-up in

UNDER THE LILAC TREE.

CHAPTER IL

The old proverb states that the
ecourse of true love never runs smooth.
Ours ran emoothly enocugh: The doc-
tor laughed when Mark told him of
gur engagement. My mother was de-
lighted; she had liked Mark from the
first. The one great drawback was
that he was cempelled to go to India
for four years. He was a civil engin-
eer by profession, and a lucrative ap-
pointment had been offered to him
¢s % railway which was being extend-
ed. The advantages that would accrue
to him were great. He would gain im-
mensely in experience and knowledge,
and he would nmli:muney.

But during the first few happy
weeks we did not think much of the
parting. It was a dark cloud ahead
of us, a cloud that had a silver lining:
for when the four years were ended
Mark was to return home and we were
to be married. I should, he promised
mo, always have a home in the coun-
try. He could never ask me to live
in the town. It was in the month
of May that we met, and in July we
parted, but during the interval we
spent the greater part of the time to-
gether. Other summer days bhave
dawped for me, but none like those
on which my young lover came in the
early morning, while the dew sparkled
on the grass, when we walked through
the woods and down by the river, not-
ing with loving eyes all that was so
fair and beautiful around us, return-
ing from our long rambles, our hands
filled with wild flowers, to find my
mother waiting breakfast for us, the
table set out on the lawn. Then Mark
would linger and pass the morning
with me. [He came back in the after-
noon, and stayed with us until the
moon rose.

How I loved him! Then I saw only
the beauty of a great passion; now
I see its pain and its pathos; now I
know that the mighty power of love
has nol Leen given to us to be center-
ed in any creature. Then I had one
idol, and alas, I worshipped it! I had
no life apart from my young lover’s.
I never tired of looking at .the dark
beauty of his face, of listening to his
voice, and, when he was absent from
me, of recalling every word he had
spoken. I had no life, no love, no care
no thought apart from him. I read
the love stories of othzrs, written in

poetry and prose; but no love was like
mine. Surely wise people, while they
laughed, would have wept over it! If
ha had asked for my life, I should have
given it to him, as I had given my
love, freely and with a smile. I felt
something like pity for those he did
not love; I felt that every girl liv-
ing must envy me,

Mark Upton cared for me quite as
much as I loved him. We spent those
weaks in a land into which no care, no
sorrow came—the fairyland of love and
hope. Every hour brought us closer
tidgether, bound us by newer and
sweeter ties, while the summer
flowers  bloomed, the corn grew
the dields, and the lilacs
withered. 1 do not know whatcomes
into other lives; but I hope that Hea-
ven give such a glimpse of happiness
fs mine fo all.

On one occasion I heard the doctor
laughing as he talked to my mother.
He asked her if sha2 knew that in some
parts of England the beautiful frag-
rant shrub known as southernwood
wascalled “lad’s love.” My mother re-
plied that she had never heard it so
called, and asked why was it named
“lad's love.” 1 listened half curious-
ly for the answer. “Because,” he said,
‘it dies in a vear, as lad’'s love often
does.” He looked at me as he spoke,
and I knew that he was thinking . of
Mark’s love, which, after all, was . a
lad’'s love, and might live for a year
pr die in a day. But he did not know.
He was old and immersed in the cares
of a grave profession. How could he
understand our love, loyalty, andcon-
stancy?

One evening Mark had gone home;
but the stars were so bright that I
remained out of doors, wat Ling the
night sky. The dark blue vault was
a mass of shining, twinkling gold.
They were so bright and clear, and the
faint mystical light they threw upon
the earth was so dreamily beautiful,
that 1 was entranced.

“Nallie,”* cried my mother, “do come
inl!"

“"Mamma,” 1 answered, “you come
out!"

Almost to my surprise she came, and
we stood together watching the far-
off wonderful orhs,

““How bright they are, those beauti-
ful stars!"” said my mother. “Ah Nell-
ie, how many thousand years have they
been shining? ‘What have they seent
And, my darling, how soon they will
e shining on our graves!”

