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Mg EASTER MORN,
EWELLS
AXD IS BORNE ON THE WINDE AWAY,
"T'is EASTER MORN. AND THE EARTH
FROCLAIMS
THAT CHRIST I8 RISEN TODAY.
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EASTER ECHOES.

OW Lant is past, we
gladly pay

Our tribute unto
Easter day.

The smiling mother,
on whose brow
The ndded years
. rest lightly now,
. Where Time, that
hoary monster
b wrand,
Reluctantly has latd
bis hand,
Now views with Just
3 and noble pride
", Her hearthstone st
this Easter tide.
! Likewise the fami-
i J 1y's head now
L feels,
As list'ning to the Easter peals
He thinks of Easters gone before,
As if hie wore 5 boy once more,
And in the sunlight of the day
Forgets his hadr i streaked with gray.
The malden aunt thinks with a slgh
Of bonnets o the days gone by,
And, with a touch of old thine zest,
Today puts on her very best,
The bachelor (whose outward crust
Ix, after all, but human dust,
And brushed away by womnn's eyes)
To<day the tooth of Time defles.
And togged out in the best of style
He greets his kindred with o smile.
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The youth, a stranger to dull care,

With rapture views each mnlden fair,

He loves to look upon the face

Where beauty elndms a resting place,

And gnzes with a keen delight

Upon hier Enster plumage birigat,

With necktie new he nalks nlong

Beslde her in the Enster throng

Ho counts It Joy to take a part

Where beauty shinres the odds with art,

And gives no thought to future s

When he shall have to foot her bills,
Tom Massox,

EASTER EVE IN A COFFIN.

AN ADVENTURE IN THE COSSACK COUNTRY,
1Y DAVID KEI.

All rights reservanl.]

N EVERY Rus-
sian villuge, froin
the White sea to
the Bluck, Easter
duy is the festival
I of the whole vear.
wes (Chiristoons is cele-
brated with a
“kolyadovanie”
(singing of carols)
and & liberal
burning of can-
dles and setting
forth of good cheer. At midnight on
New Year's eve the country lasses trip
forth to ask the name of the first male
passer by whom they meet, as an angury
of that of their own future husband.
Bnt Easter, and Faster alone, is to Russia
what Christmas is to England, or the
“Joar de I'An"' to France—a senson of
nniversal good will and feasting and
merry muking, when even strangers
greet each other with a kiss on both
cheeks and reply to the salutation
“Khristos voskrea” (Christ is risen) with
the traditional countersign, **Vo istinay
voskres” (He i risen indeed),

Somewhat in this style my thoughts
van as I lay stretehed on the hay of my
tarantass (traveling wugon) in the court-
yard of a little] Russian post honse vy
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the outskirts of a tiny Cossack town on
the Upper Don, toward snnset on Easter
eve, awaiting the .resh horses which
the burly, bearded postmaster had
promised me with a flnent confidence
that made me feel sure he was lying.

And so it proved. Time passed, but
the horses came not; and [ was just
about to spring up and give the bhig Cos-
sack n sample of my finency in Russian
scolding when I was stopped short by
hearing a low, deep voice say beside me,
hardly above a whisper, yet terribly dis-
tinct:

“I shall have him to-night

The speaker’s tone was so full of dead-
ly menace that the howl of a hungry
wolf or the hiss of a snake could hardly
have been more ominous of evil. Rais-
g myself enutionsly, 1 peered over the
edge of the wagon, and saw a young
man and a girl standing together at the
yard gate—the girl in the picturesque
costume of a Cossack maiden, the man in
the uniform of a Russian non-commis-
sioned officer,

The young woman had her back to
me, and it was only by the fine outlines
of her figure that I conld guess her to be
beantiful. But the man's face was
plainly visible, and even I started as I
saw it, Handsome as it undoubtedly
wis, it looked absolutely terrible in its
grim inflexibility of purpose. It was
the face of n born soldier, to whom duty
was everything—one who, if ordered to
| kill his own father or brother in battle,
would have done it without & moment's
hesitation,

