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«  ATHOUGHT OF THI RESURRECTION.
The Lalbis that wero hid In the darkness
Throuweh the winter time amd the suow
Tave fele the thiell) of the sunligta,
Thelr hotie (o Woot they ktiow,
Puorple and probd aml senelot
Al winlte os the vobes of n King,
To theglory of love ut Easter
Their benutiful wealth they bring,

The grass thist was hroswn and withered
hﬂd cOld on the sanliden plain
¥ Boeny Iolusedd by the tender sunshilne,
Cnressed by the erystnl rubn,
And Qs bright green laness gulver,
Lol vwiow von malilions strene,
And thebind, with her nest nmong them,
Flies up with w suddon song,
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And we, who have seen onr daelings
Heft from our «fde awny g
Wiho have wept fnosilent nogalsh
O'cr the colld nnd pulseloss vlny,
Take Livnrt in Wie Easter gluduess,
A paralide sl ey vead,
For the Lond who carvs for the Nowers
Cares woll for our greanter need,

He knows of (hie loss sl nnculsh,
The grogwe of the strjoken wul,
He wild bring acton vur dear thes,
By BIs tonels of Hie snde v binbe,
W whonll pun sl Rnow mnd love them
i Ao srrinne Doyl Ll ven,
Thets alier carth's deenry winter,
I odmibig to Y uin il e,
=M rs M, E. Sangater,

¥ EASTER 1N MINGIN'S ALLEY

BY EATLE JORDAXN,

{Copyrights 188, by Amerloan Press Associne

thon.)

“Ia this Mingin's alley?”

wYis, that 11 is."

“Dows Mrs. Terry Mason live here®

“She do,  Jest hevant that fos dure,
omne flight np, back, ye'll foind her,”

“Thunk you,"

They stood mt the entrance to the al-
leyway, so ebiil, xo damp this clondy
+ day of early gpring-—-an old woman in a
ababby quilted bonuet, s murket basket
om her arm, her seamed, flabby fuce fair-
Iy quivering with curiosity, and a foot-
man in dark green livery, as carefully
groomed ns the master who sent bim,

He certainly was an unusual eight in
Mingin's slley—so unusual indeed that
©old Mrs. Ryan could scarcely get her
breath ‘back as she looked after him,

“Well, well, well! Upon me wurd,
but that's aire, I must say! Mrs, Terry
Mason'll hould her yaller head a little
higher than ever now that she has &
laddy buck like that comin with let-
ters te see her, Oh, my, but this is a
¥ wicked wurld! Who is Mrs. Mason
anyway, and whoy does such an uirish
young piece live in Mingin's alley, and
where's her husband, and whoy do the
Joikes 0" that futivan come after her?
Faith, I have me doubts about these
aisy going, soft voiced, standoffish sort
of people! Divil a dhirop o’ whisky would
she tuke wil me avin on the Ulessed
Christinas day! No use troyin to be
fri'ndly with the loles o' hor,  She's got
teo many fri'nds among the upper tin
not it to look an honest womnan in the
faee, I'il be bound, if the thrath was
told!  Well, well, whnt'll Mrs, Muleahy
say 10 this whin I see her at the market?™

It was a choice bit of news, and Mrs,

; U < Ann Ryan of Mingin's alley Tooked
@ “forward o rotailing it over u glass of

whisky, jnst ns Miss Munliattan at 5
o'clock tea rattles the skeivtons her ab-
gent friends think hidden,

Meansrhile the footman went ou. gin-
eerly picking his way over the wuaddy
pavement, nnutil e came to the door in
the swmall rear houso to wiieh be had
been directod,

It was stiid wintry and coldl in the pos-
angewny, bt wlhion the dooe was <\1.!'l|l-tl
€0 Lis knoek there was souething sparuag-
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like about the interior of the little rcom
revealed anid abont the girl who stood
there pale, wide eyed, silent.

