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“PEACE ON EARTH GOOD WILL TOWARD MEN”

"Cwas Not Per |:'f.":i"-;-'lit.'.?:f",',f{“i..“'i.'.f:::*‘i:‘?;*.i‘;."-t:.:f (Z MMM 2 Che Story of v, f Mrs. Jobnson’s.
g e 5 THE BCcs 7 Caster Opening

eaSter Bat ::r‘.l-l-l :.Itl:'l..;l:'l. .'-Iiu.ll'j".l I‘.i.lrii'.'rl:-t- ?;;u- hed! ——— g, }’ﬁ_h .--\‘ 2

gulltily. bar b gieeesd honestly  baek .\ -
R Into hivr ¢t es “I' house ety Qi !\:} ’-\f.r{,’:*} LY ” i
It It Mewins B shiort tlpe 0 wiesk ' =t w———— ) : .’ “Tﬂu!l m
.' BELLE TRIMBLE MATTSON, bt when son Hve right In the house f‘. '_;:JJ,_.‘:M':--_‘_‘?_;- e esurrectlon ¥ " ROBERT DONNELL

IWMWAWM*-

[Copyright, 1910 l‘-:.:‘\l-‘r"‘-lfl"-ﬂ Pross Asso :’,”:“h.g”;r‘ ":hllrl "i""|"'f‘:""l‘ﬂ:”"’ ulght A'I'III-.‘:IIu:t, telle. with thelr noi- BELIEVE that with every :
“w i - 1E ¥l " Iunge ’
“ M, wimms, youre not golug Mra Bronson sighed Mheir umr-‘m e and | helr brasen Easter dawn a fuller effol- * HERE! :"”"h'.“.
to welr thut Lat, ure you r “ve beon awfully afrak] to ek TOR K e | | gence of ‘IJ'r"tlll u‘ht l-“ﬂ' l.'t- '-‘M L m "
Mildred had tragedy I ber | cou  1i's s mncl o nek for and, b | Uver the roofs of the city pour i | minntes the earth. Eastér spells l Easter openin's almost AL
¥ulee .nh]l'l P'ee iwen afrald of J"ul.l. ' M3y “l""r":';""*‘ ey (RS VN T ) | optimism. The optimist is the my life! I'm as tll'ﬂ
T I AR ol sl e B ontng | Tl ,“_' Pl ool B e B b i only naturalized citizen of the  dog. Here comes ole Mis’ A
‘Whint! \I--If;n-r. dear,” erled lmrnln!’. 'lll:‘lutl:u-:.jl"‘:::-l: -lilu ';-‘Trgtlll‘:"ln 1I|'|l|“ ':_:; l “'“"’- S Toetha N th‘ md Of th‘ S‘bbath. aB [t bcga“ to daw“ ‘o' [ unlvem. 'iﬂf l'.‘ w' . nnl- ,.I"" mm’“""‘ over, “h..' ¢
puning I for glove thread, “that aW- | can't rhink how reiieved | was when | * he S SO S0 b JAEN 0 - weit ward the firet day of the wesk. came Mary Mag- | | woma donn owntr o8 e | o o M W s g
Ll i ¥irl I bellove™ ) erod] | “Denrest pape,” says my bay 10 me " "
Minetty. Luaw you; T helleta’ be ;:‘;..:“ vd - :,,.' .._..‘,:3, ".'","'v""' : hee. dalene and the other Mary 1o ece the sepulcire. '1 otﬂptn:inm It L SR n; ‘::.:::x:l;:.n .;::’-.m ,
“On Boster Monday!™ they chimed, wially - an nwfull oh (PN Y MW L S AREY, oy SO0 e, 4 P arou )
wEw s Euas Sald thaly thothie |::._‘r ml'l : I‘: o 1 .l : |Il!lll'y 'Nkll’lh |A_¢'r.|'i‘.r;o‘!‘.l-'ul‘l’!l'.-;.l'b! :‘,_:::.J Iilu:.-u.-l‘:;n:”l:-l I|.I. H“d. bChOId; thtre wae a meat “"hquah‘ for oternal al.iﬂdlll('ﬂl. Acceptance of Here's ona of "? jateat
“whise bt i thlsT L™K Gimes vurot Shess e IETAL Srperih oot seasiiim ovcs on Tustsr’ ays the angel of the Lord deacended from beaven, and | | o calied evil in the full coni- | ‘the festive matron'~very chick,

