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EASTER'S ANSWER.
OES death end all?
Does earth complets
: the story?
¥ Is there no sequs! to
= life’s broken tale?
Sounds there no call
Fraught with the
hope of glory,
From out the gloomy
shadows of the vale?
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Lives there no seer
Whose eye has piercad the gloaming,
4And wrung from it, reluctant, tidings bright?
Can we but fear,
That after weary roamng,
Death has no recompense? the tomb put night?

The eountless host,
F'or which death's gates keep swinzing:
The loved oaes, for whom other loved omes
weep:
Are these all lost?
Apnd is affection clinging
To fr ends embraced in un eternal sleap?

If this is ali—
If when the heart stops throbbing,
And all the wheols of being cease to roll-
I this s all,
Ard life ends with earth's sobbing,
And “dast o dust™ was **spolken of the soul,™

Then must we loathe
The powers that make known
The soul's capacity for higher joy;
Then must we loathe
The heart’s alfections sown
But for the frosts of winter to destrog.

No'—death is life,
And parting s but meoting
Beyond the cloudiand shadowing the grava.
No'!—death is 1 12
And, as earth's years are flesting,
We grasp the immortality we crave,

The emply tomb—
Blest prophecy of glory—
Is vanqu shed by the great all-conquering One:
its scattered gloom
Confirms mspirad story:
Time sees the gem of being just beun.
=—Rev. J. Hvston Bomberger, in N. Y. Observer.

TOM TOWSLEY.

The Story of His Thankfuinoss—A
Good Easter Lesson.

“The war the hero fights in
Is not the war far me!
The war my soul del'ghts in
Must eaa in victory!
*T'is not & war of flesh an® blood:
1 fight fer Heaven; ] ligut far God;
A kingdom, with my rights in;
OL, that's the war fer mo!
“Oh. too-ral, loo-ral, loo-ral!
Oh, teo-ral, loo-ral, lay ™

LD Tom Towsley
glided from the ring-
ingz, trampetlike
words of the song |
into the meaningless
syvliables with which
the tane was cou-
tinued. Dut the de-
scent, if it was a de-
seent, would neot|
have broucht a shock |
to the most sensitive |
and pious ear. The
fulluess of his heart
spoke in one as in
the other.r The

2 words were almost
forgotten in listeninz to the cheery, cour-
ageous volee, albeit n little eracked and
husky from age and weakness. One scarce-
Iy noticed that he pronounced “‘flesh™ as if
spolled “flush,” and that he made other mis-
takes scarcely less kerious. With all his er-
rors, the song ns sung by him that gusty
day bad in it the lifting power of a Crom-
wellian batile hymn.

And yet, apparently, Tom Towsley had
little to render him cheery and hopetul
His truck-patch, on which he depended for
a subsistence for himself and grand-daugh-
ter, had failed miserably the previous sum-
mer. The drought had ruined his garden;
the hot sun had twisted his wvines into the
esemblance of sapless strings, and the beetles
had devoured his potatoes, leaf and branch.

The winter that followed was unusually
severe, and he had scarcely been able, he-
cause of rheumatism and general ill-health,
to provide the necessary food and fuel. As
for clothing, the coat which now kept out
the north wind had already seen many win-
ters, and persisted in becoming thread-bare
aud shabby, in spite of indefatigable mend-
ing and careful brushing.

There was only one thing that touched
him /e could endure poverty, rags and
want. The iron hail of misfortune could
not scare him. But the sufferings of his
grandchild struck a chérd of woe, some-
timea, even from his blissfully attuned
heart-strings.

Worst of all, it seemed very likely that
they would not have so much as a shelter
for their heads in the summer that wascom-
ing. He had been unable to pay the rent
for the cottage and truck-patch, and had
Teceived notice that if the amount due was
not handed in by the first of May, the place
“would be given to another And to pay it,
seemed, in his present financial distress, an
mtter impossibility.

* In his momentary despair he had begged
for time, but the landlord would not re-
lent.

** Pay er git out!” wasthe harsh command.
“1can't give away good dollars to every
beggar that asks me. I'd be paying rent
purty soon myself if I did!”

«It was while returning from this unsuc-
eessful visit that the words and tune of the
quaint old hymn fell from his lips.

** Speck’s laid an egg, gran’pa! Speck’s
Iaid an egg!'’ cried little Ethel, rauning to
meet him. “I lef’ it in the nes’so she’d lay
anuther'n.”

Tom Towsley stopped short in the midst
©f his singing and cavght the child to his
breast.

** She hes, eh! Well that's a heginnin’!
If them two hens 'ud on'y git down to biz-
mess lack they ought, we c¢'u'd put a little
mite more onto the table.™

He kissed the chubby face uplifted to his,
and carried the child through the gateway
and on toward the house.

His volce trembled a tittle as he answered

S AxD I CAN HAVE THEM FOR EASTER.™

her prattle: but his was a tremulous volce
at best, and the chiid did not notice the unac-
customed quaver. Mingled with the recol-
lection of the words of the landlord was the
memory of the request of his dying daugh-
ter, who, six years before, had confided
Ethel, ber first-born, to his eare.

*[ leave Ethel to vou, father, for I know
that vou will never let her suffer while you
Live!™

“Inever will so help me!™ was his fer-
went response, as he pressed the tiny girl
baby to his heart that desolate, crushing
evening.