But I, with my warm deep love—I
felt no fear of death. Not even the
stars in heaven shone so brightlyv or
were 50 true as my love. I said to her
that I might die, but that the love
that filled my whole soul never could.
She looked at me with =ad sweet eyes.
When the stars shine in the night-sky
her look and her words come back to
me. \

“*Nellie,” she said, “'vou should never
give to a creature the love that isdue
to the creator. I have often thounght,
dear child,” she continued, “that you
love Mark too much. It is not safe to
center all yoar happiness in one per-
gon. If anvthing happens to that one,

r whnle life is shipwreokad.”

“Tewre cap be oo shipwreok where
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Mark is,” 1 answered, strong in my
faith and love. :

My mother sighad.

“Nolhing gives me more pleasure,
Nellie, than to know how happy you
are with Mark. I l=lieve he is true
as a man can be."”

“True a¥ a man can be, mamma,
means infinitely true,” I interrupted,

“Ah, no my dear Nellie! Men are but
mortal; their power of loving is not
infinite. I do not wish to sadden you,
to cloud your faith, to dim your love
or lessen your trust; but I should like
to warn you. Love with caution.”

“There need ke no cauticn where
Mark is concerned, mother,” I rejoin-
ed.
“I am old,” she continued, “l1 bhave
secn-a great deal of life.” I do not
say—Heaven f{orbid—that all men are
false, or all women; I do not say that
one sex is more false than the other;
but 1 have seen love betrayed, trust
misplaced. 1 have known the honest
heart of a man broken because a wo-
man deserted him, and I have known
a loving and tender-hearted girl die
becanse her lover leflt her."” _

I raised my face to the stars shining
in their calm eternal beauty. Strong
in my youth, ignorance, and faith, I
zaid lightly:

“Nothing of that kind can ever hap-
pen between Mark and me.”

“Some loves," said my mother, “last
forever, came for a day; and oh, my
dear Nellie, it seems to me that this

last is, in these prosaic times, the
commonest form of love.”
“Love for a day!” I echoed. ‘“Ah.,

thank Heaven that is not Mark’s love!”

My mother looked at me anxiously.
[ wonder how many mothars have giv-
en to-their daughters just the same
cemsible advice, and just as much in
vain?

“Do you quite understand, Nellie,”
asked my gentle loving mothier, “what
I mean, what I want you todo? Dlark
is to be absent four years. I do not
say that this love will change or grow
less; but I beg of you to leave yourself
one chance, Do not give him such en-
tire love, that if he should die or for-
get vou, or any circumsiances should
part, you, your whole life would be
ruined. Love with caution, Nellis."

“There is no need for caution with
Mark!” eriad my happy heart. To
Mark, my handsome lover, I might
give in superabundance the lavish love
that filled my heart; and the words of
my mother’s warning fell on heedless
ears.

[ can rememlrer a warm day in
June, when Mark and I sought the
shade of the tall trees that grew by
the river. A refreshing breeze came
over the water, and the birds were si-
lent in the great heat. We were talk-
ing of our marriage, of that bright fu-
ture, which, like the June sunshine,
had no shadow, Suddenly Mark asked
mes;

“Have you any relatives, Neilie? You
and your mother seem quite alone in
the world.” 3

I told him that my father was an
only child, my mother also, and that
T was the same. The only relatives I
had ever heard of were some distant
ones in America; but I had none in
England. :

“lt must have_been lonely for you,
my darling, before I came,” he said.

I told him how my home-duties and
my love of nature, of flowers, trees,
and birds had filled my life. I had
lived then in the gray of tha twilight;
I lived now in the light of the, glor-
ious sun.

“How little I dreamed that morn-
ing that fair May morning I was to
meet my fate!” said Mark. '‘Nellie, 1
shall never forget how your hair
gleamed in the sunshine.”

I looked up at him with happy eyes:
his praise was so sweet to me.

“We were talking about relatives
Mark,” I =aid, “Have you many?”

“‘Ours is a very peculiar family,"” he
said laughing. "“"We have some rela-
tives on my mother’s side who are very
poor; they live in London. On my [a-
ther's side we have some distant Te-
latives who are very rich; but we do
not correspond with either. These
rich people have a title too; but I
shall never trouble them. I[ ever I
have a title it shall be through win-
ning it; if ever I have a fortune I
shall have made it.”

My noble Mark! My whole heart bow-
ed down before him; ha was so brave
so gallant, so independent, as all true
men are.

