"RINGING THE ° EASTER CHIMES IN TRINITY
CHURCH STEEPLE, NEW YORK.

Relalde!l pajolan! tha Juldiant bella
Clamor and elang in the morning gray,
Ripple and hreak fn the wnve-long swolls
OF the wind that rises nt dnwn of day.
Nujalen! thay posl feom the tall wliite steaple,
Bejolen! they eall to the Hstenlng poople,
Fartlier und netrer, highor and ¢learer,
Swent with the message of hope and love,
They awing, they ving, unto men they bring
The tnle of the life that eame down from
nbove,

" HER EASTER GIFT,

DY ANNA B

HALLN,

BOUT everybody in
our  echareh  will
bave a new suit for
Easter,” Elen Lee
nssured her cousin.
Yon must uwot
think of wearing an
olil one, Mariel.”

HCertainly not 1"
enid Mra, Lee, with
decision, *"No-
bhody in our ket
goes to chareh on Easter Sunday with-
ont an entively new dross, You should
know better than to think of wenring
an old one, Mariel, I will not have
my nicee looking shabby on that day.”

“And if you po with us' added
Elen, *'vou should be eareful that the
difference in our costumes is not suf-
ticient to attract attention,"

Mariel Enrl looked from cne to the
other of the speakers with troubled
oyes,

“Idid not plan to buy & new dress
while in the city,” she enid, anxions-
Iy, “Istill have part of the money I
brought with me, but I waut to save it
for mamma’s outing. She needs one,
and yon know since she lost her money
through the failure of that bank, we
are obliged to economize.”

Mrs, Loe's face darkened visibly,

“You must know, Mariol,” she said,
sternly, “that I had nothing to do
with my sister-in-law's bad invest-
ment, and it doos not interest me in
the least, Howaover, while you are my
guest I expeet yon to dress as becomes
rour station as my niece,”

Mariel was munch troubled by her
aunt's decision that o now dress was
nn Easter necessity, When alone in
her room, she took from her purse all
that remained of the little sum she
and her mother had seruped together
for her visit to her city nunt. There
were only a few of the bills left, and
ehe had meant to keep them for her
mother's summer ounting.

‘‘She needs an outing, too," mused
Mariel. “I'll do without a new dress,
snd keop this money for her, no mate
ter what aunt says. She knows noth-
ing about economy and self-denial,
and will not forgive mamma for that
bad investment. But no matter what
she or Elen may say, mamma shall
have her outing, and ono of my old
dresses must do for Easter."

And going to her closet, shebrought
forth a dainty gray silk, showing trace
©f more or less wear,

All that day and the next was spent
in pressing and remodeling, but, sl-
though the gray silk looked quite
fresh and pretty, it still had some-
thing of a *“‘munde-over” mppearance.

“1t looks nef it had come from a
pawnsshop,” declared Elen. *‘I can
tell & made over dvess as far as 1 can
see it. It is of no use, Mariel, It
will not do for St. I'aul's on Easter
Bunday.”

Mariel looked at her consin with
half-tearfnl, half-nugry eyes.

*Very well, Elen,"” she said. *“Then
I'll remnin at home nnd not disgrace
the congregntion of 8t. Paul's on
Eunster Sunday.”

This decision relieved the mind of
Elen, for, as she coufided to her
mother, she did notoare to take Mariel
into society oftener than wes neces-
sAry,

**Her Laby face nnd rostie airs
plense my gentlemen friends un- |
acconntably,” she said, enviously, *1/
think her Foth smleeted and design- |
ing; but they think Eer all artless
simplicity.” 1

““Her visit will soon be over,” con-
solod Mrs, Les. “Jt will be a long
time, 1 fancy, before she is invited to
mike us another, ™

I'aor Mariel wns not aware of the
real cause of ber sunt's sud consin's
increasing colduesn, She did not dream
how it galled them to see wealthy and
handsome Capinin Lelsnd, for whom
they had long aogled iu vein, so at-
tracted by her modest snd plessing
face and manner.
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Rajolen! pejolee! for death no more
Bhall hold us enptives nnd ehnln us fast;
The strain of the mign of denth f=o'er,

And the tyrant of tyennts fssiain nt Inst.
tefoloe, O senthat Is irimmod from the river!
Rajoloe, O lspves that (o sunlight qulver