Bhe was only a girl—Mrs, Terry Ma-
son—as far as looks went, for her figure
was slender and vonthful, and her sweet
face was of the ethereal, blond type that
alwavs seems childish, In reality she
was 20, Iu suffering she often folt about
102,

“Mrs, Terry Mason?' and the footman
lifted his hat respectfully,

“Yes," her dry hps murmured,

“A letter for yon, madam,”

“Cume in," shoe said, and with the
grace of one gently bred she sank into a
wooden chair, the letter fluttering with
a rustle like a dead leaf i her tingers,

The tootinan lucked around the room.
He kuew he would be asked questions
concerning it, so he uoticed it particu-
larly, It was very clean, the bare floor
sernbbed to un astonishing whiteness, a
erisp bit of wuslin in a big frill npon
4 3he shining window, a red geraninm
wodding 1ts bricht bead against it, and a
little chnbioy Loy, with stendy, inquir-
ing bl eves, sitting in o high wooden
chair, pluying with a printed horse,

“Hello,” suid the little fellow, mod-
ding s head, P Ted, Who're you?
And whero did yon get all those buttons
from?! Lrass Luttons! You ain't a po-
licemun, for you ain't got a club.”

The foutwan smiled, but o low ery
from Mrs, Mason us she bowed her head
almost to her knecs startled him,

It startled Ted, too, fur he scrambled
from the chair, b round checks fairly
swollen with wrath, and then the foot.

: man saw for the first time that he wae

hopelessly Tame, liis ticy eruteh the very 1
saddest thing he had ever seen,

He stowd for & mowent looking from
the downeast hend of his yonng mother
to the foonnan's now fmpassive face, |

“You scade ier org.”  And the flaxen
surla fell in i tosaing angry mass over
bis necusing eyes, “You're a bad wan,
You made her ery—delibery!®

He hobbled to his mother's side, forced
her head up with his mites of hands und
looked inquiringly ut her white face,

“Mammy, tell Ted,” he whispered,

SO, iy darling,” and she flung hiet
arms around him, “if we conld both die!
I yon sl 1, Tedd, conld juse find rost,
It's aovorry ol gune, this life, doar, 1t
A cold, Lorrid, old world, wmy baby, 1
begin to thiuk there fsu't roou for us
hore,”

Bhe kiseedl him on the lifted  baby

brow, elised her dey lips, and replucing
{ the letter in its envelope handed it to
| the footmn,
| “Tuke that back,” she said in an icy,
| level tone,
| *What unswer, madam?®"
| “Noauswer, Jnst take it baek.”
“Dut Mr, Trevelyon'—
“Gio,  Tellmy father—tell Mr, Trevel-
| ¥on,” ehe saud, harriedly corvecting her-
Crelf—**that 1 eannot answer it as [would
AL he stood Bere before me,"

*He vleht come himself, madam.”

AR the way I would answer it is
this: I tear it to bis and cast them in
his wmereiloss face

Long after the door had closed upon
Uthe footmnn she sat there, \\'rﬂh-. eilent,
untnimldtal even of Tod's furtive caresses
and tender questioning,  She seemed to
see the words of that eruel letter still be-
fore her—yes, every sentence was burn-
ed on her brain:

Your nute of appeal reached mo when 1 ar-
rived here temn San Franclsco on s trip
around the world, You wre weak, you say, nml
poor. You ask me for help, You say you would
not do this but for your ehild's sake - that if
you cannot work be inust starve, | have cons
ridered the tantter, and 1 have declded to give
you one inore chance. The facts of the case are
thene:

‘ou married Terry Maron agalnst my ex-

threats. He wan the son of the anly man

hated, one who teied to ruln mo Anancially

and soclally for reasons I need not state here,

I told you that if you clung to your absurd in-

fatuntion for Terry Muason you lost your fatlier

forever. Perkups you thought I did not mesn
ft. Idid.

However, Terry Mason Is dead. Come back,
then, I youn will, nnd P recelve you, glve you
& bonw, but hds chilld 1 will never pertnlt to
live under my roof, Send him to the heggarly
relatives Lils father has bequeathed to kim or
put Lim in savio Institution where he can be
pald for. Ix ns you plense nbout that. He
eaunot live with me—and, more than thai, you
must drop the “Mason™ and be my dauglhter
again, in name and in spirit. There must be
no rominders of your sorry past. For your I
nee Yimd Nl i 1, m

Juxnrus TREVELYON,

“The money would have scorched my
fingers! the girl mnttered, *“And yet,
oh, how I wish I might have kept jost a
few dollars to buy something for Ted for
Easter—poor darling!"