“An' can I have the eggs fer Easter,
gran'pa?” questioned Hthel, eagerly, as the
©ld man deposited her on the little porch.
“‘Oh, please, mayn't 1? There'll be jes' &
dozen; 'cause I counted!™

Towsley had been thinking that the eggs
4v.quld furnizsh a welcome addition to their
sneager fare, either cooked or exchanged

for small luxuries. He had even debated
whether it would be most advisable to cook
them or invest their value in tea. He was
a dear laver of “the cup that cheers but not
inebriates,” and had stinted himself in its
use the entire winter.

‘“‘Come, le's go an’ take a peek at the nes’!
Speck won't keer. Bhe's a-cacklin' yit; but
Iknow she won't keer. She seen me put
my han’ in it gran'pa, an’ she never said
nothin’. When she don't lack any thing
she squawks.”

Tom Towsley suffered himsecif to be
dragged to the chickem house, where he
surveyed and commented en the egg and
on Speck's reliability asa layer to Ethel's
entire =atisfaction.

*An’ I can have 'em fer Easter, ecan I,
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“Yes; 1'low you may!" Towsley replied,
stroking her sunny curis. *“I’‘low you may.
I had thought o’ buyin' romethin® with 'em;
but you kin have 'em. I ain't had any tea
fer a long time, an* this 'bacey I'm smokin’
is mos’ turrible bad. 1 raised it, ye know,
las’ summer. PBut the fros’ gzotit, an’ it's
mos’ turrible bad However, it'll do as
well as better. An' as fer the tea, I've
"bout got uset to doin' 'thount, any how.

“I uset to think I c'w'dn’'t git 'long 'thout
tea. DBut mebby itz better. It'd be better
¥et, prob ly, if I'd throw away this ole pipe.
But I've smoked it so long it's monst'ous
hard, fer a fac’. If I was younger, now,
an’ ¢ ud zit roun’ more, it'd be difrunt
But my roomatiz tics me purty clost to the
chimbley-corner when the wenther's had—
an’ it’s been bad a wrocd 'eal lately—an' I
git kind o' !lonesome. Jes'  lonesome
‘nough, I'low, to make me sort o hauker
after the tea an’ the 'haccy. But they's
one thing: I kin sing yit. An’ so Jong's I
kin sing, I don’t cale’late that I've got any
cause fer repinin’s.”

**An’ how'll I color 'emn, gran’pa®" queried
Ethel, her mind wholly occupied in con-
templation of the un aid eops.

*'Tis a question!” assented the old man.
“I plum fergot that air. If we had some
fady calico. But we aint. Now I'll tell ye
what I'll do! T'm goin' over to Jones
wood-lot to-morrer er the nex’ day, to
knock togethor a little wood fer the cook-
stove an’ fire-place, an’ I'll jes stopas I go
"long an’ dig yer some sassyfras. Sassyfras
is a most beautiful colorin’. Nizhabout as
good, I 'low, as fady calico.™

Ethel's delight wasunhounded, asTowsley
unfolded this ingenious plan, and she ran
hastily off to rehearse the good news to the
lazy tabby cat, that, no doubt, would have
preferred chickens to the most eunningly-
colored errs that were ever seen.

Thus deserted, Towsley strolled out into
the garden and wandered around the fa-
miliar enclosure. It was the commence-
ment of the gardening season, albeit the
days were yet raw and chilly—some of thein
—and Towsley could scarcely raise the ring-
ing tune with which he was accustomed to
cheer himself,

“Even a sparrow can not fall to the earth
“thout His notice,” he whisperad, ashe hol-
bled tremblingzly about. **An' air vou not
of more wvalue than many sparrows? Oh,
ye of little faith!"”

Then the song rose clear and full, with
only the vibrations incident to a failing
voice:

* "Tis mot a war of flesh an' bhlood:
Ifizht rer Heaven: I fizht fer God:
A kingilom, with my rizhts in:

Oh, that's the war fer me.™

The next day he visited the wood-los, and
on hisreturn hound the sassafras roots up
with his load of sticks,

*'"Twas a goond idea,” heeriad, cheerfully,
as he deposited the burden in the back
yard. ‘*‘The sassyfras "Il do the eolorin® an’
also make the tea. I've been wishin' fer tea
the whole winter, an’ never onct thought o'
that sassy{ras!"

*'Twas the Easter egws, pran’pa,” Ethel
explained, solemnly. It must 'a’ heen.”
“I dono but you're rizht. I dono but
you're right,” he assented, rather strnck
with the idea. *All things work fer good
to them that love Him. Yes; I dono but you
air. We'll believe so anyhow!"

He bustled about quite brisklv after that,
preparing their simmple meal; while the tea-
pot sang merrily, as the fragrant steam
arose like incense from it

“I've got two egws now, gran'pal!” sald
Fithel, proudly, as she satat his side while
he heiped her from the dishes.

“*What air you "lowin’ to do with ‘em?" he
questioned. *“*You ecan’t cat all 0’ em!”
“I'm a-goin’ to roll 'em down the hill,
gran'pa, an’ fight 'em with Sissy Tanner.
An'T'll give you one, gran'pa; an’ I'll rave
two ferever an' ever. 5issy’s ot four erys,
now. ButIdon't keer. Speck'seggs is the
best an’ purtiest.”