1 never recalled that conversation,
those few words, until I knew who
Mark Upton's relatives were,

—

CHAPTER IIILL

When the corn was cut down, and
the ripe fruit gathered in from the
orchards; when the "fre: and huappy
barley” lay under the scyths, Mark had

ne.

When the hour of parting came, 1
believe Mark would have given up the
appointment, with all its advantages,
rather than leave me. Twenty times
he kissed me with despairing passion
and love, left me, and returned. He
could not leave me; I could not Ilet
him go. My mother said it was use-
less to prolong the agony of parting.

Mark looked at her with a white set
face.

“] cannot go,” he said hoarsely.

[He bhad to leave Gracedien by the
last train that evening, and sail from
London on the morrow. He had spent
the whole of the previous day with us,

' and he was at the cottage early on this

morning of the Iast day. Outside the
very glory of summer lay over the
land. We stood watching the gold-
en sunshine with the chill of our part-
ing upon us, & chill more bitter than
the chill of death. Mark had loosened
my bair, and had cut off a longshin-
ing ftress. '

“That shall lie next my heart, Nell,
aven when I am dead.” he said. “Pro-
mise me that po hand but mine shall
touch thase golden curls of yours while
{ am away. You ars very beautiful
Nell, although ywu do not seem fto

¢pow anvthing abwt it; and men will

squnire you; but you must not listen

mine only."

1 told bim—truthfully—that all oth-
er men were to me like shadows.

“Promise me, Nell,” be said as he
kissed my lips again and again,” ""that
no one shall kiss you while I am
away.”

“Dear beart. what fear!” I cried.
Then in my turn 1 began to exact &
promise. “You will love and think of
me too, Marki”

“1 shall think of no one else, Nell.”

“And you will not call any one else
beautiful, or—"

He interrupted me with a laugh.

“Perhaps I should be happier if I
could think less of you, Nellie,"” he said.
“My life will be one unceasing long-
ing for you.”

“My dear Mark,” said my mother,
“if you are to catch the six o'clock
train, it is time you went.”

His face grew white and a dark sha-
dow came 1nto his eyes.

“Nallie, just come a little way with
me,” he said. ‘‘Let our l!ast farewell
be spoken whers we first met.”

On:e more we stood by the lilac trees;
every flower was dead, but the green
leaves were there still.

1 shall leave you here, my darling,"
said my lover in a low voice. “Ishall
ke four years away from you, Nellie,
Promise me that when I return you
will meet me here, in this same place.
Here, where 1 met the sweetest love
ever given to man—here I shall re-
turn to claim my wile. Good-by, Nel-
1if};l,

“Good-by, Mark,” 1 whispered.

For one brief moment he put his face
on mine; he kissed my brow and my

ter as death, T lay with my head upon
his breast; and thaen he was gone. There
was a blinding mist all around me, a
surging as of great waters in
ears. A sharp and bitter pain seem-
ed to pierce my heart; I felt my whole
frame tremble.- Then the blue sky,
the green earth, the trees and the river
were all one, and I *reeled and fell up-
on the prass. I could not weep; 1
could not ery out. No word came to
relieve my dumb anguish and despair,
+  “QOh, child, be warned,” said my mo-
ther that evening, "be warned! You
must not give to any creature the love
that Lelongs to One only.”

I lived through it—through the rest
of the long bright days, through the
sunny evenings, the moonlit nighis.
For some weeks I had no companion
save despair. I wept whee~=r I was
alone, but 1 dared not let way nsGfher
know how sorely I grieved.

Four years, four long dreary years
I must wait, but there was hope at
the end. He would come again, my
brave young lover. My mother help-
ed me by =etiing me to work. Icould
make so mwany beautiful things for
my future home in four years, sh= said.
[ could paint; I could do ahundred
things that would fill the time, and L
should know that I was working for
him.

One whole year passed by. Every mail
brought me a letter, 'a glowing love
letter, and I was growing happy again.
Only three years to wait now until
[ should ses Mark under thes lilacs
again! Then clouds began to galher.
br. Upton, who, although he had
laughed at us as young lovers, had al-
ways been very kind to me, died sud=
denly. He fell down in the street,
and was carried home senseless,. He
never spoke again. He died the same
evening, to the grief and distress of
every one who knew him.

