FLORAL OFFERINGS
_FOR EASTER TIME

By KATHERINE BLADES.

T is hurd to see why any Lollday
except Christmas should be ob
served by sending presents 1o
friends, yet we scem (o be gen

erally falllng into that custom, wheth
er the day be New Year's, 8. Valen.
tiue's, Br. Patrick's or Easter. 1f the
fashlon sprends no doubt ere long we
shall feel constralned to Include the
Fourth of July and election day in the
list of gift sending ocensions. Even
good things may be run jute the
groumd.

Simple presents for children afford
them joy at Easter. For (bhem are
decorated eges, boxes of sweets, sugar
rabblts or papler mache ones stuffed
with sweets. Grown people, In ac:
cordance with the esaggerated gin
bestowing fashion, often send expen
slve jewels and brica-brae to their
friends at Easter. Why rthey should
it Is not easy to discover, fur there s
no reason o it

For 8t. Patrick’s day there were on
sale pretty pleture posteards in vivid
green whereon to speed the compli
ments of the season, The same at-
tractive fdes might be much more gen-
ernlly adapted to Easter than has been
done. Posteards in Easter colors—
white, yvellow and green—might well

except just a little child, are always
there for us. They never weary us
Daffodils, lilles, snowdrops, white nza-
leas, costly or small in price, may be
sent as remembrances to our dearest
year by year, and they will not be
bored therewith. Indeed, the same va-
riety of flower from the same person
to the same year after year becomes a
badge of unfalllug remembrance and
slgnificance.

SOME CURIOUS
EASTER CUSTOMS

OME of Lhe old Easter customs
are curfously  barbarle, and
even ut the preseont time the
observance of this particular

festival is surfounded with more or
less superstition. just enough to lend
to It the charm of mystery,
Twentieth century  maldens  don
bright yellow gurters, secure In thelr
belief that shey will be engaged be-
fore the year ends, others glve thelr
tresses “un hundred sirokes three times™
with the brush while thinking intentls
of their hearts’ desive, aud who does |
not take good care to wenr bher new |
things on Laster day? |

Among the earlicst of Easter cuns
toms are the Yollowing: |
Al Queen's college, OUsford, a bLer-

rlng placed by the cook to simulate o
man on borseback is seét on n cory
sulad and bLrought to the tuble. This
is supposed to represent n red herring

have appropriate resurrection and oth-
er gvmbols printed upon them for nse
#t the jorous yet sacred spring fes-
tival, There, too, are artistically
adorned Easter poems.

But flower gifis and floral decora-
tions at Easter are the best of all.

In the warmer climes of Christen-
dom there s an annual foral festival.
Where flowers are abandant It comes
Just preceding Tent and Is commonly
called the flower carnival. In our
country, except in California and now
and then in a southern state, there Is
seldom a fower festival of any kind.
sithough there might well be such
even in the northerly part of the land
fu May and June

It I= enstomary te have shining liles,
“pure lilles of eternal peace.” In our
churches on Easter Bunday. But even
there the resources of the Faster col.
ors are nol brilllantly brought out.
Yellow, vivld, radiant, daggling—is not
that the color of the halo of the salnts?
Have not certain esbteric cults chosen
it ax the symbol of developing spir
ituality? And in the colder reglons of
this land the splendid daffodils— EKas-
ter flowers,” they are well nnmed—are
often Lthe only ones In bloom outdoors
at Baster time. They are the first
fralts of the awakenlng power of the
sun, herald of what Is to come.

The fashing yellow daffodils are
Bardy ar the hardiest. They endure
Euy amount of freezlng. Thelr dried

ulbs muy also be taken up from the
bhome garden in the fall and poited in
sandy earth and put In a dark place tiil
shout two months before Easter, then
brought iuto the lHght and tended, and
they will blossow glorfously at the sa
eredl festal time,

Our Easter church decorntions do not
foclude half enough of the significgul
yellow in thelr color schewe. Nelthoer
at this time do we bave half enough
flowers of any kind In our homes, Fast-
er cards hnve become tiresome. Kxpen
glve gifts are meaningless; besides. we
cannol afford them. Wut fowers, the
most beautifol of all the Croator's gifts
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riding away on bhorsebuck and s rthe
last vestige of the oner popular pag
eants of rejolcing.

