
An Easter
Offering.

ÜBIE BAR-

CLAY sat in her

room stitching
i busily, and at

I the same time

building air-cas

ties, the inno-

cent air-castles

of a girl of

eighteen, who is just waking to the

consciousness of a heart to be won and

given. She would have blushed with

indignation and wounded feeling, had

anyone told her she was actually in

love, and there would have been no

falsehood in her denial. Yet, since

Rev. James Castleton had come to Rose-

dale and taken the church under his

care, life had seemed brighter to Susie.

Rev. James Castleton was a quiet,
rather reserved man of thirty-five, not

handsome, not especially gifted with

eloquence. But in his soft gray eyes,
in the curves of his gravely set mouth

lay an expression of goodness, of unos-

tentatious piety, that made his simple
language more effective than the most

elaborate oratory. Old women brought
their sorrows to Mr. Castleton, and

went away comforted, blessing him for

an unaffected sympathy that doubled

the value of his counsels. Children

clustered about him wherever he

called, and looked eagerly for his com-

ing into the Sunday school. The young

people liked him and trusted him,

wondering a little sometimes that one

so grave and quiet could so thoroughly
understand the troubles and tempta-
tions of youth.

He had shown an interest in Susie

Barclay for many reasons She was an

orphan and had lost both parents and a

sister within a fortnight, victims of a

malignant fever raging in Rosedale,
lour years before. She was poor, hav-

ing taken a position as pupil teacher in

a seminary, and been household drudge
as well, to earn an education. At the

time Mr. Castleton came to Rosedale,
Susie was teaching music, was organ-
ist at St Mark’s, and inleisure time at

home earned many an odd dollar by
embroidery.

And itwas upon embroidery she was

busy on the week preceding Easter—

Mr. Castleton’s first Easter in Rosedale.

As organist Susie was compelled to

take part in all the services at St

Mark’s, butbesides this regular attend-

ance, she was a devout sincere mem-

ber of the church, and gave her time,

little as she could spare it, to the work

Id the missionary society, sewing circles

and festivals of the year.
And the work upon which she was

sewing so steadily Susie called, in her

heart, her Easter offering. Mrs.

Stacey, the richest woman in Rosedale,

often employed Susie’s busy fingers,

and it only made the gentle girl smile

scornfully when she heard Bessie Stacey

praised for the exquisite embroidery

ber own active fingers wrought.
Mrs. Stacey intended to make an

Easter offering, at St. Mark’s, of a new

set of church-linen, and she had en-

gaged Susie to hem-stitch and em-

broider it, promising her ten dollars

for work she well knew would cost her

three times that sum in any city store.

And Susie had already appropriated
that sum, in her mind. She would buy

a large cross of white flowers, such as

she had seen in her visits to the city,
and present it to St .Mark's. Not one

penny of those ten dollars would she

use for her own expenses; and if

Bessie Stacey let it be understood that

she had embroidered the linen her

mother presented, why, Susie could

give her cross, and so balance matters.

For, somewhere in the depths of her

heart so far down she had never called

it to the surface, Susie knew that there

was rivalry between Bessie Stacey and

herself. She knew that Mr. Castleton

was frequently at Mrs. Stacey’s, to

luncheon, to dinner, to arrange various

church matters in which Mrs. Stacey
suddenly wakened to an interest she

had never felt when good old Mr. Mur-

ray presided in the pulpit.
And Bessie wore the most becoming

dresses right under the minister’s eyes,
while Susie's modest dresses were hid-

den behind the curtains of the organ-

loft

As she worked in the passion-flowers
encircling her cross, Susie thought of

the order she would send to her Aunt

Mary in the city for the cross she meant

to buy. She had steadily put away the

temptation to buy a new spring hat or

one new dress, resolving to make over

her gray poplin once more and have

her old hat cleaned and pressed. And,

really, one must be eighteen, with a

very limited, hard-earned wardrobe and

a strong desire to appear attractive in

the eyes of one person, to appreciate
the sacrifice Susie wks making. Ten

dollars, with her economical habits,
skill in sewing, would go so far toward

girlish adornment!

But it was to be her Easter offering;
and if there lurked a thought of Mr.

Castleton’s words of raise or his grave

eyes looking approvingly upon her

tasteful gift, was she so very much to

blame?

She had finished her work before sun-

set and took it home. Mrs. Stacey was

in the sitting-room where Bessie was

opening the parcel containing a new

silk suit for Easter Sunday, and Susie

was called upon to admire the color,
the style, the general effect

“It is dark for spring,” Bessie said,

fretfully.
“You know very well you cannot

bear light colors,” said her mother.

