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Benrlej declare it vu aa impossibility to 
“l-lown •» too in her travelling dram.

The rood, bod not boon duty at all, ond 
it wemod to Jeon thee in any com a true 
lady would bare hesitated to pot beck а 
■eal in any boose at which she was a gneet.

Jean had bar own notions as to what toe 
conduct ot a lady should be. aed it is to be 
leased Him Beverley did not 
them.

The bill boor asked for lengthened into 
folly three quarters.

Mr Beverler’a brow knitted its If as 
though in displeasure, and even good na 
lured Farmer Morton was beginning to 
feel impatient.

The clock had struck six before Miss

Ігі?і7оп'гіп7 PM f tbe 0nlT " Sbe»" dremed in white-biUowy white
.Tki* “““• Л™*/ ___ I muslin, with loamy laces : a belt, with a

donV^no .^îf011; Лі,”1*!! 7 “s*rarad I gold clrnp in the shape ot a butterfly with 
don c mind a bit, il you don’t. Only, you tarqaoises tor eyes, encircled her waist
Ssemtae .P”{^K„iï TaT «T, “Г “d t"° ” three ol*Jean’« lovely mS 

Ik: 7 ™lde b,rtb- 1 k4°" eblt ,Mh‘ son carnations nestled at her bosom.
m I torThl00”" л 8b,1l00ked 1,1 ‘lrin«“ “d Face, a quite

а.л .£ * “ T”7 5™*'!7 “?“• dazihrg vision ot feminine loveliness.
A°1 b”’„,,mpl^“d. nst”r*“j- “ ™ At least, so thought Dr. Philip as he 

settled that Clare Beverley shou d come to „rode into the room, just in time to b“in. 
Bracside Farm, none of its inmates dream- trodu ed
ЙЙ? "0uId "ork in th- LA ”-7 d«i»ty loveliness ».. that ot
peaceful, happy lives. I Clare Beverley, a loveliness of the kind

which wins its wty to masculine hearts with 
surprising swiftness.

Her skin was delicately rosy, like the 
, . .. , ... і bn‘n8 ol » sea shell ; her eyes were ot a
Jean, in a pure white dram, and with witching violet; her mouth—thongh a leat

her lovely hair arranged even more care- idious critic might have found fat It with it 
tullv than usual, was bending over the as too small—was like a half blown crimson 
great strawberry beds, picking the luscious I rose.
crimson fruit and the fresh green leaves. She looked at Phil with the sweetest 

Mr. Beverley and his niece were to ar- most radiant smile, and with a charming 
rive that afternoon, and the strawberries little air ol surprise. 
weJ? lor ‘heir te‘- She certainly had not .xpected to find

Everything else was prepared ; the I anything so congenial to her tastes at 
flowera were gathered for Miss Beverley’s Braeside Farm as this young and handsome 
room; the tea table was spread ; the tea doctor
"I uT/hMowfM toss the strawberry ..^““иа^СІ’.Г’веСі^«‘foraed^o

wiïtfïte* - “k^'È£:Æ=;JeanT** "me W,U ,he С°ШР“7 Ьв ЬЄГЄ’ The dam.sk cloth is. of satin smooth- 

•Uncle started tor the station half-.n-hour dr^n ‘D0"c°nld h.ve

no. Ж Zr • “ * ° Th1 trrliDg T»tb‘ ol White and purple

те Sç-Æ;. Êftitftra 7 гак
•Ana why shouldn’t a fellow -play pretljf’ find the like.

said Jean, with a pretence at reproof, „ . ___ . ...
though her eyes were smiling. Suoh glorious dewy strawberries, such

•I could—to you; but I don’t like Strang- yellow cream, such golden honey,
era. I’m morally certain this girl is going F*.*de b.7 “eather fed bees, such plump, 
to turn out a nuisance, Jean. Shield me ' cy loel«, such bread and butter, such 
from her as much as you can.’ t0”R”e *nd h*™- a . j .

