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THE OTHER SIDE OF A BEAUTIFUL EASTER
SUNDAY AS SEEN BY JANE WHITAKER
BY JANE WHITAKER.

Easter Sunday was such a glorious
day of Spring that the whole

seemed shouting: "Come on
out and play! Come on out and play!"

I wanted to go into the country and
wander along the lanes where the
ground is carpeted with its new
spring dress of green; where the sun
glints in the streams as though it
were caressing the water; where the
violets are signalling with their green
leaves that soon sturdy little flowers
will adorn the woods; where the birds
twitter a glad song, and even the bark
of a dog is y.

But it is selfish to go away in the
solitude just to gorge oneself with
happiness, so I resolved to see how
the people in the city were welcoming
the spring.

On the boulevards femininity was
preening itself in its bright colors like
'a proud peacock. Young girls in new
gowns tried to seem unconscious of
their splendor, and did not succeed.

Men were no less vain in their new
suits and fancy cravats and patent
leather shoes. Children were con-

scious of even new hair ribbons.
From the boulevard I wandered

down Madison street. From Hals ted
to Canal the streets were lined with
the "down-and-outs- ," shabby, hun-
gry, but not hopeless, for the warm
balm of the spring air promises
months when one doesnt shiver even
if one hasn't a place to sleep.

I saw a shabby man who seemed
only a wreck of what he once was, a
man of about forty; face cruelly lined
with the struggle of life, eyes bleared
with the knowledge of defeat; shoul-
ders drooping and feet lagging.

And even as I wondered if the
spring had power any longer to cast
its sunshine glitter in his life, he spied
something on the sidewalk and stoop-
ed to pick it up.

For a moment I could not decide
what tit was he had captured, but
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curiously watched him brushing the
dirt from it, and then he held it to his
nose, and I saw it was a white car-
nation that some one had dropped
and many people had carelessly step-
ped on, but to the man on whose face
life had written defeat it was as pre-
cious as thought it came fresh from
a garden.

He almost caressed it. He tried to
straighten out its crushed petals. He
rubbed his hand over it softly, and as
I passed along I saw him sniff at it
again, look around guiltily andy then
slip it into his pocket.

Near a nickel show two dirty-face- d

little urchins loitered, peering with
their too-wi- se eyes into the faces of
the people who possessed the magic
price of admission. Edging closer to
those their eyes trusted, but afraid to
voice their plea lest someone should
send them away.

I purposely loitered, apparently in-

terested in the gaudy posters of an
Indfan battle.

They looked at me and appraised
me and I wondered would their too-wi- se

eyes find me wanting or would
they trust me.

They whispered something to each
other and then they edged a little
nearer and still I stood apparently ab-
sorbed in the poster.

And then, in just the merest whis-
per, so faint I hardly heard it, one
of the little urchins asked:

"Lady, will you take us in with
you?"

"If you will sit with me," I an-
swered.

. And so we entered the place of
magic to the little boys with too-wi- se

eyes, and we found three seats to-
gether and in the half darkness I
watched their eagerness as"the Iridian
drama unfolded. Vigorously they ap-
plauded and they stamped and whis-
tled.

They forgot that I was beside them
and imagined themselves out on the
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