Farther anid pearer, Blgher and clonrer,
The gind bells ring ln the Easter morn;
And over the enrth, (n it dole and dearth,

The fulnesa of honven's own lite t8 born,
~Elizabeth Chisholm, in Harper's Dazar,

prematurely worn and faded by n fret-
ful disposition and much fashionable
dissipation. She knew, too, that her
own checks were fresh and dimpled,
ber violet ayes like twin stars, and her
abtundant tresses like buraished gold;
but ehe was too ignorant of the worth
of mere pbysieal beauty to set much
storo by it

Her mother had often talked abont
beauty of mind and heart; but had
said little nbont physical beanty, ex-
cept to quote the old adage, “beanty
is only skin deep,”

While Mariel thonght little abont
her personal appearancs during her
vioit, sho was delighted with the
| movelty of eity hife.

Her hearty and innocent enjoyment
of everything made ber all the more
pleasing in the eritical eyes of Caplain
Lieland, who was weary of the design-
ing butterflies of fashionable life.

Mariel eonld not help wishing, as
gho #at alone in her room on Easter

ive, that after all she might accom-
pany her aunt nnd cousin to St. Paul’s
on the morrow,

She would have enjoyed the Easter
nothems and decorations. The new
costumes would nlso have been o pleas-
ing sight, for she liked fine feathers
as beartily as any city belle,

“Bat I eoull not enjoy a new dreas
proeured ab the expense of mamma's
[ visit.” she mused. “Poor, sel{-deny-
ling mamma ! She plaos for my pleas-
ure, and I most plan for hers.”

Preseutly the door-bell rang, and
she heard the voice of Captain Leland
in tho parlor. She listened gladly,
expocting every moment to be sum-
moned down to meet him ; but when n
hulf-hour's waiting brought no sum-
mong, she could not repress tears of
disappointment.

“‘Sure, miss, and it's not erying ye
are, I hope!" eried the kind-hearted
maid, entering with lights. “Faith
now, and are yo homesick this blessed
Eugster Eve?™

“'A littlo homesick and a little lone-
some, too, Maggie. But dou’t mind
me. I ahall feel better presently,”

**Ye ought to be in the parlor with
the company,” declared sympathetio

e, ‘“No wonder you'rs home-
siok, all alone by yoursell. Didn't
Miss Elen send for you?"

“I'm afraid sbe has forgotten me.
Bat no matter. I'm not much lone.
some, Maggie."

“Miss Elen hnsa triock of forget-
ting her cousin when the eaptain's
around,"” grombled Maggie, going
down the stairs, *‘But never mind, my
lady ; it's myself will remind the cap-
tain of Miss Mariel.”

And she stationed herself in the hall
to await Captaio Leland's deperture,

Presently he made his appearance,
and smiled at Maggie as sho ofMeiously
opened the door for him,
| **Misa Mariel knew you wero in the
{ paglor, ecaptain,” she said, glibly.

“But she couldn't come down—poor
dear—becanse she wasn't sent for.
! She's a bit lonesome, too, this blessed
Easter Eve, and can't go to church to-
"morrow,"”

“Uan't go to chureh?" echoel the
captain, “*Whv vot, Maggio? Bhe is
unot ill, I hope?"

“No, indecd! But she's worn all
| her dresses —poor thing—and her annt
| nnd cousin eny wobody goes to St
Paul's on Easter SBunday save them as
lias bran new ones.”

“Ab—indesd I" gtammered the cap-
tain.

‘Then he weut down the steps, whist-
ng soltiy,

Half au bour later he agein rang ut
sbe Lew's door, and was sdmitted by
ufficious Maggie.

“Here are some flowers for Miss
Mariel, Take them right up to her,
wy good girl, and tell her there e
more chorches in the city than Bt
Paul's. There is one just around the
corner here, whero new Easter suits
are not desmed n necessity. Tell hor
to try that to-morrow, It is rather
plain, to-be-sure, but fashiouable
churches are udt always the best."

