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4 U XOW,asonce, by
budding leaf

And fiower unfold-
ing bright and
brief,

. We markour Easter
day’'s return,
While white the sil-
very tapers burn,
And chanting choirs
in full accord
Salute the reigning,
risen Lord! ’

For golng on, our life grows gray

In shadow of the passed away;

The things we had, and have not, seem
The fading vislon of a dream,

Dear volces hushed, dear hands ungrasped,
Dear household broken, links unclasped
That late were binding kith and kin;
Such winds of sorrow have swept In
That wide, waste spaces everywhera
Y.eave empty silence, bleak and bare.
Not now with starry lllles dight

We greet the Easter's mornlng light.

Our lilles bloom beyond the tide,

Bweet flelds are on that other side,

Here meet we paln and fret and loss,
And heavy welght of rough-hewn cross.
When Easter breaks, thank Cod, we say,
For strength still equal to our day,

For hopes that span the road before
And love that climbs to Heaven's door.
*Tis much, If but, serene and still,

We can accept the Father's will]

And ecomforted, uplift our psalm,

And feel, through tears, the Easter balm.

And now, by every lowly grave,

One tender thought our fond hearts crave,

That He whose outward grave-clothes lay

Folded and falr on Easter day

May come s0 much our own to ba

Thaot aye His blessed company

May light like sunshine all our gloom,

And make our Easter lilles bloom

In hearta that joln with full accord

The anthems to the risen Lord.

—Margaret E. Sangster, fn Chicago In-
terior.
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I[CTOR BRADNOR,
capitalist, traveler,
eritie, man of the
worid and cynic.
heard the ringing
of the bell of the

: gquaint colonial
church, and it reealled tender memories
of the days of his youth.

Following its sound he reached the
edifice, which stood in the midst of a
negleeted praveyard full of grave-
stones, many of which were fallen or
broken In picces. Tangles of bush and
brier were on every hand.

Entering the house of worship, which
he found to bLe already filled, he mod-
estly took a seat nmear the door and un-
der the gallery of the choir.

The day was Easter, and the plain
oaken altar bore large vases of sweet
fiowers, whose {ragrance had stolen all
over the audience room and made the
air of the April morning grateful with
dts presence.

Scon the little oergan sent
peal announcing a prelude, snd the
yYoung man looked bored. DBut in a mo-
ment he assumed an attentive, rapt at-
titude, and ripples of glad sunshine
Pplayed over his fentures.

A voice of marvelous sweetness rang
cut within the narrow walls of the
sanctuary. It was full, rich, elear, di-
¥ine almost, in its expression.

Bradnor thought of the angel song
on the plain of Bethlehem, and closed
his eyes, as though to shut out all sicht
lest the glorious harmonies be lost to
him.

He did not think of the singer, wheth-
er old or young, ner of the triumphant
words of the hymn she sang. It was
her voice, so intense in its earnestness,
so flutelike in its softness, yet so human,
wvithal, that had entered hissoul.

Thenceforth he had no heart for the
prayers, nor ike words that were read,
nor the sermon that was spoken. He
sut as one in a deep sleep, from which
he only roused when the ineifable voice
rang out in its rich cadences. Others
mingled with it, but these ke did not
Liear.

When the services were ended he
slowly made Lis way to the village inn,
svhere he had been stopping during the
past week: There he inquired of the
landlord concerning the owner of the
woice.

Boniface was a fat, wheezy fellow,
avhose thoughts come slow and whese
speech was slower. Bradoor found it
mecessary to repeat the guestion.

“She's Mrs. Kitty Travis,” slowly
enme the reply, “wife of Tim Travis,
who—""

*0, the deuce!™ ejuculated the young
man, as be turned disappointedly away.

The landlord stared at him with his
great goggle eyes in astonishment and
attempted a movement to call him
bLack. but DNradunor had disappeared
4rom the room. Several times during
¢he afternoon and evening the host es-
saved specch with his guest, but was

forth a

w0 balting in purpose that ke never suc-

ceeded.

