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SEPULCHEF of 
sodden earth, a 
pall of cold fray 
iky; 

A dreadful silence* 
save the dirge of the wail-
inf wind's last sigh; 

A dreary void, all colorless; 
no vibrant life doth thrill 

Across the widening wilder
ness—the far dim stars 
are stilt 

Beneath the bare, entombing 
earth a germ of life is 
pent 

In grayeclothes, till an inward 
thrill, and cerements are 
re'it, 

And groping roots reach out 
to grasp the bosom of the 
world. 

And upward sprints a bud
ding plant with leaves 
like wings unfurled, 

Uponp-its^li^dnr^oronal-'dft?? 
glittering rainbow hue, 

Like saint with fabled aure
ole—a lily crowned with 
-dew. 
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I Ruff in* Friend I 
An Easter Story 
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elation. 1 
O Rum n, sbifung rcMtleaely from 

on* dirty little bar* foot to the 
other, tb* fastidious deUbera-
tkm of the gentleman who « n 

selecting an Easter illy from Mrm. 
Moxer's stock wa» not only exasperate 
inf, It was •toumijrot." On* llljr Waa 
just like another. 

Buffih stepped boldly between b « * r 
and seller. He lifted a small, freckled 
face, made bright by a pair of winning 
blue eras. "Ulster, I'm tookin' tor 
iyb. I'll carry your Illy home for yew." 

The gentleman, looked fiuffln ever 
critically. Mr*. Moxer indorsed tb* 
boy. "Oh, you can truat Ruff, air.'* 

The gentleman put hit band into bis 
pocltet "All right. Chlptuank. A dim*. 
Isn't Itr 

|ih« !• aracttnar la» aaesk thia''year. 
jThajr ban aacowl» wonderful aoletst, 
and y*«r Rtator wasta yo«r ooUten e* 
to* gmV v««e* I thin* S*r, Davaa, 
sort, our organist, U trying to laterest 
your slater lu tWij young wotusa Jibs 
It • One miiaician and. having; beea 
thrown on bar own rcaourtta. harea* 
relrad that «t la *»iy to igtt popila U 

JH[aw Torlt ..At any «*$*, -Mia* Withers 
I* boarding in th* aaane bouse aa Mr. 
Davenport, Cornelia' la quit* atirtaa' 
ap qbout her." 
Uarscbalkpassed Ua> can. . 
"tt aaema," Mrs. Marschalk pereaed, 

that this girl taa Joint heir aad 
ownar of a rary «Df cottoa piantattoa 
n»ar Cbattanoofa with an olaar broth
er. TBe older brother mu»t h*T»Ti*a« 
a acmmp of tb«'flnt water. Ht C*BM 
on to New Tork. leirtng her Urine oil 
tba ptanuUao, whe.ra aba bid alwaya 
Urad. It tppoara be went It at a paca. 
Before- three yean »«re «T*r be bad 
got thia poor girl to s ire bin* powere 
of attorney, and It waur only after be 
hH tba decency tndixepoaaof hlmaalf 
that ana found out ba> bad tuort|tafed 
tht plantation ror more tb»n It waa 
wortb. and tba mortgage waa fora-
eloaed, leering her nennlleaa,'' 

Too did pot hulipen to bear tba 

Walt till the good* U delivered. 
wauta a atop over prlTilega." • 

The gentleman laughed.> ĴBa fooxid 
Ruffln delightful: "All right. Chip
munk" 

Wall. It'a tbla way, air. J r>t a 
friend. Sbe'a my friend all right, but 
ahe'i heap closter of kin to the »ng«la 
than she: I* to me- Bb» bo'da at the 
bouse_wbera 1 Jobai. I cleam the etepa 
and take oat trash and such- 8b* don't 
belong there, bat Z reck'n ahe's down 
on her luck. I wai rattltn' out her 
atovo one day last week, stud ,1 beard 
her sort of aay to herself, "Ob, if 1 only 
could smell the lUlei one* agkln **t 
would mak- me well." She do look 
mighty peaked, mister. And 1 upt and 
aaya, polntin' to a big book slit bad 

Bnlhn ahook nta head;-- "Not y i e brotber'a natoe, -inothâ T" Maracbalk 
•iked-in a queer rolce. 

