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UNDER THE LILAC TREE.|

CHAPTER II.

oourse of true love never runs smooth.
Ours ran smoothly enough. The do-
tor laughed when Mark told hian of
ﬂ:ur an‘ila'mut. My mother was de-
lighted; shs had liked Mark from the
first. The one great drawback was
that he was compelled to go to India
(or four years. He was a civil engin-
rr by profession, and a lucrative ap-
printinent had been offered to him
aa & rallway which was keing extend-
sd. The advantages that would ac:
to him were great. He would gain im-
mcnsely in experience and know!edge,
and he would make money.

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 asilver lining:
for when the four years were ended
Mark vas to return home and we wore
to be married. 1 should, he promised
me, aiways have a home in th: coun-

try. He could never ask me to liva
in the town.

e old proverb states that the |

|
‘rae  in their calm eterpal beauty. Strong

It was in the month

of May that we met, and in July we |

partied. but during the interval we
spenl Lhe grealter part of the t me to-
gether. Olher summer days have
dawned for me, but nome liks (hose
on which my young lover came in the
sarly morning, while the dew sparkled
on the grass, when we wa'ked through

e woods and down by the river, not- |

ing with loving eyes all that was ao
fair and beautiful around us, return-
ingE irom our long rambles, our hands
t.llad with wild flowers, to find my
mol her wailling breakfast for us, the
talle set out on the lawn. Th n Mark

wouid linger and pass the morning
with me He came hack in th: after-
ncon. and stayed with ua until the
mon rose,

tlow [ loved himm! Then I saw only
the 'vauty of a great passion; now

[ mec ils pain and its pathos; now I
know that the mighty power of love
has pot been given to ua to he center-
od in any creature. Then 1 had one
ldel. and alas, T worshipped it! [ had
no e apart from my young lover's.
I never tired of looking at the dark
]

teauty of his face, of listening to his
veure, and, when he was absent from

me, of recalling every word ha had |

Rl e
oo [hoaght apart from him. [ read
the [ove slorwes of olhers, written in
proetry and prose; but no love was like

mina. Surely wise people, while they |

]

faughed, would have wept over it! 1f
he had asked for my life, I shyuld have
given it to him, as | had given my
e Ireely and with a smile. [ fealt
sornething like pity for those he did
pot love; I felt that every girl liv-
ing must envy me.

Mark Upton cared for me quite as

much as I loved h'm. We spent th a0 |

weaks io a land into which no care no
sorrow cane—the fairyland of love and
hops. Every Lour brought us closer
twige t her bound us by newer and
sawecler ties, while the summer
flovers bhlhomed, the (orn grew
ap in the {fields and the lilacs
vw.thered. 1 do not know what omes
iato other lives; but I hope that Hea-
ven give such a glimpse of happiness
as mine to all,

On one occasion | heard the doctor
langhing as he talked Lo my mother.
He asked her if she knew that in sone
parts of England the beautiful frug-
rant shrub known a3 southernwood
wascalled “lad’s love.” My mother re-
nl'ed that =he had never heard it so
called, and asked why was it named

or lessen your trust; but I should like
to warn you. Love with caution.”

“There nead Le po cautiocn where
Lhrk is concerned, mother,” 1 rejoin-

“I am old,” she continved, ‘1l have
toen & great deal of life. I do not
say—Heaven [orbid—that all menare
fals, or all women; I do not say that
one sex is more fa!s: than the other,
but I have seen love betrayed, trust
misplaced. 1 have known the honest
beart of a man broken because a wo-
man deserted hm. and I have known
a loving and tender-hearted girl die
ke ause her lover la’t her.”

I raised my fae to the stars shining

in my youth, ignorance, and faith, |
said lighily

“Noth ng of that kind can ever bap-
pen between Mark and me.”

“Some loves,"” said my mother, "last
forever, osme for a day; and oh, my
dear Nellie, it scems to me that this
last is, in thess prosaic times, th»
conmoneast form of love.”

“Love [or 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
sreansible advice, and just as much in
vain?

“IDo you quite understand, Nellis,™
asked my gentle loving mother, " what
[ mean, what I want you todof Mark
is to be absent four years. 1 do not
“ay that ths love will change or grow
less; but [ beg of you to leave yourseli
one chance. Do not give him such en-

 tire love, that if he should die or for-

1 had no life, nolove, no care |

get you, or any circumstances should
part. you, your whole life would- be
rained. Love with caution, Nelli-."

