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|ING loud, O bells of 

Easter, 
Tour peals through 

spaces ring; 
iWlth Joy the fair 

earth greets you 
T h r o u g h  a l l  t h e  

notes of spring. 
Ring In all peace and 

gladness, 
Ring out all strife and tears. 

As downward through the ages 
You'vs rung the passing years. 

Ring clear, O bells, your message 
Throughout all nature thrills; 

It all things living touches, 
As when from Judah's hills 

There rose the light triumphant " 
O'er death and mortal fears, 

And dawned that first great Easter— 
The Easter of the years. 

Ring sweet, O bells, your lesson 
Unto each heart to-day; 

That all before the Master . 
May but life's lilies lay; 

Ring soft—ring low; your chiming 
May bridge some past—its tears. 

For those, perchance, who mourneth 
Some Easter in the years. 

Again, O bells of Easter, 
Ring out in thrilling peal, 

That we, through all our pulses 
The new-born glory feel 

God's living, loving presence, 
As each new spring appears 

In all that breathes around «s. 
Throughout the march of year.1;. 

—Beatrice Harlowe, in Woman's Home 
Companion. 
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S. WHITAKEB 
drew up her little 
brown and white 
pony with an, ex
pression of disgust 
on. her face and 
waited until the 
wagon, with the 
long boot covered. 

with an old black shawl, had passed* 
her on: its way to the village burying 
ground. 

"Another pauper's funeral," Mrs. 
Whitaker murmured, looking over her 
shoulder, as she drove on past the town 
farm. 

Again Anne Whitaker's lips curled. 
"Old men and funerals, right- next 
do or;" and this time she struck the 
slow-moving pony a gentle blow with 
her equally slow-moving whip. 

Now Mrs. Anne Whitaker was not a 
hard-(hearted woman. She was only 
an indignant land owner who found 
her handsome' farmhouse almost ruined 
for residential and property purposes 
by its proximity tothe poor farm. Thl* 
Harm, adjoining Mr*. Whitaker's, had 
been left to the town Last year. 

"It's, noifa that I don't want the pau
pers to be comfortable," said Mrs. 
Whitaker, as the pony trotted up the 
driveway toward the barn; "but. I must 
•ay I dent care to have them right un
der my n<ose.M 

Mrs. Whitaker, not finding her man 
about,, unharnessed the pony and led 
him into the stall and then went in
doors-to duscuss with Hannah, the only 
other occupant of the big house, the 
disadvantages of the locality. 

Meantime in the poorhouse, next 
door, a little child was sobbing her 
heart out in an upper room. 

"You hadn't oughter have- taken; her 
away before her mother died, if she 
did make a fuss," said the daughter of 
the woman who looked after the poor-
farm, "I'm agoin' up to see her." 

She went up two flights of stairs to 
<he garret room where a child was 
seated on an old box in the corner. The 
child stopped crying, half frightened as 
she entered. The girl sat down on a 
trunk opposite. 

"Look here, Ruth, you mustn't cry 
any longer," commanded the matron's 
daughter. 

"I want my mother," sobbed the 
'child, with new courage. 

The girl hesitated a moment. "Well, 
;you can't have your mother," she an
swered at last, frankly, "she's dead, 
•and gone to Heaven." 

"Oh," said the child, slowly, "you 
didn't tell me. Mamma said she 
thought she was going to die, but they 
didn't tell me; they just carried me 
away." 

"Well, for gracious sakes!" cried'the 
girl; "you took on so about her bein' 
sick that we had to. You ain't goin' to 
cry any more, are you?" she added, 
coaxingly. 

"No, I ain't," answered the child, 
gravely. 

"There, that's a good girl;" the ma
tron's daughter rose and gave the dark 
locks an- affectionate rub. "I knew you. 
wasn't goin' to be naughty." 