"No. nor the name of tba roan lata; 
whoa* pocket her home passed.* 

Marachalk was lu hta motbar'a paw 
on that Bister Sunday He ttateoed 
with a pieasnre thut Tejrged upon pain 
to tba. rich yountc »oice that awallad 
sbore tbe grand uritun notes in "Con
sider tba Lilies." That voice waa dl-
fine. And-hec name waa Withers*. 

Maracbtlk'e mini) traveled awiftly 
bsclcward to tba tlm*> when Bugana 
Withers stood before him, • wild, dt. 
iheveled boy, almoit iTteadlng for help. 
Withers hid been bis roommate and 
chum at Harvard-* wild, reckless, un-
balanced boy. He got tba help haaek-
«d tor—got It time and again until.: 
with patience •xhattayed. Maracbalk 
bad mildly' suggested, -soma sort of 

"r t * owswt too* u n roat too." 

open In her lap, 'Is them lOlse, M(sa 
GtertrudeT And aha says: 'Ascension 
Uliee, Ruff, ton know what they 
stand forT And I bad to own np X 
didn't and then aba talked t o me Uka 

sums, it waa then that the mortgare 
was given and accepted- A llttia'while 
longer and Witbert had shuffled off re
sponsibility with the mortal coll. 

It waa perhapa a we** after beerta* 
that wonderful voice in'church that 
Maracbalk called on bla sister Cornelia. 
"Well, what prograM la your southern 
friend making in tba matter of pa-
pilar be aaked with a nervotta laoga. 
Poor girl, I pity berr 
"Oh. you would Indeed. Elo'yd, If yoa 

wuld only sea ber-the ganOeat, prat-
tiNt, moat patient lltUa thing. Ob, 1 
wlab yoa could •** bsrr* 

Ha did see her. He saw bar again 
and again. Moo the bad passed whan 
Maracbalk, going op (bar now familiar 
steps, met Rnfftn coming down these, 
they stood together en Mrs. Bisland's 
stoop. Maracbalk axtractad a taa do*-
Ur bill from bis pocketbook and bald It 
out to Bofla. 

"WbatTa that tar, boanr — -
"For yon to gee a Mw writ." 
"What ton bosar 
"Bacanaa yoa need It. HtttT, aad 

because la a way you ware Instrumen
tal In making ma know your friend. 
Miss Gertrude. She and I are to be 
married next montb, Rnffln, and I 
doa't want yon to dbagract bar In 
church.'* 

all PjpJHE heart's a tomb, 
• • • pulseless, cold, 

Long hid beneath the 
silent mold 

Of Doubt and Vanity and 
Hate, 

And yet beneath this moun-
. tain weight 

A spark divine with power 
untold. 

When from the tomb the stone 
is rolled 

From unseen, roots of Faith 
there spring 

The leaves of Hope, fast 
blossoming, 

And then a wondrous flower 
in bloom—-

The flower of Love—and 
from the tomb 

The soul has risen. Thus re
born, 

Dost doubt the resurrection 
morn ? 

CURIOUS EASTER CUSTOM. 

A curious Easter custom has been ob 
served for many centuries to the~west 
era Alps. One bandred eggs are dls 
trtbttted over a level space covered 
with sand, and-the young men and wo 
men perform a dance around them, if 
a. eonple are fortunate enough to finish 
the dance without breaking an egg it 
Is taken as a token of the compatibility 
of their temperamenta, and they are 
betrothed, and that Is perhaps as good 
a method of making marriages as any 
yet discovered, 

pa».*B^"ev. w S I c <$ 

leas.. 
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"angel might 'a' talked and told me 
more about the Bible and Jearaa than I 
bet any of the preachers know. And 
I thought if aha waa sick for the smell 
of the lilies I might help Miss Wither* 
to get well. Is it a go, mister?" 

"It Is a go. Chipmunk, fiut," he 
handed Ruffln a card, "I will be at 
that address before 3 o'clock, and If 
yon fall to show op what tnmat I do 
about my lllyt' . . . 

