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Beautiful Jean. 

IN TWO INSTALMENTS. 

To give her ber due, it must be admitted 
that she was touched —that even her vain, 
worldly heart felt a little compunction 
when she saw how deep his wound had 
gone. 

Probably he bad never looked hand- 
somer or nobler in his life than when he 
leaned towards her in the moonlight, bis 
face pale but lighted up with a won: 
derful earnestness, his eyes aglow with 
love, his head bare, a light wind blowing 
the thick masses of hair from off his broad 
manly brow. 
At that moment Clare Beverly wished 

one of the purest wishes of her life. 
She wished it had been in her power to 

put her arm round tbat young man’s neck, 
to pillow her head on his madly throbbing 
bosom, and to accept him as her husband. 
Only one moment the softened mood 

lasted. 
Then she was her worldly self again. 
‘Mr. Morton, I am so sorry,’ she fal 

tered, ‘so very, very sorry.’ 
‘You don’t mean that you can’t care for 

me P’ cried Phil, in a very agony of fear. 
‘Oh, Clare—Clare, darling, don’t—don’t 
say that!’ 

‘No, I don’t say that. I like you very 
much, Mr Morton, but it is only as a 
friend. I can never be anything else to 
you.’ 

‘But if you like me even a little, you 
might get to love in time. I am certain I 
could teach you to love mes I would try so 
bard. Oh! don’t—don’t say I musn’t bepe!’ 

‘But, indeed, I must say it, Mr Morton. 
What you wish can never be.” She paused 
a moment, then let the full blow fall upon 
his devoted head. ‘I. -I am engaged to 
Sir Joseph Hartley. We are to be married 
in September.’ 

Phil sprang to his feet, and stood as if 
turned to stone. 
He was white to the lips now. 
His heart seemed almost to bave stop 

ped its beating 
For a moment he could not get bis 

breath. 
‘Why didn’t you tell me this before?’ 

he demanded, as soon as he could speak. 
His manner was very stern; it almost 

frightened her. 
She had never seen anyone look at her 

with such stern accusing eyes before. 
‘I—I thought you knew. Didn't my 

uncle tell you ?’ 
Lattle liar ! 
She knew that she harself had begged 

her uncle never to name the engagement 
at Braeside. 

Phil stood for several moments in silence 
his face growing whiter and whiter, his eyes 
gleaming. his every feature set and rigid. 
For those first few momen's he seemed 

simply stunned. 
Then the avalanche of his wrath gath-r- 

ed force and fell. 
He took a step towards her. 
He looked full into her face in the moon- 

light, and bis own was sternly and bitterly 
expressive cf contempt 

‘You knew I dian’t know! You knew I 
never dreamed or suspected such a thing. 
If I had dreamed it, ehould 1 have spoken 
to you of love? I am an honest man, even 
if you are not an honest woman ’ 
At thet stern, blunt spee:h she rose to 

ber feet, trembling, snd even crying a lit- 
tle. protesting that she bad never been so 
spoken to in her life before. 

But he did not melt into pity. 
His own wrongs maddened him 
He saw cl arly now that she had deliber- 

ately led him on to love her bzcause his 
love was in ‘ense to her vanity. 
He could rot forgive her. 
He was wild with wounded love and 

pride. 
‘You are as false as you are fair,’ he said 

in a low, passionate voice. *You know you 
have led me on. You know you have led 
me on. You know you have done every- 
thing in your power to make me love you 
And you bave purpos:ly concealed your en- 
gagement. You are a coquette—a being 
witbout a conscience and without a heart. 
I have done with you. I hope I shall 
never take your hand again.’ 
He strode away. and left her—half mad 

with misery, reckless, despairing. 
At five and twenty the passions are so 

strong and disappointments and disillusion- 
ments are so bard and bitter. 
He wandered about the fi lds and lanes 

until nearly midnight, then went bome, 
hoping to find everyone gone to bed. 

Jean, however, was sitting up for him 
with one of the maids. 

She came out into the ball to meet him, 
and when she saw bis pale face haggard 
eyes she knew what bad happened, it in- 
deed she did not know it two hours earlier 
when Clare had come in, looking strangely 
subdued and a little paler than usual. 
Jean knew nothing of Clare's ¢ngage- 

ment to Sir Jcseph Hartley, but she was 
certain Phil bad declared his love to night, 
end that be had been rejected. 

‘Aren't you well, Poil ?’ she asked gent- 
ly, looking up into his face with such ten- 
aer, loving sympathy in the depths of ber 
clear haz:l eyes. 

