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pretty, appealing fashion which is so
soothing to the susceptible vanity of man.

‘I think I never learned so much in half
an-hour in my life,’ she said. ‘Oh, Doe-
tor, Morton, how clever you must be !’

The mention of ha!f-an-hour made Phil
remember it was high time they returned
to the house.

Breakfast would be waiting.

So th-y turned back.

That awkward stile had to be encount-
ered sgain, and again the soft, white band
was put into Philip's, while he all but
lasped the sylph-like form in bis arms. 8

ben they reached the garden,Jean wa
standing at the breakiast room window
for them.

But tbat did not prevent Clare irom
utogping to admire a specially lovely rose.

f course, Phil had to get it for her,_sn_d
she entered the breakfast roon with it in
her bosom.

Jean herselt for feeling angry.

Bat all the sawe, she could not have

helped the feeling, even it it had been to |

save her lite.

After breakfast Clare took care to mon-
opolize Dr. Phil sgain.

It was easy enough to do. )

She had only to express a wish to see
a pretty bit of neighbouring scenery that
was mentioned.

Mr. Beverly and the farmer were going
round the farm together, so that Phil was
in duty bound to offer himselt as escort to
the young lady.

‘Will you go, Jean ¥ he asked.

But Jean declined.

There was & feeling of irritation in her
mind, try as she might to repress it.

She thought she might be happier super-
intending the jeliy making than walking
out in the company of Clare Beverley.

. * * L

Th-t evening, when tea had been clear-
ed away, Miss Beverly and Phil strolled
out onto the lawn together.

It is wonderful how rapidly acquaint.
ances ripen in such places as Braeside
Farm.

One long summer day spent in visiting
woods and hayfield, in gathering flowers,
sitting on grassy baoks and listen-
ing to the song ot birds, can do more to
draw young hearts together than a whole
month spent amid 1-ss surroundings.

By tea time Dr. Morton and Clare Bev-
erley were quite like old friends, and the
doctor had begun to take himselt severely
to tasz 10r having tallen into the beresy of
thinking her proud

‘It was Jean who made me think so,’ he
reflected. ‘I suppose women never do
quite understaud each other, especially
when they are both beautiful. I'm quite
surg that Miss Beverley hasn’t an atom of

ride.’

‘There will be a full moon to-night,’ re-
marked Clare. ‘Doctor Morton, do you
know what I should love?’

He looked at her questioningly. His
look said that it was anything he could get
for her, she should have it.

‘A row on the river. Wonldn’t it be
delightful P’

“Yes,it would ; and I should be delighted
to take you, only—’

‘Only what?’

And her lovely violet eyes raised them-
selves to his face appealingly.

‘Why, the truth is, Miss Beverley, my
cousin and I are reading ‘Dante’ together,
and we had arranged for a long spell of it
tonight.’

Dante’? said Clare in a tone which was
dangerously near implying that she didn’t
think such things were read in farmbouses.
After 3 moment she added: ‘I should
never bave dreamed Miss Jean cared for
poetry. To me she seems just  the
perfection of a housewife. I can’t imagine
her caring for poetry or romance.’

«Jean cares for ¢verything that is gool
and beautitul,’ said Pbil, stung a little at
this, in spite of his admiration for Clare.
‘She devotes herself to household affsirs,
because she believes in performing tbe du-
ties that lie near her hand ; but she is pas-
sionately tond of poetry Indeed, she has
the true poetic mind. When we are read
ivt;'g together, I feel my inferiority often.

by, she it so fond of Dante, she has
taught herself Italian so as to read it in the
original.’

A farmer’s niece who read Italian!

Clare Baverley, who wouldn’t have giv n
a rush for Dante in either English or the
original, felt that this was a ridiculous an-
omaly.

Moreover, she was piqued at Pbil's de
fence of Jean.

In a moment she had laid a malicious
plan.

‘Perhaps Miss Jean would go with us on
the river,’ she suggested sweetly. ‘Possibly
she wouldn’t mind putting Dante aside for
just one evening. May I go and ask her ?
1 shall tell ber how much I’m longing to
glide down the river in the moonlight.’