Ruffln grinned confidently. "Send 
the chief of perllce to Mrs. Bisland's . 
bo'dln' bouse on east Forty-adi street 
and ten him to ask fur Jamas Ruffle j! 
Clark.*' And he waa off. |; 

At the street aitd number engrared '. 
on the card a morris chair was poahed ; 
ap to a front window by the lily buy- • 
er. A quarter to 3 by bis wsteJh—would 
the Chipmunk show np? Ther doorbell .• 
rang. |; 

He called to the white capped maid '• 
as she passed to open It. "It it la a ; 
boy with a lily, bring him in here." {-

Enter Ruffln. crimson froni rapid" 
walking, bat with the* light of triumph 
in his eyest. "The big clock oat yon-
def* |os^atrikitf-S,-Mt*, Mamchane,-~ 

"Well, Chipmnnk, did yotir lady 
friend take a smell of it? Put the 
flower there on that stand In the win
dow. And did it make her well?" 
"1 don't know about it maJdn* her 

well, air, but ahe aaid'it made her 
glad, and then she bnat out cryln'. 
When I'm glad, i grlns^ Don't you?" 
, -Invariably. Ruffln." 

Ruffln drew a erampled_ envelope 
from the bosom of bis. faded blouse. 
"And you asked mo her name, air. 
They'd Just emptied the waste paper 
baskets luto the trash barrel in the 
area, and thi»_«?as-oii q̂p," Maf-
chalk glanced nt the envelope, but de-

.TRUTH TH/rr-EXSTarTETLS. 

t l lped it a s a possession—Miss Get. 
(rude Witbere. "Ail r i g h t Chrpmufik. 
N o w let's talk about James Ruffln 
Clark." 
; "Oh, he don't count f o r n u t h t n , sir," 
said Ruffln w i t h an e a s y laughw which 

THE FIRST EASTErt DAY. 

Mevir *o s w e e t a hatati 
In sll Judaan nltbaa, 

Ker«r-to f a i r a tun - - - . - -
Hot* o'er JudMA tseighta, ' 

N«v»r *o hovarlni OIOM 
DM all o f haavta lean, 

Aa wKtii approaoheil thateaaa 
Th« wMplnsr Maadmlen*. 

What marvel srMtafter ereal 
f*oo tear badlrtliiltd are theyl 

Behold no portal barred— 
Tb* alone la rollad away! 

Vacant the atMlUrlnar depth 
Wlnri he waa ItU t o r*at; 

Vacant th« narrow eapao* _ -
W h , r « n . h l a body preat 

Only the cereni*nu whit* 
Wber* h e tha Son, nad lain; 

Only st head mud foot 
Tha suardtan ingel* tw*ln— 

T h e auardlnc anitls twain, 
Of achtle mien and srravai 

T o «p«tk of word fulfilled 
O f him w h o died to 

B o w ipread t b * mlabty tnjthl 
How all t l ie eariK divined! 

WTiai glorlou* promise fcept 
T b * Suvlour of minltlndl 

And so tha world It a:l»d 
And men. relolclna. pray. 

As did his servant, when 
C a n * the rlrst Enter day. 

' t -Surilty swaterloo. 

?TTyyyTtf»yw?TTTTyVTTTTT* 

ISBaBa^SBSBBBB^SBBBaV SlBs^Bv 
•aas^ ^SBBji|sss^B^a • sjs^sg^ 

Easter day i s pra-emlrnently m day tor chtirch^ K t r S a i L 
going. Thrae riundred mill ion p«opl«. it la astl-
mated, throng the churches txiroughotit thai 
w o r l d o n Easter, banding th«. knaa in honkatw 
before the King of kin.s . 