... The girl went downstairs and left 
Ruth sitting very still upon the box 

>in the corner and thinking hard, with 
her eyes fixed' on a cobweb just across 
the garret. 

v "My mamma has died1 and gone to 
^Heaven," the child meditated, solemn
ly. "I told her if she went up to 

^Heaven first, the next thing she knew 
^she^d1 look around and see me there. I 
.ain't going to stay in this horrid place 
'Without her. I'm going to die myself 
..and go and see her, right straight off. 
'I'll put on my«bestnighitgown, and I'll 
lie down in. the bed and put some flow
ers at my head"—some kind person 
had placed a bouquet by her mother's 

bed the last time Ruth had seea Ber 
lying sick and still—"and then m die 
and go to Heaven." SJie rose now and; 
stepping to the window, peered be
tween the dusky festoons at the blue 
sky, as if she expected to see the angels 
already descending to bear her away. 

At last rite went quietly down the 
stairs; she must find the flowers first, 
and to go out of doors by the back way* 
she must pass through the kitchen. 
The girl was at the stove frying dough
nuts, and looked up as Ruth entered. 

"Hullo," she said; "have a dough
nut?" 

These doughnuts were not for the in
mates of the farm, and it was a rare 
honor to be offered one. For a mo
ment Ruth forgot her errand, it was so 
warm and sweet. While she was eat
ing it, standing close by the fire, the 
girl's mother, who was sitting in the 
kitchen, spoke: 

"To think to-morrer should Be 
Easter." 

"I know it; I hope it'll be pleasant." 
"What is Easter?" asked Ruth, tim

idly. 
"Low sakes 1 what a heathen sihe is,* 

cried the woman. 
"Easter," said the girl, oracularly, 

balancing a doughnut on the end of her 
fork, "is the day when Christ rose from 
the dead, as all the dead shall rise." 

Ruth, as she stood in the corner, ate 
her doughnut ahd pondered over the 
words. 
"I guess to-morrow'U be the best 

day to die in," she decided, watching 
with hungry eyes as the girl boTethe 
pan of doughnuts off to the matron's 
private larder; "that's the day the dead 
shall all rise." 

The next morning brought Easter, a 
fair and glad day for many as well as 
for little Ruth; for was not this to be 
the day on which she should rise to her 
mother in the skies? She went out 
into the garden directly after breakfast 
to gather some flowers. After much 
searching Ruth discovered in a swamp 
far from the house, a pussy-willow 
bush, with the catkins clinging gray 
and soft to the shining brown twigs. 
She picked a great bunch of these and 
bore them home in triumph. Suddenly 
she remembered something; her moth
er's lament the night before she lost 
all knowledge of where she was, that 
she must die in the poor farm; how bad 
she felt about that. "I don't think 
mamma'd' want me to die here," she 
murmured, with a little sob of disap
pointment in her voice. 
It was at dusk of that Easter day 

•cross her breast, closed her eyes, just 
•s she had seen her niother on that last 
day, and waited—waited through the 
seconds that the tall hall-clock ticked 
solemnly from below the stairs, waited 
wihile they turned to minutes, and even 
to an hour; but the angels were wait
ing, too, the guardian angels of little 
Ruth. 

While shewaited the brown and white 
pony was amblingdown the rood, bear
ing Mrs. Whitaker home after the 
church service. She had left Hannah 
an the way to make a call on her family 
and was. now alone. The peace of Eas
ter was smiling oh her lips and the joy 
of Easter was shining in her eyes; fbr 
Easter has always the largest meaning 
to those, left as she, alone in theworld. 
She drove up the driveway to tihe barn, 
lighted' the lantern and unharnessed 
the horse—the hired man had his Sun
days out.; then she came to the back 
door. The sighib of the key projecting 
from tihe lock brought another frown 
to her face. 

"Hannah's getting careless," she 
said, as she stepped into the kitchen. 
She sat down a moment before the fire 
in the darkness, then rising, lighted a 
lamp and went slowly up the stairs to 
put away her bonnet and shawl. 

She came into her bedroom, placed 
the light on> her bureau and turned 
about toward the bed. She gave a sud
den' cry, not , a shriek, but something 
between a moan and a sob and put her 
hamd to her side. But after a still 
moment, she went to the bureau, picked 
up the lamp in. a steady hand and 
walked gravely to the bedside, looking 
over the little white figure from the 
dark, roughened hair to the pink-toed 
feet. A hint of a smile came to the 
corners of her mouth. 