“There is no nead for caution with
Mark!" eried my happy heart. To
Mark. my handsome lover, I might
give in superabundan-e th= lavish love
that filled my h-art. and the words of
my mother's warning fell on hesdlesa
BATH,

[ ran rememler a warm day in
June, when Mark and T rought the
shade of the tall treca that grew by
the river. A refreshing breeze came
over the water, and th: birds were si-
lent in the great hoat. Wea were talk-
ing of our marriage of that bright fu-
ture, which, like the June sunshine,
had no shadow, Swddenly Mark asked
mes

“Have you any relatives, Nellie? You
and yvour mother seem quite alone in
the world."

i told him that my father was an
only child, my mother also, and that
I was the same. The only relatives I
liad ever heard of were some distant

onas in America: but [ had none in |

Fngland.

"It must have been lonely for you
my darling, lefore 1 came,” he said.

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

“"How littla | dreamed that morn-
ing that fair May wmorning,l wus to
riest my fate!” =aid Mark. “Nellie, I
shall never forget how your bair
gleamed in the sunshine.”

I looked up at him with happy eyes;
his praise was so sweel to me,

“We wera talking about relatives,

- Mark.” I said, “Have you many?'

“lad's love.” 1 listened hall curious- |

Iy for the answer. “"Because,” he said,
‘it disa in a vear, as lad’s love often
does”” He looked at me as he spoke,
and T knew that he was thinking of
Mark'as love, which, alter all, was a
md’s love. and might live for a yvear
or de in a day. But he did act know.
fle waus old and immersed in the cares
of a grave profession. How (ould he
undersrand our love loyalty. and con-
stancy(

One avening Mark had gone h ome;
but the stars were so bright that [
rema ned out of doors watching the
night sky. The dark blue vault was
a mass of shining, twinkling gold.
They were so bright and clear, nnd the
faint mystical light they threw upon

==

the earth was &0 dreamily beautiful, '

thni | was entranced.
Neilie." ¢ried my mother. “do come
1

“Mamma.” T answered, “"sou come
o t!**

Almost to my surprise she caume. and
we stood together watching ithe far-
o woanderful orhs,

“How bright they are, those heauti-
ful stara!"” said my mother. " Ah Nell-
e how many thousand years have they
rern shining?! What bhave they seant
And. my darling, how soon thay will
be shining on our gravea!"

Bat [, with my warm deep love—I
felt no fear of death. Not even the
stars in beaven shome so brightly or
were 50 true as my love. | said to her
that | might die. but that the love
that filled my whole sonl pever conld.
The looked at me with sad sweet eves.
When the stars shine in the night-sky
her look and her words come back to

. 3
“Nellie.” she said, "vou should never

give to a creature the love that isdue

to the ereator., [ have often thought
dear child,” she continued, “that you
love Mark too much. It is not =afe to
veater all your bappiness in one per-
v If anvthing happens to that «ne,
your whole life is shipwrecked.”

“Thore can be no shipwreck where
turk in,” [ answered, strong in my

‘th and love.

My mother s'ghed.

“Nothing gives me more pleasure,
Nellie, than to know how happy you
are with Mark. I believe he is true
as A man can be.”

“Trua as a man can be, mamma,
means infinitely true,” I interru

“Ah oo my dear Nellie! Men are but
mortal; their power of loving is not

mmfinite. I do not wish to sadden you,
to oluud your faith to dim your love '

“Ours i8 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 fa-
ther's side we have some distant re-
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. If ever [
have a title it shall b through win-
ning it; if ever | have a fortune I
shall have made it."

My noble Mark'! My whole heart bow-
ad down before him; hs was s0 brave,
so gallant, so independent, as all trua
mean ars.

I never recalled that conversation,
thoce few words, until I knew who
Mark Upton’s relatives were.

CHAPTER HNI.

When the corn was cut down. and
the ripe fruil gathered in fromm the
orchards; when the “fre: and happy
barley” lay under the scythe, Mark had

e,

When (he bour of parting came, I
telieve 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 let
him go. My mother said it was use-
less to prolong the agony of parting.

Mark looked at her with a white set
e,

“1 eannot go,” he :aid hoarsely.

