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CHAPTER 1.

JEAN.
You might have searched t

spot than Braeside Farm.

The house was of red brick ; but the red
bad thet rich mellowness which only Time
can give, and moreover, it was half smoth-
ered with ivy, clematis, and great Gloire
roses.

It was a very, very old house, dating

back to the time of the Tudors, Farmer
Morton declared, and certainly its appear-
ance well bore out the sssertion, for it had
great stacks of crooked chimneys, and
many gabl ‘s, and the great hearth place
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 days,
squires who had owned the goodly acres
they farmed. but the troublous times pre.

ding the Common-wealth bad changed
them from squires to plain yeomen, ard
now, in these practical days, John Morton
was only a farmer, though as good blood
as any in England flowed through his veins.

The farmhouse kitchen looked delighttul -
ly cool and plessant one June day when
t{e farmer entered it, hot and tired from a
long walk into town.

Jean, the farmer’s nitcw, sat at a table
near the window, picking a great pile of
ruddy cherries from their stalks and Jean’s
face was the very lovelicst thing about
Braeside Farm

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

‘You're t red, uncle.’

Ay, lassie, snd a bit bothered too! Read
that. I called at the post offi :e when I was
in the town. It's from Mr. Beverley.’

Jean read the letter slowly.

Thus it ran—

‘Dear Mr. Morton.—I have had a pretty
sharp attack of illness since I saw you.
My doctors insist on my getting away for
change of scene and pure country air.
Braeside Farm is the only place that I feel
I could be athome in. e should not
quarrel as to terms, and I promise to give
as little trouble as possible. I must tell
you, however, that I should Jike my niece
to accompany me. I think you know her.

*‘My kindest regards to Miss Jean.

‘Awaiting your reply with some little
snxiety.

‘I sm yours_sincerely,
‘WiLLiam BevVERLEY '

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

‘And yet you don’t like the idea of tak-
ing lodgers, which it would really smount
to,’ eaid Jean, with & 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 for you, and was
always so kind. You simply couldn’t re-
fuse him when he acks like that.’

‘Yes, that's bow I teel aboutit,’ said
Farmer Morton, unknitting his brows, and
looking much reassured by his niece’s
sympathy.

r. William Beverley, a man of easy
fortune, who devoted much of his time to
art, had years ago visited Braeside Farm,
and formed a warm regard for its master

His home was in Loudon, snd, during
the last year, a niece, presumably his heir-
ess, had made her home with him.

‘Mr. Beverley would be little or no
trouble,” remarked the farmer, after a
minute or 80 ot deep thought. ‘It’s the
young lady I’m atraid ot.’

‘Then don’t be afraid, uncle. Trust me
to manage everytbing,’ said Jesn in her
calm, decisive manner, and yet with a
very bright smile.

‘She is & very fine lady, Jean.’

‘Ie she P Well we must do our best;
and I don’t doubt we stall be able to
please her ~ What is she like, uncle P I
remember you saw her when you went up
to town at Christmas.’

‘Wondertully handsome, not haughty at
all, but very splendidly dressed, and, I
should imagine, very fond of gaiety. It
beats me to know bow she’ll amuse herself
at Braeside Farm. Waell, I’ll answer the
letter. Am I to ssy ‘Yes,’ Jean P

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

‘What's that, lassie P’

‘Phil. I don’ think we ought to say
‘Yes' without consulting bim. He
mightn’c like it, you know.’

‘And pray wbat is it Phil mightn't like P’
demanded a jovial, pleasant voice; and
into the kitchen there strode as fine a
specimen of manly beauty as one could
reasonably desire to see.

This was Philip Morton, the farmer’s
son, & young mau of five and twenty, six
feet two in height, with his father's clear
cut features, and fine, grey blue eyes.

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

*I certainly don’t like the idea of Brae-
side Farm being turned into a lo-gi

house,’ ssid Dr. Phil. .when the situation
bad been explained to bim. *8till less do
Llike the icea of Jean's baving to wait
upon any heughty London lady.’

Jean hastened to protest that there would
be no need for her to ‘wait upon’ the wisi-
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hrough a lon,
sumrmer day, and not have found a protﬁe‘r

€08 | you make yourselves quite at home. I will |

she ssid. ‘Aud tbey really will cause but
little trouble. I imagine Mr. Beverly will
prefer to live with us; they will not want
rooms of their own. The only question is
will you mind, Phil P
‘That question is easily answered. I
don’t mind s bit, if you don't. Only.l{lo”n
must be prepared to see me give Mi
Beverley a wide berth. I know what fash-
ionable young ladies are, snd I must con-
fess I didn’t care very greatly for them.’
Aud thus, simply and naturally, it was
settled that Clare Beverley should come to
Braeside Farm, none of its inmates dream-
ing what havoc she would work in their
peaceful, happy lives.