“Your eyes and hair are all you can

desire; your teeth are good, your fea-

tures regular and your figure is simply
perfect; but your complexion is thick

and sallow, and always will be until

you stop eating so much rich food.

Now, here is Susie, without one really
good feature in her face, with an insig-
nificant figure, eyes of no color in par-
ticular, a sort of bluish-gray, but with

a complexion like a miniature painting.
She can wear blue and softly tinted

fabrics, but you cannot”

She might have added that Susie’s

hair was the color of corn-silk and one

mass of golden waves and soft ringlets;
that Susie’s mouth was like a baby’s in

its tender curves and sweet expression;
that Susie’s eyes were fullof intel-

ligence and gentle, womanly sweet-

ness; but she forgot to mention these

points, and Susie was crushed, as she

intended her to be, in spite of her com-

plexion.
But Mrs. Stacey took out her pocket-

book and from it a ten dollar gold
piece.

“You can buy a new hat,” she said,
in a patronizing way indescribably ir-

ritating.
“No,” Susie said, quietly: “this is to

be my Easter offering.”
“Oh! And speaking of Easter, would

you mind, on your way home, taking
this linen to Mrs. Byrne’s to wash and

iron. Tell her I must have it on Fri-

day at the very latest!”

It was growing dark, and Susie re-

membered that bo far from being “on

her way home,” Mrs. Byrne lived st |
the other end of Rosedale, but she was

too shy to refuse, and rolled the linen

up again.
Mrs. Byrne was a hard-working

woman with seven children, whose

husband, after subjecting her to all the

miseries of a drunkard’s wife, had re-

leased her by pitching head-first off

the bridge below Rosedale into the

river. Womanlike, she grieved for

I him, as if he had made her life a bed of

I roses, and turned to her washtubs for

I a living, patiently and industriously. A

i very sunbeam of a woman she was. in

! spite of her troubles, and Susie was

, amazed to snd her sitting on the door-

| step sobbing like a child. She rose to

| receive Mrs Stacey’s message, and

I promised to do the work, and then, in

' answer to Susie's gentle: “You must be

jin trouble. I am afraid,” her grief
I broke out in words:

“I’ve no right to complain, miss,"

she said, “for the Lord’s been very good
ito us since poor Tim was drownded,

but indeed it’s a chance lost I’m fret-

! ting for.’’

“A chance lost?” said Susie, her voice

still fullof gentle sympathy.
“It’sNora, miss. She’s been delicate,

1 miss, iver since she was born, and the

i air here is bad for her intirely. The

| docther says her lungs is wake, and it’s

| a bad cough she’s got, and we’re too

I near the say here in Rosedale. And me

j sister, who lives at B , she’s wrote

' she’ll take Nora for her own and

I give her schooling and not let her

work till she’s stronger. She’s not

much of her own, hasn’t Sister Mary;
but she’s no ohilder since she put four

in the church yard, and she’ll be good
to Nora, an’ the child just dyin’ here

by inches, for she will help me, and

sloppin’ in the washing’s bail for her.

She coughs that bad ar night, miss,
and the doctor says the oir in B

would be the makin' of her.”

“But, surely, you willseiid her," said

Susie.

"There it is, miss! Marj', she can’t

sind money out an’ out, and it costs six

dollars to go to B . I was up to

Mrs. Stacey’s, to ax the loan of it, and

work it out a little at a time on the

washin’; but she told me she could not

spare it. An’ she rich! I’m thinkin’,

miss, perhaps she’d be servin’ the Lord as

well as savin’ a girl’s life, you may say,
instead of buyin’ all this embroidered

linen to show off at St. Mark’s."

The words struck Susie like a stab.

Was it to serve the Lord or for her own

vanity she wanted to give the white

cross to St. Mark’s? Saving a human

life! The thought almost took her

breath.

“You can send Nora if you have ten

dollars?” she asked.

“Yes, miss; but it might as well be a

hundred. I can’t get it.”

“Yes, for I willgive itto you; and you
can ask the Lord to bless my Easter

offering.”
And before the astonished woman

could reply, the shining gold piece lay
in her hand and Susie was speeding
homeward.

"The Lord be good to her! The saints

bless her bed!” cried Mrs. Byrne. “An’

she t’aching for her own bread and but-

ter an’ trudging about in all weathers

to earn a dollar!"