What funcies pussed before the young
widow's sil, blue eyes, what pictures of
the past!

She saw hersell so happy as a girl at
Trevelyon House, her futher's uncestral
homein Eugland. She saw Terry Ma
gon, who had won her heart the very
first time she had wmet him, during the
London senson.  She gaw hersell so hinpe
pr, 8o happy with him daring their short
honeymioon together—happy, despite her
father's estrangement and bitter worils,

But the happiness had died so soon,
She thonght of one sunshiny April
morning when they were in the Alps, a
few months before Ted was born,  Terry
had gone up one of the monntuins witha
party of men, His lust words still echowd
in her ears:

“Don't worry, Mildred, dear. I'll be
buck before you are up in the worning.”

Al death had its shadow over him
even us ho spoke!  He never came back,

Into one of the trencherous erevasses
that lurk in the still, white depths of the
eternul snows he had disnppeared.  His
compuniong, reaching the top, had called
and waited for him in vain. Search par-
ties sent out had retarned withont a
hope. The earth had hterally swallowed
him and with it all Mildred’s joy in life,

Yet—not all—for when Ted was born
—poor, prewty, erippled Ted, with his
eyes like the sky that arched the peaks of
snow—there was something to live for,
Money weut, ill luck came like a ghadow
that persistently kept pace with her, but
her love for Ted grew stronger with sick-
ness and diseppointment,

Like so tnany other hapless ones, she
had eventually drifted to America, the
land of promise, but it had brought no
fulfillment to her. What weary yenrs
of struggle had passed, yet she had been
brave, had fought the fight alone, and
no prayer for help had reached the iron
willed master of Trevelyon House,

But just a week before this Eastertide
she had seen her father step from his
carriage into one of the hotels on Fifth
avenue, This was her first intimation
that he was in New York. An irresisti-
ble impulse had led her to appeal to himn
for Ted's snke.

listened to the slow, silvery notes of a
church bell drifting over the battered
rooftops that crowded Mingin's alley.
*Is this all, dear Ted?”

But Ted, leaning his elbow in its frayed
sleeve upon her knee, only shook his yel-
low curls and looked with wondering
eyes into hers,

Ted was left alone,  Mildred had goneto
seek a position in one of the big shops, a
quest gho had started on daily for al-
most o month, while her small horde of
pavings wus decreasing with terrifying
rapidity.

Ted was used to being left alone, but
this morning he was restless. "U'he mem-
ogy of his mother's tears the day before
seemed to burn his baby heart. His
woodon herse didu't amuse him,
couldu’t finld any intereat in his tiny
rending book nor prepare his spelling les-
son of vne syllable words for his mother
by tho time she cams back. He just sat
with biserateh across his knee, thinking,

Suddenly his eyecanght sight of o tat.
tered newspaper on the table, It had
come uround the bread that morning,
Wius that a picture he saw upon it—a
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of egigs und driven by a little cherub not
unlike himself?

Ted took the paper and spread it out
on his knees. It was, in fact, the chil-
dren's page of & daily paper. He liked
the hen and the eggs. How he wished
he might have a candy egg for Easter
Sunday, as he had had when times were
better the year before!

But he waa a philosopher in his small
way, and he put the tempting thought
asile.

Nevertheleas the page interested him,
aud he began spelling out this conspicn-

TED'S LETTLR,
onsly printed notice iu a loud, lisping
voice: *“BEaster gifts for the childron,
Send your name and wlidress to The
Trumpet office, — Brondway."

Ted's cheeks flushed; his eyes almost
started from hishead, Hewgezed the little
erutch and ticktocked over to where he
kept his schoolbooks and o stuhiby pen-
cil.

of his copyhook:

After an hour's hard work tae fol-
lowing letter was completed on a page pealed out gladly; the streets were

When the city editor was gono, snd
the place was almost quiet, he threw
down his pen and clasped his hands to
his burning head. How the old pain
racked him tonight—the surging, the
bumming, the vertigo that seemed as if
some day it would surely drive him mad
again,

Again!

