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UNDER THE LILAC TREE. “StEHEjsè’S
T- ■**-***— 1 aa^d always that if you were living
* you would come; if dead, I would take

my love and faith /untarnished to you. 
Speak to me, Mark, I have hungered 
for the sound of your voice and for the 
sight of your face. Speak to mel”

I heard him whisper words that seem
ed to me like a prayer.

“My true, loyal Neill” he said.
“I knew you would come if living, 

Mark. Of late as youi did not come, I 
felt sure that you were dead. I have 
never doubted you for one moment, 
Mark 1”

In a passion of joy and gratitude I 
put my arms around hi sneck telling 
him with kisses and tears, how glad 
and happy I was, how I thanked hea
ven, how my happiness was all the 
greater because my anguish had been so 
keen. He was strangely silent. But 
I heeded not ; when my rapturous 
words were over, he would talk to 
me in the old, sweet, grave fashion.

“You may kiss my lips, Mark,” I 
said, “for I have kept my promise. The 
kiss you left on them is there still ; no 
one has touched them. I have never 
swerved, even in n y V oughts, for 
one moment from you. If j had nev
er returned, and I had lived fifty years 
longer, I should have been just as true. 
All other men are but shadows. Oh, 
Mark, teach me—you are wiser and bet
ter than I—teach me how to thank hea 
ven that you have come back to mel” 

Strangely silent was he, but as I 
remembered great emotion often causes 
silence. I could not see him, for he 
had drawn me to him. I could only 
stand still, folded, in his close embrace, 
and murmur to him all the loving 
words that came from my heart — 
how I yearned for him—how long the 
days, the weeks, the months and years 
had been—how I had thought of him 
unceasingly—how, feeling sure that he, 
was in heaven, f had made heaven tin 
home of my heart—how I had been in 
many places and had seen many men, 
but there was none like him, none to 
be compared with him. All the loving 
thoughts that had ever passed through 
my mind were poured out like water 
beneath his feet. \»The wind faintly 
stirred the green Jtoughs^jabove 
heads, the birds were singing blithely, 
and I could hear my own voice rippl
ing on, but not his—not hist 

A gust of wind blew a lilac spray 
right into my face. I seized it and 
kissed it passionately.

“How strange, Mark, that you should 
come back to me in the time of the 
lilacs. They seem almost like living 
friends. But, Mark, speak, to me. I 
say all.; you say nothing. Speak to me.” 

Still I could not see his face.
“Great sorrow made me dumb,Mark,”

I said ; “great joy gives me words. Tell 
me that you are pleased to see me, to 
find me.”

“Nellie, my true loving Nellie 1” he 
said. And I was content. Oh, wond-* 
rous love I I was content and happy.
I, too, stood for some minutes in si
lence, the dark, handsome, beloved face 
bending over mi

you every day, afraid to go away lest 
you should coma during my absence."

He laid his hcund caressingly on my 
bead* and the horrible chill that had 
begun to creep through my veins ceas-

lovlng Nellie ! How can Heaven parties
met” ; » «

I had ceased to Veep, ceased to woBN( 
come back to me, but 

there was something wrong/ I (felt 
that he was hushing me to rest in hi» 
arms for a few minutes before he toid 
me, and I was content. fWhat Mart / 
did was best always.

“Nellie,” he said at last—and bis voice 
trembled with emotion—“seeing how: 
well you love me. I could almost wisli 
that you were dying now. If the light 
of the sun could but strike us both’ 
dead 1 You tremble, Nellie. Love, be 
still ; rest for one moment ; I will tell 
you all then.”

And I clung the more c’osely to him. 
Should ruin, sorrow', death come, what 
mattered it while those arms sheltered 
me ? A. mother soothing her, child In. 
the delirium of fever could not have, 
been more tender than Mark was in 
that hour to me.

“You will faute me Nellie, when you 
bear all ; you will send me from you, 
aini I shall never seen you again.”