And be departed without more ado,

Bhe koew that her comsin wes

leavi hted Maggie beaming
om“:mo! violute.

onsly,

“*A basket of Easter flowern for yon,
Miss Mariel 1" sho annonnced, a mo-
ment later, standing almost Lreath-
lews in that _rulmsz lady's room, “Ele.
gnnt violets, emelling like the conntry
and the blessed spring, Captain Le-
land, mise,"

“Ch, the lovely, purple things!"
eriedd Mariel. “They remind me of
my mother and my country home.
How thoughtful of Captain Leland to
remomber that I'm a eonntry girl,
exiled here among brick walla!”

“*And he bade me to tell yon, miss,
that 85t Paul's is not the only church
in the eity, bul that there's one nround
the corner here where they don't need
now droesen for Baster. You might
try that to-morrow."

“What an odid message!
ho send it, Maggie?"

“I'm sure I don't know, miss ! de-
elnrod Magpie,

But she chuckled nandibly as she
went down stairs.

“Deceivin’s a gamo bwo ean play at,
Miss Elen," sho muttered mysteri-

Why did

On Bunday morning Mariel watehed
her anot and econsin eail forth to
churelh in their beantiful new ecos-
tumes and “"perfect lovea of bonnets,”
and found it diffionlt to repress a sigh
of envy, However, she did repress it

“Fino feothers are only for those
who can afford them,” she said consol-
ingly.  ““The Lees are rich aml can
dress ns they please, but we Earls ara
poor and must govern ourselves ac-
cordingly. T have always been con-
tented with my humble lot, and will
be go still,  There is nothing gained
by envy und discontent, I will do the
best I ean and be satisfled.”

Then she remembered Captain Le-
land's quaint sssurance that there
were churches in the city where new
Enster dresses were not deemed a ne-
cessity.

"I have beon neting as if fashiona-
ble Bt. Paul's were the only chnreh in
the eity,” she said, repronchfully. *1
will eling to my old faith in simplio-
ity and contentment, and celebrate
Easter by attending the plain churoh
aronnd the corner,”

Aund ehe put on her made over gray
silk and pinned n cluster of violets on
the laco at her throat,
=""Even aunt would admit that violot
nnd gray look well together,” she
said, moiling, ns she set ont for the
plain ehureh aronnd the corner,

Whether ber aunt wonld make the
ndmission or not, the violet and gray
were very becoming; nnd ns she sat in
the plain chureh, listening to the
Easter anthem, she remindod a cer-
tain observer of the Easter angels he
had once seen in A rare old painting.

The obgerver felt a thrill of gladness
when he saw the purple flowers né her
thrount, and then a thrill of tendernesa
ns he noted the violet eyes and hair of
Lburnished gold enrling above the
white brow, He marveled, too, at
the eéarnest eyes and thonghtful brow.

“She is much interested in the
Enster sermon,” ho thonght, How at-
tentively she watches the minister.”

But Mariel's thonghts wera not all
on the sermon ; they turned sometimes
to her mother, who was now probably
sitting in the country church, clad in
ver well-worn bluek merino,

Poor mother, so patient and self- |
denying! How good Mariel was that
she had not been selfish and spent for
finery the money that wonld give hes
o much-needed rost nnd onting!

Bhe wonld ba the honsekeeper the
coming summer, and her mother
should have n vacation, It was more
these thoughts than the Easter sermon
that gave the fair young face and vio-
let eyes tho angelio expression so ad-
mired by the obssrvor.

As Mariel moved slowly down the
crowded nisle after the sermon, some
one atepped to her side.

“You have lost something, Miss
Earl," said Captain Leland, holding
up the elaster of violets,

Mariel put her band to her throat,
and finding her violets gone, blushed
bewitchingly.

“I am glad you thought my violeta

Leland. “Your counsin told me that
you did not care for flowers and musio,
and that even the Easter anthems and
deocorations eould not tempt you to
5t. Paul's this morning."

Mariel blushed again.

“My consin's mistake was quite ex-
ensable,” she said, quietly, *‘sShe bas
not known me long enough to be ac-

nninted with my likes or dislikes,
ndeed, I bad & good and sufficient
reason for not going to St. Paul's this
morning."

“Masy I inquire what your reascn
was?" asked the Captain, gently.

And then Mariel told him Low new
Eastor suits were n necessity at 8t
Panl's, and how, if she empeed her
purse for finery, heér mother conld
not have the wmieb-peeded summer
outing.