CHAPIER II.

Miss BevERLEY.

Jean, in & pure white dress, and with
her lovely hair ed even more care-
fully than ususl, was bending over the
great strawberry beds, picking the luscious
crimson fruit and the fresh green leaves.

Mr. Beverley and his niece were to ar-
rive that afternoon, and the strawberries
weﬁo for ibl:ir tell.. e

verythi else was prepared;
ﬂowmrywereggnhered for Kﬁu Beverley’s
room; the tea-table was spread; the tea
was ready to be made.
A tall shadow fell across the strawberry
d e

8.
J:an raised herself, and met the laughing
eyes ot her cousin.

‘What time will the company be here,
Jean P’

*Uncle started for the station balf-an-hour
ago. I expect them in about ten minutes.’
‘Jeanie, I wish they weren’t coming.’
‘Do you, Phil ? Well, it's too late for that
now. But why P’

‘Miss Beverley wi.l be a nuisance—al
ways in the way. always expecting a fellow
to ‘play pretty,’ I suppose.’

‘And why shouldn’t a tellow ‘play pretty?’
said Jean, with a pretence at reproof,
though her eyes were smiling.

‘I could—to {ou; but I don’ like strang-

ers. I'm morally certain this girl is going
to turn out & nuisance, Jean. Shield me
from her as much as you can.’
‘I wonder what she would esay if she
could hear you, Sir Impertinence P’ cried
Jean, with & bappy little laugh; the next
moment she held her band up warningly.
*They’re bere, Phil ; I hear wheels.’

‘Are they P Then I'm off. Time enough

for me to see them at the tea-table.

And away bolted Dr. Phil.

Jean made her way to the big, old fash-
ioned hall, deliciously cool, and bright
with ferns and roses.

Farmer Morton's gig bad drswn up in
front of the door, and there was alighting
from it a very lovely and elegant young
woman, gowned in pearl gray, with a pale
blue toque resting on fluffy, silken masses
of pale golden hair.

r. Beverley bad already alighted.

He was a tall, thin, aristocratic looking
man of nearly seventy, with kind brown
eyes and silvery hair and besrd.
He greeted Jean with almost affection-
ate cordiality,
Then he turned to his niece, and said—
*Clare, to know Miss Emerson is one of
the pleasures coming to Braeside Farm.’
A little grey-gloved hand was put into
Jean’s and the sw-etest of voices murmur-
ed how pleased Miss Beverley was to meet
Miss Emerson.
*You will like to go up to your room at
once P’ said Jean, with the air of simple
dignity which sat so well upon her. ‘Please
let me show vou the way.’
*Thank you so much,’ murmured Miss
Beverley, tollowing Jean up the wide oak
staircase, while Farmer Morton took charge
of her uncle. :
It wae a lovely old room Jean had pre-
pared for ber guest—a room with casement
indows and & southern aspect, command-
ing a magnificent view of the hills from
which the farm took its name.
All withia was purity and order, from
the white curtained bed to the pincushion
where the pins tormed the words * Welcome
to Braeside Farm ’
*How sweet !’ said Miss Beverley, sink-
ing into & downy chair, and daintily sniffing
at the roses and carnations on the dressing
table. ‘How perfectly nElm-uE:ing ! Slgch s

change after London, Miss

Inwardly she was bewailing the absence
any full length mirror, and she was wonder
ing how on esrth she should manage with-
out one—wondering, too, how she should
bear the solitude of this country farmbouse.
‘Can I d  anything for youP’ asked Jean
with gentle courtesy.

*Thank you, 1 think not.’

‘Tea is quite ready. . I presume you will
be down in a few minutes. You will only
ne d to take off your bat and gloves and
wash your hands.’

‘Oh ! indeed, I’ couldn’t come down in
this dress. It is quite covered with dust.
One simply can’t drink tea in one's travel-
ling costume. If you'll excuse me—if you
don’t mind—I shall ask you to bs so gocd
a8 not to have tea for at least balf an hour.’
‘Just as you please. It is our wish that

send one of the maids up to you. Perbaps
she will be useful; as you intend to dress.’
Jean spoke quietly. and with the most
riect courtesy ; but her heart swelled s
E:tle with rising anger ss she walked out
of the room.
It seemed to her that it was only an af
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Beverley declare it was an impossibility to | my Jean.’

sit down to tes in her

The roads had not been dusty at all, and
it seemed to Jean that in any case a trus
lady would have hesitated to put back a
meal in house at which she was &

Jean ber own notions as to what tae
conduct of a lady be, ard it is to be
feared Miss Bever

The balf bour asked for lengthened into
fully three quarters.

