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CHAPTER XIX.
QUEEN JEANNE.

Instantly, as if their approach had
been anxiously watched and awaited,
handsomeliveries appear at all the
doors; the carriage is surrounded by
aftentive and eager, yet not bustling
servants; the great hall doors clang
open. and Vane, drawing Jeanne’s
hand within his arm, walks up a long
double line of servants into what looks |
to Janne like a church, by reasan of its !
vastness—its old, glistening oak, bat-!
tle flags and stained windows—but it
is only the hall. Here and there are
more servants, in full and most ela-
liverjes, looking particularly
splendid in the light which passes,
many-colored, through the painted
windows. It is a scene so grand, so
rich and withal so noble, that Jeanne
would think it nothing but the unsub-
stantial fabric of a dream, but for the
pressure of the strong arm that holds
and Vane's deep voice, as he

borate

hers,
says:

“Welcome home, darling!”

Suddenly, noiselessly, the .glittering
crowd of liveries seem to melt. Jeanne
finds herself, still. leaning on her hus-
ban's arm, ascending the great stair-
casc, up which, as far as width is con-
cerned, they might very well have
heen conveved by the traveling carri-
age.

“Lood over, Jearme,” he says, when
they reach a wide, sheltering gallery.
“See, down there on that marble floor,
many a struggle has been fought out.
Once the Roundheads laid siege to the
place, and—confound thém—took it.
The men fought to the last, even to
the very last, and it lay strewed with
——hut never mind. We’ll put these
cheerful stories off until your dinner;

which, by the way, when will
have?”

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

“Oh, very soon, please;
hungry.”

“So am 1,” says Vane, and he truns
to the grave-looking individual who
comes to meet them. “Southall, iell
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 T have been asleep.,Vernon,
I am afraid to speak above my breath
here,”

He laughs.

“’Twill be scelding 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.

you

I am so

Can this be a relation?

But the old lady comes straight up
to them, beckoned by Vané’s hand,
and dropping a respectful, not to say
awed, courtesy, says, in 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-
1y.

“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?” 3

“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
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v maid"—but stopped in tlm; and look-
| o4 gently,at Jeanne.

“Ah, yea, of courss!” says Vane.
“Jeanune, 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 reoms.

Jeanne looks after Rim for a me-
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 the. old lady epens a door
and ushers Jeanne, with a little cour-
tesy, into a delicioys little room, fur-
nished in exquisite taste—a little nast
in the old tree of a castle. Jeanne looks
around with hushed breath, thém, with
an exclamation of childish delight, she
runs aeross the room and stands be-
fore a picture whieh is hung over the
antique mantelpiece.

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

“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!”
says Jeanme, 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 refurnishead,
en suite, my lady. Is there any altera-
toins your ladyship would like made

”

“There are simply perfect,” says
Jeanne; “and what a lovely 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 dressing-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

Mrs. Fleming goes to a wardrobe in-
stantly, and Jeamme, with a sensation
of never requiring her hands any
more, regigns 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-
auisite flower with the child-woman's
smile and soft, silky hair,

“I am—and I am not,” says Jeanns,
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
s0,” she says; “you h.xve/only to say
so; there is no difficulty—my duties
are very light.”

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

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

It is all gettled.

“1e I vganted a white elephaat, I
suppose I should get it!” thinks Jean-
ne. “Yes, it is a great thing to be rich |
and powerful, for all Vernon says io
the contrary.” .

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

“You must show me the way down,”
says Jeannme, “or I sghall lose myself
in the castle keep, perhaps.”

“It will not be the first time in the
higtory of the castle that a lady has
found herself here,” says Mrs. Flem-
ing, with her gentle smile.

Jeanng follows her down the stairs,
agross the broad hall, but there her
further services are rendered unuec-l
casary by the appearance of Vane,
who, in evening dress, awaits her.

Mrs, Fleming, musing, watches them
—the glight, girlish figure against the
stalwart, broad-shoulder one—fer a|
mement, with something like a tear in'!

v her eyes. '

. “God. blegs her sweet heart!” mur-
murs the old lady. “She be g flower
indeed! No wonder he loves her—the
hesrt of a stone she'd coax.”

"Oh, mesdames, if you only knew
how easy it is'to win the affections of |
those beneath you! 1f sny one had
heen required to die for my Lady Jean-

‘ne; Mrs JFleming would have been

quite ready to go «h ly to the
stake or the block in her stead.
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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 ta 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
“How you must have suffered in those
rooms at the Park! I can understand
now!”

He smiles, and whispers in her ear: i

“I was happier there than anywner:
else—when a certain young lady by
the name of Jeanne was in them!” '

There are several footmen hovering
to and fro, but at a signal from Va.ne,E
the butler, a staid old gentleman, dis-
misses them, and himself. waits, which, -
if Jeanne only knew it, is a great and
marvelous piece of coudeséenslpn. !

It is not an claborate dinner—whaich
Vane detests, but 'its simplicity {a
rendered elegant and artistic by the
French chef, who has spent a goed
many hours in designing and perfeci- !
ing it, so as to make it suit both my|
lord the marquis and his bride.

Jeanne—hungry Jeanne—whose ex-l
perience of dinners is limited to thosa,
arranged by Aunt Jane, and the heavy- |
handed  solidity of -the pastry-cook.}
thinks it simply delicious, and would '
say so if she did net 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 oheery and
simple as of old; once he agtually ‘so
far forgets himself as te get up and
fill Jeanne’s glass, laying his hand, as'
he does g0, on her white;, warm xshou'.-lI
der with a loving caress. If the butIeri
is shocked he manages to conceal his |
emotion admirably, and waits, like an"
exquisitely-fashioned maechine, all
eyes and ears for ‘their lordship and
ladyship’s wants, and none for theip!
manners. At last the staid eld gentle«
man brings in, with great solemnity,
a tiny bottle, all crustéd and cobweh-
hed, and, handling it with the tender-
est-care, uncorks it and places-if at!
Vane’s elbow. Then, with a how which
have become a bishop, noiselessly dis-~’
appears. -

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

“The o}d 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; Tully 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 nq
avail, and the wine—well worthy of
Tully’s adoration—is finished.

(To be continued.)
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