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"UNDER THE LILAC TREE.

CHAPTER L i

Everywhere at Gracedien was the|
acent o lilacs. In no other place did
they grow in such luxuriant profusion
People came to see the lilacs at Grace-
dieu as they go to look at the beeches
at Burnham and the chestnuts at
Hampton Court. They! were the great
attraction for many weeks, and all the
country round was sweet with their
edor. In well laid out grounds, in cot-
tage gardems, in the long green lanes,
at every corner of the pretty streets,

for a tree to grow on the path by
the river, on the road to the woods; in
the meadows and orchards where they
had no right/ to be, by the brook side,
mnodding over the iron railing of the
old churchyard, were the beautiful tall
plumed lilacs. It would be difficult
to say whether they were sweeter in
the evening, in the sunlight wet with
dew; or blown! by the wind; from the
time they legan to bud until the
last leaf dropped from the trees, they
made Gracediew a garden of Eden,
a land of delight. Tha children called
them *“Thé Prince of Wales’ feathers.”
The elder folk; dated from them; they
would say, “Before the lilacs were out,”
“Wken the lilacg were in bloom,” or
“After the lilacs had faded.” The weeks:
they were in' flower were a time otg
pleasure to all. E

This pretty town of Gracedieu, where
[ lived my happy young life, is inthe
fairest’ part of Devonshire—where the |
land is green and fertile, although it |
borders on the sea—where the green‘
lanes are like gardens, and the hedg'e‘!‘
rows full of bloom. -My father, the;
Reverend John Chester, was Rector of
Bracedieu, for more than forty years.
His church, an old Norman building,
was very dear to him. He did not
marry until late in life, and I .was
his only child. I remember but lit-
tle of him. Mis name was held in great
honor by the townspeople. My dear
mother, whom I lost when I was
slghteen years old, was a quiet, gen-
tle, unobtrusive woman; she had a
small life annuity. My father had mot
been able to leave her anything; he
had insured Lis life for a triflingsum
which was invested for my benefit,
and which brought me in a mod-
est imcome of twenty pounds per an-
hum.

In those days the gold of the 1ab-
urnum and the buttercup was more
to me than the glitter of coin. My
mother and I thought but little of
money. Our expenditure was _quite
within our income—thel tiue secret of
content. I remembern no sordid cares,
no “hills,” no uneasiness as quarter-
day came round; 1 remember no un-
due extravagance.

We had many friends and acquaint-
ances in the town. In the summer
afternoons; it was a pleasant walk to
our house; and t!ough we could mot
afford to entertain grandly.as some
of our wealthy neighlors did, tea in
pur pretty garden with home-made
ocakes and rive fruit, was pleasant
enough. My mother was a lover of
mature, and. she taucht me all - she
knew. I wasacquainted witli the name
of every lird; I knew Tthéir haunts
and their Lalits. I was fdmiliar mith

the irees nnd the lonz grasses, the wild j

flowers; e reedd by the riveg the
cresses in tle brook: every secret 0f
he sweet country life was known to
and loved by me. Looking back, I seea
simple-hearted, happy child, whose life
was a poem

As the opening' of a tragedy is al-
most always quiet, so my life, that was
to embody a tragedy, began calmly,
like the opening bars of some sweet
musical idyl.

From my infancy until 1 was seven-
teen I had passed a peacelul, calm; un-
eventful existence.

My mother, wlien) her hushand died,
went to live, at a pretty little villaT
outside Gracedieu, and luiit just on
the borders of Gracedicru woods ' hen
I was a child T used to lie for long
hours listening to the wind among the
trees of the forest; and while I live
no music wilk be so grand or sosweet
to me as that whith it then made.

;, Our lives were well {illed. I remem-
hours. Those whi‘h I
spent in the woods and by the river
were not idle to me ¥ was storing
my heart and mind with pictures that
lasted me for' many years when with
human eyes I could see them nolong-
er. It waston my seventeent!is lirth-
day, and the date was the tenth of
May, that a new life was opened to

me’
z)n that morning' I was one of the

happiest, brightest children thatever
drew lreath, with no care or thou:ht ;
save for the birds and flowers. With
& lon.ing impatience to see the dew
on the grass, I watched the sunrise; |
when I watched the same sun set, T,
had passed from! clildheod to woman-
hood. My mother's pretty little house
peeped, ot from a mass of lilac-trees,
and there was a group of the same
iu.st outside the garden gate, border- |
ng the path that led to % he wood. The
townsieople had the right of using this |
patl:, hut they did not often avail them-
selves of it i
The first thing I thouzht of on my
birthday was the lilacs. [ knew just
how the trees would look, the dew ly-
fng heavy on them, aad the sunshin-
fng on their hloom I musti gather
lenty for thel breakfast-table, for my
irthday was a lioasehold fete.