“So they be! BSo they be!™ Towsley
agreed. *Ihope you'll alius be as well gat-
istied as you air now. One's own things air
allus the best o' their kind in the worl. It's
homan natur to think so; an’ it's right.”

In spite of his cheerfulness Tom Towsley
knew that their stock of provisions was
dreadfully low. He had made aninventory
that morning hefore starting to the woed-
lot. Ten days’ fare, of the very scantiest
kind, was all that he could reckon up,
scrape as he might at the echoing flour-
barrel and the almost empty meat-keg.

The next morning, with this knowledge
impressed firmly on his mind, he began a
search for work.

It was not suceessful; but he continued
it, regardless of his aches and pains and
failing strength.

The only one of the family (if the ex-
pression may be allowed) thatseemed pros-
pering in a business way was Speck. Day
after day her transparent cackle resountded
from the little chicken-house, where, in an
old, straw-tilled keg she had chosen her
nest.

At the first note Ethel would bound
through the doorway, and a white, chubby
hand would quickly extract the treasurs
fromitsresting-place. Speck alwayseyed the
performance askance; but she evidently re-
garded this spolintion of her neat as the in-
evitable fate of the egg-laying sisterhood
At any rate, she never changed its loecation,
or falled on any day to add an egg to Ethel’s
pearly hoard.

The afternoon hefore Easter Tom Tows-
ley returned earlier than usual from his
unsuecessful quest. He could scarcely mus-
ter the cheerlulness and bravery necessary
to enable him to raise the song with which
he always heralded his coming. For more
than a year he had not once falled in this
Nor did he fall now; thouzh there was a
quaver in the words not wholly due to age,

For two days Towsley had practically
fasted. While placing before Ethel the last
seanty remnants of food, he had kept from
her the knowledge of his abstention by the
narmless fiction that a headache had de-
prived him of an appetite. That noon
Ethel had devoured her restricted allow-
ance and hungrily called for more. Alas!
there was no ujere,

Weak from ill-health and Iack of food,
Towsley had made another vain endeavor
to find work. Now he was returning to a
hungry grandchild and an empty cup-
board. And to-morrow would be Easter;
that day when the whole earth should be
filled with cheer and gladness!

He fairly reeled as he passed into the
yard; but when Fthel came running to
meet him, he straightened up with a great
effort and earried her in Lis accustomed
manner.

He dreaded the announcement which he
knew would come.

“Gran'pa, 8peck’s laid another ezz! an’
now I've got a dozen fer to-morrer. A
whole, biz dozen!™
« - lll-;'lirtum ;nc 0" 'em wouldn't do fer ve,

rould it¥" he aske WG
ehivettalty, ed, trying to speak quite

She looked up in afiright.

** Why, you ain't a-goin’ to sell 'em, gran’-

g

“*Well, I'low I dono what reaw do! It's
jes' as you say, theugh, Ethel Fact is, I
can't git any work, hows'ever much I trv-
an’ we eat up the las’ bit o° vitties at noo'n.'
A dozen aigs ain’t much; but they'd git a
dust o meal an' a bit o' hacon—‘nnngh
mebbe to lgat a day er two.”

His chin quivered as he made the pitital
confession and a big tear rolled down each
furrowed cheek.

Ethel was only a child and could not

wholly control her impulses Her heary had
been set on the pleasure to be afforded by
those Easter eggs. She leaned her head oa
his heaving breast and gave way to a fiood
of sobs.

“*There, there, don't cry,” he urged.
“We'll not sell 'em if you don't want to. I
kin ‘ply to the Board o' Charities, which,
lackly, I'd have to do anyhow when we'd
eat up the wu'th o' the aiga.”

It had been a mattor of pleasurable pride
to Tom Towsley that he had been able, even
in hisfeeble old age, to escape what he could
not but regard as the ignominy of an appeal
for charity. The contemplation of its pos-
sibifity was humiliating ané bitter. Even
the words as he half whispered them over
Ethel's sunny head wounded him sorely.

**No, gran'pa, we won't nst anybody to
he'p us. I'll sell the ecgs. They'll bring a
lots. Iknow they will On'y I did so want
to color 'em with the sassyfras.”

Her tears flowed afresh, but she endeav-
ored to wipe them away, slipping from his
arms as she did =o.

Tom Towsley was too grestly over-
whelmed to reply, or even question or re-
strain her.

He heard her pass into the kitchen; but
had no thougzht of what she intended to do.
The silenee that tollowed soon grew so op-
pressive that he went in there to question
her.

She was gone, end likewise the eros, all
but one. Itrestedin painful loneliness on
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HE TOOR ETHEL UPON HIS ENEE

the center of the kitchen table, and on it a
tear stlll gieamed like a pearl.

Then Tom Towsley knew that Ethel had
taken the ezos, reserving this one, and hur-
riedd with them out into the town.

He went to the rate wich the intention of
calling her bgelk, but she was not to bhe
seen. Then he returned to his seat in
the chimuey corner, with a strange pain ab
bis Leart.

Within twenty minutes Ethel returned,
carrying in the basket a little paper of meal
and a sguare of meat; both of them secarcely
a load for the brizht and active six-year-old.

“There, gran’pal ™ she exclaimed, a little
thrill of exultation in her volce, * The
groc’ry man said he give me bix measure.
1 reckon it's enough to do a month.”