Bradnor took an early morning train
for his home in Baltimore, and when
the sun rose toe hills around the little
Virginia villnge were far behind bim.
But he took with him a memory of that
place, fresher and sweecter and purer
than the white lilies that grew in Jux-
uriance upon either side of the roadway.
It was the voice of a woman in the ivy-
mantled village church.

“Confound it,” he muttered, “and the
owner of it ismarried! Yes, and doubt-
less gray and old and wrinkled. What
have you to do with the voice of a mar-
ried woman, or anything else that be-
longs to her, Victor Eradnor?”

8Still, though he sneered and reproved
himself, the voiece quickened and sent
out repeated melodies in the great cham-
ber of his thoughts.

* - - - - - -

White Sulphur Springs was filled with
reople from all over the country and
among the throngs was Victor Bradnor,
who had gone thither not so much for
Lis health as to get away from the heat
of the city and the ennui that at times
oppressed him.

The evening was a delightful one in
Angust, and Dradnor was seated upon
the veranda of his hotel, holding high
converse with an old acquaintance he
had first met at Florence, and, later, at
Londen.

This friend was languidly telling of
a misadventure he had on a gondola at
Venice, in which a fair Veuectian maid
figured, punctuated by sn involuntary
bath in the blue waters, when, suddenly,
Bradnor leaned his head to one side,
like a dog when attentively regarding
his master.

e no longer heard his friend. The
firing of a eaunon would not have di-
verted him from the object of his in-
terest.

Again the tender chords of memory
were touched and his big chest heaved
like a huge bellows pumped by a smith.

The voice of the village chureh
poured out its richness in a stream of
glory, overwhelming yet inspiring him
with iis refreshing. The woman was
singing the “Last Rose of Summer.” A
touch of sadness pervaded her voice,
which now and then nearly quivared
with emotion as she declared the soli-
tariness of the flower and the death of

ness after some moments and when a
careful examination had been made the
medical man declared that no bones
were broken, but that a badly-spraineid
ankle would cenfine Bradnor to his bed
for many days.

The young, stalwart fellow, with his
six feet of height and broad shoulders,
chafed under the latter sentence. He
did not feel iil, although the pain was
intense in his ankle. Dut the doctor
was obdurate, declaring that most seri-
ous results would be likely to follow
any attempt upon his part toarise from
his bed fora week, at least.

With a groan the man turned his
face away and presently feil asleep,
from the effects of an opiate that had
been administered in his arm.

The following morning he dozed fit-
fully, the effects of the drug not having
worn away, but with the afternoon his
intelligence returned to him. His eyes
ranging over the room he saw upon his
dressing cnse a great cluster of red
roses, und for a moment he wondered
who had given them to him; but the
thought was an evanescent c¢ne. Per-
haps he thought it was an act of Jer-
lyn‘s, who had spent the greater part
of the day in his room.

Day after day, however, he observed
that fresh ones were supplied to replace
the others. When a weelk had passed, he
turned suddenly upon Jerlyn and
thanked him for his care and the gift
of the flowers.

“T'lowers, whnt flowers?" demanded
Jerlyn, mnervously. He was a little,
nervous man, who spoke rapidly.
“Didn't know you cared for ‘em. 1
don’t. Cabbages are much more to my
taste, especially when boiled with bacon
or beef.,”™ .

Dradnor did not pursue the subject,
but Ire brooded over itall the more. He
had mo acquaintance or friend at the
Springs save Jerlyn, and he was sure
the landlord had not provided them.

He was now able to sit in an easy
chair and the doctor had promised that
within a daw or two he might, with the
oid of crutches, leave his room and
mingle with the guests of the hotel.

The following morning he was awake
when Dridget, the chambermaid, en-
tered his room and was surprised to see
her bearing a cluster of fresh roses in
her hands.

“Bridget,” he said,
“come here.”

with firmness,

THREEW HIM TO THE GROUND.

its fellows. She was singing in the
great hall and the liquid tones poured
through the open windows.

When she had done he sighed heav-
ily, arose and strode abruptly away
from his friend, who, with mild sur-
prise upon his countenance, likewise
stood upon his feet and slowly followed
after Bradnor.

