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A Tale from the Ru in of Kovolenko
£ I' WAS the night |
v | " before the Easter
'{" ':f' {$ L morning. The 1it- |
LS bW e village by the
WA‘:J“*" ! murmuring  ereek

was half hidden in

"‘i the my

veticnl, vit-

{3 pary, sturry gloom

, 0 | an niEihd

RS ' e, The

W,

L God

1 1 I

ows on the flelds Leside | Adl was
sllen The village sl i

Flouys passed, and 1o AL y th
night was gone its still charim wa
broken Lights heg
the windows of cotii \ )
pdnesz wes diszuized 1n the
Epringtime gloom of night A g
ereaked. The tread of a foot was heard
here and there, Moving fig darkly
outlined, emerged from ths hndea ol
the wood. A dog barked, and then an
other and another,

Then a horseman elatiered along the
villuge sireet A passing rt groaned
and ereaked under its early morning
burden. The darkly outlined figures
Increased 1n number, The villagers he-
gan to gather in thelr chureh to bid
weltome to the spring hollday

It was a quaint litthe chareh.
apon a hillock
lage., Ali niows glowed
dimly among the shadows. ‘Then their
brightness increnged, The chureh was
nll alight.

It 2itood
in the mlddie of the vil

at oncve Its wi

High inte the darkness overhead
reached the old belfry tower. Iis top
was lost in the azure gloom,

Then the rickety belfry
tr creak. Old Micheich, the be
war clambering aloft. Soon h
hung in the bell window,
a new gtar In the sky.

It was hard for the old man to elimb
those steep and crooked stairs. His
old eyes no longer served him, and he,
ke they, was worn out,

Ag he climbed, he pondered. It was
time indeed, be thought, that he should
rest. But God would not gend him death
He had seen bis children burfed. He
had stood by the open graves of his
grandchildren. He bhad followed the
He had

stalra begnn
liringer
s lantern
ehining like

eld to thelr last resting place,

THE BELLRINGER WAS CLAMBER-
ING ALOFT.

follewed the young there, too, But

still he lived and lved. It was hard.

Many a time had he welcomed the
Enster morning—so many times that he
gould not recall them all. He had even
forgotten how often in later years he
had hoped for death in this same old
And
yet this early morning God had brought
aim there once morv.

It was not yet time for kim to ring
the merry peals and the old man totter-
od to the belfry window and leaned out
over the ralling., Below him n the
darkness we could dimly see the neg-
lected graves. The white woeden cross-
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o8 il thelr hends seemaod to be guarding

them with their widestretchod arms.
Here and there a fow birch trees bent
naked branches forlornly over the

mounds and the aromatlie odors of thelr
voung buds arpse on the silent alr to
Micheich's nostrils, They bore to him
a tnle of tranqguil, eternal sleep,

Where would he be a year from that |

Would he be there again?
Would he have onee more elimbed into
that wwer under the climorous copper
bells to awaken the slumbering night

moment?

with their sharp, resounding strokes?
Or would he lie out there in a dark
corner of the eemotory with a white
ross gnarding hi veriasting sleep?

God nlone K
—but in the ms

He was ready to die
nntime God had brought

| him into the belfry once more to wel-

| come the Easter morning.
“To the glory of God!"
His old lips repeated the oft spoken

! the first resounding stroke.

HZ 5}
formula, n
the deep sky ahove

D THE BELL ROPES.
lhils old eves gazed into

burning with s
milllons upon millions of stara.

“Micheich! Oh, Michelch!"

The volee eame from below. It was
the old sexton, who had come from the
chureh into the graveyard beneath the
tower and who was grzing upward, with
his hands shading his blinking, tear
molstened eves in valn effort to make
out the form of the bellringer in the
darknesa overhead,

“What do you want?" answered old
Mlichelch, bending over the ralling, *1
am here. Can't you see me?”

“1 do not see,” cried the sexton., “ls
it not time to ring? What do you
think ™

Both gazed upon the stars, Thou-

sands of God's Janterns were blinking
at them from the firmament. The night
was waning. Micheich thought.