“Does it look like it, love ?” I whiso*

:

der. ' Mark had
coming sorrow seized me. I could not 

»... . .. ... , . , believe in Lite.superstition that the
T hat found the generality of guests faliin^ of a g^aftree must mean evil, 

nt Westwood at such a dead level that That was nonsense. (But my. heart wras 
I thought very little of the coming heavy, my brain oppressed, 
visitors. It was evident" that Lady Fortunately for me, I was a great 
" , , . . , . .. favorite with Mrs. Masham, the house-
York© was deeply interested in them, keeper, and when she heard that I had 
but then she had said candidly that returned she hastened to my room, 
It was Lord Severne, rather than his Any idea I might have had of going 
wife, who had plea^d her. We had ^^^st^iTre^'ite™ 
many tnpciiBsions about them, ana it as a jU(jge. 
seemed tb me that Lady 'Severne did “You look ill, Miss Chester. You 
not stand very high in the estimation have taken cold. You must go to bed, 
of «itther husband or wife. to drink”' 8611,1 y°U something warm

“I» Lady Severne very beautiful ?” I j murmured a few words about the 
asked Lady Yorke, on the morning visitors and music, but she was pre-
when the attests were expected to ar- en^ptory. ■

. t No, miss, not to-night. You must
Tlve- take care of yourself ; you have been

out in the wet all day among those 
iwith a roseate bloom, and; her complex- j poor people. I know what it is, you 
ion Is simply incomparable. But beau- rest now. Her ladyship • would
... , x ■ t j, i. ... i v desire it, I am sure, tiful, as she is,I do not like her. You There >vas notMng for it but to obey.
are a good judge of character ; you will She contrived to give a fair descrip- 
be able to judge for yourself when they tion of all our visitors and very much 

r to my surprise finished by saying :
“Ah, sMiss Chester, you would have 

been queen of them all if you did, not 
look so sad and would not always wear 
mourning !”

That night terrible dreams came to 
me of Mark. Mark was out in the 
storm, and I could not find him. Mark 
was struck by the lightning, and lay 
before me dead. Mark was under the 
fallen tree, mangle&\ and crushed. My 
dreams were always of Mark in peril, 
in danger, and dead.

Wednessday morning, a day never to 
be forgotten ; the twenty-first of May 
—a date ever to be remembered I I 
rose with the sun. The morning was 
so beautiful that one could hardly be
lieve in the clouds and the storm of 
the day before. The air was sweet and 
fresh after the rain ; the grass was of 
a brighter green, the leaves had a 
deeper hue, and the flowers held up 
tl>eir heads with renewed life.

When I opened my window the odor 
of the lilacs came to me. I could see 
far away the golden lg learn of the 
laburnum and the tall chestnut trees. 
The fragrance of the lilacs sent my 
mind and heart hack to Mark.

I went to the Iliac trees, fresher and 
sweeter than ever after the rain, and 
sat down. The warm May sunshine fell 
around me, the birds were calling to 
each other, the dew lay on the grass.
I tried to forget the present and live 
for a short time in the past. I pictur
ed the May morning at Gracedieu on 
my seventeenth birthday, the pretty 
old home buried in the trees, the dis
tant gleam of the river, the shade of 
the deep-green woods, and the lovely 
group of lilac trees, the topmost hough 
of which I could not reach. 1 saw the 
dark handsome face of my lover, so 
frank, so brave, so true ; his dark eyes 

iled into mine ; his voice, than which 
to me earth had held no sweeter music, 
was in my ears.

“Oh, Mark,” I cried aloud,“why could 
not I have died with you ?”

Merciful heaven 1 what was that ? I 
rose to my feet with a cry. What was 
it? A figure coming islowly toward 
m-e, tall and stately, but with a 
drooming head, walking with slow un
certain step. Oh, heaven, who was it 
—what was it ? I stood paralyzed. My 
heart beat so violently that I could 
almost hear it ; my hands shook ; all 
the warmth and color left 

fWhite, breathless, trembling at the 
same moment with terror and joy, be
wildered and amazed, I stood as though 
my feet were rooted to the ground. 
What wa3 it ?