‘I wonder what she would say if she Alter te* С“У®”01'е<І *° tbe «d
could heir you. Sir Impertinence P’ cried ot co?ree Pf* *4“* bad be her attendent 
Jean, with a happy little laugh; the next “vl“er—had to stand beside her and turn 
moment she held her hand up warningly. ™ ma“c ?»"• « he nharsed it,
•They're here, Phil; I hear wheels.’ play prett,’ generally.

‘Are they P Then I’m off. Time enough .."*** brilliant player, and, as she 
for me to see them at the tea table. “joyed diep aying her accomplishments,

And away bolted Dr. Phil. there is no tilling how long the exhibitions
Jeen made her way to the big, old lash !D,glb jb?*f lMt” hld not Mr- Beverly dis- 

ioned hall, deliciously cool, and bright lurbed“ b7 *,kf** '??*■ 
with ferns and roses. pi»™, '“в* hut little,’ he remarked ;

farmer Morton's gig had drawn up in 1 ,bmk. * remember that Miss Jean 
front ot the door, and there was alighting h“ » "J7 fine v0,ce- Will you oblige us, 
from it a very lovely and elegant young myTd _ . . . ... ,
woman, gowned in pearl gray, with a pale • de?n °“67ed 11 once, with her usual 
blue toque resting on fluffy, silken masses '“W1® . . . , . .
of pale golden hair. ®be ,,n8 Bobin Adair,’ and her singing

Mr. Bev rley had already alighted. „ 11 **' Я”1™ enough to disgust Miss 
He was a tall, thin, aristocratic looking "everleJr. "ltb "»"■<>»> performances for 

man of nearly seventy, with kind brown ‘bo remainder ol the evening, 
eyes and silvery hair and beird. , L v0’c® 10 ncb> 80 pnre, she hand rare-

He greeted Jean with almost affection- *T heard—never, certainly, off the operatic 
ate cordiality, >tage.

Then he turned to his niece, and said— I Farmer Morton was proud ot his niece’s 
•Clare, to know Miss Emerson is one ot voice, and had bad it carefully trained, 

the pleasures coming to Braeside Farm.’ hence Miss Beverley could find no fault 
A little grey gloved hand was put into "*tb it, ardently as she longed to do so.

Jean’s and the sweet*el ot voices murmur- The moment the song was concluded she 
ed how pleased Miss Beverley was to meet foee irom the piano, praising tbe singing, 
Miss Emerson. indeed, with affected enthusiasm, bnt et

'You will like to go np to your room at I lectually preventing Jean from being ask- 
once P’ said Jean, with the air of simple ed ,or more.
dignity which sat so well upon her. 'Please Someone proposed a walk in the garden,
let me show you the way.’ There was a lovely moon, at d the scent

•Thank yon so much,’ murmured Miss °i new mown hay filled the air.
Beverley, following Jean up tbe wide oak H wu 10 much pleasanter to be out of 
staircase, while Farmer Morton took charge d?ora on «ooh a night, even though all the 
of her uncle. . windows were thiown wide open.

It was a lovely old room Jean had pre- Miss Bt.varley had secretly intended to 
pared lor her guest—a room with casement monopolise Dr. Phil ; but somehow or 
windows and a southern aspect, command- other, she found herself to her chagrin, 
ing a magnificent view of the hills from between her uncle and the farmer, ana, in
which the farm took its name. * distant sbubbery, the could see Phil’s tall

All within was purity and order, from figure beside Jean’s white gown, 
the white curtained bed to the pincushion Jean had felt a little dispirited almost 
where tbe pint formed the words'Welcome without knowing why, and she had stolen 
to Braeside Farm ’ »"»y to the shrubbery to indulge her sad

•How sweet !' said Miss Beverley, sink- thoughts in solitude, 
ing into a downy chair, and daintily sniffing Her heart leapt with sudden trembling 
at the rotes and carnations on the dressing joy when she heard a well-known step he
reby. ‘How perfectly charming ! Such a hind her, and an equally well known voice 
change after London, Miss Emerson.' whispering in her ear.—

