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¢ The Child is the Future incarnate—.
A Spirit unfallen and free—

The spotless forerunner of manhocod—

~ The type of a race that shall be.

L* - Oh, white is the soul new-created,

; By the prayer of a mortal beguiled,

7 And the holiest thing under heaven _
Is the innocent heart of a Childl/  §

And yet to no cye save the Mother's I' :
Life's difficult secret is plain; o
i She has sounded the deeps of Creation— F§§
9 She has pllled
of Pain;
Her soul is the soul of a Virgin,
By the passions of carth undefiled,
¢ And the angels in heaven do homage
To the Mother adoring her Child!
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“A dinner exclaimed Mrs. Law-
vence in dismay; “I'll never dare get
up a dinner till I know more than
1 do now. I should be worried sick
for a week before, and as for ration-
al conversation while we were at
the table, it would simply be out o!
the question. I should be wonder-
ing if everyvthing would go off all
right.”

“Well,” suggested her friend, “if
you would like to entertain, why
don't you give a lunchecn to some
of your girl friends? Lunchcons are
so0 much more informal than dinners,
and if your lunchcon goes off well,
it will give you ©ourage to attempt

a dinner.”

The bride dropped her embroidery
suddenly,

“I have it,” she cried; “I'Il get up
an Easter luncheon, and invite my
brideesmaid: Now you know,” she
continued, confidentially, as she re-
sumed her work, “I'm a greenhorn,

and I wish you'd just advise me how
to do it. Between you and me, I'm
just aching for a chance to show off
my pretty cut glass and silver.”

Mrs, Kirke smiled. “Vanity,” she
remonstrated, “but if you would like
to invite your bridesmaids, I think 1
can help you gerL up a very preity
affair.” I

“You're ever so gocd,”
other gratefully, “for I'm so stupid
about such things. Now, if it were
@ cace of doing some Greek prose, or
translating a bit of Horace, I'd feel
more at home. And I do wish I'd
«had a chance to learn housekeeping
at college.”

“Well,” responded her companion,
“FHl be only too glad to give you the
Dbenefit of my experience, such as it

“3s. In the first place, as long as it is
* 40 be an Easter luncheon, your dee-
M <orations must be lilies, of course, and
i1 | ““ihe coler scheme green and white.”

(- - “That would be preity,” comment-
<d . Mrs. Lawrence, “and I have a
handsomre cut glass vase that would
do for the lilies”

Mrs, Kirke shook her head.
“No, I have a newer idea than that,
. 1. . Get one of those preity green mats
©  from the florist's (with fringed
edges), and double it over corner
_Wise, fastening with a big bow of
.~ 8reen ribbon. Then you can lay the
. lilies in that, so that some come out
_®ach end. It gives kind of a basket
. .effect. The silver candelabra that
. your aunt gave you will be just the
4 thing for the table, with green shaded
candles.”
“." “But don't you think green gives
. & ghastly light?” cobjected the bride.
. . “Not if you get the rlght shade,”
.~ Trespouded her {riend, “and anyway
Wﬁm want it to harmonize with the
= " Yeet of the luncheon.
' “Now  for your menu. [ think it is
@ good idea to let the various courses
©arry out the color scheme, and you
4 €an have gres* variation in wresn
_and white, First of all, have little
. Reck clams served with water cress;
l?‘-:_.leres your green for that course.
, ,-_!l‘hen for your sdup. Let me see. 1t
& *{ ,were you, I'd have cream of cu-
~mbe;- it's dainty and # isn't a
Wy common kind either™
; Is it hard to make?
. cook, you know.”
not at all. If you can make
A y kjnd of cream soup, you can
. them all. Now for your fish.

: »,m you have boiled halibut with
; _gauce, for that's a good green
wm ‘combination. For your
t. breaded spring lamb chops with
. . and if you wapt to do things up

co y, hnmr this up with a mint

replied the

.

EEE) AT B S

I have a

mu think your  husband’s
Jook could  stand swesotbreads?
, they would make, a lovely
d you can make \wp for it
- #alad.  Just haye e phain let-
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tuce with French dressing, and crack-
ers and cheese.”