She darted iato the kitehen.

“Aw’ here's the egg I saved, grandpa’
Yon ean color it with sassyfros, an’” we'll
‘magine it’s a whole dozen, can't we?”

Thus arousad, Towsley put the iron kettle
on the stove, placed water in it, a sufficient
quantity of snssafras root, and, at the proper
time, the egr. Ile moved about silently
though, us if a great calamity impended, or
had already betallen him.

Then, while the coloringz process went on,
he took Ethel upon his knee and poured
out his heart to her, as if he were only an-
other child.

It was a touching secene, and there were
witnesses to it—unwitting, unintentional
witnessoes.

The landlord had come quietly into the
littleward with a gentleman whom he was
showing over the place with a view to its
sale.

The words of Ethel and Tom Towsley
cnme to them through the half-open win-
dow, and were of such a character that they
were fereed into quietness

When Towsley had ended what might be
termed a perspnal confession of his straits
and cireumstances, his voic2 grew more
cheerful, and he told his little grand-
child the meaning of Easter, and Low
the erz is held as o symbol of the resurrec-
tion, since from it, apparently a dead mass,
there springs a new life.

The gentleman, whose name was Silver-
ton, was a business man, immersed in the
cares and distractions of trade. Yet he was,
at that time, in a susceptible mood.

A few months before he had lost his own
rosy-cheeked daughter, and his heart was
sore and bitter. The loss had tended to
barden rather than soften him.

The faith of this simple-mind~d man in
thg good providences of God came to him
as a revelation, and the twears crept into his
eyes as he listened.
“Came away!" he said, tugging at the
landlord’s coat. *‘Let us not disturb them.”
Easter morning dawned brightly and
luminously, The sprinmg had lately ad-
vanced with rapid strides, and the rising
sun was greeted by the songs of birds and
the incense of flowers.

Asthe glad bells rang out joyous y Ethel
hurried on her clothing, with a few as-
sisting: hitches here and there from her
grandfather, then took up her solitary
Easter egg and ran out upon the porch.

The sight that greeted her drew shouts of
rapture from her lips, and brought Tom
Towsley tumbling from tie room in per-
ilous haste.

There, in a dainty, parti-colored basket,
were adozen Easter eggs, refiecting all the
hues of the rainbow. And there were other
things, too, of a more substantial character.
A hag of flour and one of meal, together
with meat and potatoes and other neces-
garies almost without number.

1t seemed too good to be true, and Ethel
had to pat and earess those wonderful eggs
a=ain and sgain to assure herself that she
was not dreaming,

“ Praise God for Ilis wonderful zoodness!"
cried Towsley, his heart overflowing with
thankfulness and delight

**Amen!” responded a deep voice, and
Mr. Silverton slipped from around the cor-
ner.

That was an Easter that Mr. Silverton,
Tom Towsley and Ethel will long remem-
ber; forit marked the beginning of anew
life for eaciu

The place was purchased, and Tom Tows-
ley and Ethel still live in the little cottage,
happy and contented

“1 felt that I pught to aid them!™ said
Mr. Silverton, feelingly. *'Iecan mever pay
them, though, for the chance they wronght
Throurh them, and my angel daughter,
God sﬁokc tomy soul Itwas truly a resur-
roection for me. A new life! *For if any
man be in Christ he is a new creature. 0Old
things have passed away: all things have
become new." ™ Jonx H. WaIrsox.

Easter Egz Parties.

Have you ever attended an Easter ecg
party? No? Then you are unsequainted
with one of the most delightful of social
enjoyments peculiar to this season. For a
party of youung people the bostess has pre-
pargd a large basketful ol beantifully-
dved and docorated egxs, from which each
one present draws. The couples are as-
sorted for the eveming, t-h.r?ugh the cor-
respondence of the eggs. Not until mid-
nizht are the shells opefied, when much in-
terest and amusement is manifested over
the mottoes and tiny souvenirs found
within.

Many artistic souvenirs can be prepared
by an axrangement of pressed flowers and
grasses upon plain, gilt-edge cards. Fan-
ciful desigms may be traced, and, where
the flowers are faded, they may be re-
stored to their original color by the touch
of the paint brush. Such cards ara con-
sidered much more original just now than

either the painted or prninted ones—Eflis
AL Huddleston, in Bt. Louls Magazina.
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PITH AND POINT.

—A woman who enters politics must
remember that chivalry is left outside;
judgment henceforth rules, not senti-
ment.

—Many men spend a dollar to save
ten cents; they wear out a nickle's
worth of shoe leather in getting a gift
of two cents’ worth of grindstone from
a neighbor.

—When you get into a tight place,
and every thing goes against you, till
it seems as if you could not hold on a
moment longer, never give up then,
for that is just the place and time that
the tide'll turn.—Harriet Beecher
Stowe.

—Hope is a prodigal young heir and
Experience is his banker; but his drafts
are seldom honored, since there is
often a heavy balance against him, be-
cause he draws largely on a small cap-
ital, is not yet in possession, and if he
were, would die.—Colton.

—A man may have a right to stint
himself of comforts, and even neces-
saries, if he prefers to employ in other
directions the money thus saved, but
he has no right to deny his wife, his
children, his servants, their proper
comforts and luxuries that he may buy
old china or rare books.—Ouce a Week.