Inwardly the was bewailing the absence ‘Why, Jeanie, are you here, dear P I’ve 
any lull length mirror, and she was wonder been hunting everywhere for you.’ 
ing bow on earth she should manage with- He drew her arm through bis, and pres 
out one—wondering, too, how she should ted it tenderly.
bear the solitude ol this country farmhouse. But was it the mere affectionate tender 

•Can I d anything for you P’asked Jean ness of a cousin who has learned to leel
with gentle courtesy. at a brother towards a girl who has lived

•Thank you, 1 think not.’ beneath his father’s root for years, or was
•Tta is quite ready. 1 presume you will it the deepest tenderness of all P 

be down in a few minutes You will only That was what Jean wanted to know; 
ne d to take off уваг hat and gloves and that was what caused her heart to palpitate
wash your hands.’ with delicious hopes, made all the sweeter

•Oh I indeed, I couldn’t come down in by an occasional doubt or fear, 
this dress. It is quite covered with dust. ‘Well, Jean, and what do you think of 
One simply can’t drink tea in one's travel- Miss Beverley P' asked Phil, with the fren- 
ling costume. If you’ll excuse me—if you dom of perfect smypathy and confidence, 
don’t mind—I shall ask you to be so gotd ‘She is very pretty—beautiful almost ’ 
as not to have tea for at least half an hour.’ said honest Jean ; 'but—but I’m alraid I 

•Just as you please. It is our wish that shall not like her. 1 think the is selfish 
you make yourselves quite at home. I will and not quite true.’ 
send one ot the maids np to you. Perhaps 'By Jove 11 believe you’re right, Jeanie. 
she will be usefulj as you intend to dress.’ She somehow gave me that impression,

Jean spoke quietly, and with the most too, in spite of her wonderful prettiness—^ 
lerfect courtesy ; bother heart swelled a and the is pretty I must admit that. But 
ittle with rising anger as she walked out do you know, I don’t like her way with 

of the room. you at all: it's a deuced sight I
It seemed to her that it was only an af too patronising. I can’t bear to 

lactation of fine ladyiam which made Miss see anyone showing that sort of manner to I

■y Jean.’ 
•My Jean' uttered in the softest,

«reaeing of voices, and at the same ! 
tens Phil's arm was stealing round the 
girl’s lissom waist. 1

Surely tins was not mere brotherly afire- 
bon; surely it was that tome king deeper, I :

_ , ”heb kteged for with every fibre of I ■ 
up to her being. I •

Another moment, and the blissful hope :
•ould have become certainty.

His arm was tightening round her waist; і 
be was drawing her so near to him that hie 
moustached lip, as he bent to whisper a 
her ear, almost touched her cheek. | :

Another 
said—

‘Jean, I love you 1 Will you be my I •
Jean, in very truth ! Will you be my wife#’ "

Bnt it wu not to be. I q
, Tbe Fetes bad written something far I " 

different from that, and they had ehosen I !
Clare Beverley as the instrument which 
should carry ont their pnr|»oee. I '

Just at (hat critical moment a white hand • 
pushed aride the branches, and a gay voice ;

Oh ! Miss Jean, are you here P and Dr 
Morton, too I have bad such a hunt In ! 
you My unde has sent me. He wants you 
to sive him another song. ;

Dr. Phil muttered a ‘Confound it Г be- • 
neath bis breath.

Jean’s cheeks—ay, and her Kps, too— І 
turned a little pale bene alb tbe greatness I aw 
ot her disappointment ; but she repressed I "1 ■

‘^r* b” *«^-b«n»d .tap. dretisg
p7..rec.”0‘ inteBd 10 ГЄйЄ” them 01 S ro^“re “u«SŒ“‘Ьт,СЬв*

Ah. could she have dreamed lor how 7 ‘ “eer1?1 toWnot knosnog how
long ! to dress, set on her nobly rounded figure

with an air ol grace which many a fashion
able beauty might have tried in vain to

: “мь їм шш atm.* FBeautiful Jean.і ÎШ f

IN TWO INSTALMENTS.
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CHAPTER I 

nu.
You might have searched through a long 

summer day, and not bare found a prettier 
•pot than Braeride Farm.