He had to leave Gracedien by the
last train that evening. and sail from
LLondon on the morrow. He bad spent
the whole of the previous day with us,
and he was at the cottage early on this
morning of the last Jday. Outside the
very glory of swmmer lay over the
land. We stood watching the gold-
an sunshine with the chill of our purt-
ing upon us a chill more bitter than
the chill of death. Mark bhad loosened
my hair, and bhad cut off a long shin-
ing tress.

“That shall lie pext my heart, Nell,
even when | am dead,” he said. "Pro-
mise me thal no hand but mine shall
touch these golden curls of yours while
[ am away. You are very leautiful
Nell, although you do not seem to
know anything ahout it: and men will
admire you: but you must not listen
to them. You are mine, all mine—
mine only.”

1 told him—truthfu!ly—that all oth-
er men were to me like shadows.

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

“I'ear heart, what fear!” I eried.
Then in my turm I began to exact a

' promize. “You will love and think of

me too, Mark?

“1 shall think of no one else, Nell.”

“And you will pot call any one else
hﬁ"t“m' pta-; with & laugh.

e interru me s la

“Perhapa I should be jer if 1
could think less of you, Nellie,” he said.
“My life will be one unceasing long-
ing for you."

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

od
His fare grew white and a dark sha- | away.

dow came into his eyea.

| said my lover in a low voice. “Ishall

me." he said. “Let our last farewell |
be spoken where we first met.”

every flower was dead, but the green
leaves were there still,
“I shall leave you here, my darling,”

be four years away from you, Nellie.
Promise me that when I return you |

Here, where I met the sweetest love
ever gwen to man—here I shall re-
:.p.r.? to claim my wife. Good-by, Nel-|
. N

“Good-by, Mark,” I whispered.

For one brief moment he put his face
on mine;, he kissed my brow and my
lips; for one moment, sweet and bit-
ter as death, I lay with my bead upon
his breast; and then he was gone. There
was a blinding mist all around me. a
surging as of great waters in my
ears. A sharp and bitter pain secm-
ed to pierce my heart; I felt my whole
frame tremble. Then the blue sky,
the green carth the trees and the river
were all one, and 1 reeled and fell up-
on the gra=s. [ could not weep;, I
tould not cry ont. No word came to
relizeve my dumb anguish and despair.
“Oh chld, be warned,” =aid my mo-
ther that evening, “be warned! You
must not give to any creature the love
that telongs to One only.”

I lived through it—through ths rest
of the long bright days, through the
sunny evenings, the mon!it nights.
For some weeks [ bad no compan on
save despair. I wept whenever I was
alone, but I dared not let my mother
know how sorely | grieved.

Four years, four long dreary years
[ must wait, but there was hope at
the end. He would come aga'n. my
brave young lover. My moilher halp-
ed me by selting me to work. Icould
make s0 many beautiful things for
my future home in {our years, sh» said.
[ could paint; I could do a hundred
things that would fill the time, and [
should kxnow that [ was working for
him.

One whole year pass=d by. Every mail
brought me a letter, a glowing love
letter, and I was growing happy again.
Only three vears to wa:t now until
[ should see Mark under the lilaas
again! Then clouds began to gather.
Lr. Upton, who, although he bhad
lavghed at us as young lovers, had al-
wiys been very kind to me, Jdied sud-
denly. He fe!l down in the street,
and was carried hone senscless. He
never spoke again., He died the same
evening, to the grief and distresa of
every one who knew him.

Mark felt his father's death keenly.
He wrote to me more lovingly than
ever. He said that I was all that he
had in the world now, and that he
must, if be could, love me even more.

It was 1in May that the doctor died,
and for one year afterward every-
thing went on as of old. I had but
but two years more to wait. Time
passed more quickly. Only two years!
My mother had ccased to warn me.
~he said no more to me atout caution
in love.

Three years had passed. [ remind-
ed myself every hour in the day that
| had but one more year to wait.
Mark's letters were full of love, full
of eagerness and hope. He had been
prosperons  beyond expectation. lHe
had never missed writing to me, until

I

Once more we stood by the lilac trees; | away—laft no address.”

will mest me bere, in this same plae. said the Cheerful Idiot, “he at

the Dead-Letter Office. and on it was |
written in an officvial band, “Gome

To Be Continued
-
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“Speaking of the somnambulist, "™
least

is no idle dreamer.”