**Somebody bad to do avithont some-
thing," she coneluded, *“*and of course
when the choice lay betweou my new
gown and mamma's summer vacation,
the gown had te go. Now yon see
just how poor we are, Captain Le-
iand.”

And Captain Leland nssured him-
sell that the girl who was such a
| thonghtinl, bopefal danghter would

mnke o most excellenr wife,

v ““Poor or not,” saidl he, “vyou sre
nearer oy ideal than any woman 1
ever wet, Do not turn away, Mariel,
Lt look at me with your trathiul eyes
nnd tell mo that the foud Lopes T have
cherisho | siuce I first met you are not
in vain,"

Mariel lifted her violet eyes to his
for n moment, sud a'thongh she spoke
no word, he was clmtu satisted,

They walked slowly home through
the bland Easter snushine, and when
they reached Mrs, Loe's bouse, Cap-
tain Loland weot in and asked that
nstonished lady's permission to marry
her niceea,

And that was Mariel's Easter gift—
en honest man's loyal eed loviog

worth wesring," continued Captain | And, “Dear, try

Her aunt and consin wondered how
siich an inexperienced little conntry
girl eonld win such a prize. It did
nob oeenr to tham thatifariel’a sweel
nuselfisliness and self-dininl and her
thoughtfnl considerntion for others
conld have anyihing to do with the
muttor,

They were right in stying that ik
was her boanty that sanaed handasoma
and wealthy Captain Lelund to chooss
her for his wife, but they did not
know that it wns the beanty of her
mind and heart that  eharmed him
even more than did thal of her face
and form.

Thoughts Inspired by Easter,

The Easter festival hes como again
and I thank God it hes permitted me
to ngain address you on this day, It
in n day which to me, yon and to all
mankind, should open a new kingdom
for the following of Gol's commanda
and the discovery of God's truthe,. We
do not believa any trath eimply be-
onnse it is so called ; wa bLeliove it bae-
oanse wo realizo it ia so.  Thuas each
wvonr this festival becomes a richer
thing to us, and wo realize more the
trath of our own immortality,. We
must realize this immortality, Ohrist
knew Himself, and in His personality,
His immortality, He felt throbbing
and bonting out from His life that
immortal, God-given gift which makes
itkelf known in the ory, ‘‘Defors
Abrabam wae, Lam.” Christ's work
was not n work of the past—it was n
work which will ever Lie that of the
present, of this century, yenr and day
--of the omnipresent,  ““Now." That
“Now" which binds na all, in which
we are born, in which we shall die;
which identifies me and you with this
dny snd year, with this country, with
the modern world, and with that
spirit of Christian humanity whioh
should nnite usall, Ithank God Iam
living to-day; that I am here in this
dear old churoh, with all its nssooin-
tiona; that Tam hers in this oity,
State, in Amerion and finally in this
great world, You are hers with me,
and from this broad life is an im-
medinte life, and, with it, o Christian
one, from whose good element in that
divine influaence which is permeating
bumanity, Tmmortality is nothing
lega than an admitted relation with the
infiniteness of God. And this, onr
present life, spreads itsell over vast
regions of existence and comes that
great now which embraces all of
heroism, of- good, of fellowship, of
sonlful union snd of life, Physioal
existence amounts.to nothing. Now
it is impossiblo for us worldlings to
koow the beauty, the restfuluness o!
that divine and celestial now, which
is the true immortality.—From Phil.
ipa Brooke's lnst Easter sormon,

A Juvenlle View,

“Toll mo, mamma,” Dolly prays—
At my knoes she sweetly bogs—

“Is it the Welsh ralibit lny=
All theso yellow Eastor egga?™

What It All Means,

Ench eve shs moets me at the gato—
Hor brow hns roses on it

And for oue kiss she gives me slght,
(That means an Easter honnet!)

Ench dish that most delighta my eyes
The tahlo has upon it

iis, and this!" she erles

(’I’hu moans nn Easter bonnot!)

My slippors always are in sight;

y smoking onp—I don it;

Bhe strokes my hatr: *“You're tired to-ndght!"
(That means an Easter bonast!)

Buoh kind sttentlon! Novor enw
The llke! Henven's blessing on ¢!