Mr Beverles's brow knitted its If as
though in displeasure, and even good na
tured Farmer Morton was begunning to
feel impatient.
Bnn.i dm h;; struck six bel:nrollll'-

verle 0 appearance; but then
it must be admitted &e looked
l?on;h to almost compensate for the de-

’Sbe was dressed in white—billowy white
muslin, with foamy laces; a belt, with s
gold clasp in the shape of a butterfly with
turquoises for eyes, encircled her waist,
and two or three of Jean's lovely Malmai-
son carnations nestled at her bosom.
8he looked all siriness and grace, a quite
dazzling vision of feminine loveliness.
At least, so thought Dr. Philip as be
strode into the room, just in time to be in-
troduced.
A very dainty loveliness was that of
Clare Beverley, a loveliness of tbe kind
which wins its way to masculine hearts with
surprising swiftness.
Her skin was delicately rosy, like the

ining of s ses shell; her eyes were of &
witching violet; her mouth—though a fast-
idious critic might bave found fa:lt with it
a3 too small—was like a half blown crimeon

rose.

She looked at Phil with the sweetest,
most radiant emile, and with a charming
little air of surprise. .
She certainly had not ¢xpected to find
snything so congenial to her tastes at
Braeside Farm as this young and bandsome
doctor

Jean, of course, presided at the tea-
table, and Clare Beverly was forced to
admit that the appointments of the table
were such as would not have shamed the
fi~est lady in the lsnd.
The damask cloth was of satin smooth-
ness, and the driven enow could not have
excelled its whiteness; the teapot and
cream jug. and sugar basin were of solid
silver ot Queen Anne’s time.
The trailing wreaths ot white and purple
convolvuli were the very prettiest de:ors=
ations that could have been devised.
As for the viands—well, one must go to
8 farm house such as that of Braeside to
find the like.
Such glorious dewy strawberries, such
thick yellow cream, such golden honey,
made by heather fed. bees, such plump,
juicy fowls, such bread and butter, such
tongue and ham.
Atter tea Clave floated to the piano, and
of course Dr. Phil bad to be her attendant
cavalier—had to stand beside her and turn
the music over, and, as he pharsed it,
‘phﬂ pretty’ generally.

She was a brilliant player, mg, as she

did not come up to | her

Surely this was not mere affec-

which Joan longed for with every fibre of
being

moustached lip, as bebent to whisper :n
ber ear, almost touched her cheek.
_ﬁmther moment and be wounld h.ve
said—
‘Jean, I love you! Will you be m
Jean, 1 very truth? Will you be my wilez
But it was not to be.
Toe Fates had written something far
different from that, and they had ehosen
Clare Beverley ss the instrument which
should carry out their purpose.
Just at that critical moment a white hand
pq:'bod avide the branches, and a gay voice
said—
"Oh ! Miss Jean, are you here P and D¢
Morton. too I bave had such a bunt 1. »
you My uncle has sent me. He wants you
to give him another song.
Dr. Phil muttered a ‘Confound it I be-
peath his breath.
Jean's cheeks—ay, and her lips, too—

n; surely it was tht'om.,
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turned a little pale beneatn the gr
of her disappointment ; but she repressed
all other signs. and walked quietly towards
the house, seeing clearly that Miss Bever-
ley did not intend to relieve them of her
presence
That declaration of love, for which her
heart so longed, must wait.
Ab. could she have dreamed for how
long !

L » L L]
That night Clare Beverley sat up late in
her room to write to her very dearest friend
and this is a part of what she said—
‘I think I told you, Lillian,that I was go-
ing to a country farmhouse with uncle. Im-
agine me in such a place ! Isn' it quite too
dreadful P I nearly screamed with horror
when uncle first proposed it. However,
there was no escape. Rich uncles must
bave their whims humoured, be they never
80 unreasonable.
‘Well, I am here, and I must tell you I
om agreeably disappointed. The house it-
selt 1s nice—one ot those handsome old
farmhouses which bave been manors in by-
gone days. Our host's name is Morton,
and uncle declares he has some of the best
blood in England in his veins.
‘However, that is of little conse quence,
for he is nothing better than a farmer now.
He is a widower, and an orphan niece acts
a8 his housekeeper. Her name is Jean. 1
don’t like her. She is cold and unapproach-
able, and, if it were not ridiculous, consid-
ering ber position, I should be inclined to
say she is proud.
‘She is handsome, i a certain way, and
I daresay would be thought quite beautiful
if only she knew how to dress. But ot course
she doesn’t. How should she, indeed P
‘But now I must tell you there is one