*If you tell ber that 1%n sure she’ll consent
in a minute,’ said simple Pnil, never dream
ing that Miss Clare would couch her ap
peal in very different fashion. ‘Jean is

‘llnya ready to give up her own wishes
tor other people’s.’

Clare went into the house and found
Jean sittiog alone in one of the parlors—
sulking, Miss Beverly decided, though in
truth, Jean's cature was too noble to per-
mit ot her ever sm_kmg into such a pettily
bateful irame of mind.

She looked a little grave and sad as she

* sat with her beautitully-moulded chin rest-
ing on ber band, ber eyes fixed dreamily
| on the deepening twilight.

It was hard to see Phil so engrossed
with this new comer. A mean jealousy
could never disturb J ean’s breast, but she
could not help feeling that this was hard to
bear.

Miss Jean, I've come to beg a favor for
Doctor Morton,’ said Clare in ber gayest,
sweetest tone. ‘He wants to take me down
the river as soon as the moon rises ; but he
remembers he had promised to read with
Eoué Will you be generous and excuse
him?’

Wicked little Machiavelli in petticc ate!

How artfully she had tramed ber little

speech!

How certain it was to arouse resentment
in & proud nature like Jean's.

«Of course I will excuse him,’she ans-
wered, with swift decision, though she had
much ado to keep her voice from trembling.
He need not have troubled to ask.’

+Oh thaok you! And will you come with
us ?

‘You must excuse me, please. I have a
slight headache, and shall be better resting
quietly bere.’

Miss Beverley fluttered back to Phil.

‘We can go Doctor Morton. Miss Jean
has a headache and doesn’t care about
reading tonight. For the same reason she
would rather not go with us. She wants
{o rest quietly at home.’

And so those two glided down the river
alone in the moonlight and poor Jean
watched them from ber chamber-window
with a sad heart enough, and with eyes
that were heavy with unshed tears.

CHAPTER 1V.
IN THE ORCHARD,

The Beverleys had arranged to spend
six weeks at Braeside Farm.

Five of the weeks bhad fled, and Phil
was hopelessly in love with Clare.

He almost worship her shadow, and
hung upon her voice as though 1t was the
sweetest music earth contained.

Do you think this unnatural, remember
ing that five weeks ago, it was Jean be
loved ?

It you do, you know little of a man’s
heart or of woman's power.

Philip Morton was young, only five and
twenty in years, snd younger still in his
experience of women.

There he was, in truth, a very boy.

And Clare Beverley was so bewitching
an enchantress, so skilled in all the arts
whereby a young man may be lured into an
unworthy love.

She had been his constant companion ;
she had leaned confidingly on his arm dur-
ing the heat of the summer days, or be
neath the light of the silver moon ; she had
professed her ignorance of a hundred things
and looked to him for wisdom

Her lustrous violet eyes had gsz:d into
his face as though in artless wonder and
admiration at how much he knew.

Her soft white hand had lain in his often
and often ; her sweet voice had sounded its
sweetest when she breathed her pretty
nothings into his ear.

In short, she lured the poor, simple,
honest fellow to the top of her bent.

He was simple as compared to her, in
spite of bis in‘ellectual superiori'y.

Brains enough bad Pailip Morton, but
he had none of the shrewdness which would
have made him a match for Clare Beverley.

He believed, bambly, trembling, that he
had won her hesrt.

That belief it was which melted him till
he was as wax in her hand.

There was such joy and pride,
such incense to s masculine vanity,
in the thought that he was loved
by so divine &  creature, one
who, so poor Phil thought. might, if she
bad choosen, have had all London at her
feet.

Even her elegant wardrobe had not been
without its effect on bim.

When & man is unused to such things,
tiny shoes of pearl-grey silk stockings, and
billowy petticoats, and lace frocks, and ex
quisite contections in tea-jackets and
breakfast gowns, find an avenue to his
senses, and exercise a charm which, in bis
later and wiser years, he will laugh to
scorn.

Clare was armed at all points cap-a-pie,
and he was without defence.

His love for Jean might brve ssved him
but Jean had been reserved to him during
these five weeks, and the foolish, blunder-
fellow had taken it into his head that it was
because she foresaw what he would have
said that night in the shrubbery, and wish-
ed to discourage it.