Coming slowly toward me, yet not 
seeing me, buried in thought, the sun
shine faliiong on his bowed head, was 
(Mark. Surely if Mark had ever lived, 
this was he ? If the sun shone in hea
ven, if I was sane, that was Mark- 
Mark, for whom I had wept as dead 
—my handsome, true, dear lover come 
back to me ! I triedi to utter his name,

CHAPTER m ed.
“My Ecweet, loyal Nellie 1” be said ; 

but ini some Vague way the words 
Seemed forced from Mm.

“Then you Fee, Mark,” I ; went on, 
happy from the baress of his dear 
hand, “my money was gone, and I was 
obliged to eeek a borne. I have been as 
happy here as I could be anywhere in 
the world without you.”

“You are Lady Yorke’e companion ?” 
he saad, as though he could not recover 
from his surprise.

“Have you been to Gracedieu ? I
asked.

“No,” he answered in a low tone.
Ah, well, he was here ! Why he had 

come mattered little. » He would tell 
me all when he recovered from bis sur
prise. There would be no secrets, no 
mysteries between us. I unclasped his 
hands and held them in mine.

“You are tired, Mark, and not well, 
I am sure,” I said; “Let us sit down 
and talk quietly."

“Oh, Nellie, Nellie, you are killing 
me with every word I” he cried.

“Killing you, Mark? Why, I would 
die a hundred times over for you ! I 
have done so. Every day of your ab
sence has been like a day of death to 
me.”

“Very ; she has one of those faces

ered. “There is little fear of that. 
Still fate rocked me in his arms, call

ing:
“Néllie, Nellie, each moment makes 

it worse, makes it harder ! Ah Nellie, 
why have you been so true to me ?"

“Why ?” I replied, with a glad lit
tle laugh. ”1 could not help it ; I was 
true to you naturally. I turned tq 
you, Mark as tihe sunflower tunw-U—-- 
tih/B sun.”

“Oh: my darling, my beautiful love," 
he said, “you are so much better than 
I aim ! You are noble and loyal ; I am #■ 
—oh, Heaven that I should have to 
words of myself 1—I 
a renegade.”

f'You shall nkh say such things ot 
yourself 1” I cried. “You are Mark 
Upton, and that in my eyes means all 
that is most noble."

“Hush, Nellie !” There was pain i» 
his face, anguish in his eyes. “Nellie,
I Inrust tell you. Oh, my dear, do not look 
at me with those loving eyes. Would 
that I had died before this 1 My 
must not hold you more, Nellie. My 
dear, lost love, I am married 1 Heaven 
help me, I am married more than f 
year ago!”

Lord and La ly Severne were to reach 
Westwood on Tuesday, the twentieth of 
May Lady Yorke had ordered a lavish 
supply of magnificent flowers to be 
placed in Lady Severne's room.

“That is one point in her character 
which I like,” said Lady Yorke ; “she is 
very fond of flowers. It pleases me 
always to see a woman fond of flow
ers.” Then she continued, with some-

“Husfat my da riling!” he cried. “For 
Hea vein's sake, ihUsh !”

“But why, Mark ? Why must I not 
speak to you?. Why are you so 
strange ? Why are you distant and 
silent?”

But for all answer he held up his 
hiaind and repeated :

“Hush, my darting !”
Why should that deadly chill 

over me ? Why should my limbs trem
ble? There could be nothing to fear. 
Mark was living, and he was with me. 
I beat down the horrible rising doubt. 
I would not listen to it. What could 
there be wrolnig between Mark and me? 
I sat down upon the grass and said :

“Sit here with me, Mark, and we can 
talk at our ease."

say
andam a coward

thing of a conscious blush on her face. 
/‘Miss Chester I know I shall be very 
much engaged while the Severnes are 
here, but I must not neglect my poor. 
I hope I shall never fall again into 
that terrible apathetic way of think
ing of no one but myself. If it be 
really impossible for me to leave home 
you will undertake any little commis
sion for me, will you not?”