The latter proceeded on his way until
he reached the ena of the long pinzza,
when he faced about and paused, upon
the very brink of the broad flight of
steps.

1llis friend drew near and was about
to addre=ss him, when a party of Iadies
approached from within and both gen-
tlemen moved as if to permit them to
have greater freedom in passing. Brad-
por, in his abstraction, stepped back-
ward insteaq of forward, with the re-
sult that he lost his footing, slipped and
fell heavily, reolling over until he
reached the ground.

lnstantly everything was in confu-
sion. The friend, whose name was
Jerlyn, ran rapidly down the steps and
hastily leaned over the prostrate man.
while the Iadies locked anxiously on
from the piazza. Other guests were
quickly attracted to the spot.

“My God!™ cried Jerlyn, Ilooking
upward towards the ladies, after he had
touched the forechead and the wrist of
Bradnor, “1 am afraid the dear old fel-
low is dreadfully hurt.”

A physician was hastily summoned,
but meantime the injured man had been
tenderly borne by strong arms to his
bed chamber. He recovered conscious-

The girl, somewhat trepidant, ap-
proached his bedside, still bholding the
flowers.

“So it is you who have been filling
that vase every morning, is it?"

“Shure, sor, an’ 50 it wor,” she replied,
with a courtesy.

“Ye=, Dridget, now hand me that
pocketbook on the table there. That
is well. Now I want you to tell me who
guve you the roses to bring in to me.”

“Howly mither, sor, an’ that I will
niver be afther doin’. Mrs. Travis, the
leddy, sor, thrittened me I don' know
what nv I sid a wurred about her, sor—""

“That will do, my girl,” he said, gen-
tly. as he placed a bill in her hands.
“Ieave the roses here by my side and
go out of the room for a little while.”

“Tin dollars,” cried Bridget, after
reaching the hall, “an’ all because 1 wor
afther refusin' the tillin® av him who
sint them! EShure the kind gintleman’'s
goune clane deft.”

Bradnor seized the cluster eagerly
and let his nostrils drink in their grate-
ful odor. While he did so the memory
of the heavenly voice freshened, and he
seemed to hear it sing over and over
again the hymns of the Easter day ser-
vice. Then he listened for the dear
words of theflower song: * "Tis the Last
Rose of Summer.” In a deep revery he
closed his eyes for several moments,
after which he opened them again, laid
the roses down with a profound sigh
and then said, aloud:

“Vietor Bradnor, you wretch, youare
deeply, desperately and foolishly in
love with a2 human voice, and that voice

is the property of a married woman.
Shame upon youl!™

YWhen he was permitted to go down-
stairs he inquired for Mrs. Travis. It
would be but an act of propriety and
courtesy to thank her in person for her
kiopdness to a sick man.

She had gone away the evening be-
fore with her mother.

“The deuce take it,” he said, regret-
fully, “am I never to see her face?”

- - - - - - -

When next Easter day came Victor
PBradoor was in Rome and with thou-
sandsofothersattended the magnificent
zervices at St. Peter's, where all the
pomp and circumstances of stately
robes, grand processions and artistic
musiec combined to give emphasis to
this day of days in the calendar. Brad-
uor listened pemnsively to the glory-
strains of organ and the rich-toned
voices of the men and boys of the choir.
His thoughts were far out and away in
the ivy-covered Virginia church, and
he felt that the music of her voice was
sweeter than that of all the harmonies
which echoed in St. Peter's. While the
organ pealed and voices blended with
it in happy acclaim of Resurrection
day, he thought he could hear her
divine vocalization above them all, soft
and gentle withal asthe zephyrat even-

KANSAS STATE NEWS.

Btate University Stad and Ch h

A religious census of the Kansas
state university at Lawrence shows
that 8350 of the students are members
of some religions denomination. About
45 per cent. of the men and 75 percent.
of the women belong to church. Alto-
gether 27 denominations are repre-
sented. The Methodist Episcopal
leads, then follows the Congregational,
Presbyterian, Episcopal, Baptist, Chris-
tian, Catholic and Unitarian in point
of membership, the adherents of the
other 18 denominations being classed
&s scattering.