“You seem surprised at something,
Mrs Byrne,” said a quiet, deep voice at

her elbow, and she looked up to see Mr.

Castleton standing beside her.. “I

came over to see if you could come up
to the parsonage and help Mrs. Willis

to-morrow. She has some extra work on

hand.”

“Yes, sir! I’llcome, and be thankjul
to you. An’ lam surprised—jest dazed

like." And out came the whole story
from the grateful woman's lips, ending
with:

“And it’s workin’ she is as hard as

meself in her own way, while Mrs.

Stacey, that’s rollin’in money, couldn’

spare jest the loan of it, for it’s not

begging I’d be!”

Easter services were over, and Mrs.

Stacey had invited Mr. Castleton to

dinner. She had told no direct lie, but

certainly had given the impression that

the lovely embroidery upon the new

linen was the work of Bessie’s fingers.
As they drove home she asked Mr.

Castleton, sweetly:
“Don’t think' me impertinent, but

which of the offerings was Miss Bar-

clay’s?”

“None, that I know of.”

“Was there one offering of ten dol-

lars in the collection?”

“No—a five-dollar bill was the larg-
est”

“Such hypocrisy!” sneered Bessie.

“It was not necessary for Miss Barclay
to tell you, mamma, she was going to

give ten dollars for an Easter offering,
but she need not have told a falsehood

about it!”

“Nor did she,” said Mr. Castleton.

“IlerEaster offering was ten dollars.”

But he made no further explanation;
nor did Susie, when summer time

brought her a letter, asking her to

share his life and labors, know that

Mrs. Byrne had told him the story of

her charity.—Arma Shields, in N. Y.

Ledger.

The BrilliantJones (who likes an appre-
ciative audience) to his hostess —“Oh, there I

It’s no use! I give it up ! Conversation’s

impossible when people will talk."—Punch.

MRS. BYRNE SITTING ON THE DOORSTEP.

$42. 50 for a Farm Wagon. [K]

The best wagon in the world can be

had for 842.50; a barrel cart for 83.50.

If you willout this out and bend it

with 5c to the John A. Salzer Seed Co.,

La Crosse, Wis., you will receive their

mammoth catalogue, where you can

read about this wagon. [a]

Mame—“l’m having a new dress made,
but my heart isn’t In it.” Jess—“ Will you
dare wear it as low as that?”—Puck.

State of Onio, City of Toledo, I
„

Lucas County.

Frank J. Cheney makes oath that be is
the senior partnerof theflrm of F. J. Cheney
& Co., doing business in the City of Toledo

County ana State aforesaid and that sold
firm willpay the sum of one hundred dol-

lars for eaehandevery case of Catarrh that
cannot be cured by theuse of Hall's Catarrh

Cure, Frank J. Cheney.

Sworn to before me and subscribed in mv

presence, thls6thdayof December,A.D. 1880.

<
~ A—

i A. W. Gleason,
Notan/ Public.

Bail’s Catarrh Cure is taken internally and

acts directly on the blood and mucous sur-

faces of the system. Bend for testimonials,
free. F. J. Cheney & Co, Toledo, O.

tarsold by Druggists, 75c.
flail’sFamily Fills, 25c.

Jagson says It’s one thing for a servant

girl to know her place, but quite a different

thing for her to keep It.—Elmira Gazette.

A Singular Form of Monomania.

There is a class of people, rational enough
In other respects, who are certainly mono-

maniacs in dosing themselves. They are con-

stantly trying experiments upon their

stomachs, their boWels, their livers and their

kidneys with trashy nostrums. When these

organs are really out of order, if they would

only use Hostetter’s Stomach Bittefs, they
would, if not hopelessly insane, perceive its

superiority.

Mr. Pom Pus—“ Sir, I had kings among

my ancestors.” Mr. Po Kerr—“Well, I

would rather have aces.”—N. Y. Press.

McVicker’s Theater, Chicago.

Tho celebrated Liliputians make their re-

appearance March 18, when they remain

two weeks, presenting their greatest suc-

cess, “ATrip to Mars.” Seats can be se-

cured by mall.

Farm Renters May Become Farm Owners

If they move to Nebraska before the price
of land climbs out of sight. Write to J.

Frauds, G. P. & T. A., Burlington Route,
Omaha, Neb., for free pamphlet. It tells

allabout everything you need to know.

No king can rule others well who is not
master of himself.

“Ihave never found any thing equal to
Brown’s Bronchial Troches.”—Rev. G. M.