The talk went on, and I gathered from
| it that the young sergeant was on the

tranck of u Nihilist emissary sent to mur-
der the cznr, who was expected to pass
| throngh the town that night with an
| armed escort.
% followed him to the church,
i Muasha” (Mary), said he, glancing up at
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the tall, green tower of painted wood, |

| which, with its gilded cupola and metal

plated roof, glittered brightly in the last |

| rays of the setting sun; “bnt he slipped
round a corner, and when I darted round
after him I could see no more of him
| than of my own ears, He must have a
| confederate among these long robed
rognes, who let him into the church by
| some secret way, for, as our proverb
BAYS,
“They who wenr wide sleeves
| In their henrt are thicves,

“But no matter—he can't escape now, |

for gix of mmy men ure on the waich for
| him outside, and the reward for his ap-
prehension, along with what I've saved
| already, will just make up the sum that
| your father demands for vour wedding
portion, nnd then I ean get my discharge
from the army, for my term of service
| will be up next month, and then"” —
The last “and then” was pointed with
an emphatic kiss,

It does seem hard, thongh,” safd the
girl, witha toneh of woraanly compassion
in her voice, “that o man must die to
make us bappy.  We shall feel as if we
were eating our wedding feast ont of a
coffin.”

“A wan!” eried her lover fiercely; “a
traitor and assassin, yon mean, who has
plotted against the life of the emperor,”

“True," answered his betrothed, chang- |
ing her tone ngain, “nothing is too bud |
for a man who conld plot against Father
Alexander Alexandroviteh” (the ecmar).
“We Cossacks have always been loyal,
and always will be,"”

“Always!" echoed the young man ¢m-
phatically. *“And now good night,
dooshenka™ (my little sonl), “for I must
g0 and see that this fellow doesn’t slip
away from us,"

Here was a romance ready made to
my hand, and I at once decided to re-
main in the town that night and see this
strange drama to the end—a decision
which evidently relieved the worthy
postmaster, who was at his wits' end for
a fresh lie to acconnt for the non-ap-
pearance of my horses, |

“Perliaps the noble pun” (gentleman)
Ywould be pleased to step in wnd tuke

l'brc-ml and salt' with ns,” he hinted.
' 9It's & poor place, but"——
“Never mind, brother,” said I; “food
and shelter are always worth having,
and I know that a Cossack welcome is
bound to be n warm one,”
In trath, there wasno fanlt to be fonnd
with my welcome, though the postmas-
[ ter's hmt was certainly no palace.  The

walls were of logs, cemented with clay
L and dried leaves, unid jointed together
like the frame of a schaolboy's slate, not
a nail being used thr mghont.,  The floor
was merely trodden earth, larded with
erushed beetles and forrowed by the ex-
cavations of inguiring poultry. The
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[ AL if only my poor brother wero
heve nmong us, how happy we shonld
be!l Perhngs he's not dead after ally it
{enay have boen only o report. And il he

conlin’t be so ernel as to drive him out
again!"

The honest postmaster answered only
with a shroug of his broad shonlders (b

fog evidently skeptical of any kind deed

who bad the name of being the most
hard fisted and hard hearted old fellow
in the whole district), and hinted to us
that we must not st too long over onr
supper, a8 we would have to ba at the
chireh in good time tor the opening of
thie night service,
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An hour lnter we were In the church,
which wan filled to overflowing, even
the romantic old geaybeards and (otter-
ing grandams of the community lwing
visible mnid the erowd by scores, probas
bly for the first time sinee the previons
Easter, The whole seeme was certainly
o strange contrast to my last® Easter
service in Russin, which had been eelo-
brated not o an obweure  provineial
charch, Tt in the great laane cathedreal
ot St Peterstarg, In a moment [ re-
callisd the whaole coremoninl—the mnssed
thousands of nsembled worshipers aimid
the vast granite columns of the splendid
cnthedral;  the plaintive hymn dying
wway ina eadence of monrntful swestness
nmong the mighty arches overhend; the
gorgeons robes and long silky hair of the
priests in the center, grouped around the
coffin that typified the death and burial
of our Lord: the tone of wondering dis-
may in which the chief p#est excluimed,
“He 15 not here!” as he tarned away and
left the church with his comrades, ns it
to seck the saered  bhody  elsewhere—the
sudden and  trinmphant return of the
procession through the opposite gate,
with hewds uplifted and banners dis-
played and a joyous shout of “Christ s
risen,” and then the sea of light that
surged np throngh the shadowy throng
a8 thousands of tapers were lighted at
onee, while the choir penled forth the
grand resurrection anthem, and onevery
side was henrd the greeting which was
echoing at that instant throughont the
leng'h and breadth of Russia, “Christ is
risen! He i risen, indecd!™