Now the child opened her big black 
eyes., saw the faint smile and tranquilly 
closed them again. 

Anne Whitaker frowned. Was it a 
trick being played upon her? 

"What are you doing here?" she 
demanded, still holding the light and 
still .peering down into the cbild'si face. 

Ruth opened her eyes again with a 
look of appeal in- tUxem. "I'm dying," 
she answered, calmly, and then closed 
her eyes. 

Mrs. Whitaker jumped so that the 
chimney almost fell from the lamp; 
she hurried to the bureau, placed it 
there and then came back to the bed. 

"Do you feel very bad?" she queried, 
anxiously* 

A piteous frown came to the child's 
forehead. "Please don't 'situTb me; I 

LESS 

LOOKING OVER THE LITTLE WHITE FIGURE. 

when a little white-robed figure stole 
softly out of the back door of the poor 
house, and, creeping slowly along in 
the shadow, came at last to Mrs. Whit
aker's back gate. Thien it fairly flew up 
the pathway, and paused at the door. 
But the door was locked, and'there was 
no key in sight. A sudden memory 
came to Ruth of the day when, she had! 
been to walk with the girl at the poor-
farm, and the girl had1 taken the key 
from under the mat. She reached 
down now and felt beneath the mat. 
Yes, there it was. She fitted the key 
in the door, turned it quickly and 
found herself in Mrs. Whitaker's pleas
ant kitchen, where the fire glowed in a 
safe, subdued fashion, and the dining-
room showed1 through the half-open, 
door. 

But Ruth wasted scarce a glance on 
these beauties. She had seen the 
brown and white pony go down the 
road some time since, and she planned 
to die and be done with it before the 
pony's owner should return. 

She wiped her cold bare feet care
fully on the kitchen rug; it appeared 
to her most fitting to die in bare feet; 
then, holding the big bunch of pussy
willows closely, she crept softly up the 
stairs to the handsome square cham
bers. She was awestruck with their 
size and grandeur, and it took her some 
time to decide which one was suitable 
for her laying out; but at last she se
lected Mrs. Whitaker's own bedroom. 
She placed the pussy-willows* in a vase 
on the table at the head of the bed, and 
then she opened the window wide. 
"I should think that would be big 

enough for the angels to get me 
through, if they're careful," she said, 
aloud; she had not seen, her mother 
carried away in the poorfarm wagon 
in- the long, black box. 

She climbed solemnly up into the 
great high-posted bed, lying quietly in 
the center of it. her little close-cropped 
head against Mrs. Whitaker's spick and 
span shams, her small, baTe feet pro
jecting, pinkitoed and chill, from the 
edge of her carefully drawn-down 
nightgown. She folded her hands 

want to die;" she had screwed her eyes 
more tightly together this time. 

Mrs. Whitaker straightened up. 
"Oh, you do, do you?" then she bent 
over the bed. "Have you taken any
thing?" she asked, solicitously. 

The child looked at her now. "No, 
I didn't have anything thait was good 
enough. You can* get 'most everything 
in Heaven, can't you?" 

Anne Whitaker retreated a pace and 
sat down in the nearest chair. She did 
not answer until she realized that Ruth 
was still looking a.t her inquiringly. 

"Yes, I guess, so," she began, hastily. 
Then she felt a draft of cold adr. 
"I guess there isn't much doubt, about 
your dying if yiou lie there with that 
window open;" she went toward the 
window and closed it. > 

"Doni't shut it; how can the angels 
come in?" Ruth sat up in bed and 
looked at her. * 

Anne Whitaker looked back at the 
thin little face and the sad, dark eyes, 
and a lump came, into her throat. 

"They can come in at the door, I 
guess," she said; butshewasnotthink
ing of the words. 

She went over to the child, who had 
lain down again, and touched her bare, 
chill fee. "You're going to catch 
your death a-cold," she. affirmed. "I'm 
going to put my shawl over you." 

The child unfolded her hands and 
spTead them out in appeal. "Won't 
you please let me die? This is such a 
nice house to die in." 