Mrs. Lawrence held up her hands
in dismay. “Oh, I never could man-
age all that! T don’t mean the ex-
pense, but getting the luncheon up,”
Her friend laughed.

‘““‘Oh;, don't get frightened. T

,‘—‘7’ 1
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ranged the Hlles in
she surveyed with plol.lura ttw artis-
tic effect. The candles shed a soft
green light upon the snowy damask
of the tablecloth, and were reflected
in the glittering sllver and cut glass,
Doylles and centerpiecés were eme
broidered in green, and even the
china bore a design of maidenhalr.

The guests, who arrived a few mo-
ments later, had donned fheir dainty
bridesmaid’s gowns of white organdy
over green, and wore bunches of lilies
of the valley, the flower which they
had carried at the wedding.

“Oh, how pretty!™ was the exclam-
“ation as they were ushered into the
dining-room, and caught sight of the
table with its™decorations,

One attractively served course suc-
ceeded another, and the ice-cream in
lily molds made a fitting ¢limax. -

“Well, Katle,- you are a genius!”
exclaimed the maid of honor, as she
nibbled a bonbon; “for this is cer
tainly the prettiest luncheon I've ever
been to. I don't belleve you learned
how at Vassar.”

The hostess smliled,

“Girls, I'll confess,” she said; “Mrs.
Kirke gave me all the ideas, menu,
decorations and everything.”

-

COME UNTO ME.

By H. Dietrich,

help you out. Now for your last
course. If you want something real
pretty, have your icecream in the
form of lilies. They will be just the
thing for a lily luncheon.”

“1 want some candy, don't 1 sug-
gested Mrs. Lawrence.

Oh, bDless me!” exclaimed her
dfriend. “What am I thinking of?
Of course you want candy. Green

and white, let me see, Suppose you
get mint straws and vanilia bonbons,
and finish up with black coffee, Salt-
ed pecans would be nice fo pass be-
tween the courses as a c.hange from
almonds or peanuts.”

Mrs. Lawrence drew a long breath.

“And yow really think I can do all
that?” she asked skeptically.

“Of course you camn,” ‘was the re
ply. “See here, Katie, you are mar
ried and settled in a pretly house,
and, as you say, you have all your
‘handsome wedding silver and cnut
gimss for the table. Don’t set out
with the idea that entertaining is a
great bugbear, but just be.‘given to
bospltality,’ as the Bible tells you to
be.” You'll get a good deal of com-
fort out of your home that way.
Why that's the beauty of a home, to
let others share it with you..

“Now, as for the Iluncheon. TH
come over and help you with it, ani
We can decorate together. Even if
everything doesn't go off all right,
the girls won't be eritical. Oh, be

sure to tell them to wear their pretty

Lenten Levity.

A pleasantry which belongs to the
spring of the year is probably apoery-
phal, but fifty years ago It was cun
rent in circles of the old time. It 1s
the story of Dr., Lunt’s visit on Dr,
Carpenter in Bristol a little before
BEaster, It was said that Dr. Lunt
cut himself in shaving, and had to
ask Dr. Carpentér for a styptic. So

it happened that “ia Lent Lant loan-
ed Lunt lint.”

It is still dark. The little village
on the shore of the slow-flowing
stream lies hidden in the shadow of
the pine forest, under the starry
spring night.

' A light mist rises slowly from the
earth, which has just awakened from
its winter sleep, and it makes the

darker, and covers the surface of the
stream with a sllvery shimmer, Still-
‘ness, a brooding quiet, reigns over
all. Most of the inhabitants are still
slesping. The shape of the poor little
cottages is hardly distinguishable;
only here and there is the faint glim-
mer of a light. Now and then a door
opens and one -hears for a moment
the bark of a watchful dog, and then
the same peaceful stillness. At in-
tervals the figure of a wanderer
emerges from the dark rim of the
forest, a rider, a peasant’s cart with
creaking wheels—they are all people
of the village hastening to the church
there to begin worthily the coming
festival.