He was almost afrald to think the
word, lest in some way it reach the
minds of the men he heard laughing in
the other room.

What wonld they say {f they knew he
bad been mad—the inmate of & mad-
house for yenrs? Now they spoke of him
as o man who had suffered much—that
wan evident from the settled sadness of
his clonded cyes—and who was strangely
reticent about his origin, his past.

What wonld they say if they knew that
to him there waa no past—that beyond
his first consclous hours in the Swizs
mathouse he knew nothing?

Dismal thoughta—terrible, penetrating
loneliness. How his soul was tortured!
But worse evon than this polgnant pain
was the feeling that often beret ﬁm
when he awoke just at the edge of day,
just as the gray light of dawn was steal-
ing over the singgish world, a feeling
that his consciousuess was trembling on
the brink of a discovery—that a great
Joy or a great sadness would be his in
tuat flood of light.

DBut it did not come, and the cloud did
{ not Iift from his eyes.

Easter morning dawned fresh, crystal
| elear. The sky was a tremulous azure;
 the fragrance of trumpet shaped lilies

hunyg in the velvet air; the church bells

thronged with people who seemed un-

Dere trumpet ofice—| am Ted sevn year ol | tronbled by a care,

next Joon and | want s gift, my mamn eryed

hard yesday shie has no muny jor gifis o letier

came that was borid, s man with hutonss brot
it b Jam but © dont min that | was borned
that way, do ples send & gift my papn i< disd |
Bt that mahes matn om0 s seninl the
gl to Ted o minglus alley yor trae tromd
TED.

Posting the letter was an easy mntter,
for when Sophie, the little German girl,
came up stairs he gave her explicit di-
rections about sending it at once,

Not u word did Ted say to Lis mother
about this venture of his, aud his checks
were very red when he went to sleep that
night, his first secret weighing most im-
portantly on his heart,

L ] - - L -

It was Easter eve, and the city editor
of The Trumpet was very busy,

Among lis letters was one in a very
cheap and rather soiled envelope, the wl-
dress written on it in & hand that was
ludierously babyish,

“This t4 from one of the kids about
the Easter gifts," he said, with a smile,
“How in thunder did it stray among my
papers? I'm afraid it's too late now—
yes, for it's almost 11, and the children's
editor is gone,”

But when he had waded through little
Ted's sorawl there was & mist over his
eyes, He thought of his three boys at
home, and he determined that this little
chap should have an Easter giftif he had
to fetch it himself,

Folding the letter, he looked hurziedly
around the room,

There was & man busily writing at a

Despair was the result, |
“Oh, is this all of life?" was her dreary |
protest on this Enster Thursday as she |

he |

picture of a big hen harnessed to a nest |

desk near by, He was the assistant ed-
ftor, a young Englishman but lately en-
gaged by the paper.

*'Sea here, King, I've got a job for

u,
He showed Ted's lotter,

“8ad, fan'tit? It may be o fake, but 1|
| want yon to go and find out.

It's too
late to touch it tonight, bat go, like a
good fellow, the first thing in the morn-
ing. Here are a few dollars, nnd you'll
find some of those puinted eggs we sent

The next morning, after a breakfast "f' ont to the children in the desk there,”
dry bread and suspiciously bluish milk.l

“What's the name?' asked King, his
siad, vacant eyes glancing down the
page. “H'm, the little chup has forgot-
ten to put anything but ‘Ted.’ How-
ever, 1 dare say ‘Ted of Mingin's alley’
will find himn, Have yon ever noticed
what little royalista children are?  Their
signatures are kingly, One pame is
quite sufficient, they thiuk, to distin.
guish them from all otber mortals, He
probably supposes there is only one Ted
in the world.”

“Yon know where Mingin's alley is—
the place where they found Ridel, the

| anarchist, hiding—u sad, poverty strick-
| en hole”

“Yes, I remember,
morning."
King went back to his desk, The light

I'll go in the

| wbove himshone on his stern young fuce,

the hair strangely white around the
Lrows,

- o - - - -

——

' To the city editor's gift King had add-
ed a bunch of white flowers, and feel-
ing the happy conscionsness that he was
going to make one small boy happy
mude his way to the dreariness of Min-

| gin's alley.

| As fate deereed, he met old Mrs. Ryan

| abont to sally to church in her Sunduy
bonnet,

I “Will yon tell me, please, if a little

| boy lives in this alleyway named Ted?"