I wont out. On the rrevious mnight:

I had noticed on the top of the tall-
est tree a spray of lilacsthat I want-
ed to gather. It was exactly theshape
of the Prince of Wales’ feathers—three
nodding, beautiful, graceful plumes,
surrounded by green leaves.

Once, twice, thrice, I tried to reach
the branch 1 wanted, but failed to
do so. The sun was shining in my face;
the shaking of the hboughs scattered
the dew drops all over me. Suddenly a
voice near me said:

“It is too high;. you cannot reach
it. Let mpj get it for you.”

I had heard no footsteps and had
seen no shadow on the grass. Turn-
ing, my eyes fell on a bright, hand-
some. face, with eyes dark and
lustrous, and a mouth, sweet and
firm. :

“Let me get it fon you,” repeated the
stranger; and I stood aside while he
gathered the beautiful plume I want-
ed. “I ought to apologize,” to you,”
he continued; “but was on my
way to the wood. I sawj your
trouble, and could not resist the
temptation of coming to your aid.”

As he spoke, he broke off the bouzh
In doing so the tree shoosk, and the
great dew-drops fell on his face and
on mine.

“How careless I am!” s said.
for-ive me, Miss Chester!”

“How do you know my name?’ I ask-
ed. “I do not remember having seen
you before.” )

“I know most of the inhabitants of
Gracedieu,” he replied. “You do not
recognize me, lut my father is often
at your house”

My mind quickly reviewed the few
frl--nrls. who were in the halit of vis:
iting us, and I could tiinly of no
one likely to he the father of the
handsome dark young man by my
side.

“I am Dr.; Upton’s son,” hecontinu-
ed—"“Mark Upton, at your service. My
father often talks of Mrs. and Miss
Chester.”

“I am much obliged to you,” I
said, "It is my birthday, and I had set
my heart on that one particular spray
of lilac. Howi beautiful it is!”

""ll‘hey are my favorite flowers,” he
said.

“How strange! I prefer them to
any others,” I remarked, glancing up
at him.

“I wish yow many happy returns of
your lirthday,” he said smiling, “and
I hope every wish of yours to-day may
be gratified as easily as this has been”
touching the branch of lilas as  he
spoke.

And so, by that one incident,
fate was sealed.on the bright
morning, when Mark Upton passed
our house on his way to the
woods.

It was not a very grsat surprice
to me, when, three days afterward, on
returning from my favorite haunt by
the river, I found Mr. Upton talk-
ing to my mother. His dark face flush-
ed when he} saw me and he rose from
his - chair.

“Miss Chester,”” he said, “I have tak-
en the liberty of bringing you these”
—and he held out a mass of beautiful
flowers, chiefly white lilacs of a rare
kind with very sweet perfume. “! wic«
at Oakton Hall, this mcrning,” he con-
tinued, “and 1 thought of you as 1
.rodo. through the; park. The lilacs are
in full bloom; these white ones are the
finest I have ever seen. [ could not
p'si»t bringing them {o you. The park
is beautiful now. Not only are the
lilacs out,. but the laburnums are also
and the hawthorn trees are mag-
nificent. You would enjoy seeing
them.”

T said 'something. atout the Grace-
dieu woods—I never rememtered what
He came nearer to me, and held out
the white lilacs that I might inhale
their fragrance. How can I descrile
the vague feeling of happiness, of new-
Lorn delight, of pleasure that was al-
most pain when, he approached? I re-
imember we were half afraid to look
at*®ach other; then one, stealinm =2
glance, would mecet the other’s eye,
and dire confusion would result. I
rememler that while we both exam-
ined the lilacs our hands met— and
that first touch of his hand was a new
revelation to me :

Presently, the ficure, of my gentle,
silent mother, who was knitting bu-ily
at the window, dizaypeared, and we
were alone—two young, loving, pas
slonate hearts, alene, with the glamor
of first love over us.

I had thought of nothing but the
dark handsome face since I had seen
it first under the dewy lilac Loughs.
[ dreamed of it; wlerever I looked
there it was. I 7could sed it 'in the
flowers, in the shadowy river, in the
blue of the sky, in the gold of (hesun-
light; glance where I  would, it we
there,—always t ere.