‘I have a wretched headache. I have 
" been trying to walk it off, but nothing but 
a nigh*’s sleep will do it any good. Good 
night Jean. I'm sorry to have kept you 
up so late.’ 

“Tha: didn’t matter at all. But I'm 
sorry your head aches’—and when rhe 
named his head she meant his heart. 
‘Good night, Puil ’ 
He went up the stair slowly an heavily 

—
 

like one in pain. 
She stood at the foot, and watched bim 

with an aching beart; and ber grief was 
for his pain, rather than for her own. 
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The next morntng, after looking at his 
letters, Phil announced that he should be 
obliged to hurry back to town. 
He drove to the railway station before 

Clare came down to breakfast, and so they 
did no} meet again. 

CHAPTER V. 
PHIL HEARS SOME NEWS. 

A little before Christmas, Phil sat in his 
chambers in London, smoking his pipe and 
He bad never been down to the farm 

since be had left it so hurriedly in the sume 
mer. 

It had too many painful associations; 
and, moreover, he felt he could not bear to 
meet the gaze of Jean's clear, steady eyes. 

That she knew of his hopeless passion for 
Clare, he felt certain; it had been hidden 
from his father, but not from her. 

Clare was Lady Hartley now. 
He had read accounts of the wedding in 

fashionable journals, and had smiled bit- 
terly at bis own folly in dreaming that a 
girl who could become the wite of a baron- 
et, would ever have stooped to mate with a 
plain tarmer’s son, a young, struggli g doc- 
tor, who had still to make his name in the 
world 
Now, as he sat beside his fire, gazing 

somewhat moodily at the embers, he was 
thinking of Clare, and assuring himsell 
that his love for her was dead at last. 
He bad fought it fi:rcely, perseveringly, 

and had conquered it. 
This had not been done in a day. 
Her witching beauty had dominated bis 

senses even after he knew ber to be all un- 
worthy. 
A man does not fall in love so madly as 

he had done, and pass from love into indit- 
ference eithar soon or easily. 

It bad taken him fully three months to 
accomplish it, and he hadjaged three years 
in the struggle. 

But it was accomplished, and he could 
say, calmly and sincerely, in the words of 
Tennyson— 

Shall it not be scorn to me to harp on such a moul 

dered string? 
I am ashamed thro’ all my nature to have loved to 

slight a thing! 

His musings were interrupted by a smart 
tap at the door, followed by the entrance 
of a friend. 

‘Hullo, Morton. 
I've come from P’ was 
greeting. 
*Where ? asked Phil laconically. 
‘From Braeside Farm. Slept there last 

night.’ 
‘You don’t mean it Dick? 
Phil was full of interest now. 
His old bome was very dear to him, and 

he longed for news of it. 
J. an was his correspondent usually, but 

of late her letters had been few and far be 
tween, as well as very brief. 

‘True,’ said Dick Edlin. ‘I went down 
for three days’ bunting, met your governor 
at the meet—what a spendid old fellow he 
is, Phil !—and he made me go and spend 
the night at the farm’ 

Then of course you saw my cousin?‘ 

‘Rather! My eye, Phil! she’s grown 
into a lovely woman. I don’t wonder she’s 
making such a stunning match.’ 

‘Match !" exclaimed Phil, starting to his 
feet in his excitement, and turnicg pale 
What do you mean, Dick? You don’t 
mean to say my couetin Jean is going to be 
married?’ 
‘Why, I thought you knew. I beg your 

pardon if I've been putting my foot in it. 
I'm sure I though you knew.’ 

‘I haven't heard from Braeside lately,’ 
said Pbil, still looking s.rangely white. 
‘Tell me just what you heard,Dick, there's 
a good fellow’ 

‘Why, there's a gentleman paying your 
cousin attentions— he’s there every day al 
most : and he is a gentleman, mind you, 
none of your halt and halt sort.’ 

‘Do I know him?’ broke forth Pbil im 
petuously. 

‘I don’t think so. He has gone into the 
neighbourhood recently ; bas taken a bunt- 
ing-box a few miles away from the farm. 
His name is Templeton. Do you know 
him?’ 

Phil shook his head ; somehow he could- 
n't speak just then. 

