, and whispers in her ear;
“I was happier there than anyvfnei1-- 

else—when a certain young lady by 
the name of Jeanne was in them!”

There are several^)otmen hovering 
to and fro, but at a signal from Vane, 
the butler, a staid old gentleman, dis
misses them, and himself, waits, which, 
if Jeanne only knew it, if a great and 
marvelous piece of condescension.

It is not an elaborate dinner—which 
Vane detests, but its simplicity 1» 
rendered elegant and artistic by the 
French chef, who has spent a good 
many hours in designing and perfect
ing it, so as to make it suit both my 
lord the marquis and his bride.

Jeanne—hungry Jeanne—whose ex
perience of dinners is limited to those* 
arranged by Aunt Jane, and the heavy- 
handed solidity of the pastry-cook, 
thinks it simply delicious, and would 
saÿ so if she did not fear that the but
ler would expire on the spot. But Vane 
does not seem to entertain any dread, 
and is just as bluff and ohetery and 
simple as of old; once he actually sp 
far forgets himself as to get up and 
fill Jeanne's glass, laying his hand, as 
he does so, on her white1; warm shoul
der with a loving caress. If the butler 
is shocked he manages to conceal hie 
emotion admirably, and waits, like an 
exquisitely-fashioned machine, all 
eyes and ears for'their lordship and 
ladyship’s wants, and none for their 
manners. At last the staid old gentle, 
man brings in, with great solemnity, 
a tiny bottle, all crusted and cobweb- 
bed, and, handling it with the tender, 
est care, uncorks it and places it" at 
Vane’s elbow. Then, wjth a bow which 
have become a bishop, noiselessly dis
appears.

Vane takes up the little wicker 
cradle in wtiicb the bottle lies.

“The o^l pert," he says, with a 
laugh. "Tully is in an admirable hum
or to-night. I don’t get this every day 
in the week, Jeanne. It strikes me 
rather forcibly that this is intended as 
a compliment to you. You’ll have to 
help me to finish it; Tally would die 
of grief and disgust if we left any of 
it. Come, for his sake, if not for mine," 
and again he leans over, kissing her 
this time as he fills her^ glass.

Jeanne’s laughing protest is of no 
avail, and the wine—well worthy of 
Tully’s adoration—is finished.

(To be continued.)
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which, by the way, when will you 
have?” . '

Jeanne stares and blushes, but says, 
with a pretty little air of independ
ence :

“Oh. very soon, please; I am so
hungry.”

“So am I,” says Vane, and he truns 
to the grave-looking individual who 
comes to meet them. “Southall, tell 
them to let us have some dinner in 
half an hour, in the small room ”

The man went off with noiseless 
alacrity, and Jeanne, looking over the 
huge, thickly-carved oak balustrades, 
saw his black form disappearing in 
the distance of the church-like hall-

“It is magnificent,” she says, look
ing up shyly. “I shall awake directly, 
and find I have been asleep. .Vernon, 
I am afraid to speak above my breath 
here.”

He laughs.
“ ’Twill be scolding me at the top 

of its voice in a week’s time, little 
wife,” he says.

Jeanne blushes and bends her head 
lower, but suddenly looks around and 
sees an old lady approaching, dressed 
in plain, black silk, and looking more 
spruce and tidy than ever did Aunt 
Jane.

Can this be a relation?
But the old lady comes straight up 

to them,
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Than a Peer “There are simply perfect,” says 
Jeanne; “and what a lovqly view!”

“The best from the castle, though 
they are all beautiful,” says Mrs. 
Fleming. “Will your ladyship allow 
me to remove your hat?”

Jeanne blushes, then with her old, 
candid laugh, shakes her head.

“I have never had a maid in my 
life,” she says. "I—I think I’ll man
age. but—don't go please,” she says, 
as the old lady, dropping a courtesy, 
moves away. “You shall stay in case 
I want any help. Oh, where are my 
boxes ?”

“In the dresslrife-room, my lady,” 
says Mrs. Fleming. “I made haste to 
get them up while your ladyship was 
downstairs, and I will get what your 
ladyship requires.

It is all magic! Jeanne thinks.
“Oh, yes, thank you. Well, then, 

there is a thin black lace dress there
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Mrs. Fleming goes to a wardrobe in
stantly, and , JeaBoe, with a sensation 
of never requiring her hands any 
more, resigns herself into her care.

“Your ladyship must be very tired,” 
says the old lady, setting about her 
task in the gentlest manner, and won
dering where my lord found this ex- 
ouieite flower with the child-woman’s 
smile and soft, silky hair.

“I am—and I am not,” says Jeanne, 
leaning back with a luxurious sense 
of rest, as Mrs. Fleming loosens the 
mass of silken hair and brushes It 
gently—almost lovingly; “and you are 
the housekeeper?"

“Yes, my lady."
Jeanne sighs rather wistfully.
“I wish------”
Mrs. Fleming suspends her task.
“Yes, your ladyship.”
“I wish you were my maid,” says 

Jeanne, frankly.
The old lady’s face lightens up.
“Your ladyship is vefy good to say 

so,” she says; “you huvejmly to say 
so; there is no difficulty—my duties 
are very light."

“They will be vepr light so far as I 
am concerned,” says Jeanne, laugh
ing.

“I am sure of that, my lady; too 
light.”

It is *11 settled.
“If I wanted a white elephant, I 

suppose I should get it!" thinks Jean
ne. “Yes, It is a great thing to be rich 
and powerful, for all Vernon says to 
the contrary."

With deft hands Mrs. Fleming ar
ranges the laCe dress, fixes a flower 
in the silken curls, hands Jeanne a 
pair of blush pink gloves, fastens 
them, and pronounces the toilet finish
ed. t

“You must show me the way down,” 
ssys Jeanne, “or I shall lose myself 
in the castle keep, perhaps.”

beckoned by Vane’s hand, 
and dropping a respectful, not to say 
awed, courtesy, says, ln her lowest of 
soft voices :

"I hope I see your ladyship well?”
Poor Jeanne looks around to see 

where her ladyship may be, then sud
denly recollecting herself, smiles shy-
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“This is Mrs. Fleming, the house
keeper,” explains Vane, in his care
less fashion. “Hope you’re well, Mrs. 
Fleming? That’s right! Will you send 
her ladyship’s maid?”

“Will her ladyship permit me to con
duct her?” says the old lady, gently, 
“I thought”—she was going to say 
“her ladyship would bring her own an overcrowd!
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Household Notes.
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