—Reereation is to the mind what
whetting is to the seythe. He, there-
fore, who spcnds his whole time in
recreation is ever whetting, never
mowing; his grass may grow and his
seed starve; as, on the contrary, he
who always works amd never recreates
is ever moving, never whetting—labor-
ing much to little purpose.

—The little dwarfed flower that
springs into life in the crevice of some
rock, shut in from sun and rain, grows
struggling toward the light, and as it
withers gives forth a perfect seed,
which the winds bear to more favor-
able soil. So it is that the influence of
a word may not be felt by the nature
on which it falls, but its spell may be
borne to more yielding heart, and there
blossom in gladness.

-—We talk of joyless people, and yet,
though there may be a few of such,
they are not often met with. To near-
ly every one, even though he be in the
severest situation, there is something
that gives him pleasure. And hidder
beneath exterviors that appear to he
wholly despairing there is frequently
2 gladness that amounts to an exhila-
ration. Like the *‘eye” of the desert,
they gleam even In the starlight.—
United Presbyterian,
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HOPE FOR SFINSTERS.

A Rallroad Agent Devises a Scheme for
1"opularizing Marriage.

C. T. Lewis, who is the azent of the
Canada Paeific railroad at the impor-
tant gtation of Indian Head, Northwest
Territory, has come before the world
with a transportation scheme which
would have been hailed with delight
by Adam and Eve, had it been possible
to put it into practical operation at the
time of their inforeed withdrawal from
the Garden of Eden, and which, though
lying fallow and dormant in human
imagination through all the years that
have followed Adam’s emigcration, has
lost nothing of its intrinsic elements
of popularity.

Mr. Lewis calls, and callsloudly, for
the introduction by all the railway
and steamship lines of the ecivilized
world of a *“passenger’s return rebate
marriage certificate.” He says it is
needed iv Indian Head, and would
doubtless be welcomed everywhere
else. He has beguiled the tedious in-
tervals between trains at Indian Head
by writing a book on” the subject,
which, in this era of erotic literature,
is as fresh and welcome as the earliest
daisy of the spring. It is indeed *‘a
daisy,” for in it the author devotes the
fertility of his brain and the elogquence
of his pen to the furtherance of a
scheme which shall render lawful wed-
lock more popular than ever.

It is the belief of Mr. Lewis, fos-
tered by a long experience in the
Northwest, that nothing is so much
needed out there as population, and he
has noticed with pain that although
the influx of males is considerable,
the majority of the mewcomers leave
their girls behind them. The “return
rebate marriage certificate,” which he
urges upon all railroads to adopt, is
designed to facilitate a speedy union
of loving hearts. This is the way the
railroad litterateur puts the proposi-
tion and explains how the inspiration
dawned upon him.

The idea ecame to the author amid
the din and bustle of railway life
when trying to explain to a pioncer
young man, who had confided to us the
story of *‘the girl he left behind him,”
which he related with pathetie inter-
est, that our great railroads had no
means to distinguish between him and
any other passenger who had no inter-
est in the country. That as com-
mon carriers we could offer him only
ordinary rates, and when he positively
charged the railways with their high
east-bound rates as being really respon-
sible for his misfortune in not being
able to return East and fulfill his mat-
rimonial engagement, we were forced
to defend our position; hence the pro-
posed rebate certificate. That silenced
all his arguments and filled him with
enthusiasm at the possibility of such a
thing being accomplished. This young
man's experience is the key to the sit-
uation, and only illustrates the cases
of hundreds of others that are contin-
ually occurring.

Mr. Lewis then goes on to explain
the form of the rebate certificates he
would have the railroads issue. It is
a printed document which any man
going West or clsewhere, who is about
to marry, can purchase for a nominal
ficure at any railroad office. Upon
the reverse side a space is left for the
copying or alteration of the marriage
certificate which is given to all brides
when their felicity eventuates. This
certificate, when backed by the evi-
dence that the purchaser has taken o
himself a wife, cutitles the couple to
materially reduced railroad fares dur-
ing their honeymoon. Mr. Lewis has
given considerable attention to the sub-
ject and thinks he has *‘got it down
fine.” Under no pretext whatever ean
the certificates be made to provide for
any rebate in the railroad fares de-
manded of mothers-in-law.—-Minneap-
‘olis Tribune.

YOUTHS’ DEPARTMENT.

HARRY'S EASTER EGGS.

The top-knot biddy, with vellow legs,
‘Was Harry's, and every mormn
He gave her orders for Easter eggs,
While he seattered the oats and corn.
Day by day, for a week, he fed
Rations of every hue;
Chosen ears of yeilow and red,
And Squaw-corn, white and blue,

“Now, Biddy Top-knot,"* I heard him say,
Easter will be here soon;
A dozen eggs, at least, you must lay
By to-morrow afternoon;
Red ones, Biddy, the nicest kind,
And yellow and blue, real bright,
Speckled and striped and spotied; now mind
Zat you make ‘em zackly right.*"

But in spite of feeding and coaxing, too,
His biddy would only lay,

Instead of red and yellow and blus,
Just one white ezg a day.

And Harry's patience was sorely tried,
But he waited anl watched the nest,

And stroked his biddy, and soltly sighed,
“I fink she will do her best.”