‘Well, he is paying Miss Emerson at 
tentions ; and everybody says it will end in 
a match. I wonder your gov'uor hasn't 
told you.’ 
‘He never writes to me himself, said 

Phil lamely. ‘1 am going down, though, 
in a day or two, and then I suppose I shall 
hear all about it.’ 
When his friend had gone, he sat down 

again bv the fire, and resumed bis mnsiug. 
Dick Edlin’s news had come as a shock 

to him—a heavy blow. 
Ever since he had cured bimselt of his 

love for Clare, his mind had dwelt fondly 
on the possibility of a renewal of his old 
sweet intercourse witn Jean. 
L He remembered how truly he had loved 
er. 
Her image was prapotasy in bis mind. 
it seemed to him that he should never 

know happiness again unless he could 
make a tull confession of his folly to Jean, 
bear from her dear lips that she forgave 
bim, and sce in her sweet eye: a look that 

Where do you think 
the newcomer’s 

might embolden bim to ask her to be his 

wile. 
—a bunting man—exclaim in jovial tones. 

‘Well, Templeton, we'd a glorious run 
yesterday, and no mistake. The best of 
the season, I should say. 

Phil started as though he had been shot. 
Templeton ! That was the name of 

Jean's supposed wooer. 
Curious that Fate should throw him in 

his way 
He met the gentleman face to face, and 

was forced to admit, with a sickening sense 
of dread, that he was a man whom any 
girl might have fonnd it easy to love. 
Not very young, nearer forty than thirty 

apparently, tor his dark hair was silvering 
at the temples, and there was more than 
Such having been his frame of mind for 

tome weeks past, it may be imagined how 
he telt under Dick Edlin’s news. 
He was determined to know the truth; 

he could nov besr uncertainty ; if Jean were 
torever lost to him, he would know it; and 
if she were not so lost, then—so he told 
himeelt with almost dogged resolution— 
then he would win her if such winning 
could be accomplished by the tender assid 
-_e mortal man. 

e took the first trsin in the morning, 
and reached a railway junction some 
twenty miles from Braeside about noon. 
He had to change trains there and as he 

waited on the platform be heard someone 
one line across his handsome brow. 
But his figure was erect and stately ; his 

dark grey eyes held a kindly look such as 
women love, and his whole bearing was 
unmistakably that of a man of birth and 
breeding. 
To make assurance doubly sure, Phil, as 

soon as the gentleman had passed out of 
hearing, asked a railway offi ial if he knew 
who he was. 

‘Yes, sir, to be sure,” waa the prompt 
. - ‘Mr. Templeton,of Heather Lodge ’ 

at was enough. 
It was the Mr. Templeton. 
It only remained now to be seen whether 

or not he was Jean's suitor, and whether, 
even if we was—Phil hoped against hope 
in bis desperation—Jean might intend to 
refuse him. 
He was feverishly anxious to reach the 

farm. 
He told himself tbat he bad but to see 

Jean alone for a single minute, and be 
should know the truth. 
He knew so well every axpression of her 

dear face. * 
Those clear, sweet hazel eyes would re 

veal her heart's secret in a moment. 
But just as he was inwardly anatbematis- 

ing the shocking slowness of their rate of 
travelling, the trsin came to a full stop 
with a bumping and a crashing which,even 
without the shrieks of mingled pain and 
terror which rang out shrilly on the still 
wintry air, convinced him there bad been 
an aecident. 
He was unhurt—almost unshaken. 
He pulled bimselt together, and was out 

of the train in a moment, cool and collect- 
ed, and only anxious to be of use in al 
leviating the pains of the sufferers 

Fortunately there were no very serious 
injuries. 
A few broken bones and some contu: 

sions were the sum total of them 
But even these called for prompt sur- 

gical aid, and Poil—who had as tender a 
heart as ever beat in a young man’s bosom 
— thanked Heaven most devoutly that he 
had been in the train. 

For tully a couple of hours he was kept 
so busy that the perspiration streamed 
down his face in spite of the wintry weather 
and be had no time to think ot Jean and 
Mr Templeton; but when the last band- 
age had been adjucted, his own personal 
anxieties returned and he was eager 
enough to step into the train again and 
hasten onwards to Braeside Farm. 

It was four o'clock in the afternoon when 
he came into sight of it. 
The sun bad set; but there was still a 

fine red glow in the western heavens. 
Phil had just entered the big, old fash- 

ioned garden, and was about to take the 
ne. r cut througn the shrubbery, when the 
sound of voices quite close at hand—one 
ot them the voice of a stranger—made bim 
start and pause. 

Looking past the intervening screen of a 
tall laurel tree, he saw Jean leaning on the 
arm of someone whom, even in that dim 
light, be at once recogniz:d as Mr. Tem- 
pleton. 

She was speaking in low, earnest tones, 
and he was looking down into her face with 
tender interest. 
When she ceased spea*ing, he gathered 

ber in his arms, and pressed his lips to 
bers. 
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Poor Phil! He waited to see and hear 
no more. 