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

She—"Mr. Footel ghtly doesn't look
like an actor does he?® He—"No; and
he doesn't act like one, either.”
He—"My heart is on fire mit lofe
for youl” She, coldly—"Vell, as dere
s no inzurance you hat petter put
dot fire oudt.”

Jwilge—""Why did you steal the com-
piainant’s turkeysi?” Colored Frisoner
—"He had no chickens. your Honor."
Miss Kthel—"I wonder if that gentle-

man can hear me when I sing?”’ Maid
—"0f course he can. He is closing tha
window already.”

“Those new ne ghbors seem to be
great Lorrowers.” “Borrowes?! One
night when they gave a dinner they
borrowed our family album."

Pat'ence—"What is the cheapest-
looking thing you ever saw atout a
bargain counter?” Patrice—"A hus-
tand waiting for his wile.”

He Wouldn't Do.— 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, van people leave
parta of themselves in differant
placest"” “No; don't be ridiculous!"
“Well, Uncle Tom said he was going
to South Africa for his lungs.”

Brown—"Do you know that the ma
jority of physi-ians are comparatively
poor ment * Jones—""No, | wasn't aware
of that; but I know some of them are
awflully poor doctors.”

Author—"What do you think of my
new book?" Friend-—=""It l_'ﬂl‘lﬂ.ilﬂf con-
tains much food for thought.” Autho:
—"Do you really think so?" 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?” Doy
—"Well, guv'nor, 1 don't know, but |
reckon it ain't near enough to inter-
fere with me running errands.” He got
tha job.

“Oh, my {riends, (here are some spac-
taclas Lthat one never forgets!” said a
lecturer, afler giving a graphic des.
eription of & terrible accident he had
witnessed. ''I'd like Lo know where
they sella 'em,” remarked an old lady
in the audiente who is always mislay-
ing her glasses.

A boy being asked to describe a
kitten =saids “A kitten is remarkable

# day came when the Indian mail
brought me nothing from him—not a |
word, not a line. It was the first Lime |
such a thing had occurred, and my
mothar tried to comfort me. The next
ma!l brought me a letter, but the one |
aflter that did pnot, and my conlidence
was gone—I no louger felt sure that
by every mmail I should have news
from my lover. Like the sharp thrust
of & sword, an idea came to me one
day that the leiters were shorter and
oolder. | bated mys=elf for my miser-
able fanry. How dared I think such
treason of my lover Mark? Then in
the month of October my mother died,
and after 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 hreak-
ing hecause I had no newa from Mark.

ot me tell it quickly. My dear
mother was buried. and [ 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 he ended. and
he would returan.

| thought deeply over my plans. It
soemed usaless now to leate the cottage;
it was heat for me Lo remain there un-
til Mark came home again. Our old and
faithful servant, Dorothy Clarke, was
sufficlent protectiomn for me. [ had
money enough for one year, and I had
my little income of twenly pounds per
annum also. I bhad thought once of
going away, but whither shouald I go—
what could I do? And | must ba here
when Mark returned.

When Christmas came [ was still
waiting, in dry-eyed, mute anguish,
for the letter that I was pever to re-
reive. [ wondered often that golden
hair of which my lover had been s0
proud had not terned gray. I  was
helpless in my great grief. 1 wrote to
Mark. 1 told him that my mother
was dead and that I was alone in the
cottage, waiting for him—that neither

for rushing like mad at nothing what-
ever, amd stopping lefure it gets
there.” It must have been the rame
boy who thus defined scandalk “It ia
when nobody ain't done nothing and

' somebody goes and tells.”

Among the Reasons.—"You en oy
coaching, do you? [ never could eees
where the fun comes in. One looksso
like a darned foul, sitling up on a
thres-story ecach and ecavorting over
the h'ghway to the tooting of a horn.”
“1 know it, buat it isn't every darned
fool that can afford it

A young colored philo:ophsr wasem-
ployed in one of our =stores at a salary
of $83.50 & week. He told his employer
one morning that he was about to
leave, having got a letter place. “A
better placel” echoed his employer;
“what wages are you Lo get!" “"Three
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 emough.”