Masonic Mutual Benefit Soclety.

The 25th annual meeting of the Ma-~
#onic Mutual Benefit society of Kansas
was held in Topeka last week. The
newly-elected officers are: Dr. L. C.
Wasson, president; Samuel T. Howe,
treasurer; Willinm M. Shaver, secre-
tary; Judge George W. Clark, attorney.
The reports showed the society to be
in good financial condition, having all
death claims paid, over $21,000 cash in
bank and upwards of §50,000 in the re-
serve fund.

Fresident Fairchild Deposed.

The new board of regents of the
state agricultural colege met at Man-
hattan recently and organized by

tide. clecting Harrison Kelly, of Burlington,
He was gled when the services wers president and Mrs. John P. St. John,
ended, Dbecanse their suggestions| of Olathe, vice president. The resig-

nations of every member of the faculty

ecollections of {he Enster day of the| Were demanded and accepted, and
1 o 1 y Prof. Thomas E. Wills was elected

revious yesar. e felt he must v
l:},rough {ifa haunted by a voice, tf::: ]::resident o‘f_tl-m. college in place of
owner of which he durst not look upon George T. Fairchild. |
cven should he chance to meet her, be- Many Counties Are Dellnguent.
cause she was the wife of another. According to the report of the state

Passing into the outer air, he walked | anditor there are 64 counties in the
along aimlessly pursued by the objezt | state which have failed to turn into the
of his love, the voice that continued to | state treasury the amounts due for the
haunt him. He was aroused ofit of his| sales of school lands. The counties
abstraction by a sudden seream and | owing fhe largest amounts are: Bar-
then another. ber, $3,467; Barton, £4,515; Ellis, $1,223;

Just ahead of him a great burly fel- | Geary, $£1,197; Ness, $1,501: Rawlins,
low, a thievish beggar, it would seem, | $5,405: Rice, §1,023; Riley, §3,407; Sheri-
had seized a woman, an elegantly dan, s_v_',g'f,; Wabaunsee, $1,074; Wil-
dressed lady, by the arm, while her | 50D, $1,837.
companion, a young and exquisitely Probably an Idle Rumor.
Imaupti]' ul fema{e, regarded the man A Topeka dispatch to a St. Louis pa-
with looks of horror upon her refined | Per said the populist party in Kansas
face.

Striding rapidly forward, Bradnsr
reached out and grasped the knave,
who had not obseryed his appreoach, by
the throat and threw him heavily to the
ground. The rasecal lay stunned for a
moment, and, then reviving. gathered
himself quickly together, and hurried
away, muttering imprecations as he
staggered along.

“We had given him money, sir,” said
the older of the ladies, “but he de-
manded more, all we had, in fact, and,
and—" she was greatly excited and was
so overcome that she broke fairly down.

“Many of the Roman beggars are very
bold,” he said, reassuringly, “but you
will hear no more from him. But—here
is my ecard,” he said, drawing out his
case and handing one to each. “You
are Americans and I am an Ameriean
ai%o. Permit me to see you to your
earriage.”

“\Mamma, that is Mrs. Trenton, wished
us to take ecne, but the distance is so
short and the day so lovely, headstrong,
I decided we had better walk. I am
Mrs. Travis, both of Ingleside, Vir-
ginia”

The owner of the divine voicel The
charm of it was as sweet in conversa-
tion as in song. DBradnor, as they pro-
ceeded on their way, regarded her
furtively from time to time.

Mrs. Trenton knew of the Bradnors,
of Baltimore, and invited Victor to call
upon them. This he readily agreed to
do.

One day he thanked Mrs. Travis for
the roses she had sent him. Then she
blushed erimson.

“Why, Mr. Bradnor, what must yon
have thought of my boldness? 1did not
know your name and really thought
you were the old gentleman—your
friend so spoke of you when you lay
upon the ground.”

Bradnor lJaughed heartily. He and the
owner of the voice had become much
better acquainted by this time.