Again Mrs, Whitaker retreated. 
"What—what do you want to die for?" 
she stammered. 
" 'Cause my mamma died, an' I want 

to go an' see her in Heaven; an' it's a 
more joyful place than the poorhouse." 

Mrs. Whitaker had- always prided 
herself on being a woman of resource. 
She sat down on a chair opposite the 
bed and studied the little figure per
plexedly. Suddenly there was a move
ment of the small nose, a wrinkling of 
the smooth eyebrows, and the next 
moment the still form was shaken by • 
convulsive sneeze. 

Mrs. Whifaker sprang to her feet. 

"There's one thing sure," she declared, 
impressively, "If I let you lie there 
that way I might as well be a murderer 
and done with it. Wanting to die, in
deed! Don't you know the Lord's got 
work for you in the world, and it isn't 
right for you to die?" 

Her voice rose in her indignation 
louder than she knew, from the clothes-
pr4ss where she was extracting her big
gest and warmest gray shawl. When 
she turned again toward' the bed', two 
great tears were stealing from beneath 
Ruth's dark lashes and making slow 
•way down her hollow cheeks. Mrs. 
Whitaker groaned and choked and sat 
down with the shawl in her arms. 
Then, what seemed like a. brilliant in
spiration came to her. 

"I've got some apple farts down
stairs; they're brown an' crispy, and 
there's one that's just about big 
enough for a little girl. I should thirfk 
she'd like to have something to eat be
fore she dies." 

The child's mouth moved.convulsive
ly at the corners, but this time it was 
not with grief. 

"And I've got a cooky that's round, 
with sugar on the top and a hale in the 
middle." Mrs. Whitaker smiled broads 
ly as Ruth sat up. 

"And could I take one to mamma, 
too?" she asked. 

"Oh," answered the triumphant 
lady, "your mamma has everything she 
wants in Heaven." 

The child smiled. "Then I guess I'll 
wait till I get there, too," she said, and 
lay down again. 

The shawl twitched in Anne Whitta-
ker's hands; she longed' to gather the 
forlorn little figure into her arms, but 
she did not feel that she could use 
force toward the child; she must man
age her, she had always been so good 
a manager. 

"Do you know what day it is?" she 
asked, presently, feeling her way care
fully. 

"Yes, that's why I.died to-day," 
was the answer, still with tight-shut 
eyes. 

"To-day is thel day that Christ rose 
from the dlead to teach us that as He 
rose, so shall we all rise," began Mrs. 
Whitaker, gently. 

Ruth was looking at her now. "But 
I can't rise," she said; plaintively; 
" 'cause you keep 'sturbing me." 

"You might"—Anne Whitaker drew 
a long breath, was it sacrilegious?-— 
"you might play you had been dead 
and"—she paused. 

A gleam of interest shone in Ruth's 
face. "But this isn't Heaven," she 
protested. 

"The Kingdom of Heaven is within 
you," Mrs. Whitaker quoted, with 
both freedom and truth, as she ap
proached the bed with outspread shawl. 
"It isn't Heaven, but we might be good 
and make it. seem like Heaven." 

The child put up her hand as if to 
ward off the shawl. 

"But God isn'tl here and mamma 
isn't here." 

"God is everywhere," answered Mrs. 
Whitaker; and Ruth looked about 
half startled. "But He is a spirit, and 
you can't see Him." She dropped the 
shawl over the- child now, and as she 
wrapped it about her she finished more 
softly: "Your mamma isn't here, but 
you might play for a little while that I 
was your other mother." 

"Not my real mother?" Ruth asked, 
wistfully. 

"Oh no," Mrs. Whitaker said, 
hastily; "only a play mother." 

The child said no more, but let her
self be wound up in the shawl and sat 
quietly on the edge of the bed while 
Mrs. Whitaker brought out a pair of 
her long woolen stockings and drew 
them over the little, unresisting feet. 
There was still a slight disappointment 
in Ruth's face when the great, gray 
shawl was fastened with a safety pin 
firmly beneath her chin. 

"Now be careful when you go down
stairs and keep tight hold of the banis
ters;" and Mrs. Whitaker came a step 
behind with a firm clutch on the small, 
gray-shawled shoulder. 