1t?7 Would you tike to try It on?
blg, do you think? Well, yon know

“Oh, s oot wine,” sald Midrsd I...,, a fmes and o swift glenuy tghted | dence that the evolutionary proc.
Tenderly shine the Apef) wkies esses of divive nature are work-

came and rolled back the stone from the door, and

“I'H ot dispate ownership.’ ber vouthiul, clear brown ey ] < (B g oy g Bt i SO REREDY
’ [ron'y you want grommy to ses sl A e s |:T|I“‘II :. :.: .:-runrj:l b4k _"_" ! ehd tears, ¥ ¥ enhd Bal upo“ It. ’ ing with absalute certalnty to- . most of the hats this year are m“
% ’ your lovely tow Easter st with the and colisd softly | Ava every face (h 1he street 1 gay ward ultimate perfection. - tarmobile tires
fouwers nod (he plomes ™ conxed Dor- Midred rose ang | Inia ¥ "" W el wiadinkin ﬁ[B countenance was In my view the l"['lr-“-ﬂ who “Walk right in, Mis* Blmp!gu. Tired?
othy ciine back o ber. | e : B e does not belleve o the prepon- 8ot right down on that lop. Here, John-
I dun'teare o spoll the plumes, aud Rl ||...‘|-..|h. AnG il R (86 Tal of the Nty uhe “ghm‘“g' a“d hta rai- dernnce of the good over the evll oy, take this stool, hnd Lotty can bev
Tt el e b v s o e ENE WAMLE 8D omOW: s S | | A
LU LT wr molher, “an Al 3 nae “ . i .
7 think 1N clear” wald MOdred | ki your young | Crowues ity wew Hnd for fear of bim M 14 (hrm.r w:l; came pear beiu' drowned last month-—
hipefully an she ploned o 1] i 1! And W Jouseph s BUT A believed In bumanity and lov took an tonr to rasticste bim?  Land !
l:'.l:l y hat ?-r her own  groy ::m: m:- ' |l. .:.- |,:|.“.J,‘: h -.'E:I wanrd 'ht "!Ccpﬂ'ﬁ did ﬁhahl even those Wwho p--ru-t'mod hlm. sakes alive! Waell, ]‘wllnr\llllll“
’ | Cardd Tor the rorpas of BB K -
ber ey Wart loaking M80 | snd niously tomise b within tz b n ae dead men. He does not belleve lu God, for dren wuz o sartin care, but an nosartin
I van't wee why you girls care so ou’\' 1 ook moth Anid closad the gntod with & mighty bices a d bccamc men aod & the tMinanent ._-q,nmnrr of blessin, You wunt somethin’
mneh abeont thils hat today lu the erly to him, Aod | Se L " ’ > - Hnd tht angcl an- guod residing In all lhmfi._ ¥ and dark? How do you like this? ?b‘
first place, It's an all right bat) in the bo. 38 MARING 19 | cinite  satdbions o ons :"” g Easter Is both prgan and Chr that aln't a eat with a fuchsin In s
uext piace, It will be howlingly styllsh wnrks about my “;.g‘.... A eweer '“d eaid unto the tlan. '-"‘m"r_“"";'ef"::i‘h”"i\“" mulh: it's an owl with a rosebud.
for grammy's metropolls; i the third hat Maybe you | And deep In the green (res's snudoe . arene [roeinin R w to ‘Good  afternoon, Ml Goodrich.
ean persunde bim | e women, fur not ¥ye- forl men the pagan optimists cele-  Yes, a beautiful day. How well

pluce wie sball se BpDo one we
ktiow except grammy, whose affection
s ot depweodent on hats; In the
fourth place she ndded after a wl
ettt mowent spent o adjusting  ber
vell, "I'm golng to wekr It, so you
may as well suve your splutterns.”

