
CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

JEANNE 0F THE MARSHES
A Story of Love and Mystery

By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

Ssopsis-jeanne LeMesurier and ber stepmother, Princesse ana, Scam-
panied by Major Forrest and L~ord Roanld Engleton, visit Cecil de la Borne at
Rêd Hall, hie Norfolk home. Cecil's eider brother, Andrew, who dislikes
fashionable society, takes the hint and retires before their appearance. the
I'rincess and Major Porrest are really card sharpers looking for a victlxp.

Hj E turned from the Pricess, who was flot greatly inter-
17 sted, to find that for once he bad succeeded in riveting

the attention of the girl, whose general attitude towards
himn and the whole world seemed to be one of barcly tolerant
indifference.

"I should like to see over your house, Mr. De la Borne," she
said. "It ail sounds very interesting."

"I amn afraid," hte answered, "that your interest would flot
survive very long. We have no treasures left, nor anytbing
worth looking at. For generations the De la Bornes have
stripped their house and sold their lands to hold theîr own in
the world. I arn the last of niy race, and there is nothing ileft
for me to sell," he declared, withb a snomentary bitterness.

'<Hadn't you-a haif brother?" the Princess asked.
Cecil hesitated for a moment. H1e bad drifted so easily into

the position of head of the house. It was so natural. He felt
that hle filled the place so perfectly.

"I have," he admitted, "but he counts, 1 arn sorry to say, for
very little.ý You are neyer likely to cone across him-nor any
other civilized person."

There was a subtle indication în his tone of a désire not to
pursue the subi ect. His guests naturally respected it. There
was a moment's silence. Then 'Cecil once more Iiaed forward.
H1e hesitated for a moment, tven after his lips bal parted, as
though for some reason he were inciined, after aIl, to remaîn
slent, but the consciousness that every one was tooking at bim
and expecting bisa to speak induced him tu, continue with wh;wt,
after aIl, he bad suddenly, for no explicit reason, hesitated to
say.« You spoke, Miss Le Mesurier," be lbegan, "of looking over
the bouse, and, as 1 told you, tbere is very little in it worthi see-
ing. ýAnd yet I mýn show you something, not in the bouse itself,
but connected witb it, whioh you miîght llnd interesting."

The Princess leaned forward in ber chair.
"This sounds so interesting," sbe murrnured. "What is it,

Cecil? A haunled chaniber?"

',Something far more tangible," he answered, "although in
îts way qmite as remarkable. Hundreds of years ago, smuggling
on this coast was tnot only a nicans of livelîbood for te poor,
but Ilhe diversion of thé ricb. 1 had ân ancestor wbo became
very notorious. His name sceens to bave been a by-word, al-
tbougb be was never caught, or if bc was caught, neyer punl-
isbed. 1He built' a subterranean way underneatb tbe grounds,
leading froso the bouse right to the moutb of one of the creeks.
The passage âtili exists, witb gréet cellars for storing smnuggled
goods. anid a rmont were the smugglers used to meet,

Jeanne looked at bimn with parted lips.
"You cao show nie ibis?" sbe asked-"tbe Passage and thé

Cecil nodited.
111 can," he answered. Qui te a weird place it is, too. The
w'lsare damnp, and the icellars tbemselves are' like the vaulis

of a cathedral. AIl the time at higb tide you can hear the sea
tbunclering over your head. To-morrow, if you like, we will
get torches and explore then."

"I should love to," Jeanne declared. "Can you get out now
at the other enld ?"

Cecil nodded.
-1T1e0passage, be sidstarts f rom azroom whvlicb was once

thie ibrary, and endi(s haf-way upi the only piece of cliff there is
[t is about tbirîy feet fromn the grouind, but they had a sort of
a pparatus for pulinig up the harrels, and a rope Ladder for the
men. The preventive officers would sec the boat comle up the
creek, and wotuld mnarcb down f romr the village, only to find it
eml:ty. Of course, they susýpected where the tlrirgs went, but
they could flt prove it, andc as mny ancestor was a 'magstrate
and an important mian, they did not dare to search the bouise."