On Easter morning, wasn't it fun
Tolookat bim through a crack—

He went to the nest, as he'd often done,
Bul soon came capering back

With his apron full of Easter eggzs,
Striped and sperekled and gay;

The top-knot biddy with yeliow legs
Was petted and praised that day.

He told mamma just how it befell;
She listened ngain and again;

"Twas such a pleasure to hear him dwell
On the s%ill of his wonderful hen,

And when he hal cone to share his prize
With Susy and I{aty and Nad,

Ths dear mamma looked ever so wise,
But never a word she said.

—Youth's Companion.

HiIS OTHER PREFERENCES.

Why Charley Falled to Secure a Very De-
sirable Place.

Charley was whistling a merry tune
as he came down the road, with his
hands in his pockets, his cap pushed
buack on his head, and a general air of
good fellowship with the world. He
was on his way to apply for a position
in a stationer's store that he was very
anxious to obtain, and in his pocket
were the best of references concerning
his character for willingness and hon-
esty. He felt sure that there would not
be much doubt of his obtaining the
place when he presented these creden-
tials.

A few drops of rain fell, as the
bright sky was overcast with clouds,
and he began to wish that he had
brought an umbrella. From a house
Just a little way before him two little
children were starting out for school,
and the mother stood in the door smil-
ing approval as the boy raised the um-
brella and took the little sister under
its shelter in & manly fashion.

Charley was a great tease, and, like
most boys who indulge in teasing or
rough praectical jokes, he always took
care to select for his vietim some one
weaker or younger than himsell.

“I'll have some fun with those chil-
dren,” he said to himsell; and before
they had gone very far down the road
he crept up behind them, and snatched
the umbrella out of the boy's hands.
In vain the little fellow pleaded with him
to return it. Charley took a malicious
delight in pretending that he was going
to break it or throw it over the fence;
and as the rain had stopped, he amused
himsell in this way for some distance,
making the children run after him and
plead with him tearfully for their um-
brella.

Tired of this sport at last, he relin-
qguished the umbrella as a carringe ap-
proached, and, leaving the children to
dry their tears, went on toward the
store.

Mr. Bercer was not in, so Charley
sat down on the steps to wait for him.
An old gray cat was basking in the
sun, and Charley amused himself by
pinching the poor animal's tail tild
she mewed pitifully and struggled to
escape-

While he was enjoying this sport, Mr:
Mercer drove up in his carriage, and
passed Chariey on his way into the
store. The boy released the cat, and,
following the gentleman in, respect-
fully presented his references.

“These do very well,” Mr. Mercer
said, returning the papers to Charley.
*If I had not seen some of your other
references, 1 might have engaged
you."

“Other rcference? What do you
mean, sir?" asked Charley in aston-
ishment.

I d@rove past you this morning
when you were on your way here, and
saw you diverting yoursell by teasing
two little children. A little later a dog
passed you, and you cut him with the
switeh you had in your hand. You
shied a stono at a bird, and just now
you werc delighting yourself in tor-
menting another defenseless animal
These are the references that have de-
cided me to have nothing to do with
you. 1 don't want a cruel boy about
me.”

As Charley turned away, crestfallen
over his disappointment, he determined
that wanton eruelty, even though it
secemed to him to be only *“fun,”
ghould not cost him another good place.
—Winnie E. Kenney, in 8. S, Times.

COURTESY.

True Politeness Everywhere the Same—It
Conslsts Iin Doing the Kindest FThings in
the Kindest Way.

Spenser had an idea that eourtesy
went with gentle blood, for he said:

“Of court it seems, men ‘courtesy” do eall,
For that it there most useth to aboand.™

We can go back to a much older and
higher authority, however, and find the
command laid upon all, whether high
or low degree, **Be courteous.”’ Indeed,
1 believe the root of good breeding isin
the Golden Rule, and more of it than
most of us practice ligs in the Thir-
teenth chapter of I Corinthians. Of
course there are men who think truth
must be bluntness, and sincerity must
be rudencss; thata pill isn't a pill even,
if it happens to be sugar-coated!

1o not be deccived. I wish you may
receive into your hearts the truth that
real courtesy is not inconsistent with a
kind sincerity. The gentle nature
shows itself in the gentle man. 1 be-
lieve o true gentleman might go any-
where in the world, and never be mis-
taken for any thing else, though he
might be utterly ignorant of the vary-
ing customs. “Ceremonies are differ-
ent in every country, but true polite-
ness is everywhere the same,” so Gold-
smith expresses it; and there is an old
nursery rhyme which runs:

“Politeness is to do and say
The kindest things in the kindest way.™
Not long ago 1 made a visit of some

-

I took a _cold, and there came « day or
two when I could not read, nor could I
speak aloud,so conversation was impos-
sible. Shall I soon forget one evening
when Aleck brought his pile of picture
books to my side, and for an hour or
more turned the leaves patiently, and
told me the story of every picture? He
was not a bookish boy by any means;
he liked active sports much better, but
he did kis ‘‘kindest thing in the kindest
way.”

Please notice also that nearly all the
acts of courtesy which we are apt to
consider ceremonious, and therefore
meaningless, can be traced to some
kindly effort, to some unselfish atten-
tion shown to another.