The house wsa of red briek ; but the red 
had that rich meUownesk which onlv Time 
can give, and moreover, it was half smoth
ered with ivy. clematis, and great Gloire

It waa a very, very old house, dating 
back to the time of the Tudors, Farmer 
Morton declared, and certainly ita appear
ance well bore out the tasertion, lor it had 
great stack» of crooked chimney», and 
many gabl s, and the great hearth plane 
in the kitchen was just such a one as might 
have belonged to the days of Queen Bess.

The Mortons bad held the land from 
time immemorial.

They had been gentry in the old deya, 
•quires who had owned the goodly seres 
they farmed, bot the troublous times pre
ceding the Common-wealth bad changed 
them from squires to plain yeomen, and 
now, in these practiosl days, John Morton 
was only a farmer, though as good blood 
si sny in Englsnd flowed through hie veina.

The farmhouse kitchen looked delightful - 
ly cool and pleasant one June day when 
the farmer entered it, hot and tired from a 
long walk into town.

Jean, the farmer’s nil ce, sat at a table 
near the window, picking a greet pile of 
ruddy cherries from their stalks and Jean’s 
lace was the very lovelii et thing about 
Braeside Farm

She looked up from the cherries at the 
entrance of her uncle and greeted him with 
a smile.

•You're t red. uncle.’
•Ay, lassie, end a bit bothered too! Read 

that. I called et the post effi :e when 1 was 
in the town. It's from Mr. Beverley.’

Jeen read the letter slowly.
Thus it ran—
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CHAPTER II. 
Miss Bkvbulky.' .

-

‘
That night Clare Beverley sat ud late in , riwI

.МГ,Гі.,0.^,Є„‘Г.Ьет^Г‘,ГІЄП<1 “berfrem time to time i,

. *Vhink 1 ,old ^«.Lillian,that I was go-11 8Ь0Л g"?£Z"mv to her what he 

uncle‘ lm' hed been meaning to say last night? 
dKïdini P t ДсЬ Г plece ! *5* ?да* t0° The opportunity was not a very good
•hfin nnnif ST 7 borror onei the aarvant might at any momenta»-
when uncle first proposed it. However, pear to lay the breaktast. 7 V
teve th1:" ."кітТГопге^М; nZl | J"*» Ьв hld ktter * U‘* W-

'°‘WM,T.‘m here, and I must tell yon 1 Jere ^Ье^*^Ье^то^гІЙ 

і agreeably disappointed. The honee it- to find how nervous and emharauod he
“““ u thue hsnd,e™? old WM now that the time for askïï^Vwmed
farmhouses which have been manors ш by* to have really come *

'■ X Я" Ь<ї?‘Х n,me “ . Mort°n. He wondered whether Jean did care for

Лт.м.ііи'г'.'кп'.ї .£ яй- ^ - ■* —
f widower, and an orphan niece acte Jean was so calm and dignified,Ьй.—--

ea7Sh« il ^ a I He couldn’t bear the idea of making him
ї 1 i?rt^n T*7, ând ridiculous in her eyes, those dear deepff toe.4Rte, h,,eJ eye'- wbich -<*med to have such £
2t^\kne5,hHh£rir.LBrnde.cd0Far,e I .rtô£ghpo"er 01 lookiDgone ‘brongh
person here who premiaJta koe"fromdy* her1, hMhonehL* hffitrg°0<1| !0T
Tjzztvклв«оГуіп;А «егерапГ.k&

si.- ■rs'Mir.stss; lira?