I was a romantic girl, full of yoetry
and dreams. He was the [lirst hand-
some young man I had seen, and fate
had brought us together VWhen I
awoke to the reality of the present, my
mother was s _\'in;:

‘ Nellie, shéw Mr. Uiton our trees
I think they are the finest in Grace-
dieu.”

Presently we were standing in the
glory of the golden sunshine, tut [ did
not see it. I did not see the ripple of
the foliage, the dark woods, the lilac
trees, or the garden. I saw noth-
ing but the face that .was more beau-
tiful to me than all the world De-
side. i

There was a shady arbor under the
great lilacs, and we were sitling ‘Fhere.
Mr. Ujpton was telling me of his life,
his position, and lis future.

“I shall always thank Heaven,”
said, “ that 1 .made 'my way
Gracediew woods on' the tenth
May.

I dared not ask why. I knew.

“What small events rule our lives!”
he went on. “If I had been one hour
later or sooner, I should not have seen
you, and then—"'

He stopped.

“And then?”’ I interrogated ;

“There could »e no ‘then,’” "he sail
hastily. ** The world would be quite dif-
fevent if I had never seen you. I shall
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love May; I shall love the lilacs as
long as I live”

The weight of happiness scemed al-
most more than I could bear. It seem-
ed to me as if the birds singing around
us had guessed our Becret. . .

It was evening when I recovered my
composure. I was sitting with some
work in m -hand. My mother began
to talk about Mark Upton, and I grew
alarmed at the tumult of happiness in
my heart, wondering what that same
gentle mother would eay if she knew
that all the world was changed for me.

Mark was at the cottage again the
next morning, with the excuse of a
message from his father. I see him
now as I saw him then, with_tha .May
sunlight all about him, a smile light-
ing up his dark, handsome face, stand-
ing mear the lilac bushes, crying ogt
in his cheery voice. ‘‘ May I come in
and see how you are this morning,
Mrs. Chester ?”

On that same afternoon I went for
my usual stroll through the woods ani
dewn by -the river. My heart and
thoughts were full of him. It was
hardly a surprise when I saw him
crossing the little rustic bridge that
spaaned the river Way, to join me. I
was silting in a nest of violets and
forget-me-nots that grew down to the
edge of the water.

Ah me, it ail comes back to me—the
song of the birds, the sound of the wind
in the great trees, the odor of the
lilacs, and my lover’s dark handsome
face bending over me, his warm strong
hand clagping mine! It would have
been well, I sometimes think, had Idied
then and there with that full sun-
light of happiness upon me. For, when
I realized what was passing, when,
albove the music of the birds and the
wind and the rush of the river, I heard
every word, Mark Upton \\'ns.tellxng
me that he loved me, anl asking me
te be his wife who one short \veek‘hex
fore was oaly a child! Oh, happy time
of the lilac bloom, which had brought
me a lover so good an'! so true! I dar_ed
not iook at him. I glanced at the riv-
er and the trees—anything rather than
meel his dark loving eyes.

“ Will you say that you are not ang-
ry, Miss Chester ? ‘ Nellie,” your mot h-
er calls you, and it is the prettiest
name in the whole world—Nellie, will
you try to love me?” :

I fathe-ed out that I had known him
only one week. He cried, “ What does
that matter ?’ A week in such a case
was like an age. There was no such
thing as time in love. i

“ You ‘know there is mot, Nellis,” he
said. “ I tell the simple trutn when I
say that at seven o'clock on the morn-
ing of the tenth of May I was heart-
whole and fancy-free; I had never
{hought of love or marriage ; and it is
equally true that by ten o'clock Ihad
sworn to® myself that Nellie Chester
should be my wife or no one else. Nellie,
you do not know what you looked like
when I saw you first. Your hair was
purest gold as the sunlight fell fu_l]
upon it, your face was fresh and fair
as a flower; your sleeve had fallen
back, and half your beautiful arm was
hare, as you tried to reach the lilac
and could not. I can only say that
(hat moment you made your way to
my heart, and that you will never
leave it again. You have become part
of my life. Now let me look into yonr
eves. I can read, my answer there.”

He raised my face in his hands and
looked into it as though he would read
my very soul.

“You do care
he cried; ‘{he love-light
eyes! Eay you fove me. What does
it matter that e bhave known each
other only cne week ? Why, my darling,
if you had lieen my dearest friend for

venty years, I could not love you

more! You know me as well now as
you will in fifty years’ time. 1 do not
hide one thought of my heart from
you.”
What could I say—I, who loved him
with all my girl’s heart; and to whom
his love was as sunlight and dew are
to the flowers? T said something as
to being very young.