It was erstwhile o babit o English
towns fur the bovs, after the Easter
service, to run Into the street and
snatch the buckles from the sbhoes of
the girls whom they were alble to
cateh.

Easter Monday, however, It was turn
abont, and the women chased the men
If the men refused to pay a sixpence
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E adam know what o o
with Rose - hind not known
w for n long thine, She wus
Incorvigible —an tncorrigibhle
giver, Sbhe wonkd give nway auything
from her slippers to the plume on hes
hnt,

She did that very thing ounce—took |
an elghtoen Inch ostrich plume from |
her hat and It 1w a girl ‘
agent, And when chided by my sister
uhie merely opened wide her lovely grag
LA and escelalmed

“Why, Mary Eunuls, that girl had
never had an ostrich plume In her e,
apd she Jooked so tired and discour
aged. 1 Just conld not buy her book
It was about the horrors of something
or other. But you onght to have seen
the Jight In ber face when | gave her
that beautiful p'ume*

Perhaps it would have been good to
see the light in the girl's fuce, but the
light In Rose's was enough to disarm
Bister Mary, It alwavs ended thai
way. Dozens of Rose's friends bad
undertaken to scold her roundly for
ber foollsh  generosity, but always
when she had explained one felt that
IIJDIJ' n brute could have done different-
y.

Rose had just begun to bhave some
sucress with her drawings and was
carning a little money,

“It wiil be such a belp to her,” shid
a friend. “She loves pretty things so
and has very few of them, poor child!"

Mary sniffed, out of patience: “Help?
What do you suppose she did with the
$30 she got last month for those
sketches? Buy her some gloves and
peck ribbons and a new walst? Not s
bit of it. Bhe sent $3 10 sowe girl she
used to know In school who Is In Colo-
rado for her health and $5 to some
crippled second cousin In the east, gave
$0 to the beathen in India and spent
the rest on the sick negro that does her
chores and on her washerwomnn's

pive oo ki

Kids."
The worst of It is Rose's ward
robe. Her sou' revels in beauty. She

loves pretty things with the ardor of
a child. Buat the prettier a thing is
the surer the ldea will pop into her |
head, “What a delightful present for
somebody ™ It requires the etprnnll
vigilance of Mary and five or six of
her Intimate friends to keep Rose pre-
se:able.

All her friends tried, singly and col-
lectively, to make Rose over “for her
own good," and all, sing'y and collec-
tively, falled wut-
terly. We gave ap
then nnd just en-
Joyed her as she
was, for she cer:
tulnly was a de-
Hght. After that
wWe spent onr
time tryilng to |
devise gifts of a |
sort and give |
them at a time |
when they wonld |
wiick. i

Two years be- l

fore we learned |
it was ntter folly
to give RNose
things at Christ
mns, provided
onie wianted her
to  Keep  them.
The girls made |
up that year |
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Christiuns box

In A GIRL full of all man-
VOENT. ner of dainty and
peautiful 1h'ngs for her attractive per-
son and by room.
But, alans, Christmas afternoon Hose |

GAVE
BOOK

T

| detight
| thids wus the

I|
tlhie

| tle homesick wife, of th

| with wrathful conviction.

=
*‘Jr

Rose’s *

By William IS. Bamby

in the nighest state of
wis o begutifinl world,
dearest friends n it and
best Christiaas In nine
We wore

found
I
sha had the

wis

teen hundred years
3 nt otree, aid when we hind hoard

wiisin

story of the girl whio had lost her
place in the store, of the woman with
slel Wusboand, of the erippimd

nest door, of the old Imdy with tue
bronchitls, of the preachers prerts

v wenshivrwom
an’'s fve chlldren, we hoad beavd the
complete story of all onr Chris
presents, except o Hitle ook of poe
which I had sent

“1 kept that” sald Rose lnughlngly.
“to remember your prescuts hy"

About the 18t of April Mary had an
Iden,

“Harvey Ennls,” she sald, “1 tell you
what we girls are going to do. You
ecan help anonymously If you want to,
The 24th Is Rose’s birthday. There
does not happen to be n single holiday
near It, and surely not more than one
or two of her friends and proteges have
a birthday at the
same time. 8o we
are golng to make
her up just o
wonderful bLirth
day box, anid
maybe she will
get a little good
of it."”