But here there were no pomp and
splendor, no bronzed gates or marble
cornices or pillars of polished granite,
All was rade and simple; plain timber,
plain  stone, and  the only ornament
worth nnming was a massive silver ern-
cifix above the altar, purchased with the
offerings of the pions Cossacks of 1812
out of the spoils won by them from the
retreating nwrmies of Napoleon,

Just at that moment, however, I made
a discovery which pnt everything else
ont of my head at once.  In the fore-
most rank of the crowd aronnd the plat-
form on which lay the symbolical coflin
stood directly opposits to the spot where
I was placed o man who seemed anxious
to avoid observation, for the lower part
of his face was hidden by the collar of
his Jong gray coat. and the apper part
by the cap which he earefully held be-
fore it; but a sudden movement of the
throng exposed his fuce for one  instant,
und it was that of Masha's soldier lover,
young Sergt, Dmitri Rudenko!

The look of fierce and hungry expecta-
tion in this iron man's stern gray eyes
made me shudder, for 1 saw by it that
his victim was still coneealed in the
church, and that he was ready to ponnes
upon him as soon as the fit moment ar-
rived; and the sudden starting up of
this deadly pertinacity, this sleepless
ambush of death amid all the peace and
brightness and joy of the nntion's great
day of glndness, had an indeseribably

A YOUNG MAN AND A GIRL.

blackened rafters stood ont like the ribs

of their own plaiting, and every nowand |
then ome of the tronpe lost his hold &nd |
fell with a loud splash into one of our
tumblers of tea and lemon juice.

OUmne entice corner of the room was oc-
cupied by a huge tiled stove and another
by an enormous bed, the patchwork
quilt of which looked like a colored map
of the United States,  In the third cor-
ner hung the portrait of my host’s
patron s.int, with & tiny lamp burning
before it, and a pions ronch making a
| laborious pilgrimage around its staring
gilt frame.

But there was plenty of good cheer
{ and merriment in this little hovel, queer
as it looked. The corpulent brass sum-
over looked down upon a brown rye
loaf as big as a foorstool and an enor-
mons bowl of buckwheat porridge, sig-
nificantly called * postuaya kasha” (fust-
ing porridge), while w perfect mount-
ain of sugured CEaster cakes"—which |
our host's  sturdy, sanbrowned, rod
kerchiefed wife had spent the whole

of a whale enlivened by the gambols of |
numerons spider Blondins on tight ropes |

ghastly effect,
Meanwhile the ceremony procesidsd

L und all went on as usioal till the high

priest and his aeolytes mounted the plat-
form, and the former, raising the un-
fustened 1 of the coffin and letting it
full again, nttered in his deep voice the
wonted formula:

“He is not here!™

“He is here!” shonted o voics of thun-
der, as Dmitri Rudenko, springing with
one bound onto the platform, flung open
the coffin again and dragged from it a
small, slight, pule faced young man in
the dress of a peasant,  “*See, hrothers,
the villain who wonlil have murdered
onr futher the czur!”

Instantly all was confusion, A sea of
farious faces and tossing arms eddied
around the platform, swd the air rang
with o denfening clamor of conflicting
voices, throngh which pierced suddenly
a shriek of wmortal agony, s Mary Mas-
loff, bursting like o mnniac through the
heaving throng, threw her arms round
the prisoner’s neck uml eriwml \\'!L“}':

“Hrother, brother! 1 thonght
dead!  Is this how we meet agnin?’