“No, not yer." he gaid. “Walt awhile.
I know when" = * ®

But It wae time to salute the Easter
morning. Old Michelch gazed at the
stars once more, and then arose. He
removed his hat, crossed himself and
gathered up the bell ropes. A moment
more and the night air shiverad under
Then came
the serond, the third, the fourth. The
lightly sleeping Faster air guivered
with the joyous music of the shouting,
singing bells,

Then the bells ceased. The solemn
service began In the church below,

In bygone years Michelch had always
gone down to the gervice and stood in
A corner near the door, praying and lis-
tening to the musle But it was hard
for him to do this now He felt tired.
80 he sat down on the bench beneath
the copper bells and llstened to their
WHENINE resonance

He thought, About what? Micheleh
himselfl could hardly answer the ques.
tlon. His glimmering lantern scarcely
lit up the belfry, He could not make
out the droning bells. They were lost
in darkoess. Frem the church below
his old ears eaught the singing now
and then. The old man's gray head

upon his chest, Disconnected
grenes from the past swarmed in his
mind like bees in the hive,

“Ah!" he sald as the music of the
BEaster hymn drifted up the tower
stairs, “thev are singing the troparion.”

sank

In his imagination he sang that
hymn, again a youth, in the old ehurch
helow, The little old priest, Father
Noum, many scars dead and hll:’l!"ii,]

once more was intoning the end of a
while ehildren’s volces united
responses. Hundreds of peasants
and arose like ecorn before the
Now they crossed themselves

praver
in the
bowod
winp !
devoutly,

The old famillar faces were of those
lonz since dend There wns the stern
of his father, There stood his
brother nt the old man's slde,
deeply nnd crossing himsel!
again o again, There he himsel!
sinold, young, healthful. strong. joyful,
full of expectation of a life’s happiness

Where was that happiness now?

The old man's thoughts fllckered np |

Visige
elder
sighing

ke a dyving Aame. Recollection 11u-
mined all the nooks nand corners of s
Iife And all he gaw was endless
ensnls t s labar—Ilahor far be
ond h 'th. He saw sorrow, ton

mu SOETOW and suffering unutter .
.

Ah, where Indead was that happiness

of which he bad dreamed?

The burdens of life had wrinkled his
', had bent his powerful back
the time had come. They had
made the joyous boy sigh as hils elder
urother had sighed

There on the left, among the women
of the viilage, with her head humbly
bent, he snw his sweetheart. She was
a good woman. May the peace of God
bhe with her soul!

Oh. the pain that she had suffered!
Want and work and woman’'s woes had
#ithered her glowing womanhood. Her
had grown dim with years znd
weoping. The shocks and bligats of
life had painted a dull fright upon her |
comely face,

A, where was her happiness? l

God had given them one son, thelr
Joy, their very soul, and he was grouad
to his death by men's Injustice,

The picture broadened and grow
vivid In the old man’s mind, He saw
standing in his pew the rich enemy of
the family, bowing his head to the very
ground, glossing over In his prayers
the wrongs of the widows and orphans
whose llves he had blighted inhisselfish
greed. Micheich felt his heart grow
hot within hlm now, as it had done
then, while the dark faces of the holy

oveg

HAD FALLEN HELPLESSLY.
images on the altar frowned sternly
upon man's sorrows and man's injus-
tice,

But all this was long, long passed,
All this was far away in the old times.
And now all the wide world for him
was this dark tower, where the wind
slghed geatly amoung the swinging bell
ropea.

“Let God judge you! God will Judge
you!” whispered the old man, thinking
of his enemy. Sllent tears ran down
his cheeka,

“Micheich! AN, Micheich! What 1s
the matter with you? Are you aslesp*”

| pealed forth,

|rhnmnsz sopranos, as though fearing

| sereamed a thousand times, “Christ has

| Each of God's soldlers bears a sword

| Streteh out thy trembling hands to-day

The wice eame from the churchyard
withouy,

"Good God!™ eried the old man, re-

meéMbering the further duty that
awilted him. “Did 1 really fal
asleep™

He wized the bell ropes and pulled
them with gkilful Sand.

Far below the people swarmed from
the chiirch, ns ants swarm from the ant-
Bill.  Golden standards reared them-
8e1¥€s Iy the alr of the unborn Easter
morning.  Forming as a ¢ross, the pro-
ce85lon began to move around the
chureh, amid joyful cries of “Christ
has risen from the dead!”