God blesa both wife and mother-ln-law,
(That means au Easter bonnet!

~Atinuts Constitution,

A New Cure ltor Consumption,

Dr. Viquerat, of Geneva, after a
lung study of tuberonlosis, has reached
somo extraordinary results. Twenty-
seven tuberonlous patieuts of the sse-
ond or third degree have undergone
his treatment (suboutaneoas injections
of the sevam of asses), and twenty-five,
who had been given up by their phy-
sicians as lost, are to.day entirely
cured. An nuthoritative report gives
the names aud addresses of the twenty-
five putients treated, As n result of
this success o philanthropie Genevan
has foundsd in Geneva the Viguarat
Institute for the treatmeas of persons
whose cuse is looked upon as hopeless,
—New York Advertiser,

Early Bible Printing in This Couniry,

The history of Bible publishing in
Amerion disoloses the fect that 2aila.
delphis has plaved « mont 1wporisns
?Mt in this bepush = bSookwmaking,
The first Hebrew 3ibls vablished 1n
this eountry was prinial vy William
Fry, of Philadelphin, iz 15314 This
was the svoond Amesisen book in Ha-
brew characters, the Press of Haczard
College having issued in 1500 sn edi.
tion of the Psulms, The Sauer Bible,
of which reprints are still in existonce,
was printed in Germantown in 1748,
and the first Dousy Bible reprinted in
America was published in Philadelphia
in 1790, —Philadelphia Record,
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| velvet to enhanes its beanty.

FASHION'S FOIBLES.

WHAT
AT

BOCIETY WOMEN WEAR
FliE NATIOX'S CAPITAL.

Popularity of Neok Dands—~Rhine.
stones nnd Sllver the Rage of
the Day—Mrs, Cleveland's
New Portrealt,

@ the Iate fad in collars in not

orotly, says n fashion writer
in the Washington Star. It was the
Prinecess of Walex who eet the pace
with it. For yearn and years sho
wore the ““dog collar” of blnek velvet,
which bade fair to strangle woman-
kind before it died outa hittle, and
now comea the erush collar, and the
eollar of jewels, worn first by the
Princess,

At some of the recent receptions in
offieinl life the bands of red velvel
twisted nbout fair necks wonld have
suggested fonnmerable gore throats
and kerosone aod fanwel, i it had not
been that the velvet was sewn with
precious stones, It 18 nol n pretty
tashion, and it will roon go ont, for
all but the dowagers with double
chins nnd the wrinkle about the neck
that comes one for every ten years of
one's age after twenty-five. 1 the
neck is fit to be bared at all, it neads
no banding of jewels or harness of
There
is something iucongrnous abont a
toilet where the shonlders are bared
and the throat had a yard of dry
goods tied about it. The detmtante
sensibly refuses to adopt the maffler,
but woare iostend s slender, thread-
like gold clbnin, with a dainty
pendaut, snch as n pansy with a dia-
mond heart, or a ruby heart with a
golden arrow piercing it.  Another
pratty pendant is a cluster of forget-
me-noks in blue enamel, or dead gold
sot with torquoises, to represent the
lover's flower. As a gage d'amour

ANDOR  compels n disinter-
oited person to confess that

fMerbert looks remarkably jwell has
ermine straps over the low shonlders.

1t is mutlered that the hoop is
ahont to appear. The drees ekirls are
made ro henvy with orinoline that
they are n Lburden to earry, flopping
aronnd the legs, siud from ruouning
whalebones in the bottoms of the
gowns to fastening them on tapes by
themselves is a short slep,

But, then, the honsl skirts aro
graceful, and the hoopskirts are ex-
actly the opposite, go it is to be hoped
that the heavy skirt will be naban-
donad, uud then we aball not need the
Loop,

MTE, CLEVELAND'S NEW PORTRAIT.
The new portrait of Mra. Olevelnnd,
enys the New York Tribune, shows
that lady to liave become a matron of

MR3, CLEVELAND'S LATEST PICTURE,

plump proportions. Her protty col-
oring remains, but her face is losing
its girlish contour, has lost mueh of
its charm. Bat the expression is gen-
tle nnd kind as ever,