The Princess sighed gently.
"Thoý-se were the days," shec murmiured, "in which it must

have been wortb lwhilc to live. Things happened thon. To-day
youlr ancestor wouild simpîy have been called a thief."

"As a niatter of fact," Cecil remarked, "I (Io not tbink that
be imsqeif beneFitedi a penny by any of bis exploits. Ilt was
simlply the love of advcuture wbich led buir into it."

I"Even if ho did," MaLjor Forrest remnarked, "that samne pre-
datory instinct is alive to-dlay in anotfier guise. The wbole
wvorld is preying uipon one another. We are thieves, ail of us.
te the tips of our finiger-niails, only our roguery is conducted
witb due regard to the law."

The Prîoccss smniled failntly as sbe gianced across the table
at the speaker.

"Ian afraid," she said, with a littie sigli, "tliat youi are
rigbit. I do not tbink that we have rewlly improved with the cen-
turies. My owni ancestors sackcd towns and hield the inliabitants
to ransoni, To-day 1 sit down to bridge opposite a man witb a
well-fllled purse, and mny one idea is to igbten it. Notbing, I
am conivinced, but the fear of bcing found ont, keeps us reason-
abiy moral."

"If we go on taiking like this," Lord Ronald remarked, "wc
shall make iMiss Le Mesurier nervous. She will feel that we,
anrd the wbole of the rest of the world, have our eyes uipon ber
money-bàgs."

"I arn ahsolutely saf ," Jeanne answered sriling. "I do not
play bridge, and even my signature would be of no use to any-
one yet."

"But you miighit imagine us," Lord Roniald continued, "wait-
ing arouind breathlessIy tuntil the happy time arrived when you
were of age, and we could pursue our diabolical scbhimes.7'

Jeanne shook lier ead.
"You cannot frighten me, Lord Ronald," slie sald. "I feel

safe froci every one. I amn only longing for to-rnorrow, for a

chance to explore witb you this wonderful subterranean passage."
'I arn afraid," their hast remarked, "that you will be dis-

appointed. fWitb the passing of smuggling, the romance of the
tbing seenis to have died. There is nothing now to, look at but
mouldy walls, a bare room, and any amnount of the most hideous
fungi. I cao promise you that when you bhave been there for a
few minutes, yonr oniy desire will be to, escape."

"I am n ot so sure," the girl answered. "I think that asso-
ciations always have an effect on me. I an imagine how one
migbt wait there, near the entrance, bear the soft swisb of the
oars, look down and sce the smugglers, bear perbaps the snuffled
tramp of mnen marching from the village. Fancy bow breathless
it mnust bave been, the excitement, the fear of ýbeing cauglit."

Cecil curied his sligbt moustache dulbionsly.
"If you can -feel aIl that in my littie bit of underground

world," lie said, "I shall tbink that you are even a more won-
derful perso-"

He dropped bis voice and leaned toward lier, -but Jeanne.Iaughed in bis face and interrupted hi.
"People wbo own things," she retnarkcd, '<neyer look upon

tbem with proper reverence. Don't, you see that iny mother'
is dying for some bridge ?"

CHAPTER V.

FLOTSAM AND JETSAM

T HE Princess was offly obeying a faint signa from Forrest.i She leaned forwurd and addressed ber liost.
"Lt isn't a bad idea,'" she declared. '"WIere are we going

to pla.y bridge, Cecil? In some sinaler rooni, I hope. This one
is really beginning to get on my nerves a littie. There is an
anlcestor exactly opposite wbo bas fixed me witli a luminous and
a disapproving eye. And the blank spaces on the wall! Uqh!1 feel like a 'Gotb. We are too modern for this place,Cci"

Their host laugbed as lie rose up and turned towards Jeanne.
"Your mother," bie said, "'is beginning to liýe conscious of ber

enviroient. I know exactly how she is feelinig, for I myseli
amn a constant sufferer. Are you, too, siginrg for the gilded
salons of civilization ?"