For oue moment the young sergeant
stood asaf tarned to stone by this nwial
revelation, which showed him that he
bad won his betrothed at the cost of hor

vou

day in baking—rose aronnd the dainty
of the seasom, s pyramidal wass of |
|Il|il'k sty dongh, ~|m'|h-|] with Ili
kind of smallpox of currants and raisins, |
which s to o Russinn Bastor what the

traditional plam pudding is to an En-|

glish Christinas, .
Just n= ull was ready for our meal in

cate the postmaster's protty dunghter in |

all the splendor of her holiday clothes
embroidersd  blue jacket and ervimson
skirt, striped stockings, and a string of [
colored beads ronnd her neck,  Her late |
appearance was fully expluined by the
hnge basket of Easter eggs, gay with all
the hues of the rainbow, which she car-
ried in her hand,

Behind Miss Praskovia came another
girl about her own age, who was pre-
sented to me as her foster sister, and
who seemed to be treated with great re-
spect by the whole family, being (as 1
afterward learned) the only danghter of
a prosperons corn dealer in the town,
who was quite a capitulist in the eyes of
these simple folks, Her face impressed
me only by its extreme beanty, but the
moment I heard her voice 1 recognized
the girl whose talk with her lover 1 had
overhenrd half an hoar before,

Bat amid all the merriment of our gay
party Marin Oisipovioe (Mary, daughter
of Joseph) was strangely sl and silent,
and her sadness was fully explained
when she at length sadd pensivelys

own brother's life.  Then his face hard-

‘“HE 18 HERE."

ened snddenly like congealed metal, and
nowave of his hand sommoned s dozen
soldiers from the throng, who formed a
ring around Ostap Masloff and his sister
und led them to the church door.,

The cold, keen night air seemed to re-
vive the fuinting girl, and clutching her

ever did come back, sarely my father |

on the part of her father, Oisip Masloft, |

lover's arm with both hands she said in {

i fleree whisper:

“1 know that y mr men will do what-
ever you tell thom, Lot my brother

'll

YLt a prisoner escape? Never!"

SO you do not yon shall never see me
agnint”

The young soldier's handsome  faco
Lquiverad for a moment with the agony
of n mortal straggle, and then the storm
poassed and he answored with terrible
cnlmness;

“Ho be it.  Laball do my duty, even
thongh by doing it I shonld lose yon for-
over!”

“What is all this?" nsked a deep voles
from behind, and all three recognized
with a start of amazement in the big,
hard featured, middle agod man who
had spoken the czar himself, Alexander
1T of Russin! aud behind him appearod
the long gray conts anil shining helmets
of his guards—without whom, haunted
a8 he wan by dread of nsspssination, he
never stirroed a step,

The emperor repented the question,
and Rudenko told the story in a few
simple’ words, But, brief as ho was,
Alexander heand enough to understand
the greatness of the saerifice which this
young soldier had made for his duty's
sko, and his harsh, somber features
brightened into s glow of manly admirn.
tiom,

“Yon have done well,” sald he em-
phatically, “and more than most men
would have done in your place, And
you,” he added, taming to young Mas-
loff, “what harm have | ever done you
that you should wish to kill mef"

“I had sworn i1," replied the Nihilist
sullenly, “and I had to keep my onth,”

“Foolish boy,” said the czar in a tone
of scornful pity, “do you pretend to
strive for liberty, and yot fettor yourself
with an onth that forees yoa into treanch:
ery and murder? But | will not destroy
a man's life and a woman's happiness
from any mean regard for my own sufe-
ty. Go—Ipardon you; yon are free!
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The Inst timo I visited Mirgorod, Dmi-
tri Rndenko and his wife were the hap-
et couple in the town, and Mary's

ihilist brother (who lived with them)
was as loyal n subject as any man in the
czar's dominions,

MHis %tute of Mind,

Dashaway—When the contribution
box was passed this morning I suddenly
found that 1 had nothing but a five dol-
Inr bill.  Of conrse ns it was Easter, and
I had been fasting for forty days, I felt
obliged to drop it in,

Miss Summit—How noble of you!
And now, how do yon feel nbont it?

Dashuway—I feel as if Ishall probably
have to fast for forty days more,

Sorambled Egge.

Every person must have some part of
his clothing new on Easter day, or he
will have no good fortune during the
year. That has been settled from time
immemorial. Thus an old Dorsetshire
poet says:

Laste Easter 1 put on my blue

Frock cnont, the fust thme, fler now;

W yaller bay ons nal o' brass,

Thnt glittered In the gan Uk ghass;
Hokalse "twer Eastor Bunday.