It was evening—a lovely summer even-
ing, when the sun had set in a glory of
crimson, and & great moon hung like a
monster jewel in the purple heavens.

The orchard at Braeside Form was a
delighttul spot to sit in on such a pight.

The scent ot ripening fruit filled the air;
the moonlight shone througb the branches
of the trees ; the murmur ot rippling water
fell softly on the ear, for the river flowed
close by.

Oa the pretty rustic seat under the apple
trees Phil sat with Clare beside bim.

At such times he was constantly reading
poetry to her,or repeating it from memory ;
not that she cared for poetry in general,
but ehe found it passing pleasant to listen
to Pbil’s deep musical voice, giving utter-
ance to his love in some love poet's words.

On tbis night he had been telling her
that lovely story of Coleridge’s, which
begins.—

All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever thrills this morial frame,

All are but ministers of love,
And feed his sacred flame.

The moonshine stealing o’er the scene
Had blended with the light of eve,

And she was thers, my hope, my joy,
My own dear Genevieve.

She listened with a flitting blush,

With downcast eye and modest grace,
And she forgave me that I gazed

Too fondly on her face.

His voice trembled as he told that ex-
quisite tale of love. Nay, bis whole frame
trembled.

Every fibre of bis being was thrilled with
love and hope and joy.

As he uttered the last words—

And so I won my Genevieve,
My bright and beauteous bride.

A soft sigh broke from Clace's lips, a
sigh that might well have seemed to invite
some passionate avowal; and st the same
moment her hand touched, as though by
accident, Phil’s own.

At that touch the last vestige of restraint
was melted away.

:Clare, you are my Genevieve,’ he cried
in & voice that was hoarse with emotion.
‘You know it, don’t you? my love ! my
sweet ! my darling

His heart was throbbing madly, his
bronsed cheek was quite pale.

He bent his handsome head, and tried
though vainly to look into her eyes.

She pretended to try to withdraw ber
band, but it was only a |;rotcnoe; her soft
little fingers were, in truth, willing prison-
ers in this strong man's clasp.

She uttered no word, only a bslf inartic-
ulate exclamation, as though ot surprise.

He was not discouraged by her silence ;
he deemed it, indeed, a tavorable sign.

How could he knew that she was silent
simply because she found it very pleasant
to have him pouring out his tale of passion
ate love ? because she knew that, when
she did answer, he would plead with her
no more, and because she found those
pleadi;:gn too sweet to put an end to them
— et

With an eloquence borne of the depth
and strength of his passion, the misguided
young msn poured out his tale of love.

He told her be knew he was unworthy of
her, inferior in birth, in rack, in fortune,
as well as in body, soul and mind

But be vowed to work night and day to
win a position more worthy ot ber adorn-

ment ; and above all, he vowed to love and,

worship her as no other man ever did or
could.

LIONS, TIGEERS AND KLEPHANTS.

What an Avims] Trajner says About Their
Traits In Captivity.

‘Personally I would rather undertake to
train jungle bred lions than lions that are
born in captivity. You may win the re
gard of the first class,but the others are so
accustomed to seeing everybody that they
respect nobody. The idea that lions de-
sire to eat up their trainers is preposterous.
I teed these lions twelve and a halt pounds
of fine meat every day at 5 o'clock. If a
lion was ravenously hungry the case might
be different. When a beast gets mad and
knocks you dowr witha blow from his paw
you must lie still. It would be useless to
fight back, for if be should close his jaws
no bone would stand the pressure. I do
not fear the lion’s jaw and teeth—the
paws and claws are the things that have
left *heir marks all over my body. Their
claws are sharp as fishooks and take hold
in the same fashion.

‘Yes, I bave been nipped by lions a
number of times, generally in the fleshy
part of the hand and the leg; the teeth
bave gone clean through with a snap. Still,
the claws are the things that make the life
of the lion tamer an ‘unpreferred risk’ in
life insurance writing.