King usked,

*Well, upon me wurd!" and Mra, Ryan
tossed her head, “It's Ted now, is it?
| And yisterday it was a futman that ud
| duzzle the eyes of ye. Oh, yis, ye'll foind
| Teid unid his mother, too, I'll warrant—an
| nirish picce—jes' beyant that fus' duorve,
fone flight up, back, Upon me wurd,
wid such callers on Ted and herself
she'll be havin barooches stoppin here
nixt. H'm!" And with these charitable
remarks Mra, Ryan pursued her self
righteous, self satisfied way to church,

Outside the door to which he was di-
rected King paused,

Dare he venture in? There was grief
beyond that door. He beard a woman's
weeping voice. a child's short, heart-
broken sobs,

“Oh, Ted, Ted, Ted, what shall we do?
Oh, the cruelty of the world! There,
there, dear. I'm selfish to make you
weep. I'm a bad mammy. Btill I don't

BHE IIEARD THE WHOLE STORY,
often bireak down, Ted, dear, you mnst
admit, bat when it comes to being turned
| out—into the streeta—0 God, have yon
forgotten Ted and me?”

A deuchly coldness swept over King's

body. Something seemed to snap in his
brain, and he clung to the casing of the
door to keep himself from falling,

That voice! He had heard it before!
Bome one had called him Ted long ago
in just those aweet, velvety tones, lungh-
ter laden and loving then, instead of
broken by unguish, Oh, was he going
wid again—mad from joy?

What were these faces and scenes that
passed before him? Hond the light come
at last?

Mildred Trevelyon's sweet blond face
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roun na if outof s mist, He remembored
Flll----llw bright sunny day when in a
{holiday mood he had loft her; the fall
Linto the hidden snare In the monntaing
(e awfol period of hunger passed there
ws i o wanlled B clinmber, where he wia
imprisoned ke o bird inon snore; then
the terrible stevggle for froeglom, nided
by the sun, whose sudiden, unseasonabile
heat loosened the drifta about him; his
erawling from the place and wandering
«ho knew not where—a wreck from pri-
I vation and bunger; his next memory the
madhouse!  How it all eamo back! |
| Oli, it was i moment that o century of |
1'Inh-. if that were possible, could not blot |
out. |
| And yot—and yet—he dare not hope
for too much,  How eould he expect to |
[ Mildveil, i prond, geatle Mildred, [
here fu Mingin's nlley? |

His faint knock was not hennl, so he
gently opencd the door, Ted's letter and
the white flowers in his hand, |
| Al, thie scene that met his eves! A
young; womnn was seated by n talile, her
faee iidden on bier elasped arme, soehornb

faced, yvellow hinived boy leaming on on
eriteh bestde hor nnd gently stroking her
shionlder,

“*You ot Tol tohwlp yon when he gots

big," be waseaving, L't Ted nothing?”
I As King entersd the baby fuce was
[turned weathfully toward him,
| Dot youtouch my mammal Are you
the Tandlord?”

“Noi Pyve come from The Trampet, |
| Tedd, with some Laster gifts for yon” un-
[ awered King, scarcely able to control his
| voice wa his vyes fastened on the wom-
an's downesst liead instend of Ted's Tace,
now wililly jubilaut,

Blowly, at sound of that voice, Mil-
dred looked up, turned, nsif expecting to
sce n apirit Leside her, rose slowly, all
the while gneing into King's eyes us if
magnetized.

“DAd—you—speak?” she gasped.

He caught her in his arms,

“Terry!" camne in & ringing cry of mad

from her lips.

et atill she trembled and gased, still
unbelieving, still daged. Could the dead
como back?

There, while in his arma, she heard the
whole story.