Iu the ferryboat they found s seat
for her, but bad to stand themselves

“1 ean't see” murmured Mildred,
“why wother will wear that beast of
A hat™

“Blhw Jooks precisely ke the head
of the blolagien) department,” respond-
ol Dorothy dnder cover of mouruful
sounds from the Ffog bell

“Bomething's got to happen to It"
returned MUdred with spirit.  “Buat te-
day! You can't think, Idi, how per
fectly elegant he . 1 think ‘elegaut’
Is n rather cheap word, but | can't
think of a siogle other one that will
describe Wm. Oh, yes, | can, too-
thoroughbred, that's what he a”

“Well, of all elegant, thoroughbred
ways to meet a girl's mother!™

“He Just couldn't get away from his
sunl & day wsooper—you know the
whole party up there was for him-—
and he sald he jJust counldp't walt »
day longer, so at last | told him we
were golng away, but If 1 happened to
see him In the station I'd present him
Aund now she haw on that hat!™

“Humph!™ sald Dorothy. “You'd bet
ter spend & little thine thinking what
sort of an impressdon he'll make on the
‘Hitle mother.""

“I've boen lylng awake nights over
that, wever fear,” responded AMildred

The boat thumped up into the slip,
and they jJolned thelr mother in the
push (o the front

They found themselves o few min-
utes early, and as they stood walting
for the gates to open & tall young man
rukhed by te Mildred and selsed bor
band enthusinsticnlly,

“Mamma, this Is Mr, Fraok Shipley,
Mrs. Mason's nephew, you kunow, |
think | spoke of himn after bher bhouse
party.”

The mind of Mildred's wother guick-
Iy reviewed all her daughter hiand sald
anent this most eligible nephew of her
own old friend.

“1 think you did," she sald as she
gave hlm her haod. “Are you going
to the country, too, for the Easter hol-

“AEND DPOROTNY (o go to Salewm an

NENE TO MES other day and get
off at the Farms for dinner with us
But tnke hit away. do"

The girls pever kunew how It hap
pened  that the Salvation Army so
soot fell helr to the ranabout bat, but
after the wodding, as Frank and Ml
dred were speeding towan! thelr new
home Iu the west, Frank suddenly
burst out, “No, «ir, 1 don't see bhow |

shoukd ever have bad the courage If |

it hadu't been for that bt

AN EASTER SONG.

By ARTHUR 2 mm
Rang not today with silent tongues!
Ring oul, ye steopls balls,
And wcho from your brasen throats
In giad, triumphant, tuneful notes
The Joy that In us dwells
Bound on this happy Easter day,
And Lo the throngs below you say:
"Re)oice, ihe stone ia rolled awny,
Hape lies not in the grave!

Droop not your petals, blossoms falr.
Your spotioss leaves unfolid

And come this blessed Easter morn

God's holy altars to adorn
There show your hearts of gold

The world gave Christ the thorny crown,

The naills, the spear, the vurss, the

Trown

Come. lilles, shower your Incense down

In recompense today!

Bong. be not silent this gind day,
Put Ut your motes on high

Bond up the aweet and fervent stralne-

A grateful, thankful giad refraln,
Wilh beaven » songs Lo vie

Bhout pralses 1o his holy name

Whou from his hame in glory came

To bear our sorrdw, sin and shame
That we mignt ive for aye!

Hearts, be not dumb, butl gratitude
Pour out unte our King
He gave his all that we might live
Have we no offering to glve,
No sagriflce o bring?
At loant our homage let us pay
And minfere Lthanks extend today
That angels rolled the stone away—
Hope lles not in the grave!

Some Foreign lmor Customa.