Mre, Oleveland is much absorbed in
earing for her children, who are

healthy and merry youngsters. They

GINGHAM GOWNS

FOR SPRING.

the
lockets,

these forget-me-nots are qumite
favorites, and come n
pendauts, rings and pins,

Just now there ian perfeot coraze
for rhinestone ornaments,  The tapa
of eide combs are set with them, and
the knot at the top of beauty’s head
has a dagger with a hilt inernsted with
them. From there down to the toe
of the pointed slipper every buckle
and pin, in sight aod out, ia set with
the imitation diamond. Even the
hook on the bit of a satin girdle,
callod by courtesy a corset, has a gem
sct on its top, and the silk stockings
that accompany elaborate tea gowns
have rare lace insertion set in the in-
step, and this lnce i spangled with
jewels! They are *‘only imitation,”
but they cost a lot.

Silver gtows in favor in my lady's
estimation, a8 well ns in Congress,
The woman who caunot afford to
earry around three or four pounds of
ailver is not doing her duty.
tors into her hairpins, buckles, eard
case, pocket book, lorguette, opera
glasses, the dangling chains and bon
bon boxes, nmbrella handles, bag and
bundle markers-—--in fact, there is
sosrcely an article of attire into which
a woman does not introduce some sil-
ver, It isn't an extravagant ides,
either. Bilver never wenrs out and
never goes entirely out of fashion, and
gathers beauty aod value with age if
its workmanship is of a high order.

“Sweet violets' are s omnipresent
as rhinestones, Whoole bonnets are
made of the French confections by
newing the single flowers thickly over
s shape, sod s bridle of singly twisted
violets passes under the chin, For
the tiny opera bonnet two bonches are
nfiixed over each temple to a slonder
band of velvet, much after the fushion
in which the wife of the Chinese min-
ister wears Lor curious ecollection of
artificials, and the back of the frivoel
in fastened by a big bow of ribibhon,
The bow is not quite as big as a Gaines-
borough het, but es it cowmes exactly
in the range of vision of the one just
behind this bow might just as well be
# bandbesx, for it shuts off the stage
effectuanlly.

It en- |

are enid to look like her. The pors
| trait of the young mother, herewith
presented, 18 from a copyright photo-
graph by Dell, of Washington,

A Law Breaker’s Diplomaey,

A Portland men who hns just re-
turned from » buoting trip in the
forests of Northern Maine vouches for
the entire truth of the follow!ng story,
as he had indireet from the SBheriff,

A man who lives in Monnt Eatahdia
| region went into the office of & Justice
| of the Peaca a few days since and in-
| quired about the peoalty for hunting
deer with dogs, and very partioularly
a4 to whether one-half the fine did not
go to tha informer.

The Justice consulted the game law,
and assured him that it did.

“Very well," said the man, T want
to complain of myself and settle.”

The Justice could not back ont, and
50 gave tho transgressor ‘s clean bill
of health” npon payment of cne-half
of the penalty,

It seema that the man got wind of
the fact that the game warden had got
the *“drop” on him on his deer poach-
ings with the dogs, and was only wait-
ing an opportunity to arrest him,
Hence his shrewd bit of diplomaoy.
—Eastern Argus.

Mrs, John D, Rockeleller,

Mra. John D. Rockefeller, wifa of
the Standard Oil magnate, leads a
quiet aud unnssuming life in New

| and some in velvet gowns,"

“Some in rags, sud some in tags,
15 the
way the old jingle ran. It runs the
sume woy now, only thut the velvet is |
more cotmon, For ustudy in black |
sod white, a gown of blask velvet,
stripedmvith white sulin is extremely |
elegant. It his thoe glove fitting cor- — - -
sage, the very latest in bodices, and | York, She pays little attention to
has nn odd litile pannier effect that is | the fashionable doings of the metrop-
partionlarly becoming to slender peo- | olis, but is charitable and prominens
ple. The last picture taken of the cab- | in church work, Although the wife of
inet women represents Miss Herbert | the richest wan in Amories, her name
in & pannier gown, and it makes her | is rarely found in the list of mlev
look like & Dresden ehiua shepherd- | dames who take part in Gotham's
ess.  Apother gown in which Miss | leading social funetions,

MRS 7. D, ROCKEFELLER