“The people who took me in when
they found me wandering balf crazed
never thought, I suppose, that I was the
chap who disappeared weocks before.
Those .gnm of snow seldom open, and
one f step ususlly means oblivion.
They gave me the name of King at the
asylum, and I kept it, I hadn't an iden
who [ was any more than if I had never
heard of mynelf, but otherwise my mind
was perfectly restored, and I've been in
Journaliam in New York on differcnt pa-
pers for three years,”

“For three years!” And she shivered
aa her lips met his,

But, oh, the glory in Mingin's alley
that day! Easter in the air, Enster in
the souls of these restored lovers, while
Ted was monurch of all he surveyed, in-
cluding his father's watch, cane and
wmatchsafe, He marched up and down
the room, a curfous little figure, leaning
on his crutch,

“It was my lotter done it!" he kept
crying, with a fine disregard for gram-
mar, “Hooray! Hooray!"

EASTER EGG FANCIES,

How an 0ld Time Custom Has Grown Inte
un Art.

One of the queer products which an
artist has hatclied from Easter egys is a
tulip, It is very easy to muke, nud if
toughed up with water colors will fill n
useful und artistic ofice us an ash re-

PETULANCE AND PEACE,
The little end of the ahell must
be broken first and all the contents re-

ceiver,

moved, The edge may then be broken
carefully down to about oune-quarter of
the length of the shell. A stem may be
made of twisted green paper and pasted
on it at the base. Another device is
made by cutting the small end of a shell
straight across, pastingon a ltl‘i?of paper
at the side and placiug & bit of wood or
cardboard underneath. The little cu
thus made can be tastefully decora
with either oils or water colors. This ia
a8 easily constructed as and is a
rather neat object when fully fin-
ished. A basket made from a good sized
eggshell is another movelty, It is mot
hard to make, but care must be taken in
breaking the shell and incutting it down
trim and smooth.

One of the new designs is especially
calculated to catch the fgncy of mascu-
line juvenility. It is made ontof an un-
broken egg which has been painted to
resswble s wan, and to which a tail of
pasteboard and small feathers has been
appended. The throat and head can be
made either of paper or of a wire around
which paper or cloth has been wrapped.

By carefully blowing ont the contents
of the ghell throngh pinholes and sealing
up tho holes before adding the head and
tail the artificial bird may be made to
float on the water like its natural relative
in the parks.

One of the Easter devices is very elab-
ornte and s rather pretty trifle in its
way, It is simply an egg from which
the little end has been cut neatly away,
and upon which figures, like those seen
in Chinese flowerpots, have been paint-
ed, Iuto the open end small artificial
flowers of wax ure placed, The whole is
to be monoted on a little three legged
support of the very light, thin bamboo,

Two other designs are emivently prac-
tical in their uses and are not hard to
make. One is o matchsafe, and the other,
which is painted to resemble o tub and
fitted with a pasteboard bottom, may be
used to kold matehes, pinsor other small
articles, In making both of these de-
vices corsiderable caution will have to
be used in cutting the shell,  After that,
bowever, the work is easy. On any or
ull of the desigus there is great scope for
ingenuity, and a cheap box of paints
will enable qne to make any number of
decorations that funcy way suggests

Cand even books,

SEN IN' DIFFERINT LANDS.

CURIOUS EASTER CUSTOMS IN VARI«
OUS FOREIGN COUNTRIES,

Childesy Hunting Yor Egge on Enaster
Morning ~The FPestival In Bassia - De-
seription of the Ceremoninl In Rows.
The Dny In Siberia,

c S Enster senson is full
i enrions custom=in Ya-
rions countrivs.  In Gor-
many  Easter nests are
vinde fo holld the eggs
itied sy preparod good-
tes, Tlhese nests nre mnde
soretimes  of twigs and dvy, or gilt
and wilver leaves, or Inee and artifi-
cinl flowers,  Sometimes o baaket lined
with silk snd trimred with ribbon or
anything bright and protty is need for
anest,  Besides the egues, there aro can-
dies nnd eakes vade fn add shapes of
people and animals, with marbles, toys
Bat whatever else is
missing, the eggs nre always there, and,
strange to say, a rabddl—not o hen—is
sot on top of all.  The rubbit is wmade of
pistry or sugar,

On Easter morning the children hunt
for the nest, and the first one who findas
it cries out, “Oster lhmse, oster hasel™
meaning “Easter rabbit." The finder
then distributes the gifts, which are
murked with the children's names,