In the midst of the village, on &
solitary hill, stands the church; the
windowg* are bright, and the tower,
gray with age, rises high into the
mist. The moldering stairs creak;
the old bellringer is mounting them
with feeble steps, and after a little
tinle a new star appears above, his
light—the lantern in the Dbellringer’s
hand.

It is hard work for the old man to
climb those steep steps; the aged
limbs refuse their office; his eyes are
dim; old age has done its work on
him. It is time for the aged man to
go to rest:; but death does not come:
He has seen children and grandchil-
dren go; for how many, old and
young, bag he tolled the bell. Death
seems to have forgotten him and life
s Bard.

Often has he rung the Easter peal;
he knows no longer how many times
hes has awalited the appointed hour
up here in the tower. And now it Is
to bhe done again, if God wills. With
heayy step the old man reaches the
railing of the tower and leans on it

Around, in- the shadows, he.-sees
dimly the graves in the cemetery;
their black crosses seeming like
watchers of their dead. Here and
there groups of birches, still leafless,
wave their slender silvery branches
In the wind. The reviving odor of
the young buds on the trees, and the
peace of the cemetery rise up like a
breath of spring to the lonely ﬂgure
on the tower.

What will this new year bring him?
Will he salute next Easter with the
joyful music ,of the beils, or will he
be slceping over there in that dis-
tant corner, and will a black cross
adern the little mound? As God will!
He i3 ready. But now he must an-
nounce the coming great day. “To
God ke honor and thanksgiving:” his
lips murmur the words; he ralses his
ey¥cs tothe starry hea\'ens and crosses
himself with simple piety.
“Waesilli'” an old, trembling voice

13 from below.
He looks down from his post,
strains his eyes, but can see noth-
ing.

“Whal do you want? Here I am.”
he crics, as he bends over the rail.
“Can you not see me?”

“No. Is it not time to ring the
bells? What do you think?”

Wassilli reflects. “No, not yet;
know when.”

He Rnows well; he needs no clock:
God’s stars tell him when the time
has come.

‘Heaven and earth, the white cloud
that moves slowly across the face of
the sky, the dark fcrest that moves
and murmurs below, the ripple of the
invisible stream—all he knows and
loves—a whole life is bound up with
them. Things long forgotten arise
in his memory; how he came up here
for the first time with his father—
dear God! how long ago that was,
and yet it seems so short—he seems
himse1f, a little dblue-eyed boy with
fair, curling hair tossed by the wind.
Far, far under him he saw the many
little people and the cottages seemed
so tiny, and the forest so far off, and
the .plain .20 large. And the father
lasgheqd iand said: “Yet it is so near.”
as ie pointed to the village below.
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young it seems endiess, Now it H:=s
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frum birnh almost to the grave that
he has chosen for himself over yon-
der. Well! thank God! it is time to
rest. He has passed uprightly through
a hard Iife; the damp earth is his
mother; soon, if God will, he will :eat
in her bosom,

But now it is time, Once more
Wassili looks up to thé stars, barss
his Head, crosses himself a.nd seizes
the ropes.

Now, through the air resound a
sharp stroke, a second, a third, a
fourth, one after another, rising and
falllng, now sharp, now soft, in a
‘tuneful peal.

The bells are silent, the service
has begun. In former years Wassili
would descend the stairs and place
himself in a ecorner near the door to
listen and pray; but mow the weight
of years is heavy on him, and he re-
mains “above. Today his limbs seem
uvnusually heavy; he sits down on a
bench, and as the sound of the bells
dies away, he sinks into thought. Of
what? He hardly knows. The bel-
fry is but scantily lighted by his lan-
tern; the bells themselves are but
dimly seen in the gloom. From be
neath, in the church, one can hear
faintly the singing of (ne congrega-
tion, while the wind plays with the

'this s behind him, go tar behi
‘Now hig only worlq is ;. ol
tower, high up, where (1, . "'_b
and plays with the belir,, J.{.W"
will judge, vengeance i }I -
pers the old man, anq i,
Toll down his withered cheel
“Wassili! Are you asle
one cries from below.
“Who calls me?” asks the .. .
and started from his ben. s