The words went to the old bellring-
er's heart, gnd glancing out he was
exalted in gpirit, It seemed to him that
the waxen eandles that the people bors
biazed with guddenly Incremssd bril-
llance 1n the gray darkness, that the
throng moved more and more swiftly,
that the standards waved the more joy-
ously, and that the awakening wind
lHeted tip the joyful chorus from below
and turned 4t to the bell’s brazen peals
with & sweetness superhuman.

Nevor did Micheich ring the
with sueh Joy and spirit.

It stomed as if his 0ld heart had been
weldad into the dead copper of those
bells, which laughed and sang and wept
at the entrancing melody that rose to
the stars ahove. And the stars seemed
to fairly hlaze with joy of it as the
musie poured upward inte heaven and
fell backward to caress the earth.

Whit o hymn of joy It was those bella
The great bass deafened
the sky with the grand brazen cry of
“Chrigt has risen.” And the tenors,
struck (o thelr hearts, shouted sonor-
ously, "Christ has risen!” while the

bella

thelr lesser voices should be lost to the
grand chorus, hurriedly, like gleeful
chlldren irying to outstrip each other,

rigen!”

And that sad old heart forgot
cares, {ta sorrows, and its insults,

The gray bellringer heard only the
musle, now singing, now weep-
ing, now floating to the starry sky, now
sinking to the wretched earth; and It
soemad to him that he was surrounded
b¥ his children and his grandchlldren
and that these were thelr happy volces
—the voices of old and young to-
gother pouring out in one grand chorus
a hymn of joy and rapture.

Ho the old bellringer pulled the ropes
with strong, nervous arms while tears
poured down his cheeks and his heart
ran fairly over with a happiness he
had never known before, And below
the people listened, snd they sald to
epch other that Micheich had never
rung o wonderfully before.

Then suddenly the great hass bell
and was sitent. For a mo-
moent the others sang an unfinished, un-
certain harmony. Then they, too,
ceascld. and there was silence save for
the law, sad, trembling droning of their l
&' 111gd dwit still reconant throats.

Tha gray bellringer had fallen nelp”
iessly on the bench beslde the ropea,

nd two tears silently rolled over his

ita

hri

hestt ated

nale chei

2end a substitute! The old Dbell- |
» hns rung himself out.
Tor Easter
RISE! This day |
shall shine for
evermore
/ To thee a star di-
vine on Time's

dark shore!

Till now thy soul
has Dbeen all
glad and gay;
it awake and
and look at
Grief to-day!

Bid

Put now the stream has reached a dark,

deep sea; |

And sorrow, dim and crowned, 1s walt-
o105 thee.

divine;
for thine!

Then with slow, reverent step and beat-
ing heart,

From out thy joyous day thou must
depast—

And, leaving all behind, come forth
alone,

To join the chosen band around the
throne.

Ralse up thine eyes! Be strong!
cast away

The crown that God has given thy soul |
to-day!

Nor

Fastor Hares

About Easter time hares ares almost
as common as eggs in the shop win-
dows, und many boys and girls may
wonder why this Is so. It Is plain why
the @gg should be used. The life which
comes, after s0 long a time, from the
lifeless-looking egg, makes it especially
typleal of the reaurrection. It §s not
s0 clear what the hare has to do with
Easter Sunday,

Easter Is a feast regulated by the |
moon. That s, It is appointed by the |
church that Easter should fall “upon
the first Sunday after the first full moon
which fell upon or after the vernal
equinox.” Now, the hare Is the anlmnl
which the anclenta considered sacred to
the moon, and proper to be used at all
feasts regulated by the moea.

S0 among the old customs which have
been handed down to us from the olq,
old days Is that which still uses the hare
as well as the egg in the pretty fancl.
ful decorations suitable for our great
gpring festival—Easter Sunday,

No greater thing can be done than
to love God and keep his command-
m-atd

When Traveling. |
Whether on pleasure bent, or business, |
take on every trip a bottle of Syrup of |
Fige, as it acts most pleasantly and
effectually on the kidneys, liver, and
bowels, preventing fevers, headaches,
and other forms of sickness, For sale
in B0 cent and $1 bottles by all leading
druggists. Manufactured by the Call-
fornia Fig Syrup Company only.

Ambitlon—n kind of sgotiam—is beblond ail
achievemuont and all excellenve.

Bieycle riders, football players and
athletes generally, find u sovereign
remedy for the sprains and bruises
and cuts to which they are constantly
liable, in Dr. Thomas' Eelectric OiL

Thers I8 no such thing a% becoming rich
without giving away anything.