Mark felt his father’'s death Ekeenly.
He wrote to me more lovingly than
ever. He s=aid that 1 was all that he
had in the world now, and that he
must, if he could, love me even more.

and for one year afterward every-
thing went on as of old. 1 had but
but two years more to wait. Time
passed more quickly. Only two years!
My mother had ceased to warn me,
She said no more-to me about caution
in love.

Three vears had passed. I remind-
ed myself every hour in the day that
[ bad but one more year to wait.
Mark's letters were full of love, full
of eagerness and hope. He had been
prosperous beyond expectation. He
had never missed writing to me, until
a day came when the Indian mail
brought me nothing from him—not a
word, not a line. It was the first time
such a thing bhad occurred, and my
mother tried to comfort me. The next
mail brought me a let'er, but the one
after that did not, and my confidence
was gone—I no louger felt sure that
by every mail I should have news
from my lover. ILike the sharp thrust
of a sword, an idea came to me one
day that the letters were shorter and
colder. [ hated myself for my miser-
abile fancy. How dared I think such
treazon of my lover Mark? Then in
the month of October my mother died,
and alter that the Indian mail brought
me no more news of Mark—not a sin-
gle line,

My mother never knew that a great
cloud had overshadowed me. She did
not know that my heart was break-
ing because I had no news from Mark.

let me tell it quickly. My dear
mother was buried, and I was alone
in the world, save for my lover so far
away—alone, save for him, and when
July of the next year should come,
the four years would be ended, and
he would return.

I thought deeply over my plans. It
ceemed usaless now to leave the cottage;
it was best for me to rermain there un-
til Mark came home again, Our old and
faithful zervant, Dorothy Clarke, was
sufficient protection for me. I had
money enough for one year, and I had
my little income of twenty pounds per
annom also. I had thought once of
going away, but whither should I go—
what could 1 do? And 1 must be here
when Mark returned.

When Christmas came I was still
waiting, in dry-eyed, mute anguish,
for the letter that I was never to re-
coive. I wondered often that golden
hair of which my lover had been so0
proud had not turned gray. I was
helpless in my great grief. I wrote fo
| Mark. I told him that my mother
' was dead. and thiat I wase alone in the
. eottage, waiting for him-—that neither
his gilence nor absence shook my faith.
“He might be ill; aon accident might

lips; for one moment, sweast and bit-.

my |,

It was in May that the doctor died,.

11:0 them. You are mine. all mine—lhat'a happened to him—anything, ev-

ervthing would 1 believe, except that
he had forgotten me. I never thought
of that; it never occurred to me as a
solution of the mystery of his silence.
There was no cne to whom I could
appeal for mews of Mark. His father
was dead; the rector of Gracedieu had
not heard from him for many months;
the lawyers who had forwarded the
money realized by the sale of his fa-
ther's property had not received any
conmunication from him since he had
sent the formal receipt for it. There
was ‘'no one in Gracedien who knew
his present address.

There was nothing to be done but
waitin patience as best 1could. Ev-
ery morning hope revivedinmy heart;
every evening it died. Every morn-
ing I roce, praying wildly to Heaven
that I might hear from Mark that
day; every night 1 lay down tosleep
with bitter tears because a letter had
not come. Every morning week af-
ter week, month after mnonth, Iwent
up to the gate to mest the postinan. He
never had anything for me. He knew
tkat I wanted an Indian letter, and
he would look at me with a piteous
shake of the head, and pass on. But
one morning when the snow lay on
the ground and the bells were chim-
ing the postman came. He bade me
no cheery *"Good-morning’” as he plac-
ed the letter in my hands and hastened
away. He knew what had befallen
me. Inside the envelope was my last
letter to India, returned to me through
the Pead-Letter Office, and on it was
written in an official bhand, "“Gone
awav—left no address."

" I'o Be Continued.
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WINTER WRINKLES.
“Speaking of the somuambulist,™

said the Cheerful Idiot, ‘“he al Ileast

is mno idle dreamer.”

The Poet—'"Which of my poems do
you think is the best?' She—"1 haven’t
read that one yet.”

She—*"Mr. Footelightly doesn’'t look
like an a~tor does he?’ He—''No; and
he doesn't nct like one, either.'”

He—"My heart is on fire mit lofe
for you!'" She, coldly—="Vell, as dere

dot fire oudt.”
Judge—"Why did you steal the com-

plainant’'s turkeys?' Colored® Prisoner
—*"“He had no chickens, your Honor."