His heart felt like lead within his bosom ; 
he knew that his lips were cold, and that 
he must be ghastly pale. 

Quietly he turned, and walked out of his 
father’s grounds, and back to the railway 
station. 
Not for all the world would he have 
one into the house, and met Jean and her 
over. 
Since she was lost to bim, it was better 

that be sould see her no more. 
Ripidly a scheme passed through his 

mind. 
Yesterday be bad been offered the post 

of surgeon on board a sailing vessel bound 
for Australia. 
He would accept the appointment; the 

vessel sailed in less than a week. 
It would carry him far away from KEag- 

land—a place which now held for him no'h- 
ing but sad and bitter memories. 
Not that he reproached Jean. 
Towards her there was no scrap of bit 

terness 
He told himself over and over again that 

be was unworthy ol her, ard that he de- 
served to lose her for baving suffered his 
heart to be touched by such a one as Clare. 

‘I have been a fool!” he groaned as he 
tossed restlessly in bed that night. ‘A 
mad, blind fool! But it she knew how I 
love her, she would pity me. She was 
always so sweet and noble. My bonny, 
bonny Jean! : 
And, despite the fact that be was a 

grown man of five and-twenty, his pillow 
was wet with his tears. 

He a hered to his resolution. 
He accepted the post on the ship bound 

for the Antipodes, wrote at the last mo- 
ment to his father, explaining that his de- 
partare was so hurried that he had not 
time to go down to Braeside to bid them 
ren gy and to Jean, telling her h: had 
eard of her engagement, and wished her 

every happiness. 
Then, with an aching heart, he left his 

native land. 

CHAPTER VI 

THE WIDOWED LADY HARTLEY 

Again the summer roses were blowing. 
In a pretty London drawing-room Lady 

Hartley was sitting by the open window, 
looking out upon Hyde Park. 
She was as radiantly fair as she had 

been as Clare Beverley. 
But ber dress now was scarcely #0 much 

in harmony with her beauty ; for she wore 
a robe ot deepest black ; without so much 
as one scrap of color, and with not a rib- 
bon or a flower to lighten its sombreness. 
Her dress betokened her condition. 
She was a widow. 
Sir Joseph had died within three months 

of their marriage. 
He bad bebaved very generoutly to his 

young bride ; had left her an ample income 
and had not hampered it with restrictions 
as to ber not marrying again. 

This alternoon, in the seventh month of 
her widowhood, Clare was thinking of a 
second marriage with an earnestness such 
as she bestowed on few subj cts, and yet 
with a soft, dreamy light in her lovely eyes 
which showed that her thoughts were en- 
tirely happy ones. 
An hour ago she had been told that 

Philip Morton was back in England. that 
he bad arrived yesterday. and that a medi- 
cal of hers, who was also an intimate 
friend of his, bad asked Lim to dine with 
him that evening. 

It was Dr. Mabberley's wile, who had 
told Clare this, and as D: Mabberley’s 
chare-d to be one of ber very dearest 
friends, it was easy enough to get herself 
invited to the dinner party that evening. 
H:r widowhood bad ncver kept her in 

very strict seclusion ; and, i1adeed, in these 
fia de-siecle days, young widows are per- 
mitted to go anywhere wi! en ‘he sixth 
month of their widowhood is passed. 
Now, as she eat in her own drawing 

room the was recalling tbose delicious 
weeks spent at Braeside Farm. 
She recalled Phil's manly form, and 

pleasant, handsome {ace 
How well be bad loved her! 
How sweet it had been to see his blue 

eyes looking into ber with such adoring 
love ; how pleasant to know that his strong 
band trembled whenever it touched h rs— 
that bis voice faltered with emotion when 
it breathed her name. 
Such a love as that was indeed worth 

having. 
It was worth sacrificing something for. 
She felt now as though it was the one 

great good of lite, and as though all other 
things were of little worth beside it. 

True, his love had seemed to turn into 
scorn ; he hid said he would never willing- 
ly take ber band again. 
But that mood would pass; nay, no 

doubt it had passed already 
She could not believe that he would re- 

sist her overtures if she showed him she 
wished to be forgiven. 
When the evening came, she dressed 

herself with even more than her usual care 
and very lovely she look in her black robes 
with her neck and shoulders pearly white 
against them, and a jet ornament in ber 
pale-golden hair. 

She was in Dr. Mabberley’s drawing- 
room when Phil was announced. 

She stole a glance at bim from beneath 
ber eyelids, and saw he looked clier, and 
that he was deeply bronzed. 