I know there are good men, learned
men, who persistently ignore the
smaller courtesies and excuse them-
selves on the ground of high occupa-
tion. They say: I can notremember
to lift my hat to a lady, or 1o rise and
open a door for her, or place a chair, or
always acknowledge a favor promptly.
My thoughts are full of such or such a
subject.” Well, I suppose such men
wash their faces every morning without
giving much thought to it!

Others there- are who do offer these
and similar attentions, but with such a
fuss and appearance of trying, as to de-
stroy all their charm. These two ex-
tremes bring the lesson I would hav
you heed; the lesson of a habit of
courtesy. The best breeding does all
kind acts, renders all polite attentions,
spontancously but quietly, as if they
cost no thought—as naturally as breath-
ing. And this can come only from the
constant daily repetition of such
courtesies, as opportlunities occur, until
it would be far more difficult to omit
than to perform them. 7The boy must
begin as a boy, if he wishes, when o

man, to bear
*Without abuse
The grand old name of gentleman.”

Let us not forget also that to **do the
kindest thinz in the kindest way” will
affect our manner toward those who are
poorer, or in a lower position, or in
any way less fortunate than we. Ah'
what rare delicacy it requires then, not
to put on airs, not to seem superior,
not to condescend in our politeness.

There is n very serious side to this
subject. The outward act reacts upon
the inner selfl. He who thinks manners
are of no consequence, and persist in be-
ing careless or rude, runs great risk of
growing coarse in spirit. There is also
much to consider in the real good to
others, ns well as the pleasure we al-
ford them, by the regard we pay to the
amenities of life. The great question
of influence comes in here, and so you
see responsibility attaches itself teo
what we sometimes call trivial things.

My boys, be courteous through and
through, and do not forget the exhibi-
tion of itt You know a coxcomb is one
who only affects to be a gentleman.
But you want teobe a real gentleman.
Remember what Tennyson said eof his
friend:

“For who can always act? buthe
To whom a thowsand memories eall,

Not being less, but more than all
The gentleness he-seemed to be,.

DBest seemed the thing he was, and joined
Each offlee of the social hour
To noble manners, as the flower
And native growth of noble mind."™
—N. Y. Observer.

AMBITION,

A Much Misused Word—Striving to Exeel
In One's Occupation.

“My son Peter is very ambitious,”
remariked Mr. Sanders, in the village
grocery store.

“Is he, indeed?" said Mr. Coldcheese,
the grocer. *“I'm glad to hear it.
Wants to be a lawyer-or doctor, L sup-
pose?”

*Not at all.”

“You don't mean to say he wants to
be a professor !”

“No,” repliecd Mr. Sanders, quietly;
“his ambition is to be the best carpen-
ter in the county.™
Thereupon the grocer and all the
store loungers burst into. merriment.
Ambition to be a goed carpenter. Ea!
ha!

Yet Mr. Sanders. and his son Pbter

were right and the laughers wawe
wrong.
Ambition is a much misused word.
When a boy aspires to achieve wealth
and fame in what are known as the
higher walks of life—such as the law,
medicine or the fine arts—he Iis
said to be ambitious, and his paremnts
are congratulated. Perhaps he does not
succeed, as, in fact, only a small per-
centage do suceeed. and then he is
commisserated over his failure; but he
still looks down: on the one who is en-
gaged in mechanical labor.

**Oh, yes, Johm Thompson!' I remem-
ber him—a builder or engineer, I be-
lieve. Well, John never had any am-
bition, you know.”

What nonsense! Ambition: to succeed
in any branch is none the less ambi-
tion. The one who strives to excel as
a shoemaker; o make the very best
pair of shoes that can be made, is am-
bitious. So. with the carpenter, the
blacksmith, the painter, and even the
man who digs a ditch.

The desire to veach by fair and hon-
est means the highest position that is
attainable im one's occupation is ambi-
tion of the purest kind. Nor does this
prevent any one from seeclking fame and
money in ether pursuits; on the con-
trary, it helps to raize one step by step
until the fullest ambition is satisfied.—
Golden Days.

What Boys Should Do.

to boys: *You are made to be kind
boys — generous, magnanimous. 1§
there is a boy in school who has a
club foot, don't let him know you ever
saw it. If thereis a boy with ragged
elothes, don’t talk about rags in his
hearing. If there is a lame boy, assign
him some part of the game that doesn’t
require running. If there is & hungry
one, give him part of your dinner. If
there is a dull ene, help him to get his
lessons. 1If there is a brightone, be not
envious of him; for if one boy is proud
of his talents, and anothes is envious of
them, there are two grest wroags, and
no more taient than befere, 1f alarger
or stronger boy has injured you, and is
sorry for it, forgive him. All the schoal
will show by their countenance how
mueh better it ia than to have a great
fuss. And remember who said: *Love
your enemies.' gnd ‘Bless them which

weeks at a Iriend’s house. While there

curse yvou.' "