The EMter fnaval M on* <** tfca atort beakatM k llks 
•saosr» a festival • which ioyrtn aaad sirjaisiis mm fay aaaycrtsast 

Easter is the harbinier of spring, tba gloriou-
s«ason of hop* , of revivified life, presaging the 
Immortality o f which m a n i n Ills philosophic 
moments hai a v a g u e perception. 

t fc^as* OfMt r«t< 
InifiaannsiSlilli 

Let thu Jrtastcr oay bring you into ccaTaintintoii wkn tbat araat !Jve*inlawwMi' 
church which God esUbtahed for tr* reoVinrMion ô  tha wooi 

aadar t b a aassa o f 
PW * * * • " • ! #%jaBJfl0% Sfc^ar apSan> 

people t * llbartr. aatywaV 
them drtsaaV-FaaOaastpaia 

'asm—ar.h * iisi JSMSS* ^wnwr̂ ^www, -awaaa »?a*p .̂  
Sjrll|hi» 

j Go to c h u r c b on Easterr and. hear in anthem [ A sacrwt aada«y 
f and sermon th*t marvelous s tory of t h i reiiir* 
rectlon. Who k n o w s ? B y that very act o f at
tending the house of worsrilp y o u may ra^urract 
In y o u r o w n soul t h e latent God hunger whfch, { 8 ^ * 2 1 8 W 

when itflUs oneVMfee t r t n s f o r ^ 
: of w o n d r o u s p o w e r . - - ^^..^^^-^^^^^z^.-^aur« 
| Go to church on Eaitef day and behoW the lower laoW craia-
cds.. the gorgeeut varkolored felbeftu oi apring, 4o beautiy to the btl-
roan vision after the sterile winter. 

6 0 listen to the exquisite music, the sacred 
compositions af m a n y 6f t h e World'* masters of 
harmony, which the choirs will render T$t aroiir 
edification. t 

Eatler day io church will appeal to til that M nobleat aad best |g 
you. Go to churcft and partake of that spiritual uplift lor which yow 
soul yearn*. . ' '..__;. _ ____„ . . "- -- — 

^^^•'A^'^r^1.'^:-;::-

aNaaat 
aayataa*.-

•SVas'ff ^^vJrW^P*^f^r 

. Hurt yeafa 
•U'lsaWtV. 

«war;j 

f«^te*'.«ai 

I 
F yon look into the face of human-

lty_on Easter day andL listen to its 
accents and watch its. movements 
wherever the meaaasre of Blaster 

has been spoken you know that it Is 
loyful news, good tidings. The pealing 
bells, the jubilant •tmngi, the churches 
and_,the home.' briRbt *ltb the flowers 
of spring, the, festive garments, the 
whole costume nud utterance of Chris
tendom show that the word has been 
spoken as a word of cb«r. a word of 
hope, a summons to rejoicing is not 
this Jnitself:f^reAt-achfeVenienPr-TP» 

PUOWBRS. 

9oe groaps of beautiful growing 
plants In the church at Easter BOB* 
for color are richer than the amaryllls 
in bloom and the LUInm anratum, that 
royal old Illy that la so flckla as ah oat-
door plant Sometimes It grows and 
blossoms wonderfully, ahd again it de-
fiea cultivation, yet as a pot plaiit It 
rarely fails. It is a maghificaht addi
tion to an Easter collection, with its 
stately air and Its golden band, the en-
slgB-OfJItsjwyaJty— : : ."'!,. .-••;•... 

Cfcfcago o s c k t to a a v a 
warmlaa- that WJil aat a w 
I t ' g e t | a l l its caaatasaplatw 
aoenta l n . - C W c * S o Kawi. 

SMHT etnas ssvy. they 
have' a p e a a a a t wbuataag. 
team taast a eaaitaa] resarva 
i^lladalt1lila*'Tlfr^ "" 
both--lTkdadelplasa 

fill the heart of the wgfjd with a greatj Miss Candor-What a splendid world 
hope and an unselfish joy—Is riot that a it would be if we could only sea onr-
great good? That Jesus the Christ has'selves as others see ua! 
done all this for the world no man can Miss Hardhead—l know" something 
deny, ' better than that 

There Is reason itt this rejoicing. It 
i» the truth that "Eiwter tells that 
makes the whole earth glad. - What Is 

life beyond the jrrave. To the perfeottwanamUi have amn*<a;by fashion led,' 
a o p e ^ Into a ^ n w e s t e u c k expression ^ ^ ^ Jt |g tbe mh ^ a 

as an elegant lady with big black eyes .—- t J , _ i ,.. .. _ ~ ,1 — 
and snowy white hair entered. 