Every preparation had been made for 
our visitors. Lady Mary Avon and lier 
brother, Sir Charles, were two hand
some, fashionable persons, rich and 
popular; La ly Mary had many admir
ers, but could not tolerate the word 
“marriage;” Sir Charles was look
ing out for a wifd. Captain For
rester was heir-presumptive to an earl
dom and was consequently much sought 
after.
young Irish baronet, one of the most 
popular men in England, and Lady 
Grey was a young widow with a large 
fortune.

“A well-assorted party of guests,” 
said Lady Yorke, complacently ; “and 
the great beauty of the arrangement is 
that they will a muse each other. Lord 
Severne will generally fall to my lot, 
if the same tiling happens here that 
took place invariably in Italy. He lik- 
ed-to saunter by my side in his grave 
m-2lan h ly faehi n while Lady .Severn© 
generally attracted all the men to her
self. She will do the same here. I 
ami so glad,” continued Lady Yorke, 
“that you Fling so beautifully, Miss 
Chester, Lord Severne tikes music. 
His wife sings but he d<es not care for 
her style, and always discourages her.”

Tuesday cam1?, a bright morning, but 
with the warning , of a coming rain
storm oin its face. There was a low\ 
wail in the wind, a darkening at times 
of the sky, a strange stillness in the 
air such as always precedes a storm.

It was midday whan a message came 
from M’oodhmton, asking help for a 
poor family, one of wlhom—the father 
—was dangerously ill, the wife had 
met with a severe accident, and the 
children were destitute. The poor 
were beginning to know to whom they 
should send ; théy were beginning to 
love Lady Yorke, for they knew that 
no one ever asked her h$p in vain. She 
came to me and asked me to act for

*
arms

But, he did not sit down, and the ter
rible fear grew. I could feel the warm
color leave my face, and the blood in 
my vein»grew chill. I could have cried 
aloud in my agony, 
what it all* mieanlt. 
face startled faiim.

“Nellie,” he cried, "for Heaven's sake 
do not look like that ; I cannot bear it ! 
Do not let the joy and love die from 
your face yet, my darling—not just 
yet !”

"Why must they die at all? Now 
that you have come back, why can we 
not be as happy as we were ? There 
is no reason, Mark, is there ?”

Paler, graver, sadder than ever, he 
took my band in his.

(To be Continued.)

But I must know 
The change in my THE FOODS WE EAT.

VnrltBN Kinds and Wlial They Are Seve
rally Good For.

Nature supplies us with two 
plete foods, milk and. eggs, which 
tain in this proper proportions all the 
necessary elements for tihe susten
ance of our bodies. As these are the 
only complete foods, it is necessary in 
the absentee to have mixed foods, and 
it is in the mixing that mistakes 
because the fat forming, muscle form
ing and othter parts are tfaken in wrong 
proportion», som|3 in excess and oth
ers -the reverse. Left to his own taste 
primitive man invariably eelects thie 
bast food.

con-

Sir Harry de Burgh was a

“I have not the courage to speak 1” 
he cried. "Heaven forgive me, I can
not speak !”

“Is it that you have no money, 
Mark ?” I asked, with a sudden sense 
of relief. “Oh, my darling, I do not 
care in the least about that 1 Money 
is nothing when we have love. Ah, I 
s?e now, Mark ! You fa/tied in that In
dian undertaking, and you do not like 
to tell me so. Why, my love, I would 
sooner have one lock of your hair than 
all the wealth of the world ! If any 
orne had left me the largest fortune you 
could imagine what would it avail me 
without you? Ah, Mark, you should 
know' me better !”

“I wish to Heaven it was so! I wdsh 
I stood before you a penniless beggar. 
It is not that. I am a rich man now, 
Nellie, and my riches are as ashes to 
mic,"

“Why, Mark?” I asked.
Oh, why did he not love me with the 

frank, caressing love of old ? My heart 
hungered and thirsted for it.

“I am a coward,” he said. “Oh, Nel
lie, loyal, swreet, true Nellie, 
not guess ?”