Fuddy—"Talk alout saving womes:
I suppose my wife is the moust econi-
micral woman going.” Duddy—"What
has she been doing now?’ Fuddy—"She
has been wanting &« new cloak, and the
vilher day she said, ‘I wish I had [ifty
dollars to get that cloak with!"” Then
she thought a moment, and added, ‘No
Iwon't le extravagant. 1 wish I had
forty dollars. Perhaps I might be able
to get it for that.’ Now. thal's what
T call economy.”

e el

DISEASES OF JEWELS.

Although it may seem odd it is no
less true that the most precious gems
are subject to various diseases, which
frequently destroy their |ustre and
beauty.

One of the most common diseases of

his silence nor alsence shook my faith.
'He might be ill; an a‘cident might
' bave bhappened to him—anything. ev=
‘erything would [ believe, except that
he had l[orgotten me. [ never thought
of that; it never occurred to me as a
solution of the mystery of his silence,
There was no one to whom [ «(ould
appeal for news of Mark Hisfather |
was dead; the rector of Graceden had
nol heard from him for mauny months;
| the lawyers who had forwarded the
| money realized 'y the cale of his fa-
| ther's property bad not received any
communication from hine =ince he had |
sent the formal receipt for it. There .
was no one in Gracedieun who km‘*wi-
his present address.

There was nothing to Le done but
wait in patience as lest Teould. Ev-
ery morning hope revived in my heart;
every evening it died. Every morn-
ing | roce praying wildly to Heaven
that I might bhear from Mark that
day: every night | lay down tosleep
with bitter tears hecause a letter had
not come. Every morning, week af-
ter week, month after monih. Iwent
up to the gate to mect the postman. He
never had anything for me. He knew
that I wanted au Indian letter, and
he would look at me with a piteous
shake of the h;;ll.!nn]tllapn-ﬂni‘ Buat
ane morning w the smow lay onm
the ground and the lells were chim-

“Good-morning” as he plac-
m in my hands and hastened I

me. Inside the envelope was my l!ast

“Nellie, just come a little way with | letter te India, returned to me through

jewels is an inclination to change Lheir
original eolor. Although it is gener-
ally lelieved that emeralds, sapphires
and rubies are net sibject to this
change, recent experiments have es-
talilished the proof that these stones
are liable to fade. Garnets are found
to fade very rapidly and faded garnets
and rubies assume a pale and misty
Appearance,

Many gems often without any ap-
parent cause suddenly lwcome crack-
ed ag seamed, the damage lLein e
vond repair. Opals, known as the un-
luckiest stones, are so sensitive that
their beauty is frequently destroyed
Ly th~ir wearer's proximity tu an open
fire. The lustre of this stone is raus-

' ed by the presence of myriads of little

fissures which deflect the light into
the characteristic prismatic colors of
the gem. The tiniest of these fissures |
is lik:ly at any moment to destroy the
slone.

Pearls are subject to countless di-
seases. A moderate heat is sulficient
to transform them to a heap of ashes
and if they are accidentally brought
into the proximity of an acid they le- |

coane irretrievably ruined. Thev are,

easily broken, and. wlen f{requentiy
worn, some lose their lusire.
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TRUE LOVE.

Henry Yallerby—Afiah we's mnr-.
ried we'll hab chickea foh dinpah ebery

bi_.ﬂﬂﬂl:r. z
linda Jobnsog—0h, yo' ! But

foh mah sake.

I wouldn't ask yo' is run mo si rﬂ:ll:'l
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ONTARIO ARC
TORONTO

KEMOVED THE STOMACK.

= =

REMARKABLE SURGICAL OPERA-
TION IN ST. LOUIS.

Tmr - —

Dr.Rernays Performed a Complete Excislion
of the Stomach of Conrand Beek, Whe
Sufered from Cancer — Beok Reeavered |
from the @perntion, bul Was Toe De-
Bllitated 1o Live,

oash and Door Fa,cory.

Having Completed our New Factory we arc now prepared
to FILL ALL ORDERS PROMPTLY.

We keep in Stock a large quantity of Sash,

Doors, Mouldings, Flooring and the differ-
ent Kinds of Dressed Lumber for ontside sheeting.

Our Btovk of DRY LUMRE is very Large so that all orders
van be filled.

Lumber, Shingles and Lath always

In Stocl,

N. G &J. McKECHNIE

esophagus, Beck was sustained with in-
jectad aourshments.  The surgeons
dalare the cancerous growth had at-
talond such extent there was not the
slightest, hope of Deck’s recovery be-
fore the operation.