“Tigers are much brighter than lions,
and can be taught many tricks, but they
can never be relied on, as treachery ap-
pears to be their disposition and inberi
tance. They are tremendous fighters, and
it they cannot get up a row among them-
selves they are ready to belp others. The
closest call I ever had in my lite was when
a jsguar got over the partition in the big
den into the cage occupied by a lion and
undertook to take a bone away from the
latter. I went in and undertook to drive
the jaguar back into her own cage. The
beast turned upon me and clawed me
horribly, while the lion took a whack at
my back. When I was finally dragged
out of the cage the new suit of clothes
that I wore was a mass of tatters, and
I was scarred and bloody from head to
beels. This famous fight occured in Wash
ington with the W. C. Coup show. I bad
a number of encounters with Wallace, who
was set down on tbe bills as the ‘man-
eater.’ He had chewed and clawed many
men, but never eaten one, but he did oc-
casionally feast on a horse. So many
stories have beenjtold about Wallace by
trainers that never handled bim it would
be idle for me to repeat them, as I bad
him all the time he was in this country.
That famous lion died two years ago in an
express car while on his travels.

*Tigers bave a fancy for sliding on their
backs and getting you at a disadvantage,
as they lie and claw upward. The moment
you turn to leave a cage they are lable to
alide its whole length and drag you down
before you can raise your whip.

‘But take my word for it, the most dan-
gerous apnimal you can encounter io &
menagerie is & ‘bad elephant.” I've been
with ’em for forty years, and I know.’

He Knew the Handwriting.

‘Betore beginning my lecture,’ remarked
the protessor, ‘1 will, in order to more
fully establish the influence of handwriting
upon character, ask some gentleman in the
audience to come forward and give me a
sample of his penmanship.’

A pale young man with short bair rose
and stepped to the platform. Seizing the
pen be bastily returned to his seat.

‘Excellent,’ remarked the profeesor, as
he surveyed the man’s work. ‘This writ-
ing shows the advantage of acquirring 8
fixed style—I don’t suppose the man who
wrote this could vary in his penmanship it
he practised a month of Sundays. It showe
an adherence to established principles,
unswerving directness of purpose, a fixed
moral code, an aspiration for orderly
methods. I should classily it as a com-
binatien of conscience jand commerce, 80
to spesk. It's the style of fwnting Olver
Cromwell might have affected. And now,
young man, may I inquire your business?’

‘Hain’t had no business lately,’ replied

Seal
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the young man, hoarsely. ‘I've just finish-
ed a term in prison for forging cheques.

ADVENTUROUS ARISTOORATE,

Men Who Risk Thelr Lives in Search of
Pleagsure,

There are many Eoglishmen of rank who
have made light of risking their lives in the
pureuit of pleasure; but none, perhape,
with the same reckless daring as Sir Claude
Champion de Crespigny, the KEssex
baronet.

For many years of the baronet’s adven-
turous life it seems as if be was actually
courting death; for wherever danger was
he were sure to be found. Nor did he
escspe scatbeless ; for he bas a record of
ijuries of which any Army veteran might
be proud ; indeed as be jocularly puts it,
be has ‘broken every bone in his body.’
He bas broken balt-a-dczen bones while
bunting and steeple-chasing, two whilst
ballocning. two fingers were fractured
while boxing, besides other [ractures too

numerous for detsil.

He was the most venturesome rider that
ever followed hounds ; the most daring aer
onaut who ever courted death in a balloon.
He has parrowly escaped death while cam-
paigning on the Nile and bhunting big game
in every corner of the earth. He was near-
ly killed in a Florida forest by a falling
tree; in India by a snake; in Portugal by
an assassin, and on the Nile while swimming
a cataract. He bas been soldier and sailor»
traveller and bunter, ballonist and steeple
chaser, war correspondent and amateur
hangman ; and now that he has passed his
balf century, he pines for fresh adventures.

Seversl of our aristocrats have sought
excitemen' and adventure by acting as war
correspondents for one or other of our
newspapers.

Lord Dunraven, of yachting fame, was
known thirty years ago, when he was a
young army officer, as one of tte most
reckless and brilliant correspondents in
the Abyesinian War; and Viscount Fin.
castle won his V. C. by an act of almost
mad bravery in the frontier war, two years
ago, while he was acting as war-corre-
spondent.

Mr. Winston Churchill, Lord Rar-
dolph’s clever son, risked his life many
times with the Malakand field force while
searching for material for bis pen, which
he wields quite as cleverly as his sword ;
and it was while on a similar errand that
the too adventurous son of Lord Carlisle
lately met bis death in the streets of
Omdurman.