She was sittivg in the shace, and be did 
not see her until his hostess said— 

‘I believe you know Lady Hartley, 
Doctor Morton” 

It was an anxious moment. 
Clare drew ber breath sharply. 
Wou d he take ber hand, or would be 

¢inply bow in cold disdain? 
She sat quite still, her hauds lying in 

ber lap, ber eyelids quivirieg. 
Phil changed colour—a swift crimson 

overspread the brownesss of his cheek, 
then retreated as suddenly as it had come, |+ 
les ving him rather pale. 
He held out his band, however, saying 

in a voice of grave courtes, and with per- 
fect composure— 
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‘How do you do, Lady Hartley ? It is 
a long time since we met.’ 

‘It is indeed,’ breathed Clare, with a 
soft little sigh, a sigh which might have 
meant anything. 

It might bave related to the dead Sir 
Joseph or to the happy days spent a year 
ago at Braeside Farm. 
The next moment, the footman came in 

to announce dinner, and she tound herself 
being taken down by Phil. 
Her finger tips thrilled with pleasure as 

they rested lightly on his arm. 
During the dinoer, he uttered the usual 

platitudes to her in a cool, grave manner, 
which msde her wonder whether it was 
possible it was only a year ago since he 
he had all but knelt at her teet in the 
orchard at Braeside, pouring out his love 
with boyish passion and trembling at the 
very touch of he hand. 
There was nothing of resentmant in his 

manner ; but on the other hand, there was 
nothing to suggest that he was still in love. 

She asked him about his jrurney to Aus- 
tralia, ani he told ber Little items of inter- 
ests ; then she inquired after hus father and 
cousin. 

H : was intending to go down to Brae- 
side next day, he told ber; he bad a tele- 
gram trom his father, bri-fly saying that 
both he and Jean were well. 
‘Someone told me your cousin was en- 
aged to be married Is it true P' asked 
Clare. 
‘I believe it is; I cannot speak with cer 

tainity, as I have had no lctters from home 
since I went away,’ he said. 
He spoke with the {faintest shade of 

st.finess. 
Evidently it was a su'ject he did not 

choese to be interrogated upon. 
Clare, with feminine tact, made haste to 

change it. 
After dinner to her unspeakable delight, 

Mrs Masbberley said— 
‘Doctor Morton, I want you to see my 

conservatory. Clare, dear, you will take 
him, won't you? You see how busy I am.’ 

‘Will you come, Doctor Morton ?’ asked 
Clare, with a sweetly timid glance, and of 
course he bad to go. How could he have 
refused P 
As soon as she found herself alone with 

him, Clare said in a soft voice, and with 
her lovely eyes bent upon the ground— 

‘Doctor Morton. 1 wonder whether you 
have forgiven me ?’ 
He could not pretend to misunderstand 

her ; and indeed he was too honest and 
straightforward to even wish to do so. 

‘Perhaps it is 1 who ought to ask for- 
giveness rather tban you, Lady Hartley,’ 
he said in bis simple direct fashion, but 
with marked coldness. ‘If my memory 
serves me aright, I was rude to you at our 
last parting.’ 

‘Oh, no, no! cried Clare, with soft and 
almost tender eagerness. ‘The fault was 
all mine ; I deserved every hard word you 
said. I see it now, and 1 bope—oh! I do 
hope—you will forgive me.’ 

‘1 assure you I bave nothing to torgive,’ 
he said, ana his voice was a little less cold. 

‘Yes, yes, you had,” she bresthed in a 
tone scarce higher than a whisper. ‘I 
bad misled you; I see it now: 
But perhaps it you bad known 
known all, you would not have thought so 
very badly of me. I was sby, and didn’t 
like to speak of my engagement at first, 
and—and afterwards I felt afraid. I did 
mean to tell you, but I kept putting it off 
from day to day.’ 

‘Please say no more about it,’ inter- 
posed Poil. ‘I assure you my only regret 
1s that I was so foolish and unmannerly,’ 
‘And you will be friends P whispered 

Clare, putting out her hand timidly, and 
looking up into bis face with soft appealin 
eyes. ‘I am so alone in the world now; 
cacnot afford to lose a friend.’ 

‘O. course, we are friends,’ said Phil, 
moved, in spite of bimselt, by the timidity 
of ber appeal. 
He took the little white hand that was 

held out to him, and pressed it with real 
kindness. 

‘Ot course, we are friends,’ he repeated, 
wy grave cordiality, and Clare was sit. - 

Since she bad corquered his resentment, 
she thougbt she might well trust to time 
and ber own lovliness to do the rest. 
She little dreamed that, even while he 
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