On Kaster Russlan children recelve
presents as our children do on Christ
mns.  On Easter Monday people go
about kissing relatives, friends and
acqunintances and exchaunging egge.
These are sometlmes very beautiful
ones of glass and porcelsin and are

A besatiful singing bird sal on ner Heat

Whicth was Oofdersd With Mosses [ise
malnchite

And held four eges of ivory white
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| “Now, when the bira from bei dim recess

| Behold the Lord in Bis Duris: dress

And indilted on the heaveniy (ace s Dale

And the denr fewl plorced with the rus
nal

Her mart nlgh broke with o sudden s ne

And out o the geplth ol DeT sorTUWw e
o

| A might long 1H the morn swas gp

fhe pa! ANl sang B DOr Moss Wrenloed
eup

A sang of sorrow as wild andg snril)

AR Ihe homeleis Wind when 11 foama the
nili,

Ho Tl folenrs. =0 loud apo wong

That the grel ol the Worid was turnea
to song

Ut soan there came Lhrough the weep
Ing tight

A glimmaring angel clothed tn white,

And ne led the slone IFom Lhe 1ami
BWAY

Where the Lord of the earth and bheaven
lay

And Vhrist aroae in the favern gioom

And in iiving iuster cam# from the tomb

“Now the Dird that sat in the neart of the
tres

Beheld the colentinl mysiery,

And It heart was Olled with a sweet de-
Hght

And It poured & song on the sobbing
night;

Notes climbed notes till higher, higher,

They shot 1o heaven like sparks of tre

heard
The sorrowing song of the grieving bird
And heard the following chant of mirth
That palisd Christ risen from the earth
He satd, ‘Sweat bird, be foraver blest,

“When the glittering white robed angel

know that ye scek Jesus,
which was crucified.

Pe s not bhere: for
be (s risen, a8 he said.
Come, see the place where
the Lord lay.

Hnd go quickly, and
tell bis disciples that be
8 risen from the dead;
and, behold, he goeth be-
fore you (nto Galflee:

there shall ye| see him: lo, 1 bave
Hnd they departed quickly from the sepuichre
with fear and great joy; and did run to bring bis

disciples word.

Hnd as they went to tell bis disciples, bebold,
Jesus met them, saying, Hll bail.
and beld bim by the feet and worshipped bim.

Then said Jesus unto them, Be not afraid: go |
ell my brethren that they go into Galflee, and there

Jball they sce me.
.F——-—_-—-——-—-——-_

told you.

Hnd they came |

Real €aster Lilies

;J

brated the return of spring as
the awnkening, the rebirth, the
resurrection of life out of appars
ent death,

Every day's dawn Is an Easter
morning to the optimist. The
spirit of asplration shakes off Its
lethargy of the night as a use-
less garment and goes forth
each new day to higher alti-
tudes of endeavor,

There was a period in the past
century when A movement call-
ad transcendentalism stirred the
souls of thisking men. Ralph
Waldo Emerson was Its high
priest. Emerson was the tran-
scendent optimist. He acknowl
edged no evil In the universe.
He knew only that which was
good and held fast thereto.

We canpot all be Emersonian
in intellect, but we can transcend
our environment. Many of us
are down amid the murk and the
muck. but ‘we can look up into
the light and by hitching our
wagous (o the stars be drawn up-
ward {nto lberty. Grief bludg-
eons our heads, but it need uet
bow them. Sorrow plerces our
hearts, but it need wvot break
them. If we belleve in the jus
tice of the Infinite, these llitle
temporal livesa will become to us
only as incidents io the Irresistl-
ble upward leading of the eter-
(TR