enjoyed displaying her P s,
there is no ulli:g how long the exhibitions
might bave lasted had not Mr. Beverly dis-
turbed it by asking for & song.
‘Clare sings but little, he remarxed 3
‘but I think I remember that Miss Jean
bas a ver? fice voice. Will you oblige us,
my dearP
Jean obeyed at once, with her usual
simple grace.
be sang *‘Robin Adair,’ and her sin ing
of it was quite enough to disgust Miss
Beverley with musical performsnces for
the remasinder of the evening.
A voice 80 rich, so pure, she hand rare-
ly beard—never. certainly, off the operatic
stage.
Farmer Morton was proud ot his niece’s
voice, and had had it carefully trained,
hence Miss Beverley could find no fault
with it, ardently as she longed to do so.
The moment the song was concluded she
rose from the piano, praising the singing,
indeed, with affected enthusissm, but et
fectuslly preventing Jesn from being ask-
ed for more.
Someone proposed a walk in the garden.
There was a lovely moon, at d the scent
of new mown bay filled the air.
It was 80 much plessanter to be out of
doors on such & night, even though all the
windows were thyown wide open.
Mies Buvarley had secretly intended to
monopolise Dr. Phil; but somehow or
otber, she found herselt to her obagrin,
between her uncle and the farmer, and, in
a distant shubbery, she could see Phil’s tall
figure beside Jean’s white gown.
Jean bad folt a little dispirited almost
without knowing why, and she had stolen
away to the shrubbery to indulge her sad
thoughts in solitude.
Her heart leapt with sudden trembling
joy when she heard a well-known step be-
bind ber, and an equally well known voice
whiwerinv in her ear.—

*Why, Jeanie, are you here, dear P I've
been hunting everywhere for you.’
He drew her arm through bis, and pres
sed it tenderly.
But wag it the mere affectionate tender
nees of & cousin who has learned to 1eel
a8 & brother towards a girl who bas lived
beneath his father’s root for years, or was
it the deepest tenderness of all P
That was what Jean wanted to know;
that was what caused her heart to palpitate
with delicious hopes, made all the sweeter
by sn occasional doubt or fear.
‘Well, Jesn, and what do you think of
Miss Beverley P' asked Phil, with the free-
dom of perfect smypathy and confidence.
‘She is very pretty—beautiful slmost,’
said honest Jean; ‘but—but I'm afraid I
shsll mot like her. I think she is selfish
and not quite true.’
*‘By Jove! I believe you're right, Jeanie.
She somehow gave me that impression,
too, in spite of wonderful prettiness—
and she 1s pretty [ must admit that. But
do you know, I don’t like her way with
you at all; it a deuced i

tor.
‘Bessie can do everything of that kind,’

fectation of fine Iadyism which made Miss

P here who promises to keep from dy
ing of ennui. This is the farmer’s son. ‘A
farmer’s son !’ T think I bear you saying,
with 8 turn-up of your impertinent little
nose. ‘Fancy Clare Beverley descending
to a flirtation with such a thing as that I’
‘But let me tell you, my dear, that Mr
Philip Morton is no ordinary tarmer’s son.
In the first place, he has had a university
education, and is at all points a gentleman
Then he is reslly splendidly hendsome. I
wish you could ses him. Sucha figure !
Such & nice mouth! Such, pleassnt hand-
some eyes ! I know quite well you would
fall in love with her.
‘Just at present he has no eyes for poor
me, being 10 love with Miss Jean. I verily
believe I came upon them tonight just as
he was on the point of msking her an
offer. Wouldn’t she be wild! Farmer
Morton tells uncle nothing is absolutely
settled yet, but he believes ‘the boy is
fond of the girl’—that is how he phrsses
it—and that nothing will make him hap-
pier than to see them man and wite.
‘However, all that must be postponed
until after I am gone, for I intend ‘the
boy’ to fall in love with me. I know my
own po=ers, and mean to use them
‘It will be such fun to mske Miss Jean
jealons. She looks calm and dignified, just
a8 tbough nothing on earth could move her.
I owe her & grudge or two slready I
don’t know why on earth the c'eature
should think so much of herselt. Farmer
Morton says her father was a gentleman,
Lut she baen’c a penny of fortune. It will
take her pride down s little to find she
can’t keep her lover. She's welcome to
bim when I've done with him—not before.
‘Good-bye, dear Lilian. I shall let you
know bow my little flirtation progresses.
Wish me good luck in it!
‘Yours forever and a day,
‘CLARE BEVERLEY.'