I'he history of Back's case is almost
the sam= as that of Aona Landis. She,
too, was pourished by injections. Af-
tar a while, however, she resumed aat-
ing in the ordinary manner, and oa
Oct. 11 left bed. Dr. Schiatier cone

What was regarded at 8t. louis, as|
the greatest surgical operation of the |
age was performed at the Rebekah 1ios-
pital last Wednesday morning, and { be
fact that it gave promise of complete
success wasd responsibe for the dis-
closure of the details. It was the ex-,
ision of th» entire stomach of Conrad
Back, a machinist, 46 years old, of St.
Louis.

Ta several ways the operation was
more arduous and complirated than the

sumed two hours and & hall in  his
operation.

Later. Beck died late Friday night.
The surgeons say the operation was
meverileless a scientiil- iriumph, the
patient’s debilitated oondition salooe
trustrating permansnt suocess

— o —

A CIRCUS YARN.

The Big Qirnfe dgiches a Cald, Whickh
sefilers im Bis Neek,

Zurich, Switzerland, on Sept. 6, 1897,
of Dr Carl Schlatter, who removed the
whole stomach of Anna Landis, a work-
| ing woman, 6 years old. LEach opera-
tion was imjwlled by cancerons
growth that menaced the patient’s
life.

Beck was the {irst man in the world
lo eubmit to such an undertaking. Yr.
A C. Bernays, who performed the op-
aration 15 one of the most eminent ~ur-
peo s e Lhe West. He was wssis ad
'y Drs. Robert E. Wilson, Frank M.
Floyd, and Spencer Graves. Dr. Ber-
nays gave oul
slatement of the cuse as follows:

twa by Dr. Summa, who bad diagnosad
Lhe caso as an incurable

CANCER OF THE STOMACH.
I'y severe hemorrhages and pain, and
hy inadequate digestion, all caused by
(e carterous tumors, the patient was
much reduced in strength, and had
lust aboul 27 puunds in weight. Dr.
Summa thought that as the tumor had
not given rise to ohstruction, a remov-
al of the growth could be attempted.

Lhis stomach was involved.

“On Wednesday morning [ opened
the abdomen in the usual way, and up-
on examination of the stomach it was
found Lhat the major «arvalure was not
involved at all, that the disease wus lo-
culed along the minor curvature, and
Lhatl it extended the whole length from
the esophagus to withia an inch of the
pylorus. This latter ocutlet of the
stommach was entirely (ree from diseass.
It was found that all of the orgaus ex-
cepting this small portiva of aboutl one
inch would have Lo be removed in order
to give the patient a chance o get
well. This operation was done. and
the lower agpd of the esophagus was
united to the pyloric end or vutlet of
Lhe stomach.

“I have three or four times ia past
years operated on cases in which the
removal of Lthe entire stomack might
have resultad in a cure, but never have
had the knowieage necessary Lo war-
rant me in the operation and have also
lacked m cournge. The recenl =uc-

cessful wperation by Dr. Schiatier in
Zurich gave us some encouragement
apd furnished a precedent, but the op-
eralion, in my oj inion, based upon the
experience of Wedpesday morning, will
never bLecvme a commmon onpe. It is
xeceediagly dilficult of  performance
and requires greal rescur elulpess and
enduramce on the part of the surgeon
and bis assistants.

“The operation lasted two hours and
six minutes. It was somewhat differ-
enl, from Schlatter’s. The patient is

DOING FAIRLY WELL,

in fact, the dagger of sbock and bem-
orrhage i now over, and if he does
not get well it will be {rom the impos-
sibility of properly aourishing him.”
The difference between the 8t. Louis
operation and Dr. Schiatter's és in the
fact that the Swiss physician removed
Lhe pyloris and effected a sulure le-
iween Lie upper end of the jejunam
aml the lower extremity of the esoph-
AgUS. Dr. Floyd explains that Dr,
Schiatler must nave experiepced |ess
difficulty in concluding Lis operation
than did Dr. lernays in finishing his,

“It was much essier,” he =ays, “to
juin the ends of the jejunam wnd esoph-

ted with much more gicety. But the
upyer orifice of the pyloris being of
greater dimen-ions than the lower end
of the esophagus, the jun-tien in the
vperation ot ook was necessarily a
task of greater difficulty.”
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the continuity of the pati-
canal was restored by

imilar and successful underlaking at|

g carefully prepared |

“The patient was senl me for opera- |

[t was thought that only a portion of '

“Sexmps to me [ told you onoe,” said
| the old dreas man, “aboul the giralle
having a sore Lthroat !
maiter for any giraflle to have a sore
Lhroat, bad for Lhe giraflle sad bad [or
Lhe owner.