Miss Ethel—"I wonder if that gentle-
man can hear me when I sing?'" Maid
—"Of course he can. He is closing the
window already.”

“Those new neighbors seem to be
great borrowers.” * “Borrowesf One
night when they gave a dinner they
Forrowed our family album."”

Patience—"*“"What is the cheapest-
Jooking thing you ever saw about a
Largain counter?’ Patrice—"A hus-
band waiting for his wile.”

He ~Wouldn't Lo— Friend —
“Wouldn't you like to have me sit here
and shoot at the poets when they come
in?"' Editor—"No. You are too poor
a shot.”

Willie—"Mamma, can people leave
parts of themselves in different
places?”’ “No; don't be ridiculous!”
“Well, Uncle Tom =aid he was going
to South Africa for his lungs.”

Brown—"Do you know that the ma-
jority of physivians are comparatively
poor men?"’ Jones—"No, I wasn't aware
of that; but I know some of them are
awfully poor doctors.”

Author—“What do you think of my
new book?” Friend—'"It certainly con-
tains much food for thought.” Author
—"Do you really think sof"” Friend—
“Yes; but it seems to have been
wretchedly cooked.”

“Want a situation as errand-boy, do
you? Well, can you tell me how far

the moon is from the earth, eh?’ Boy
—“Well, guv'nor, I don't know, but I
reckon it ain't near enough to inter-
fere with me running errands.” He got
the jobh.

*“Oh, my friends, there are some spec-
tacles that one never forgets!” said a
lecturer, after giving a graphic des-
eription of a terrible accident he had
witnessed. *“I'd like to know where
they sells 'em,” remarked an old lady
in the audience who is always mislay-
ing her glasses.

A Loy being asked to describe a
kitten saidy “A kitten is remarkable

for rushing like mad at nothing what-
ever, amd stopping lbefore it gets
there.” It must have been the same
boy who thus defined scandalt "It is
when nobody ain’'t done nothing and
somebody goes and tells.”

Among the Reasons.—'"You enjoy
coaching, do you? I never could =sen

where the fun comes in. One looksco
like: & darned fool, sitting up on a
three-stoty coach and eavorting over

fool that can afford it?"’

of 8350 & weask. He told his employer
one morning that bhe was about -to
leave, having got a beiter place.

better placet” echoed his employer;
“what wages are vyou to geltl” “"Threa
dollars a week.” "But that is not so
much as you get here.” ""No,” said the
boy: “but then it's better to do less
and not get so much than to do more
and not get enough."

Fuddy—"Talk about saving women!
I suppose my wile is the most econo-
mical woman going.” Duddy—'"What
has she been doing nowil” Fuddy—"She
has been wanting a new cloak, and the
other day she said, ‘I wish I had fifty
dollars to get that cloak with!" Then
she thought a moment, and added, '"No
I won't be extravagant. I wish I bad
forty dollars, Parhaps I might be able
to get it for that.' Now, that's what

| T call economy.”

is no inzurance you hat petter put

| greater dimensions than the lower end

]
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Il,:u-.ik of greater difficulty.”

inz woman, 65 years old.

REMOVED THE STOMACH.

REMARKABLE SURGICAL OPERA-
TION IN ST. LOUIS.

" o
Dr, Bernays Performed a Complete Fxelsion
of the Stomach of Conrad Beek, Wha

SufTfered Mrom Cancer — Reek Rocovered

from the Operation, but Was Toeo Do
bilitated 1o Live.

What was regardad at 8t. Louis, as
the greatest surgical operation of the
age was performed at the Rebekah Hos-
pital last Wednasday morning, and the
fact that it gave promise of complete
success was responsible for the dis-
closure of the details, It was the ex-
cision of thp entire stomach of Conrad
Beck, a machinist, 46 years old, of St
Louis, \

In several ways the operation was
more arduous and compiicatad than the
similar and successful undertaking at
Zurich, Switzerland, on Sept. G, 1897,

tof Dr Carl Schiatter, who removed the

whole stomach of Anna Landis, a work-
Each opera-

tion was impelled by cancerous
growth that menaced the patient's
life,

Beck was the first man in the world
to submif to such an undertaking. Dr.