There Is pleasure and prafit
and no smoll satisfaction in abating trouble-
;{I'IIR and paiuful ills by using Parker's Witger
onic.

The éin we spare s «oon Lo become our master,

WHAT IS ALABASTINE?

A pure, permanent and artistic wall.
ready for brush by miziog o cold '&’.‘

FOR SALE BY PAINT DEALERS EVERYWMERE,
I to any one meatiouing this paper
to THE MBECHEM 1IN+
NSION: ) w.mo :
Chronle IMsouses, and wsks nothing aat

FHEE | A Tint Card showiog 12 desirable
1 nfMied umrn"'u ]
ll:n 03:‘:. uss § p.“ . E,. '!
VESTNMENT CO, IM
Washingtlon,
The Star Medico-Surgleal Institate,
cared. Sond for trial trestmont FRER,

also Alabastine SBouvenir Hock -Irm
ALABASTINE CO.. Grand Rapids, Mioh,
Write for what o;;
GRIPPI_[ GR[[K Jacksun B¢, t.hl-el“._—!
wu tes C
;?r: 1 laat Wk, m‘.‘mmw
3050 Indiann Ave, Chichago, IlL, cures a
W. N. U, D.«-XIV==14,

e i et s i

Such ills as

STIFFNESS,

and the like,

R T

You get 5
for 10 cents.

The soming Artist who kn
to paint a popular subject.

B of other brands of no better quality

for 10 cents. In other words, if you
buy “Battle Ax"”

e .

ows enough

iy o

you get 2 oz

same money.
3 resist this fact?

:,', more of high grade tobacco for the

unless you have “Money to Burn.”

you afford to
We say NO—

ot

WHITE 1

HIGHEST GRADE,

- Shak

= —— el

BEST QUALITY,

IN USE TWENTY YEARS,

o GOES FARTHER AND LASTS LONGER THAN
y JHEAD.
rite for Sample Cards and Informastion,

AMOS B. McNAIRY & CO,,

127-183 Scranton Ave., CLEVELAND, 0.

ROLD UNDER UUARANTEE.

er Liguid Paint

LOOD POISON
ABPECIALTY

lodide po s and
Mucons Patches in
Pimples, (‘.pﬁor Colored Spo
Eyebrows fn

ocure. We solloit the most obstinate
the world for a oase we canpol
bas always
behind our unconditional guaranty

Addresa COOK REMEDY ©0.,
307 Masonio Temple, CHICAGO,

ing oui it Is this

CURED BY THE

od the skill of the most eminent physiclans.

Primary, Socondary or Tertiary Bloo®
Polson permanently cured im 15 oo 8§
days.

You can be trested at home for the ssme

price under same gumrapty. 1f you L)
coma here we will contract to pay rallroad fare sad b
and no charge, if we falltocure, If you have taken me
IT IS QUICKLY 3503 i 0
mouth, Sere Th at
aly

Uleers on “p{oﬂ." of the body,
BLOOD POISON that wo guarantes
cases and challon
cure. Thia

300,000 sapl

Absolute proofs sent soaled on applieation.

«. GOOK REMEDY GO.

GINGO=GAPCI

any rorm, 10BACCO HABIT,
:':n:e‘:. J'I::l .::C’b:i‘: :CT'I::’. et

combination of pure concentrated drug which is a true antidote for the polsons retsined

the system from the use of TOBRACCO,
and (s absolutely froe from sny injurious effects,

It allows the patient to use all the Tobueco ho wants while under treatmens.

It leaves the patient in better health than betore

CINCO-CAPCHE |» eany and pleassat to
The “ora

sod “hankering * will disappoar as if by magio. Thousands throughout this broad

land bless the day they heard of CINCO=CA PCL,

Do you smoke or chew Tobasge ¥

22 rou find It diMcult or Impossible to stop?! CINCO=CAPCR cures cigar nm
also the deadly cigarette hable.

smoking, chewing and spuf taking, and
in wablet form, sasily carrfed in the pocket

ONE ROTTLE CURES,

Address SEABURY & CO., at Chicago, LIL, or Boston, Mam.

If
the can, it isn't
Breakfast Cocoa.

“La Belle Chocolatiere " isn't
Walter

WALTER BAKER & cO,,
DORCHESTER, MASS.

on

Baker & Co.'s

Limiren,

—p