It was magleal
the way the
friends responded
to Mary's sug-
gestion, and there
were lots of
friends, for ev-
erybody ‘oved
Rose and lked to
glve her things,
That box was a
beanty. It looked
to me as If it con-
tulned everything
a girl conld use or
want, and some
more, nad every
thing was of the finest and daintiest.

The box went Thursday evening
Friday was her birthday. Saturday
afternoon as sister and 1 had started
downtown Mary sald:

“Look at Norah Conway. 1 never
saw her go like that before. What do
vou suppose ¢ (he msfrter with her?”

Norah Is a slow, awkward girl of slx-
tezu. She was half runoint and tum-
Lling down the street in great excite
ment with a bundle under her orm
Every few minutes she bent her head
and peeked through a tenr in the paper
wiapper at something Inside.

“1 have it,” said Mary, brightening
“She has something new for tomor
row.”

“Harver Luonis!™ She stopped and
clutehed my nrm. “Didn’t she com:s
down that street ¥’ pointing to the one
Rose Hred in.

1 nodded and bit my Wp.

“Bhe's giviog them away,” Mary said,
“Cothe on;
1 am golpg to see.” And she turned
me about and started toward Rose's
home

On the way we met three other bun
gles and excited happy faces

“Rose Merrifleld,” began Mary, more
nearly angry with ber friend than 1

I KEPT THAY,” BAID
ROS",

'evar had seen her

“Now-—-now, booey!™ Hose kissed
Ler and patted her on the back until a
sigh of resiguation came, followed by
an adorlng swile, “They did not have
anything new, you know, for tomor-
row, aud, Mary, tomorrow I8 Enster!
I've Lind the loveliest time glving Liast-
er presents.”  And a fataway light

came luto her eyes,
whoed Mary.

“Presents ™ “Why,

or happened to wear boots the women
tried to sosteh thelr hats, and to re.
cover & hat cost a sixpence,

In some old towns great cukes were
| brought to church and there divided

among the young people.

A slogular Easter custom was thal
of “lifting and weaving.” A man si
ting contentedly in his home was sur
prised by the servanis and women of
his household, who entered bearing »
great armchalr lined with white and
decornted with rlbbous and favors
The man was forced to sit In the chalr
and be lifted Ly the women, to each of
whom he must give a slxpence

Tuesday, the man lifted
with siwilar attendant ceremonies,
Edward 1. was lifted in his bed by

recond shows the
him to have been some
Penres,

In older days In England monks m
Laster acted plays In churches, the fa
varite snbject Lelng the resurvection
Not only were the plays saacted in
the churches on these fostival days

payment made by
2000 In slx

the French cathedrals

Fven the san.
Easter dos

In lrelued great preparations
made for the last day of Leot
Saturday, about 9 oelock, o ben und »
plece of bacon were put in the pot. dand
af 12 o'clock there were eatinz and
| much merrymakieg
| see the sun dence in honor of the resuy
rection.
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On oal
day in Easter week, elther Monday o1
the women

his ladies and malds of honor, and a |

bat there wes dancing. particularly in |

it ts sald, dan-es on |

At 4 all arvse Lo

her it |

By Peter McHrthur.

[Copyright by American Fress Association. 1911.]

ben with the reapers 1 could bear i
(Such power bath a believing ear) °

The whisper of the fTalling grain,

! “In season due we'll
| n winter, when the

n springtime, when

Hnd all things sang

Hnd all the surging

f lith all that grows

riee again.”
snow was deep

Hnd life was in (ts frozen sleep,
1 beard a murmur, ““Soon the spring
To us will resurrection bring.”’

the world awokhe,

Ffrom all the fields a voice there spoke,

with one accord,

“We rise as rose our buried Lord.”

summer through

He grew the flowers my spirit grew.

1 claim my part—

'Tis always €aster in my beart.