“I can

occur,

sm
"I believe those happy birds know 

all al>out it, Mark,” I said. ' Hark ho.v 
they are singing ! If I (had known 
what to-day would bring, how f should 
have longed for it to come. Oh, Mark, 
w hat a debt you have to pay me ! What 
hours have I spent in praying for you! 
What tears I have shed 1 You must re
pay me all those prayers and tears. 
Mark, raise your head and let me look 
at you. Do you know that I have hard
ly seen your face yet?”

Add Undler the Lilacs 
But for all answer he drew me near

er to him and whispered: •
“My dear, loving Nell !”
I was quit© content, safe in the shel

ter of his arms, my happy face resting 
oni his breast.

“Do you know, Mark,” I said, “I was 
so sure you would come back to me 
ini July, when the four years were end
ed tha^ I spent the greater part of 
every day, while the month lasted, un
der the trees? SLnue the world began 
no woman has ever loved more truly 
than) I love you. I am proud of my 
faith. [Mark—proud of my 
ing truth*—proud that I knew and un
derstood you so well—proud that no 
shadow of doubt has ever dimmed the 
sun of my great love.”

Still fate was strangely silent, and the 
fiery passion of my words was wearing 
awray. I wanted tù look into the be
loved. face. 1 wanted the dear lips to 
lavish love on me, as had mine on him.

"Mark,” I said, “look at me let 
see your face. I am beginning to fear 
that you ar© ill.”

He raised his head, and on e more the 
dark eyes looked into my ow n. Ah, 
me, the face was changed ! The youth, 
th© hope, the brightness had gone ; it 
was pale, careworn, wistful. But the 
eyes had the old power over me.

“Have you been ill Mark?” I asked 
anxiouà^y.

“No,” fate replied, “not in body ; I 
have been in mind.”

'4JL.wiII cheer you and make you bet- 
tv r fvUlfcjl as eh a nge d it?”

Was I mistaken, or could it have 
been a moan that had fallen from his 
lip*?”

“Mark,” I cried, “you have been in 
sore trouble, l am afraid ; but it is all 
over now. We shall never be parted 
again. Why—avhy do you not speak 
to me as I speak to you ?”

'1 have not recovered from my sur
prise, Nellie," he said.

“Surprise?” I repeated. “Why, Mark, 
you knlew I was here,' did you not ?”

"No, Nellie, I had not the faintest 
idea of it,” lie replied.

“You did not knenv that I was here ? 
You did not com© purposely to find 
me ?” I cried.

"No,” he answered sadly, turning his 
face fr<

"Then,” I asked in wxmder, “why did 
you come. ? ’* What brought you here ?”

He looked at me, and I saw how full 
of agitation and distress his fare was.

“Nellie,” he said, gently, “will you 
tell me what brings you here?”

“Do you not know'?” I asked.
"I do not. I cannot even imagine,” 

he replied.
“1 am living here as companion to 

Lady Yorke,” I said.. “I waited in the 
old home at Gracedieu until the four 
years were over. I lived alon)e, long
ing, hoping agaipst hope, for news of

This instinct, however, is 
defective at the present day. For 
chiWran, food rich in bone forming 
substances is necessary. Among 
cle forming foods the following 
th/8 best and most common ; Oatmeal 
porridge, with rich milk and whole
meal bread buttered ; meat is a highly 
condemned food of this class, 
of sedentary occupation a free use of 
meat is injurious.

mug-
are

j
To menmy face.

For men engaged 
. kard manual labor a generous meat 

diet is admirable;
Vegetables contain but little nourish

ment, but are useful as blood puri
fiers, and also supply bulk to the food 
which is necessary to give the consum
er satisfaction.can you Milk should never be 
taken with fcnent, because they 
both rich in cub substance.

are

should not be taken with meat either, 
because it renders the meat tough and 
indigestible. Beef ranks first as a 
mused© former, amid mutton next. Pork 
makes a very digestible dish, and fowl 
ami bacon are a very useful and pala
table dish. Cereals enter largely into 
our diet, and. are of much value, be
cause they supply food or starch 
well as muscle food. Potatoes pro
vide little nutriment, but with plenty 
of milk, which supplies the precise in
gredients they lack, a good diet is 
formed.