It will be remembered that when Lord
Randolph Churchbill’s nerve tfor political
fighting was failing, he sought to restore it
by an African expediiion under the
auspices of a London daily paper, and that
he tound Alrican lions less formidable
than political foes.

Not long ago Miss Alice Balfour, the
able sister of the First Lord of the British
Treasury, made a long pilgrimage in a wag- (
gon over 1 200 miles of the least explored
parts ot South Africa, and wrote a charm-
ing narrative of her adventures.

It is some four years since the elder
brother of the present Earl of Aberdeen
preferred the life of a common sailor to the
titles and vast estates which were awaiting
him at home. It was the same love of ad-
venture, or distaste for rank and socie'y,
which led the Archduke John Salvador, of
Austris, to risk his life at sea as captain of
a merchantman, and, as rumor goes,to lose
bis life as & penalty

The Earl ef Ranturly, now Governor-
General of New Zealand, is a well known
adventurous aristocrat. There is little of
Australian bushlife that Lord Ranturly bas
not personslly experienced. He was one
of the pioneers of the Mildura fruit farm-
ers, and worked so vigorously on his 100
acres that they are now the show farm of
the Colony.

Lord Delamere is perhaps the most ad-
venturous of our younger peers. He bas
explored some of the darkest recesses of
Africa, has shot lions and elcphants in
Somaliland, and like Mr. Stanley has
crossed the ‘Dark Continent’ from east to

ers ol big gams is perhaps Sir Edmond
Lachmere.

Few men have travelled farther afield in
the pureuit of knowledge than Lord Car-
zon, (overnor General of Indis. He has
explored almost the entire continent of
Asia, from Persia to Korea, and has been
in many districts where no white man’s foot
bad trodden.

Perhaps the most adventurous men of
rank on the continent are the young Duc
d’Abruzzi and Printe Henri of Orleaus,
who rarely rest in their search of adven-
ture, whetker it be the climbing of Mount
St. Elias, an expedition to the pole, or
explorations of cen:ral Asis and A'rica.

A CARD

We, the undersigned, do hereby agree
to retund the money on a twent-five cent
bottle of Dr. Wills’ Eoglish Pills, if, after
using three-fourths ot contents of bottle,
they do not relicve Constipations and Head-
ache. We also warrant that four bottles
will permanently cure the most obstinate
case of Constipation. Satistaction or no
pay when Wills' English Pills are used.
A. Chipman Smith & Co., Druggisi,
Charlotte St., St. Jobhn, N. B.

W. Hawker & Son, 'Drupgist, 104 Prince
William St , St. Jobn. N. B.

Chas. McGregor. Druggist, 137 Charlotte
St., St Jobn, N. B.

W. C. R Allan, Druggist, Charlotte St.,
St. John, N. B.

E. J. Mahony, Druggist, Main St., St.
John, N.%.

(G. W. Hoben, Chemist, 357 Main St., St.
Jobn, N. B.

R. B. Travis, Chemist, St. Jokn, N. B.

S. Watters,NDlx;uggist, St. John, West,

Wm. C. Wilson, Druggist, Cor. Union &
Rodney Sts., St. Jobn, N. B.

C. P. Clarke, Druggist, 100 King St., St.
Jobn, N. B

S. H. Hawker, Druggist, Mill St.. St.
John, N. B.

N. B. Smith, Druggist, 24 Dock St.,[St.
Jobn, N. B.

G. A. Moore, Chemist, 109 Brussels, St.,
St. John, N. B.

C. Fairweather, Druggist, 109 Union St.,
St. John, §I B.

Hastings & Pineo, Druggists, 63 Charlotte
St., St. John, N. B.

Mendacity as an Art—So that young
Coinaman is studying here to perfect him-
self as a court official in his own country.
‘Exactly,’ answered the protessor. ‘What
works is he reading now P’ ‘Baron Mun-
chausen, Marco Polo and the European
summer resort circulars.’

‘What mskes you think the doctor didn’t
know what was the matter with you P’

‘He didn't tell me to come back in & few
days. I think he was afraid it was a severe
case of some kind, and wanted to get rid
of me.’
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