A
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For making quickly and per-
fectly, delicious hot biscuits,
hot breads, cake and pastry

there is no substitute for

Dr.PRICE'S

CREAM

AKING POWDER

Sixty Years the Standard

Made from
Cream of Tartar

No Alum—No Lime Phosphates

ure Grape

“I am entirely opposed to the use of alum in
Baking Powders.”—Prof. Chandler, Columbia Univ,

Read the Label

*“Alam, sodium alum, basic aluminum sulphsate,
sulphate of aluminum, all mean the same thing —
namely, BURNT ALUM.” —Kansas Srare Board of Health,

peonle don’t gy prexeuts vu Fasier

“hat s Just 1t.° “No
luddy was expecting nied
bl the most glorioas e

And =he hind—we know she had, o=
she stood in happy thought jvokleg
Jut of the window at the vewiy blos
sning earth cae
ressed by the
sunshine and
Kissed Ly the
breeze. There
was a light in
her face that
mnde us forget
clothes and pres-
ents and anger
and think only of
aster,

AS we went
away ueither of
us sald anything
for some time.
At the corner we
met old Buck
Ticknor and his
cnne that forever
went l"""k‘l’l‘l‘k‘-
pecking viciously

sl s

[resents,

along the walk.
2R . g~ For mauy years
ROSE, VOU ARESUCH 0 puck Lad

A WONDERFUL G1YV-
Een'™ been saving up
for u rainy day-—
his ralny day. He had let Lis wife
die because he was too stingy to have
a doctor, and all his ehildeen bod fded
before they were scarcely grown. His
grasping month, his withered, wrin-
kled face, his nurrow susplelons eyes,
nlways made me shudder,

“Isu't he horeid? Muary spoke first
when we were past.

And then in a moment as her eyes
windered to the blogsowiog orchard
at the edge of town shie sighed resign
edly:

“1 don’t know what we will ever do
with bLer, but isp't she n dear? And (f
o mwust go to the extreme | guess
It is best to jake the highest ope,*

“1 am going to, If I ean,” 1 sald, nod
Mary looked at me wonderingly.

Next morning was Easter Indeed.
The world was full of sunshine and
early flowers and songs of birds and
soft winds.

Rose camwe to the door herself, for
the church bells were. just ringlog.
Never had she looked more beautiful,
wnd that is the end of praise. | step-
ped into the hall and closed the door
behind me. She looked up at me a
Httle surprived, a little agitated.

“Nose”-—her lids drooped and bid ber
woft gray eyes, and she breathed a
Hitle quickly—"youn have made every-
body happy by your gifis, everybody
from Bombay to Maine, everybody but

me, Won't you make me a present, an
Faster gifr ¥
I “What " she sald softly, and her
1

| volre Auttered
“The Indy with the lily soul”™
I held out my arms waltingly.

And

a litle white Inter | safd most sin-

cerely and gratefully:

“*Rose, a wopdertul

you are snch

|

l

| Erster Morning,

! Waken, lttle pooplk
Waken, children, deur!

| Listen' From the steeple

3 Bells ure penling clear

| “We ring

For the birthday of the spring;

We bring

happy Easter day.”

The

Bells of siiver Llles
| Softlv stir today
| Though their chiime no =til] s
Yet they sesim 1O gas
! “We ring
‘ Only perfume music as we swing,
We spring

Om the happy Easter day
—Youth's Companion.

I
|

Hs the Chicken
Sees It.

[Copyright by American Press Associa~
tion, 1811.])

las, if 1 had not been hatched.
Bad never burst my shell,
Bad never wandered forth and
scratched
for food my craw to swell,
L should escape the woeful fate
Invited by my present state.

LI'm now 4 chicien fat and fine,
Huad sinc: their Lentin fast
My owncrs will expect to dine—

H real fecd at last—
Hnd in a sicw 1I'm sure to be
When 1 am carved for fricassee.

When we went out Into the sunlight |

But if 1 had remained in aheut
1 could have borne my yolh,
| In white imprisonment to dweld
(This isn't any Johe!)
Q time, turn bach, 1 plead, L beg,
Hnd let me be an Gaster cgg !

PATSY PULLET.

Easter Euperstitions.
Draw the egg of viplet hue,
Mea s friends fond and true

Pluk will bring you Juck,
A wover full of pluck

e of green

Gladly take the

L oodd fortune soon will be seen
Wealth and happiness with the gl
af gray

Keep It and hide sefely uway

Tha cgg of blug
u. ans lovers fow

Do notl touch the cgg of red
If you do you'll never wed

A lover this very nlght
If you draw the egg of white,

You'll marry o another town
If you choosa the ¢gg of brown
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