“My hair is not gray, Nellie,” hLe
caid, langling. “* You are seventeen, I
am twen I know ‘my love is but a
lagsie yel ;' ‘tis for that 1 love her.”

Then he plighted his troth to me,
{akinz me in bhis arms and Kissing me,
as he said:

“1 love you, Nellie ; and while I live
I shall love no oth~r woman; if you
will be mwv wife T will live and die for
you ; if you will not,. I will call no oth-
er woman wife.”

Oh, foolish, trusting, loving heart! T
did not remember that in the depths
of the dark strong river lay shifting
sands, that the wind naver told the
same story twice. To rie my lover's
dark eyes were true ani tender asthe
siars, T forgot that the stars were
not all fix~d T was very young, very
loving, full of faith, hut not very wise.

So, while AMav n hine shone
around us, he kissed e and 4iime 1l me
for his wifat and we walked
the coftage as the ‘“Sleeping Beanty'
and fhe “Tairy Prince” walked from
the old worll to a new.

(To Be Continued)®

for me,” Nellie,”
is in your
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A TOPSY-TURVEY LAND.

“The Chinese surname comes first in-
stead of last. ’

The Chinese begin dinner with des-
sert and en1 with soup.

The Chinese shake their own hands
instead of the hands of those they
greet. 7 '

The spoken language of China is not
written and the written language is
not spoken. )

The Chinese launch their vessels side-

wise and mount their horses from the |

off side.

" The Chinese do everything backward.
They ex reverse tle usual order
of civilization,

Books are r@ad backwar:, and what
we call footnotes are inserted at the
top of the page.

The Chinese dress in white at fun-
erals and in mourning at werddings,
while old women always serve as brides-
maids. >

Note, frrst, that the Chinese compass
points to the sonth instead of the north.
The men carry on dressmaking, and
the women carry burdens.

to|

OARED FUB_ATD OURED

LITTLE SICX CHILDREN.
B
Short Sketch of the Work Done by the
Great Mother Nurse—The Hospital for
Sick Children, Toronte.

From every couatry in the Province
of Ontario children are admitted intg
the Hospital for Sick Children at Tor-
onto, fres if their parents cannot af-

| ford to pay.

And few of the poor little sufferers
who are nursed and cared for tave

rich parents, it would seem. Lasl year
theexpense of the Hospital was near-
ly. $30.000. And to meet this but
$1,325 was received from pay patients.

Tke balance must 2ome from the
more fortunals folks, who are charit-
able and generous.

The Hospital for Sick Children is the
largest of its kind in the world—with-
out cxception. There are 200 cots. The
average number of patients is 100 per
day; 476 were nursed in the Hospital
this year—312 little ones were cured
and departed with health, strength
and sturdy Ilmbs.

In the dispensary department medi-
cine was given to 4,133 children.

Thus nearly 5,000 children were treat-
ed ir one year.

A great record of good.

In twenty-two years some 24,000 sick
children have been nursed and cared
for Ly the Hospital for Sick Children.

Where do the little patients come
from? From all parts of the province
—cities, towns, villages and townships.

How do they comet ' Very often par-
ents hear of the work of the Hospital

through the newspapers. in some in-
stances friends of the little sufferers
make application on behalf of parents
=40 are poor, but independent and
self-reliant.

Ii generally falls to the lot of the
chairman of the Hospital Trust to de-
cide when there is a question of abil-
ity to pay. One day, about a year ago,

(Group ov chiidren who are being
at the Hospital for Sieck Children.—

this gentleman was driving towards

the city -of Brockville, and while pass-|

ing a school-house the scholars rushed
ont inesger haste for the fifteen min-
utes of joy they crowd ianto recess.
Mr. Robertson smiled as.the young-
sters po-sed him, but the smilé van-
ished wien he obsarved in the rear
a little chap who was hobbling along
on erutches, happy but crippled. One
of his legs was beat al the knee to
a right angle. The carringe was
stopped, and the little fellow called.
“My boy, how did you injure your
leg so badly ?’ was the enquiry. -«
The lad explained that he had met

with a mishap one dav while chopping’

wood ; that he had been treated in an
eastern hospital for some time, that

his leg had been straightened, but hu‘!
again become useless. His parents and!
schoolfellows looked wupon him 88 al
cripple for life.

And so he might have been.

“How would you lixe to have your
leg straightened for good §” asked the
Hospital chairman, who knew of the
compiete cure effected at the great
Toronto institution in similar cases.