Horace Mann gives this bit of adviee |

THE HEATHEN CHINESE.
Superstitions to
They Are Full l:'!lm and Like

The Chinese are full ot supersti-
tions, and many of them firmly be-
lieve that the foreigners make medi-
cines out of human beings. The mas-
sacre at Tien-Tsin in 1870, in which
twenty foreigners were killed, and
among them a number of French nuus,
was caused by the report that the sis-
ters were killing children to get their
hearts and eyes for medical purposes,
and the trouble in Corea last spring
was caused by the eirculation of the
stories that the missionaries were
grinding up children's bones to
make medicine. This report was
started by the Chinese, and
the latest attempt of the kind
I find to-day here at Shanghai. It ap-
pears in a tri-monthly illustrated mag-
azine which the Chinese publish and
which sells for five cents a copy. This
contains a full description of how the
foreigners make their medicine, with
ghastly illustrations of the severed
trunks and the cut-up limbs of human
beings. In one cut men in American
clothes are bending over great furnaces
in which the heads and legs of men
are boiling, and beside which
great baskets and tubs of cut-up
humans lie. The men are stirring the
steaming mass and the picture makes
one think of the witches' caldron in
“Macbeth.” In another cut is shown
the machinery for the bringing up of
the bones and flesh. A dozen old skel-
etons lie upon the floor, and a man
with a shovel puts the ghastly mass
upon the scales for weighing. In an-
other room the medicine is packed up
to be sent away, and young ladies in
American dress with waterfalls and
French heels are busy at it. I asked
the manager of the magazine whether
he believed in such stuff, and he re-
plied that he did not know and asked
if it was not really true.

The Chinese themselves do not be-
lieve in dissection, and there is no
body-snatching here. They believe
that the heart is the seat of thought,
that the soul exists in the liver, and
that the gall bladder is the seat of
cournge. For this reason the gall
bladders of tigers are eaten by soldiers
to inspire them with courage. The
Chinese doctor ranks no higher than
the ovdinary skilled wogkman. Ho
rets from fifteen or twenty cenls
visit, and he often takes pa-
tients on condition that he will
cure them within a certain time or
no pay. He never sees his female
patients except behind a screen, and
he does not pay a second visit unless
invited. His pay is called *‘‘golden
thanks,” and the orthodox way of
sending it to him is wrapped in red
paper. The dentists look upon pulled
teeth as trophies, and they gp about
with necklaces of decayed teeth about
their necks or with them strung upon
strings and tied to sticks. Toothache
is supposed to come from a worm in the
tooth, and there are a set of female
doctors who make & business of extract-
ing these worms. When the nerve is
exposed they take this-out and eall it
the worm, and when not they use a
sleight of hand by which they make
their patients believe certain worms,
which they show them, cams from
their teeth. 1 have heard persons tell
of Chinamen who claimed to-have had
ten worms taken from their mouths in
a single day, and I saw a woman act-
ually at work upon: a patient in the
street here. China is-as full of super-
stition ns the West India islands, and
the people like to be humbugged quite
as well here as we do in America.—
Frank G. Carpenter, in Chicago'Times.
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Origin of * Uncle- Sam.'*

Speculation has recently arisen regarding
the origin of the term.*Uncle Bam’’ as ap-
plied to the United States government.

In the war of 1812, between this country
and Great Britain, Elbertr Anderson, of
New York, purchased in. Troy, N. Y., 8
large amount of pork: for the- American

srmy.

1t was inspected by Bamuel Wilsen, whe
was popularly known as ‘‘Uncle Sam.”* The
barrels of pork were marked “E. A., U
8.,” the lettering being done by a facetious
employe of Mr. Wilson.

When asked by fellow-workmen the mean-
ng of the mark (for theletters. U. 8., for
United States, were then. almost entirely
new to them), said *‘ he did notknow, unless
it meant Elbert Anderson and Unele SBam,”
wiading to Uncle Sam Wilson.

The joke took among theworkmen, and
passed currently, and “Unele Sam ' him-
self being present, was. oecasionally rallied
on the increasing extent of his pessessijons.
Soon the incident appeared in print, and the
joke gained favor rapidly, till it penetrated
and was recognized in every part of the
country, and, says Jolin Frost, the Boston
historian, will no doubt continu2so whilethe
United Btates remains a nation..

It is now firmly imbedded: in the Mosaia
of our lauguage, like “Tippecance,” “Log
Cabin,” and other short. bul. expressive
phrases, which refer to important events in
the history of the Republic. Both “Tippe-
canoe” and “Log Cabin” have taken on
renewed force and vitality sinee their adop-
tion by Hon. H. H. Warner, ef Safe Cure
fame, i the naming of twe of his great
standard remedies, the prineipal one known
as Warner's Log Cabin Sarsaparilla. They
are based upon foemulse so successfully
used by our auncestors in the cure of the-
compmen ailments to. whieb their arduous
labors rendered them liable in the good old
Log Cabin days.

The name of Warner’s Bafe Cure, like.
wise, will be heid in high esteem, as famil-
iar as a household word, while it continues
to cure the worst forms of Kidney Diseass,

' which the medical profession confasses
itself unable tedo..
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Egzs for Market Only.

If your object isto keep hens for the
purpose of selling eggs, do not keep a
lot of uscless males to feed. The pres-
ence of a.male bas no influeree what-
ever on the laying of the eggs, and, ik
any thing; he is & nuisance when not
desired. Bear in mind, alse, that eggs
laid by hens not with males will keep
three times as long as will those that
contain the germs of chicks. The best-
laying breeds are the small ones, such
as Leghorns, and more of them can be
kept together than of the larger kinds.
Yor eggs use the Leghorn, or a cross
of the Leghorn, and keep no males. It
you desire eggs for hatching make ug
a special yard for that purpose and
ric of the males as soon as the hate
ing season is over.—Farmer's Homs
Journal.
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