“•.ftaaisSÆrri, Sïr* s-FTf5Philip Morton is no ordinary farmer's son 1,7 J57i еТЄі! bS*t- »nyhow, and nobody 
In the firat place, he hae h£d a nniveraitv C°Thп.°(Г,ЬЬІ be‘,et_de‘r. d“!iBg Jean 1 
education, and is at all points » gentlemsn" .hTb . i*J.be,b*d »rnTed m ,h“ mu8IBK 
Then he is really splendidly handsome. І Гм л* ?d“5‘ ’Т“іРТ/ ont °‘the 
wish yon could7see him.7Such . figure! R.™7“ 7 d,,,led.g,,e:
Sack a nice month I Suoh, pleasant hand- vT* Beveiley, in a morning dress of
son,, eye. ! I know quite well *yon' w“ld 5" *0,t, mU'lin’ “d
fall in love with her. fluttering ribbons and flimsy 1 ices.

•Just at present he has no eyes for poor л™Лі', E"!blblf »be fi.r,‘ ,p«ris mode’ 
me, being id love with Mies Jean 1 verily t’ that had ev.r aired itaell it Braeside 
believe loame upon them tonight just .» “d "h“ '™ “ coniuncuori with a
he ... on the Joint ol making her en ?*77’ tph 1‘ke'0.™’ ™dl“‘ •>!“« -7=. 
offer. Wouldn’t she be wild! Farmer ' compUtion, and
Morton tell, uncle nothing i. absolutely ' mignt **“ hl,e
settled yet, but he believes ‘the bov is ЙЇЇ . ‘ Pk??uW ю*“ »' un*0" 
food ol tbe girl’—that is bow he phrases P „ ?‘d “ **'Pb,l,P 6d°"00- 
it—and that nothing will make him hap- He ,,,d be *oev what taahiooable
pier than to see them min and wile. youny ladies were, but it the truth must

•However, all that must be postponed , to d’ h‘* knowledge ot them w»e large- 
until alter I am gone, for I intend ‘the V 00Bfine“ 10 the parka end the Row; act- 
boy’ to tall in love with me. 1 know my Q» contact wit a one ol tbe genua wee an 
own powers, and mean to use them expeneice that had yet to come.

’It will be such Inn to make Mias Joan . ,v)oo,or MorlOB> V°“ »™ an early 
jealous. She looks calm ud dignified, just ‘“f “f88111 Ptesee don't move, I 
is though nothing on earth could move her. "0Bldl11 on urb you lor the world, you 
I owe her a grudge or two already І !00ï10 comfortable. What a lovely 
don’t know why on earth the creature
should think so much ot berselt. Farmer . . 00Br,e “bu rose from his wicker chair 
Morton says her father was a gentleman, ї?“ш? b“ ,tr»w hat, and replying to Mis» 
Lut she hasn’t a penny of lortnne. It will ”eTerle7 * gnahing enthusiasm with all 
take her pride down a little to find «he cofrrt?'7- ..
can’t keep her lover. She’s welcome to , d0 believe they are making hay quite 
him when I’ve done with him—not before. °J0,e *? “*• *b« exclaimed. 'Yea, I de- 

Good-bye, dear Lilian. I shall let you v*™ *“*У "*• Oh, I must go and ace 
know bow my little flirtation progresses. ,heiBi there • nothing on earth I love 10 
Wish me good luck in it! I m“;b-

‘Yours forever and a day, Allow me to tike yon,’ «aid Dr. Phil,
‘Clare Beverley.’ ,nd *"*У *be? eenl together.

To reach the hay tield they had to pass 
through the orchard and garden; they 
also had to climb a very awkward stile.

Stiles are proverbially dangerous things. 
When Phil took Clare Beverley’s little 

hand in his, and saw her lustrous violet 
eyes looking down upon him with the 
sweetest, most bewitching smile, he was 
oc ns cions of a distinct thrill of pleasure, 
and it occurred to him to wonder that he 
had not noticed before how very beautiful 
she was.

Certainly he had never seen such an ex
quisitely fair complexion, such lovely/ 
blue eyes, or sue a shimmering golden hair.

Up and down they walked along the 4 
sweet-smelling hay.