CHAPTER III.
THE BEGINNING OF THE FLIRTATION.
. The next morning, Dr. Phil was on the
lawn, smoking sn early cigsr, and refresh
ing himselt turther with an occasional smft
at the rosee which bloomed in such glorious
abundance at Braeside Farm.
Through the open windows of the break-
fast room he could see Jean moving about
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too patronising.” I can’t besr to
see anyone showing that sort of manner to
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with her graceful unhurried , dusting
the ornaments and lmngingmp bunches
of roses in antique china bowls.

She looked sweetly fair in her pale-blue
cotton gown, whioi in spite of Clare
Beverley’s sneer as to her not knowing how
to dress, set on her nobly rounded
with an air of which many a fashion-
able beauty might have tried in vain to
ival

rival.

Phil glanced at her from time to time in
8 half-hesitating manner.

Should he go in and say to her what he
bad been meaning to say last night?

The opportunity was not a very good
one; the servant might at any moment ap-
pear to lay the bre:.‘hm.

Perhaps he had better wait a little long-
er.

He had nitamadenx his mind to ask
Jean to be his wife, and he was surprised
to find how nervous and embarassed he
was now that the time for asking seemed
to have really come.

He wondered whether Jean did care for
him with anything more than a cousinly
affection.

He could not be sure, he felt almost
afraid to hope.

Jean was so calm and dignified, so little
gn::;t to show her own deeper feelings

ly.
He felt abashed at the thought of ap-
proaching her as a lover.

He couldn't besr the idea of making him
self ridiculous in ber eyes, those clear deep
hazel eyes, which seemed to have such s
wonderful power ot looking one through
and through,

‘I know I'm not balt good enough for
ber,’ he thought, with true lover like hu-
mility. “She’s fit to be a duchess with her
cleverness, and her beauty, and that grand
sweet way of hers. But if she could care
tor me—and dad seems to think she might
—1I believe I could mske her happy. I'd
try my level best, anyhow, and nobody
could love her better—dear darling Jesn'!
Thus far he bad arrived in his musing
when a radiant vision passed out of the
ball door, and met his dazzled geze.

Clare Beveiley, in 8 moraing dress of
white and rose color, all soft muslin, and
flattering ribbons and flimsy lsces.

It was probably the first *Paris mode’
dress that bad evcr aired itselt at Braeside
Farm, and when seen in conjunction with &
dainty, sylph like form, radiant blue eyes,
smiling lips, exquisite complation, ‘and
shimmering golden harr, it mignt well have
s dazzling effect on & young man as unso-
phisticated ss was Philip Mortoa,

He b+d said he knew what fashiooable
youny ladies were, but it the truth must
be told, his knowledge ot them was large-
ly confined to the parks and the Row ; act-
ual contact wita ve of the genus was an
experie: ce that had yet to come.

*Ob, Doctor Morton, you are an early
riser like myselt ! Piease don't move, [
wouldn’t dis:urb you tor the world, you
look so comfortable. What a lovely morn-

iog !

?)_t course Phil rose from his wicker chair
raising his straw hat, and replying to Miss
Beverley’s gushing entbnsiasm with all
courtesy.

*I do believe they are making hay quite
close to us,’ she exclaimed. ‘Yes, I de-
clare they are. Ob, I must go and see -
thtm‘:I ;'thm'u nothing on earth I love so
much,'
‘Allow me to take you,’ said Dr. Phil,
and away they went together.
To reach the bay fleld they had to pass
through the o and garden; they
also had 1o climb & very awkward stile.
Stiles are proverbially dangerous things. '
When Phil took Clnrye Beverley's little
band in his, and saw her lustrous violet
eyes looking down upon him with the
sweetest, most bewitching smile, he was
conscious of & distinot thrill of plessure,
and it occurred to him to wonder that he
bad not noticed before how very besutiful
she was.
Certainly he had never seen such sn ex-
quisitely fsir complexion, such lovely/
blue eyes, or suca shimmering golden hair:
Up and down they walked along the 4/
sweet-smelling hay.
- Clare fr { admitted and 'hmhd
er ignorance of many phases of coun
life, and asked for yinlomﬁnn in tht?t
(Co¥rmnump ox Frrrasxta Paen.)
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