Sugar is well worthy of notice, and 
the child's love of it is a perfectly 
healthy instinct, and should always be 
gratifie I in reason. Fruits are good 
blood purifiers, and should be consid
ered as essentials rather than luxuries. 
Beef tea contain* scarcely any nut
riment. wrhrite /er, and is almost purely 
a stimulant. A dog fed on beef tea 
starved to death, while another fed 
on refuse .moat throve. Tea, injurious 
if taken in excess, provides, if taken 
in moderation, a most refreshing 
drink. Many scientists recommend its 
ust alx>ut two hours before our 
çipal meal, and without food. i

stimulant, unlike all others, in 
fact, that it Ls followed by no reaction. 
It stimulates the brain, and is called 
an intellectual drink. Cocoa deserve# 
to be classe*! as a food.

guess nothing,” I replied, 
piteously. “Tell me what is wrong, 
Mark ?”

1 began to see that something was 
terribly amiss, my faith in him 
still unshaken. rurn averv-but the sound died on my lips. I tried 

to move toward him ; I could not stir. 
He, was coming nearer. Ah, yes, it was 
Mark 1 Oh, my heart I I could have 
cried out in gratitude to heaven, and 
have died. I saw the strong dear hands 
that had held my own ; 1 saw the dark 
face, older and sadder than when we 
had parted ; I saw the loving eyes, full 
now' of wistful sadness.

He wras not dead, then, but living 
and well ! He had doubtless been to 
Gracedieu in search of me, and the rec
tor, with whom 1 had left my address, 
had sent -him hither. He had I«en to 
the house to ask for me ; and the ser
vants had told him that l wgs out in 
the park. ^

He would explain his long cruel ab
sence. He had come back to me ; he 
was true and loyal ; he had come to 
make me his wife, and I—oh heaven ! I 
should be happy at last ! He was 
nearer to me now'. 1 grasped the lowr 
branch of a tree to keep myself from 
falling. I called to heaven, to give me 
strength. My heart beat madly, my 
brain burnedmy senses seemed almost 
to have left me. I. saw only him, as he 
came to the trees where l was stand
ing, I cried :

“Mark ! Mark !”
1 was mad—heaven forgive me 1 — 

quite mad. My mot lier bad warned 
div not to make an idol of any creature, 
and here I was on my knees lie fore this 
idol that I had made for myself, 
kissed his hands, sobbing the while as 
though my heart would break, tears 
raining from my eyes. I could only 
cry :

“Mark, heaven has sent you l ack to 
me ! Oh, my love, bowr T love you !”

He raised me in his 
again the strong clasp held me. once 
again the arms of my true love were 
around me. Would to heaven the ang
el of death had smitten me as 1 lay 
here !

I lieard him cry, “Nell ! Is it you, Nel
lie ?” and the sound of the dearly- 
loved voice drove me mad again. I clung 
to him and kissed him with an ang
uish known only to those who love as 
I loved.

"Tell me, Mark. No matter what it 
may be, you can trust me. You know 
there is no end to my love. If you! are 
in any trouble or distress, I shall 
only love you the more. You have 
come l>ack to me, darling, and your sor
rows, as are your pleasures, are mine! 
Peril at» I can help you— the [mouse 
helped the lion once. I have a little 
money ; my money, my love, my life are 
all yours.” ;

The dark handsome face grew paler, 
the firm lip trembled ; I saw great 
drops on the broad forehea 1, I 
mortal

"I must be here to receive our 
guests,” she said. “I give you carte 
blanche, Miss Chester.”