"Not ini the least," Jeanne answered frankly. "I amn tired ofmirrors and clectrie bights anid babble. I prefer ouir presentý
surroundings, and I sbould not mild at ail if somne of those
dis1approving ancestors of yours stepped out of thecir framnes and
took their places with us hecre."

Cecil laughed.
"If they bave been listening to our conversation," lie said, "î

think that they wiIL stay wbere theoy are. Like royalty," lie con-tinued, "we cao bast an octagonial chamnber. f fear thjat its,
glories are of tlie past, but it is at least small, tid the wall-paper
îe, modern. 1 have ordered coffee and the card talesý there.
Shahl we go ?"

H1e led the way out of the gloomy roorn, chilly and bare, yet
in a way fmagnificent stili with its reminîscences o f past spleni-
dour, across tIhe hall, niodernized witli rugs anid rcent furnish-
ing. into, a smatler apartment, where cheertfulness reignied. A
wood fire burned in an open grate. Laonps, and a Fine candel-
abruap, gave a sufficiency of liglit. Tbe furniture, tbougb old,
was qraceful, and -of Frenclb design. Lt had beenï the sitting
chamber of theladi-es of the De la Borne faniily for generations,
and it bore traces of its gentler occupation. ýOne thing' alone
remainecd of prirnevalism to- remînd theni'of their dloser contact
witli the great forces of nature. The chamber was built in the
tower, which stood exposed to the sea, and the roar of the wind
was ceaseless.

'Here a-t least we shail lie conifortable, 1 think," Cecil re-marked as they all entercd."M frescoes are faded, but tbeyrepresent fiowers, flot faces, Therle are no eyes to stare at youfromi out of the walls here, Princess."
The Princess iaughed gaily as ghe seated herseif before aLouis Quinze card table, and threw a pack of cards across thefaded green baize cloth.
"Lt is charmin, this," she declared. "Shall we challenge

these two boys, Nigel? You are the only man who understandsmy Ieads, and who does îîot scold me for rny declarations."
"I ,amn pcrfectly willing," Forrest ans-wered smootbly. "Shall

we cnt for deal ?"
Cecil de la Borne Iearfed over and turne card."iI aun quite content," he reniarked. "W9atdoyus,

ngleton ?" dyusy
Engleton besitaýted for a moment. The Princess turned andIo-oked at bim. H1e was standing upon the hearthruig smoking,bis face ns expressionless as ýever.
"Let us cnt for partners," he drawied. "T amn afraid of thePrinicess and Forrest. The last timie 1 found theni a quite in-

There was a moment's silence. The Prinicess glaniced to-ward Forrest, who oniy shrugged bis shoulders.
"Just as you will," he answered.
11e turned nio an ace and the Princcss a three.
"After a-Il." he rema.,rked wiah a smile, "it secais as thoughfate were going to link us toygethier.""1 I arn not so sure," Cecii de la Borne said, aîso Vhrowingdown an ace. "Lt depends no0W upon lengleton,"
Engl(;ton came to thie table, and drew a oard, at randon fromthe pack. Forrest's eyes seemed to, narroýw a littie as lie Iookeddowni at it. Engleton had drawn anothier ace."Forrest and T," lie remarked. "jolly low cuttîvg. too. 1have played egainst you often, Forrest, but Ir think this is ourfirst ruiber together. Here's good hIck to us!"
H1e tossed off bis liqueur and sat down. Tbcy cnt again fordeal, and the game proceeded.«Jeanne had nmoved across towards the window, and laid berfingers uipon the beavy curtzins. Cecil De la Borne, who wasdunmy,. got up and stood by lier side.
"Do you know," she said, "altliongh yotir frescoes areflowers, I feel that there are eyes ini this roorn, too. only that