In Parls thousands of people go im
holy week to visit “‘the tombs” erccted in
the various churches, sconcs represent-
ing the birth und death of Christ. The
figures in these scencs are mado very
litelike and are grouped according to the
descriptions of the eventa in Beripture.
Many candles nnd beautiful flowers are
used to decorate them,

Eggs play un important part in the
Easter festival in Russin. It s estimat-
ol that 10,000,000 are used in St, Peters-
burg alone at that time. It is necesasry
for all persons to prepare & good stock of
decorated eggs for every one, and meet-
ing and greeting an ncquaintance to preas
an egg into the hand, All the eggn have
“Christos vorskress,"” “Christ is risen,"
on them, and generally areo decorated,

Beaides the eggs, everybody gives n kise
to all of his acquaintances he chances to
meet, Not to do so is consldered rude.

On Good Friday in ench church s
piaced a representation of Christ's body
after death, und ns people pass by it they
kiss the wonnds, Saturday is very quiet,
There are no services and no ringing of
bells. At midnight the priesta appear at
their soveral churchos, the song, **Christ
is risen from the deml,” is heard, the
churches are suddenly lighted, and peo-
ple kneel in groups to receive o blessing,
Then the Baster kissing Legins, und ev-
erybody kissos nll with whom he has the
slightest sequaintance, In St Peters-
barg there is s grand illumination with
fireworks,

In Siberin people shinke hauds and
present egigs to each other on Easter
morning. Thess egas nre exelimged for
other egga, and so on ad infinitu until
the day is over, Men go to each other's
houses in the morning and uiter the
greeting, *Jesus Christ is risen.” The
reply is, “Yes, ho is risen," after which
the people ciubrace, exchange egygs and
drink brandy.

In the Greek chiurch in Asin Minor the
Enster ceremony consists of having a
small bier, decked with orange and cit-
ron buds, jusmine flowers and boughs,
pluced in the charch, with s crucified
Christ radely painted on a board for the
body. DBefore daybreak a huge Lhonfire
is lighted, singing and shouting indulged
in and every honor paid the eftigy, ac-
companied by presents of colored cukes
and Buster eggs.

The observances of Easter areespecial-
ly interesting ut Jerusalem, where the
event which they comwmemorate took
place, A single mass is celebrated onan
altar ercoted for the eoccasion in frond
of the sepulcher, which i in the Church
of the Holy Sepulcher, The Patriarch !
of the Holy Land celebrates it, and he
is ted by members of the Fran

er. The friars coms in a body,
many high officials sttend with
retinues. There is alwaysa vast nu
ber of pilgrims in Rome during holy
week, and among the worshipers onea
may ree Peralans, Russians, Albanians,
Assyrians, Kurds, Armeniuns, Egyp-

tians, Abssynians, Turks, Arabians and |
all sorts of Europeans, On Good Friday
thousands attend a service at Golgotha,
which consists mainly of the nailing of
an image to a cross, a sermon on the
crucifixion, the taking down of the image
and its removal to a tomb after being
laid on aslab of marble supposed to be
thfl sameone on which Christ's body was

In Rome Easter day is the grand-
est of the yeur, The Boston Transeript
gives this brief description of the ceres
monials: **The pealing of cunnon ushe«
ers in the day, and at an early hour thous !
sands of men, women and children hasten
to St. Peter's, Thechurch is newly dec-
orated for the oceasion, and sround the
tomb of St, Peter is a perfect blaze of
light. The holy father officiates in per-
son at the high mass, He is borne from
the hall of the Vatican to the church
seated in his chair of state, carried on
the shoulders of his offieers, His robes
ure most gorgeous, and npon his head is '
the triple crown, which signifies the em- !
bodiment in his person of temporal and
spiritual power and & uuion of both, On |
eack side of him and before and behind |
march men bearing huge fans of os-
trich feathers, upon which zw painted l
eyes to symbolize the etornal vigilauce |
of the church, In the church he rests un-
der a rich canopy of silk. After the mass
he is borne back to a balcony over the
central doorway, whero, rising . am his
chair of state, ho pronounces a benedios’
tion, with igdulgences und absolutivn,”
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