More than this, he had learned from
her mother that she was a bride of an
hour only, her husband having been
killed in a railroad accident within less
than the time named, after the marringe
ceremony had been performed. The
girl-wife eseaped uninjured and re-
turned with his dead body from what
had been intended to be a happy and ex-
tended tour. This was four years ago,
and Kitty was now 22.

“The deuce take it!” murmured Brad-
nor, when the mother told him, “that
was what that confounded landlord was
trying to tell me.”

They remained at Rome two months,
and Bradnor was almost continually
with them. He met them at ’aris, and
at London. The grace and charm of the
yrung woman were equal to the melody
of her voice, and—well, when the next
Easter rolled around Kitty Bradnor sat
by the side of her husband in the little
ivy-covered church, where, as he aft-
erward declared, she sang more divinely

than ever.
WILLIAM ROSSER COEEE.

brought too freshly before him tha

distand Presbyterian churches because,
it is alleged, the ministers of these or-
ganizations are advocates of the gold
standard. The pecople are urged not
to respond to the appeals being made
by the church boards for funds.

The Resualt of Insane Jealousy.

At Kincaid recently George Miller
shot and perhaps fatally wounded Mrs.
HBurkey and her two daughters, Effie
and Jennie Kirby, because he had
been refused the company of one of
the girls. Miller was shot during a
fusillade with officers while resisting
arrest. He was but recently released
from an insane asylum.

Women Voters Largely In Evidence.

The female vote was largely in evi-
dence at the recent municipal elections
throughout the state. They ecast a
larger percentage of the vote than at
any previous election since suffrage
was conferred upon them. It is said
their votes were cast almost unani-
mously for the enforcement of the pro-
hibition law.

Will Define Mr. McNall's Authority.

The ountecome of the suit for damages
by the Mutual Life Insurance Co. of
New York vs. Webb MeNall, insurance
commissioner of Kansas, will be await-
ed with inturest as defining the powers
which may be delegated by the legis-
lature of Kansus to a subordinate and
appointive office.

Probate Court Has No Jurisdiction.

Judge Hazen, of the Shawnee county
district court, decided that a probate
court has no jurisdiction of a ward
after he becomes of age, and cannot
make a final settlement between
guardian and ward after the ward
wmaintains his majority.

Tim McCarthy Now a Populist.

A recent political sensation in Kan-
sas is the election of Tim MeCarthy,
ex-republican auditor of state and past
commander of the G. A. R, as mayor
of Larned on a populist ticket, as a
populist and anti-prohibitionist.

Col. Ellswaorth, the Lecturer, Dead.

Col. E. C. Ellsworth, who had been a
lecturer 35 years, died in absolute pov-
erty at Atchison the other day. His
anti-A. P. A. and Order of the Mystie
Brotherhood lectures a few years ago
attracted some attention.

Minor State News.

The Lanyvons will build a
smelter at Cherryvale.

Judge S. A. Riggs refused to appoint
a receiver for the DeBoissiere Odd Fel-
lows’ orphans’ home at Ottawa.

Memorial day, May 80, eomes this
year on Sunday, and it will be ob-
served everywhere on the Saturday
preceding.

During the quarter ended March 31
Pank Commissioner Breidenthal col-
lected $1,218 in fees which he turnmed
into the state treasury.

Frank J. Mileham, who was arrested
for embezzling money order funds from
the Topeka post effice, has made good
the shortage and will oot be prosecu-
ted.
The board of regents of the state
university met at Lawrence recently
and organized by electing Judge J. P.
Sams president and Charles F. Scott
secretary.

The latest report of the condition of
EKansas national banks shows the
avernge reserve w have been 37.97 per
cent., agai 35.24 per cent. December
17. Individual deposits increased from
$16,033,141 to $16,217,414.

zino

His Enster Offering.
I dare not offer her a hat,
On things mundane | may not feast her,
And so 1 have declided that
I'll offer her mysell at Easter.
—Detroit Free Press.

Sare Enooxh.
What would life be without the Easter
bat at this season?—Boston Globe.

would wage a war against the Metho-,
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