A, (. Bernays, who performed the op-

erantion. is one of the most eminent sur-
geous ip the West. He was assisted
by Drs. Robert E. Wilson, Frank M,
Floyd, and Spencver Graves. Dr. Ber-
nays gave out o carefully prepared
statement of the case as follows:

“The patiant was sent me for opera-
tion by Dr. Summa, who had diagnosegd
the case as an incurable

CANCER OF THE STOMACH.

liy severe hemorrhages and pain, ana

by inadequate digestion, all caused by
the cancerous tumors, the patient was
miuehr reduced in strength, and had
lust abcut 27 pounds in weight. Dr,
Summa thought that as the tumor had
not given rise to obstruction, a remov-
al of the growth could be attempted.
It was thought that only a portion of
the stomach was involved.

“On Wednesday morning I opened
the abdomen in the usual way, and up-
on examination of the stomach it was
found that the major carvature was not
involved at all, that the disease was lo-

cated along the minor curvature, and
thut it extended the whole length {rom
thie esopbagus to within an inch of the
pylorus. This- latter outlet of the
stomach was entirely [ree from discase
It was found that all of the organs ex-
cepting this small portion of about one
inch would have to be removed in order
te give the patient a chance to get
waell, This operation was done, and
the lower end of the esophagus was
united. to the pyloric end or outlet of
tie stomach,

“L have three or four times in past
years operated dn cases in which the
removal of tlhw entire stomach night
have resulted in a cure, hut never haves
had the kpnowledge necessary to war-
rant me in the operation and have also
lacked in courage, ‘I'he recent suc-
cessful operation by Dr. Schlatter in
Zurich gave ws some encouragement
and farnished a precedent, but the op-
eration, in my opinion, based upon the
experience of Wednesday morning, willl
never become o common one, It is
xeceedingly difficult of performance
and requires great resourcefulness and
endurance on the part of the surgeon
and his assistanis.

“The operaticn lasted two hours and
six minutes. it was somewhat differ-
ent from Schiatter's. The patient is

DOING FAIRLY WLELL,

in fact, the danger of shock and hem-
orrhage is now over, and if he does
not get well it will be from the impos-
sibility of properly npnourishing him."

The difference beitween the St. Louis
operation and Dr. Schlatter's is in the
fact thet the Swiss physician removed
thia pyloris and effected a suture be-
tween: the upper end of the jejunam
and the lower extremity of the esoph-
ATUus, Dr. Floyd explains that Dr.
Schiatter must have experienced Jess
difficulty in concluding his operation
than did Dr. Bernays in finishing his,’

“It was much easier,” he says, “‘to
join the ends of the jejunam and esoph-
agus hecause the oriflices of them fit-

| ted with much more nicety, But the
 upper orifice of the pyloris being of

't_hﬁ high'“‘}ij' :*"-"1”][; t;ff”i:;ﬂg _“f?'{f'“r"*'i ' declare the cancerous growth
I know 1t, but it 1sn U every darned | ¢y i..q such extent there was not the

of Lhe esophagus, Lhe junction in the
operation on Beck was neces:sarily a

Though the continuity of the pali-
ent's ailmentary canal was restored by
the suture between the pyloris and
esophagus, Beck was sustained with in-
jectedd mourishments. The surgeons
had at-

|ﬁ1ii_1'-.'ll-le-‘:it hopa of DBeck's recovery be-

UJL|

| Sumers]

A young colored philosopher wasem- | fore the operation.
ployed in one of our stores at a salary |

| . ol
p boo, was npnourished by injections.

The history of Beck's caselis almost
the same as that of Alpna Landis, J.‘-'-h?,
Af-
ter a while, however, she resumed eat-
ing in the ordinary manner, anid on
Oct. 11 left hed. Dr. Behlatter cone-
twe hours and a bhalfl in  his
operation.

Later. Beck died Jate Friday nlght.
The surgeons say Lhe operation waa
mevertheless a scientific triumph, the
patient’s debilitated wecondition alone
trustrating permapent success.
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ANOTHER MYSTERY EXPLAINED.

Mr. Lynch and his friond were dis-
cussing family names and their hist-
Ory.

‘?Hmrr did your sname originatet!’” ask-
ed the friand.

Oh, provably one of my ancestors was
of the grasping kind that you bheap
about so often. bnnwbodi gave hiin am

I'Inﬁh' and he took an ’
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