In the Natuse of & Surprise,

Y

|

Mrs. Kingley—You know what lovely

music they hnve at St Ann's? Well,

they have invited me to join the choir

on Easter in place of the Yonde alto,
Mrs. Bingo—Indeed! I had no idea

they were trying to reduce expenses,
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| An Enster Carol,
| Bhe has bought sn Easter bonopet —
It Is pretty ns asounet
With somne flowers and some ribbons and & bit
of lace apon i,
And In order all way know it,
Shie will go to chinrch 1o show ft,
You may see hier witching face In smiles this
morning just below it.

When to chiurch her way she's wended,
If hier hat appoars most splendid,
| Then she'll guite adore the sermon, and be
sorry when it's ended,
But if not her protty forehond
Will with angry frowns e florid,
And tho sermon will be stupid, orude, abouds
nable and horrid.
sSelected,

Enster Lilies,
Bweot dreams anre in hor Hifted cyes,
Sweet prayers her purted Lps are praying
She takes no heod of lovers® sighs,
Nor any yearnings carthward straying,

Bhe glves me more thought than she
Bostows on dead and gone Achibllios;
But 1 can bear that since | see
Bhe wears my bunch of Easter Hiles,

Judge.

A RHara Avis,
My Eastor e, with polka dots,
I know the girl who made you;
Hut . T. Barnum would give lots
To own the hen teat lnld you.
~New York Sun.

Chicago and Erie R. R.

(Lavto Chicngo & Atlantio R'y.)

coee In Connectlon whth the —

Erie Railway

FORMS THE ONLY LINE
—NETWREN -~

Chicagoanda New York

Under One Management,

SOLID TRAINS.

The Throtugh Tralps of tnis Line botween Chl
engo nmil New {!urn are run solld, thus
nyolding nnnoyanes nond confuslon
of changlng cars or missing
eonnections.,

Vestibule Limited Service

Vestibuled Limited Tralos, consisting of Hag-
l!r."lllllkl“l nnd Day Conohes, with
fulliman Dining and Bleeping Cars
(heniod by stoam, 1l Illu! by g,
uver this Line

Every Day in the Year.

|

Pullman Service to Boston,

A Pullman Buffet Sleeping Car to and from
Bowton dally vin this route,

This Is the ONLY LINE Hunnipg Pullman
Cars hetween Chlengo and Boston,

BUCKEYE ROUTE

To Columbus, Ohlo, and Ashlund, Ky.
Pullman Bleeping Car botween Chleago and
above Points dally.

Tralns Arrive and Leave Dearborn Siation,
CHICAUO,

For further information, eall on the nentest
Hullroad Ticket Agent, or sddress

W O Rissurson, A M Tuoker, D I Roberts,
Gen, Pass, Agt. Gen, Mgr,  AOLP, Agt.
New York, Cleveland. Chicago

Santa Fe Route !

The Popular Route to the Pacific
Coast.

Through Pullman and Tourist
Sleepers
Retween Kansas City and SAN DIEGO,
LOS ANGELES, and SAN FRAN.
CISCG.  Short Line Rates (o
PORTLAND, Oregon.

Double Daily Train Service Between

Kansas City and PUEBLO, COLORADO
SPRINGS, and DENVER, Short
Line to SALT LAKE CITY.

The Direct 'I'éxas Route

Solid Trains Between Kansas City and
Galveston, The Short Line Between
Kansas City and Gainesville, Ft.
Worth, Dallas, Austin, Temple,

San Antonio, Houstun, and
all Principal Yolnts
in Tewns.

The Only Line Ruoning Through the
OKLAHOMA COUNTRY. The
Only Direet Line to the Texas
Pan Handle, For Maps and
Time Tables and Informa-
tion Regarding Rates
and Routes Call on
or Address

S. M. OSGOOD, Gen'l Ag't
E. L. PALMER, Traveling Agent,

1308 Farnam St.,
OMAEALA, ITEDB.

FAST MAIL ROUTE !
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2—-DAILY TRAINS—-2

~TO—

Atchison, Leavenworth, St. Joseph,hansas
City, St. Louis and all Points South,
East and West.

The direct line to Fr. Scott, Parsons
Wichita, Hutchinson and all principal
points In Kansas,

The only road 1w the Great Hot Springs
of Arkansas. Pullman Sleepers and Free
Reclining Chair Cars on all trains,

J.E R MILLAR, R. P. R. MILLAR,
City Ticket Agt Gen'l Agent
Cor. O and 12th Street,