Clare frangly admitted and lamented 
her ignorance of many phases of country 
life, and asked for information in that 

(Сожпмиж® <ж Гетит Рає*.)
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‘Dear Mr. Morton.—I have had a pretty 
•harp attack of illness since I saw you. 
My doctors insist on my getting away lor 

, change of scene and pure country air. 
Braeside Farm ia the only piece that I led 
I oonld be at home in. We should not 
quarrel u to terms, and I promise to give 
aa little trouble aa possible. I must tell 
yon, however, that I should like my niece 
to accompany me. I think yon know her.

•My kindest regarda to Mias Jean.
•Awaiting your reply with some little 

anxiety.

•o little

I

I •1 am yours sincerely, 
•William Beverley ’

‘Well, Jean, whet do you say P* asked 
the farmer. 'I don't like refusing the old 
gentlemsn, and yet—’

•And yet you don’t like the idea of tak
ing lodgers, which it would realty amount 
to,’ said Jean, with a grave sweet smile 
‘I know just how you feel, • uncle. But I 
think Mr. Beverly will have to come. He 
has such a true regard lor you, and was 
always so kind. You simply couldn't re
late him when he aiks like that.’

‘Yes, that’s bow I leel about it,’ said 
Farmer Morton, unknitting hie brows, and 
looking much reassured by bis niece’s 
sympathy.

Mr. William Beverley, a man ol easy 
lortnne, who denoted much ol bis time to 
art, had years ago visited Braeside Farm, 
and termed a warm regard tor its master 

Hie home was in London, and, during 
the last year, a niece, presumably hi» heir
ess, hid made her home with him.

•Mr. Beverley would be little 
trouble,’ remarked ihe farmer, alter a 
minute or so ol deep thought. ‘It’s the 
yonng lady I’m alraid ol.’

‘Then don't be alraid, uncle Trust me 
to manage everything,’ said Jean in her 
calm, decisive manner, and yet with a 
very bright 

•She ia a

■ Z'
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f
or no
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■J smile.
very fine lady, Jean.’

•Is she P Well we must do our best ; 
and I don’t donbt we stall be able to 
please her Whst is she like, uncle P I 
remember yon saw her when you went up 
to town at Christmas.’

•Wonderfully handsome, not haughty at 
all, bnt very splendidly dressed, and, I 
should imagine, very lend ol gaiety. It 
bests me to know bow she’ll amuse herself 
at Braeside Farm. Well, I’ll answer the 
letter. Am I to say ‘Yes,’ Jean P’

‘Stay one moment, uncle. There’s just 
one thing we were forgetting.’

‘What’s that, Isesie P 
•Phil. I don’t think we ought to say 

‘Yes’ without consulting him. He 
mightn’t like it. you 

‘And pray what is it Phil mightn’t like P’ 
demanded a jovial, pleasant vo’ce; and 
into the kitchen there strode as fine a 
specimen ol manly beauty as one oonld 
reasonably desire to see.

This was Philip Morton, the farmer's 
yonng man of fisc and twenty, aix 

feet two in height, with hie father’s clear 
cut features, ana fine, gray blue eyes.

He was to be a doctor, bad passed his 
varions examinations with high credit, and 
was at present spending a summer holiday 
at Braeside Farm.

•I certainly don’t like the idea of Brae- 
aide Farm being turned into a lodging 
house,’ said Dr. Phil, when ihe situation 
had been explained to him. ‘Still lose do 
I like the idea of Jean’s baring to wait 
upon any haughty London lady.’

Jean hastened to protest that there would 
he no need lor her to ‘wait upon’ the viai-

"Bessie can do everything of that kind,’

Ш
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I CHAPTER III.
THE BEGINNING OP THE FLIRTATION.

The next morning. Dr. Phil was on the 
lawn, smoking sn early cigar, and refresh 
ing himeell lurcher with an occasional eoifl 
at the roeer which bloomed in suoh glorious 
abundance at Braeside Farm.

Through the open windows of the break- 
last room he ooold see Jeen moving about
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