Life is the supreme fact. Eas-
ter exemplifies the triumph of
life. Let us belleve only In Life,
refusing to be domineered by
the unsubstantial wraith called
death. refusing to be diverted
thereby from “the upward look-
Ing aud the light” Then will
Baster be to g the most signifl-
caut. the most inspiring, the
most uplifting of all the days
that dawn

| say! Well | am

| when a gal sets

'settin’ on the F

- palint beautiful

| pever did care much

L we'll divide the house* ‘Al
' gays she: '‘we will, You can Ilﬂ m

“Call Ma Early™

If you're waking call me sarly: call me

‘you're lookin'! My, but you've re-
pewedt your age this spring! There's
pothin® Ilke workin' In the garding.
Sally Tucker married! You doa't

surprised. She
was an awful
hand for the boys,
but [ tell you

on two stools she
usaally ends by

foor. Who'd she
marry? Thatare- F
ist feller? Land,
be didn't know
enough to come
in when it main-
ed, but he did

hens, though 1

for hens,
such awful fools, and you know the Bl
ble says we mustn't have nothin’ to do
with fools. | never thought he'd

mar-
ry, peltber; he was so awful ia love
most

with hisself It must ‘s’ seemed
like perpetratin’ bigamy. Well, a
| man doesu't come off fool's hlll il
he's twenty-five or 8o, and then

times he has to be knocked off.

Did
‘you know that Ebenezer Cook had
be and his

married again? They say be
' wife used to gquarrel Mh terrl-

'bul. One day he riz up and

ﬁﬁ

outside, and I'll take the inside.'

“That hat looks awful handsom’ on
you. Mis' Allen. 1 thought of yow
whoen | saw the model In Noo York.
Adn't that rooster's tall beantiful? Bo
Hfelike! Am! the eberries at the back
& fairly temptin’.  You want to wear
it home? Certuinly, Charge it? Ob,
very well! Goodby.

“My, I'd hate to be married to Iu'
hushand, He's so stingy be'd speak In
a whisper If It would save his volee
But rellglous! They say whenever an

wears out the kunees of his pants
gettln' rellglon: but, puckerwoozle, 1
guess he wears out the seats of 'em
backslidin’ before the year's out. He
come In here one night and set down
and begun groanin' like. You know

A 4 O~ €25,  evangellst comes to town ole Allén
A )

The !uly Rastans: . I 0T i .-
premely glad o™

'l inslst on being seated near the pulpit,

and I'll smile
In & swoet, angellc manner as I travel thoroughwort when you get home,

him to talk of him- [And the bard's dilemma.)

self, Bhe heard of When Easter dawns across the lawns,
his Iife In the With bright effulgence Rooding

nyn " filled with wugar plums and presents. | oy, . early, mwother dear, he wears his halr way down op to
' yoell. thy eggs and thy moss wreathed M " 4
“I'm running down to Salem-—a bit In Ireland chilkdren play a game neat For ‘lu‘m“hl“.“.:iel be Easter—iet us hope his shoulders What's his idee in
of business’ called “bunching eggs.” This I8 play- (N o B A havin' It long that way, | wender? Por
s £ °GEs, ¥ | vAnd ever, my ohild, since that bleased | And you know how long It takes me - hat'll & the
“Oh, you're tnking our train, then?” | ed with n pan filled with sand or saw- nlght, when | want to look my best haps hie thinks wha oep cold
“Am 1Y How jolly!™ dust, which I8 set on A table, around | When death bowed down to the Lord of Ere { ::;t: tlt;) ‘t::l:ﬂuion and can get :::t'l::l ::'p’;h:
The gntos opened then, and he pos | which the children stand, each sup g, Th-n‘u” ‘“_'M“']mmm e ) '
sesned hunself of a wrap and au wm |I“N| with egus, The eggs of each The 0:.‘:: of that l"m‘l bird changed uu'trl atare when 1 appasr, ':.. his m "‘
brella whe was earrylug, helped them | player are all of one color and are un: | Ana burn with red and gold and biue . it you're waking, ocall me—call me ta s patr
all on, located ber, found a seat for | llke those of the other players. The | Remindiog mankind In their simpie way early, mother dear, shears and cot
the girls and then dropped down be- | object of the gawe is for each player | Of the holy nmrvvl_r;l‘“l::l‘l;:.:f:; ) My hat cost fourteen doliars, marked from %“"" e night,
slde Mrs, Bronson a few seats behind | to so place the eggs standing upright tWenty, &K you Know ' ell, he kept on
ber doughters. Aud If he watched | In the sand ad to bring five Iy a row It ‘“l;‘v:::"_‘,u‘}_,:"t:-‘t;I‘::;‘,'l"d- Chey will woauln’, and, s
evory turn of Ml | touching each other. In turn each They will ;Tm'm I pald the twenty, not a L .w..!"' the
dred's brown head | player pulls down an egg, sometlines | siugle penny loss “""'-"r I don't
It d1d not prevent | Alling out a row for herself, at others | And their eves will dp some bulging when know,’ ses be,
dovoted  nttention | cutting off the line of an opponent, ‘ The ‘ff'uﬁ.'. r:::.:lm;m‘ lt-:-:::;:'-d that it l.'ll'lllu. h.mw
/ to her mother, He | The one who (st succeads in obtaln- shall be warm and clear. pos ‘:.:*“ ful
1 kept up a lively | Ing the desired row calls out: ! Therefore, If you're waking, osll me—call 1 awin
'| chatter untll the “The raven, chough and crow | me sariy, moiher dean :’.‘h‘m:“?;‘um:
tralon had left Lie five in & row. | And my gown and wrap! Oh. mother, ~
! Woodbury, 8he led e they're the bess I've ever had! YAIN'T THAT ROOWT: liglon," ses be,
] ' | If the day is only decent 1 will be su- ER'S TAIL BEAUTI- ‘a0 d sometimes
|