She placed the child in the great 
rocking chair in front of the stove and 
laid out all her goodies on the table; 
apple tart® and cookies and preserves 
and cold meat and bread and butter and 
rich, warm milk. Then she went up
stairs and brought down an old sacque 
of her own that Ruth might put on, and 
so have her arms free; and tlicy botli 
actually fell to laughing as she rolle 
and rolled and rolled up the long* bang
ing sleeves. . 

Mrs. Whitaker was amazed and fear
ful when she saw Ruth eat.; the little 
girl, whose mind .seemed fi**d on 
heavenly things, had a hearty appetite. 
At last, for fear the child might, in
deed, die from overeating, her hostess 
suggested that they rock together in 
the chair before the fire. 

At this moment little Ruth looked 
up with a smile onher face, from which 
all traces of disappointment were fast 
vanishing. "I think this inu«t be al
most as nice as Heaven; just, but for 
mamma." 

Mrs. Whitaker smiled grimly. "I 
guess Heaven is a good deal within us, 
even with the poorhouse next door." 

Hannah made an unusually long call 
on her family, so Mrs. Whitaker 
thought, holding the little, shawl-
wrapped figure in front of the dining-
room fire. But when at last she en
tered, her mistress' command* -were 
ready. 

"Hanna. you go over to the poor-
farm aud tell them that Ruth's over 
here and going to stay, and I'll send 
John for her things in the morning." 

Hannah stood still, gaping, in the 
dining-room doorway. "We'll, I never!" 
she announced, with her usual free
dom; "what on earth have jou ben 
doin'?" 

Anne Whitaker smiled with her lips 
against Ruth's dark locks. "Well," 
she saiil. slowly, "we've been Laving 
a resurrection. You see, this little girl 
came over here to"—she was about to 
add "to die," but changed it suddcnlv 
"to live."—Frances Bent Dillingharj 
in N. Y Independent. 

PkcMBcaally Coat atom. 
Visitor—So this is some of that weather 

that you brag ao much about? It seems to 
me to be about like the average for this time 
of the year over the country generally. 

Oldest Inhabitant—About like the aver
age? Young feller, I've lived in this same 
place fer nigh onto 72 years, an' this here 
weather is more like the average than any 
we've had in all that time.—Judge. 

* Perils of the Aretle. 
The Sweet Young Thing—I love to read 

of those dear, daring explorers in the Arctic, 
but I should think scaling icebergs all the 
time would become monotonous. 

The Savage Bachelor—Part of the time 
they were scaling fish.—Indianapolis Jour
nal. 

Days sC the Horse Hi 
The neatest electrician in the world de> /v. 

d a r e s  t h a t  t h e  d a y s  o f  t h e  h o n e  s i e  n u m * T r :  
bered, afcdthat in a short time electricity > / * 
will completely supplant man's most useful , ^ 
animal. In 20 years, he asserts, the horse 
will be a curiosity. Diseases of the stomach, -
liver, kidneys and blood would also be a a. 
curiosity if all sufferers would take Hostet- % 
ter s Stomach Bitters. There would then be ? 
practically no dyspepsia, nervousness, sleep
lessness, indigertion, constipation, malarial 
fever or ague. > 

There is only one thing more important "V 
than to learn patience, and that is to learn N 
when not to use it.—Town Topics. f 

It is surprising how well a homely girl " ' 
looks in a picture.—Atchison Globe. ^ 

MI 

1 

Public opinion is 
never far wrong 

You can cheat it for a time* but only for 
a time. The average life of a patent 
medicine is less than two years. They 
are pretty well advertised, some of them* 
but it isn't what is said of them* but 
what they are able to do which carries 
them through the years. 

(which made Smapirilk ftmoos) 

has never recommended itself to do what it 
knew of itself it could not do. It has never 
been known as a cure-all in order to catch 
all. For half a century it has been the 
one true, safe blood purifier, made in the 
best way out of the best ingredients. 
Thousands of families are using it where 
their fathers and grandfathers used it 
before, and its record is equaled by no 
other medicine. 

Is the best any too 
good for you ? 
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