“Well, mister, there is nothing [
would like better,” said the boy.

he was assisted into the carriage,
and told to direst the driver, to his
father, who had a blacksmith shop
near by. The boy was one of a fam-
ily of seven children. Most gladly did
the father give his consent to the
child’s removal to the Hospital for
treatment.

The little deformed 1lad thus for-
tunately met on the highway near
Brockville is a cripple -ao longer. His
leg is stiff, but it is straight. He re-
mained in the hospital for many
months. But it was a joyous home-
coming when the boy walked firml{
and straight without the aid of sticl
or crutches,

This is .a single case. Thousands of
cases might be cited. d

The editor of this paper has been
inforried that 1f anyone knows of any
sick child under fourteen years of
age v o is suffering from accident or
disease, and whose parents cannot af-
ford to pay for proper medical or sur-
gical assistance—they are asked to
communicate with the Hospital for
Bick Childrea.

There is room for such childrem ip
the Hospital. They will be nursed,
cared for, and in all probability, cured.

There is a debt of $70,000 hanging
over the institution, $20,000 of which is
for debts which must be paid at once.

Even with the strictest economy it
requires no less than five executive
officers, 24 nurses and 20 domestics te
carry on- the work of the Hospital.
Twenty-five more ckildren could be
trken care of with the same number
» attendants.

The work of the Hespital is ever in-
creasing. Its doors are wide open to
every ailing child in the province.

Such a work should have a million
frinds in Ontario. If each friend
could spare a dollar--what a rich en-
{ dowmeni. with which to carry on the
| work.

But the trustees only ask for $20,000
—a sum wlich they are required to
pay before the end of January.

Everyone can help.

The need is most pressing.

The appeal is the avpeal of poor,
weak, suffering childhood, of little,
wan-faced babies and childron who lie
on beds of pain.

The Hospital appeals to you-—the
reader of this mewspaper.
|  Your dollar will bless you in the
| giving.

And you will give it.
| Every penmy aids—every dollar helps
|—and your dollar may restore health,
| strength and straight limbs to some
i poor crippled boy or girl.

Won’t you help? :

This is a home charity — something
| that should appeal to every heart.
| It was Charles Dickens, that great-
hearted Fnglishman — the friend of
the fatheriess, the reliever of the op-
| pressed and down-trodden, who ap-
pealed to every human heart, when he
' said: “The two grim nurses—poverty
| and sickness—who bring these children
| before you, preside over their births

treatel by the best doctors in Canada,
reproduced from photograph.)

rock their wretched cradles, and nail
down their coifins.”

In this enlightened Canada of ours—
this bright Province of Ontario—this
shall not be as long as the doors of the
{ Hospital for Sick Children remain open.
“' Help remove that mortgage. -
| Help unload that load of debt.

Contributions tor the delivery of the
Hospital from this bondage of debt will
ba acknowledged by letter and also
in the columns of The Evening 'lele-
gram. a copy of which will be mailed

, to euch donor.

Money may be forwarded to Miss
. Maria Buchan, treasurer, 165 Bloor St.
East, Toronto, or tc J. Ross Robertson,

chairman of the Hospital Trust, Tor-
onto

LEAP YEAR ALL THE TIME.

If there are any young people who
ohject to getting married let them
kcep away from Argentina. The Gov-
ernment alarmed at the steady de-
crease in. population, has passed.,a law
which, in effect, taxes unmarried peo-
ple. The law reads as follows:

People of marriageable ago of either
sex who refuse to wed without rea-

sons are considerel valil in

which

| law shall not he permitted to marr

thereafter without the permission of
the Government. They shall, more-
over pay an indemnity sum of not more

than §50X to the person whose offer |

they have refused.”

|
Young men and women under twen- |
ty years old are exempt from this law.|

and can marry as they please; but from

twenty to twenty-eight the law. if they |

are not married at twenty, takes them

7 P —

the nin are obliged to
th v remain single.

In Argent na v on-n propose aswell
as men: so an.unmarried Young n:'an
tetween twenty and {venty e ght years
old in that country has a troublesome
time. Not only is he made to pay a
tax for leing a hachelor, but if he
refuses a prop-sal he has to pay the
proposer a fine. It would seem as if
a person might make quite a fair sum
Argentina by muking a few judi-
cious proposals to persons one knew
didn't want to marry.

This law kss been in eperation and
already quits a few persons who pre-
ferred. single irssedness have had to
pay for the privilege.

t‘'n hand ar.
Jpay a heavv ta

n

GREENWICII OBSERVATORY
The olservatory of Greenwirch

The Obss,atory of Greewwich was
founded in. 1675.

was