So it was as Lady York’s almoner 
that 1 went out on that day. Lord 
York bade me beware of the threat
ening storm, but I told him l did not 
think it would break until to-morrow. 
But when 1 was on the point of re
turning from Woodheaton, the rain 
descended in torrents. For an ordin
ary shower I should not have cared in 
the least, but this storm was terrible. 
It seemed as though the heavens were 
opened, such a tempest, raged on that 
fair, tranquil countryside. The sky was 
like lead, the w ind blew fiercely ; and 
then lightning flashed and thunder 
came. The storm lasted some hours, 
and when the sky cleared and the rain 
ceased it was night. l ady Yorke, who 
was always thoughtful, sent a closed 
carriage after me.

As v. e drove up the avenue, the car
riage stopped suddenly, and the coach
man Biirang down from the box and 
came to me.

" Do you see w hat has happened, Miss 
'Zfaiaster ?” he asked.

Look n g out, I saw by the pale, wa- 
:ery gleam of the moon that a great 
beech-tree, said to he the largest and 
finest of its kind in England, and call
ed “ The Pride of Westwood,’” had been 
blow n down.

" Why, hia lordship will be more 
grieved over this tjree than if half i he 
house had beefa blown down I” said the 
coachman in a grave voice. " F am 
very sorry, miss, but you see the bran
ches reach all across the drive. 1 r.-.n* 
n ).t take ^t lie carriage any further ; f 
m list go back to the courtyard.”

1 saw the honest simple man, a faith
ful retainer of the House of Yorke, was 
deeply distressed. lie shook his head 
as lie led tho frightened horse away.
" 1 never liko such great trees to fall, 
Miss Chester,” lie said. “ They are the 
glory of a house. I always think bad 
luck follows.”

as

me

agony in the dark eyes.
“Mark,” I cried, piteously, “there is 

something wrong !”
“ Yes,” he replied, slowly ; “there is, 

something wrong.” 
tell me what it is?” I ask-

as you. ray,
“You will 

ed.
“I must; but when I do so you will 

hate me. You will hato me, and send 
me from 
you again.

All the love, the generosity, the pas
sion of ray heart w as aroused. I I ate 
him ! Rather could the sun bring dark
ness !

“I could never hate you, Mark, my 
dear love, never even dislike you. You 
do not know me ; you have forgotten 
in all theg© years how I love you. I 
gave you my love forever and forever, 
T cannot take it away. Min© was never 
"love for a day,’ Mark, it was 'forever.’ 
I love (you so well and so truly that 
nothing can part us. If these hands f 
kiss now had committed the most 
grievous crimes, I would kiss them 
still. You could never kill my love, 
Mark; I would go with you into exile; 
I would stand by your side on the scaf
fold and suffer for you ”

“Hush, Nellie!” he said, laying his 
hand on my lips /Every word you 
say Ls as a sword in my heart.”

“But it is true, Mark—it is all true. 
I could not love you more if I tried.”

"I lîelieve it,” he: slid. “My beautiful 
NeVle 1 My true Nellie 1 Oh, how; can 
I ask pardoto of Heaven ?” He knelt by 
my side, and drew my head upon his 
breast; and smoothed the ripples of my 
hair wdth the old. familiar gesture I 
had loved eo well. “Poor Nellie! True

t

your presence, -never to see
Coffee

CHANGED CONDITIONS.
Is it o that the Truers belong to 

oin© of the oldest and best faon Hies in 
the country ?

1 Iwliavc that they have some, such 
pretensions, but the. old gentlemen got 
on the wrong side of the wh-at market 
last fall.

1

>m me.
arms. Once ALL OVER.

Farmer Cornfed—Wa-al, Josh, is th* 
milkin’ all over ?

Josh Cornfed—Reckon it is, dad. Th1 
oT cow kicked th' pall 'bout 40 foot jest 
as I’d finished.

■TRUSTING SUUL.
Henry, said the anxious young wife. 

I heard you muttering in your sleep 
that you had last five hones. If yctr feel 
that way, -dear, why don’t you go tod 
see some good osteopaOdat ?

CHAPTER IX.
1 *e.nnot tell why, but os I went to 

of oppression
“You have come Itack to me from the 

dead 1” I cried. “Oh, my love, welcome!andK3> *c*n a Bens©

/yi

<