MarachaJk rose to his feet "Hei-
lo, mater; this yoang gentleman 
brought outpour Easter lily." 

sage: 
that 

"Lloyd, Cornelia sent yon wont 
aba wanted yon to be antra to 
to church tomorrow. Iota, know 

man there Is no death, and in every 
man there is n spiritual principle over 
which death has no power. This baa 
been the nnouenfhahly twvp« if man. 

« L ^ ^ J f t ~ t ^ m t I < ! h w , r ^ W e rtM|lkind in all tbeT k l ^ . and t i e resnrrec-Marschalk'a mother gave him a met- - - — Hon of Christ gives to this hope a 
great confirmation.—Dr, Washington 
Gladden fa Woman'a Borne Oompaa-

Mtoa-esador-rvVbat? 
Miss Hardhead—To see others aa we 

see ourselves.—London Life. 

flha's still a them* for lest,. 
although in truth it must be said 

•!>•% no mora werdreaMd. 
_ ^_ . . -jaaa%. 
"Why doe* thia hen refuse to aaao-

date with the other henar 
-Ob, that baa la deeceaded from one 

oc -the- orlglaal inraJOMb; •IWeka;'^ 
OUy Jeaaaal^ 

EASTI" feVB. 

1 aavw two woman waeptna by the tows 
or one naw buriad ht a fair traea pltee 
Bovittd with ahruba. The eve rauhia* 

no trace , 
Of aucht that day parforniad, Vat tke 

, faint gloom * ' . 
«.ayfta^r_*a»jai^a^«^i»a-tBeailty!', - -
The moon was broad aM brtalit abora taa 

woodr j . ' - -
The dUlano* aouoded o€ a multtt«*a,' 

Muaaê aad about and rntaaled raveirjr,--

At aanath earn* aiaamitfaf thiamarh taa 
thlekat shade 

gggs tjg^g^M^gg£jgg* : A&KK*foM#xtz*m 
Waifohed round tha aetmJcharliv aol««s 

aUndi , 
"The aslkht word pasaad, from tnah t o man 

<bonv*yed. ' 
And 1 could »ea t b o « women rlaa and sol 
tfhdei-thadark tree^movfntaadafed al«* 

- f i e n r y Alford aij Kanaaa Cltr Stsft 

The ardent kfltnlrer of Mi*. r*hk-
burnt who propbcales.^bat she'll bare 
a monument In Westmlnatet abbey for
get* that if EngUod doesn't soon come 
acroaw there won't be no abbey. 

• Now soma misguided reformer baa 
had It pat in the paper, right where 
tba Ambitions young men of the n 
borh^od can't Mp seaiag It, that 

Oi>a 

•• ToaWToBlaa. 
The fire trap. St. Um%: 

act a featara OUSfitwrn^ 
- » t Loa*, R«p«l«1ci •: -,; 

A dollar a waar4 « easSW' 
CkTetand, And it'a 
fa Otef etftad^ 

, ^ 
I -MJt 

«»»WaW-lS»^" 

laMaaatai 

*HnWi:. .. . . _ _ 
leas comraaakatioB irftai - iU ?Maa>>^ 
panes., 

ComleaiiMd as aaaî asa'bat 
-waari. s%ô tM'--aa£B%iHtowiar̂ bia>j 
s?arlat-UNs 'aiajatâ ôt "the}. wtajSpaa 'll̂ aaaal̂  

One o^ th#.:graaltiat -aaswasasaj;.favwt:* 
which a a liaise* • snsaaasa 1> #jsMf 'if- • 
have beasa sebt i s frooa JBsrliB ta at.y 
Ta^voregtag-b**wsea-] 
T^accomplWi this feat tba . 
watek had to traTel ovae the *»>• 
tba Algerian UMentBd. 

. •-,' -fi5si(̂ ''*?f«WBjN -̂;-f.i-y"v 
There a r e n ine Wltad raglsneati 

ttiellrlttsffariy^.,:.-:}: / -^vA?. ; 

BatftnA trWAOO WnuaHy. 
.J^tea|(y;; #^;*Mf|!at| 
threra 4^ai|si|£jtebi-'Jpj^S,"" 
asaoclatldn In 
several years ago. 
. JUniiifc-iM'itffc. , 

w<m 
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