IL 15 & seriouas

When you come to lake
an slghteen-foor giruffe like ours, &
sore throat meant large expense and
a large amougd of troable ;| anl Uie g
fellow hadn't mor 'n got over Lhis bes
(v -b-uﬂll‘-lh'-jt;..z | “.i.ljilt'ﬂ.l'll Liv huims
«ven more Lrouble He
y cold ssitied m
his Lhroat—I suppross ha was aLill Wan-

| sdlive tlwre—apnd it gave Lhim a =still

l. it H-llll"' =
caught ocold, aml

' neck, s that he couldn’t bend s necle
al all.

"You can’'t have any wlea what =
R peek means until you sea a gir-
| affe afflicted in thal way; we'd had all
sorts of trouble with apimals in one
| wWay und anciber, but fur real butber
| thus beat em all. We discoverad It
opes day on Lhe road. Fhe giraife al-
ways ducked Lis lvead uonder Lho bran-h-
| o thnt hung dowan, sort of like a awen
' or a gooss doss, but uhis day carryiog

!hiu head right up straight in ths wmr
=hﬂ brought up agaiast & bhranth that
was al least fifieea l(eet albwowve Lhe
ground, Thalt was such ag nmazing
b bhioy that we knsw someihing must
e Ll matler, anml when the giralle's
kecper comme up aml spoke Lo him, and
all s dod was Lo band bis Doase down,
amd ook down why, we saw be coulda’t
bend his peck, and Lhen we knew
WHAT WAS THE MATILER.
“"Well, of courss., Lhe MlNrst Lhing we
did wus Lo sel a4 man o march along-
side of him with « wpt pole with »
crultch in the *nl of it to lift the
branebes for hun. Most of the tlme,

alrgost all toe time, 1a facl, we could
steer him clear of overnnoging branch-
es, and of course lols of Lie way thers
was long stretcbes where there wasn't
any lress al all; anl 1len we'd come
Lo places wilem e maa would have
to lift & branch to let tha hig glrafie
B e l!!-l; il b greal paly ol wins, Lisin,
Loy e im cutigelied o go aboul 1n
thal manoar

“He wentl thml way for about ies
days. Oridipanly we wsed o put his
feed for Lim on top of an apimal cage
s thal he woulda't have 1o lenl down
pire Lhan q:}n’h'l ar lea leet, bt Ls
coilldn’t do that now. S0 we sel »
ring im tle contre pole eighteen (oot
irom the grouwl, wod we wed to reeve
n rope through Lthatl and make vne end
fast Lo 1t he buck*t with hisx food eor
drink in it, sand hoist it up and let
bim eal Lhere. On the road we wsed
to throw Lthat rope over the crotch of
a lree at & suitable beight For hils
entry iate the great tent at show Lime
we hsd Lo cut a great slit in (he can-
vass; but we didn't regret that, be-
cause it was a mighty impre-sive thing
to see him marel in in thes way. (L
made him look thirty-<ix feet tall in-
stead of sightesn

“Twive a day a man ussd to go up
on A ladder ant! put a =trap around
his head, apd wa'd hook on & fall with
a bo'sun’s chnir, and a man wenld ride
dowg bhis nek and rub in lipimenal
He vsed (o like thst very much, and
it helped Lim greatly, too; and ne
morminz when the men went oul Lo
give him the usual rub they were de-
lighted to sem the old chap with his
head dowpn pretiy oear 1o Lhe rool of
Lie grizzly bear dage, whi-h stosd next
to him, which showed that his nek
was coming around all right, and slso
indicated thnt he'd take his breakfast
s morping in ihe old way, il you

agus because the orifices of them fit-' please.”

SUPPLY LIMITED.

Mrs. Hashly—Gentlemen, what part
of the turkey do you prefer!? :
Two Boarders, in chorus—The breast.
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suture belween the pyloris aad but this is & double-hreast-d “ird.
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