Daan
God! have I really oo, ]'f‘;
Never has this sghame )
me.” G

Quickly, with practiced
seizes the rope ang gives »
low, where, like ants upon t}..:,
the people are moving abou: ...
Wassill in his tower rises tho ..
cry, “Christ is arisen from the .,
He rings, and the newly-ariscy
seizes the tomes, and, with .
spreading wings, carries them | Vard
and the echoes, far and wi|. re.
peat the solemn music of the i

Never has the old man ru:- tha
bells so wonderfully. It seems 14 |
some of-his emotion has comuyy;
cated itself to the cold metal ang
inspired them to sing in joy and ng,
piness, to laugh and to weep; ihe |jy.
ing tones rise to heaven, up t, thg
brilliant stars, which appear to shi
even more brightly, as the toncs jeq
out again and again, re-soundm,, from
earth to heaven, in love, and joy ang
peace, and heaven and earth recchy
“Christ is arisen.”

Even the old belfry itself seims
share in the joy of mankind, :
wind which fams the cheeks of |
old man sings joyously “Christ
arisen.”

The old heart forgets its so;
life of care and toil, Wassili ...
gotten that his life, his hopes o7 o
piness have been nothing 1L
empty dream; that he is alone |
world, old and feeble. He hear- h

vadim

n-i
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'CHRIST AT GETHSEMANE.

bell ropes.
on his breast as broken visions
the past float through his wmind.

“They are singing,” he says and
thken he sees himself in the church.
From the altar come the roices nf
singing children, and the lcud wvoice
of the old priest, Father Gregur, d2al
lorg, long ago. Hundreds of peas-
ants raise and bow their heads and
make the sigm of the’ cross, all weli-
known faces, all dead now. There is
his stern-faced-father, and beside him
the elder brother; zealously crossing
himself and often sighing; and there
he himself stands, young, gay and
strong, full of unconscious hope, and
ambition of happiness, and joy, and
the future. And where is this happi-
ness? - The old man’s thoughts flame
up suddenly, like the flame of an
expiring fire, and illumine every nook
and corner of a past life. Measure-
less. toil, sorrow and care—where is
happiness?
Sorrowful fate furrowed that young
face, bowed. the straight, streng back,
and taught him to sigh like the eld-
er brother.

~ And there, to the left, among the
women of the village, she stands with
head devoutly bent in praver.
was .a faithful, loving wife to him.
God rest her soul! And she, too, had
had many troubles to bear; care and
‘toil and woman’'s hard lot had aged
her very early. The eyes that in
youth had .beea so bright and clear
grew dim, and the expression of fear
and anxiety at the umexpected strokes
of fate, took the place ol the earlier

of

it?
joy and pride of their age—but he,
too, had been led away by the lies of |
‘men.

And. there atands the rich village
usurer and bows himself to the earth,

‘and kisses it piously, and makes the
sign of the cross, that by hypocritical |

worship he may dry the tears of
wronged orphans and widows, and so
he lies to his God as to men. :
Wassili’s heart grows hot tnd ev=
theholrpictnrulnokdnwnhangu

-__;Lbe!crewitit bad jm hapguea,l

The old man’s head sinks |

sounds which sing and weep rise
through the gloomy space up to the
starry heavens, and sink down to the
poor earth. He sees himself sur-
rounded by his children and grand-
children; hears the happy voices,
voices of young and old uniting in a
chorus, and singing to him of that

She |

pride and confidence of the young |
wife, And her happiness, where was |~
A son bhad been left them, the {.

hope, and joy, and happiness which
| his long, weary life has never cffered
him. The o!d man pulls the bell
Topes, tears roll down his cheeks and
his heart beats fast in his visionary

. joy.

Before the church the people are
standing together and talking; never
has the old sexton rung the bells so
wonderfully,

" Suddenly the big bell gives one
mighty stroke and stops; the small
bells, confused, end their play with
a sharp discord, then a few vibratioas
and silence.

Step reverently—the old bellringer
has rung his last peal—Translated
for the Springficld Republican.
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