L} |
An Easter Transformation. e llll. :.b::k l.l‘: .

Lanien muiden, claa i TRy

1 wes . . lope, It brings us hope What & ssinl you are todny ! :
!\ I.’gi. l:fn::. e ‘rh. o‘:.un:;t:: I.rl::!;nl} buddlfl.. Prim. deinure or sweelly spy, . Sown tha alale ses 1, ‘and pise-f 1 amn't
. sasL, oW YOur eyes turn OWerd the aky! Gel the cook's alarm clock from her. Bt papjence with & man Hke that,

of his two yeurs | when Easter comes, no more benumba
abroad, of his Our hearta the winter ley,
plans to go west | ¥or there's a hint of summer o't

it and then Keep It near
And bl“l'lll‘ll :.o m?l me sarly—call me the kind Amandy Tomplkins

Easter maiden, olad in white,
sarly, mother dear.

What an angel in my sigb

UMAMMA, THIS 18 MR, agaln  almost &t And springtime odors spioy. 1?0:0::‘:;’:":“?;:‘“;::’““:“::“  Mams? Looks a little ke
i SILIPLEY, once and go on | When Easter wakes the slespy lakes The Old Btory. clur 0""’““‘ What say? Xew'
| with the work his fatbher's dylug hand With muslo’'s glad sppealing g:mr mﬁd-n&::::  In blve, § now nat Whr I .,"f.'..":.'.:‘é‘.?...’:." ' that w He-be! &nﬂ
, before and which | We think no more of winter hoar ce again | you, . ¥y rnn she's aw hml !
| had lald down a year [ And Waterways congsaling. What & joy once more to ses and new. qu' bow she come over
\ he felt was walting for him. “‘Mra Rogulsh glances turned on me! 1 bend above my My buds to hear ' ¢
Brouson,” he sald suddenly, "1 want to wm_h-n R ;O:.“'t;lué'o' to tell, ~New York Times. ] 'l‘ll:“w_ por softly what I kaow ia tied ”mll ".- 'm
m’w”“tu'ﬁm can we slng the algns of spring - l That winter's past; lm . -
fhe looked at keouly. M0l be uthfui—aearly? R:: (Reing Simee h& alarm w
“l want Mildred to marry me. 1 _ . BAFP, a o84 Joy @re heve of gt G ¥

Don't forget the olassified.