P. Hampton, Piket-m, Ky. Sold only inboxes.

A School of Gallantry.—“How polite
and attentive Mobleson is to his wifeI*

“Yes, lie uses her to practice tapon. That's

what makes his gallantry so perfect when
he is withother ladies.”—Boston Transcript.

“The Wilkens children have lovely man-

nera, I—’’ “Iwonder who they belong tol"
—lnter Ocean.

Don’t Neglect a Cough. Take some Hale's

Honey of Horehound and Tar inttanUr.

Pike’s Toothache Drops Cure in one minuted

"Surnso the meanness to the end," is ths

modern version of au old proverb.

FTER a’l the Len-

I 1611 trial

; It¦ ’raSS 11 was wondrous

BSgH sweet denial

\ Mfejßß i Not to wear that

(V Easter bonnet

Days and weeks

were spent upon
‘ it—

the P° tenoJ ’ of

Woman's art that
w lx'

Bo bewitches.

Made a wondrous combination,

Wrought a work of admiration.
Yet upon that Easter morning
Wore she not that crown adorning—
Wore her bonnet of last season—

Smiled and offered not a reason.

But Zknow. A bunch of roses

Like the west ere twilight closes
Came to her; also a letter

Reading thus:

“Love's gentle fetter

Binds my heart, and I am wearing

Chains for you. Love gives me daring.
Willyou wear these buds in token

That the chains shall not be broken?"

Now the roses, fresh and tender.

That he dared that day tto send her

Did not match the wondrous bonnet—

Spoiled the colors that were on it;
But the milliner’s creation

Without sigh or hesitation

Was abandoned—and the maiden
With the blushing roses laden.
With the bonnet of last season.

Smiled and offered not a reason.

But somebody knew the token
That love's chains should not be broken.

—F. S. Mines, in Judge.

Happy Eaater Bella.

Oh, happy, happy Easter bells!

From each round throat eweet music wells
This perfect Sunday morning.

Dear Bess, I see her ’cross the street;
Just at the churpu door we shall meet—

My trembling heart gives warning.

We atop to speak within the door;
A few low, whispered words, no more,

And then she joins her mother.

A bunch of passion-flowers she wears.

One blossom frail drops next the stairs,
Which near my heart Ismother.

Ah, glorious day! Iwait your flight:
She promised I might call to-night.

Ring, happy bells! entrance her!

I pray she may not tell me no.

She looks, she smiles, she blushes. On,
That yes may be her answer!

—lone L Jones, in Judge.

Lift Up Your Eyes.

What means this visit to the tomb
So early Easter morn?

What mean these spices, rare and sweet,
By loving hands now borne?

It means that faith and hope have fled,
And now they seek a Christ that’s dead.
But nol ‘'The stone is rolled away,
And Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day.”

And. so, we often often think of Him

As crucified and dead.
And fail to recognize that He

Is now our Living Head.
Then liftyour eyes, ye saints, and see
Your King in wondrous majesty:
For angels “rolled the stone away.
And Christ, the Lord, is risen to day I”

—F. & Shepard, in Young Men's Mrs,

Hr. J. R. Douglas!

Hallstead, Pa.

Untold Misery
Dyspepsia and Catarrh of

the Stomach Cured.
“C. I. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.:

“Gentlemen—l was troubled with dyspepsia
and catarrh of the stomach for over a year.
I could not eat the least thing without

Much Untold Misery.
I took medicine of different doctors but received

only slight benefit I began taking Hood's Sar-

saparilla last winter and from the second

day I noticed an improvement. My stomach

did not sour nor my food rise nor distress

me. I have taken four bottles up to this

time and have gained several pounds in flesh.

My friends all speak about

My Improved Looks
and say they never saw me looking so welt

When they ask what I am taking, my reply
to all is, Hood’s Sarsaparilla.’’ John R. Doug-

lass, of the firm of Douglass & Belknap, grocer-

ies and provisions, Hallstead, Pennsylvania.

Hood’s Pills act easily, yet promptly and

efficiently, on the liver and bowels. 250.

In ftn Early Days
of cod-liver

oil its use

was limited

to

those far
'

advanced in consumption.
Science soon discovered in
it the prevention and cure of

consumption.

Scott’s Emulsion
of cod-liver oil with Hypo-
phosphites of lime and soda
has rendered the oil more

effective, easy of digestion
and pleasant to the taste.

Prepared by Scott k Bowne, N. Y. Alldrngcistg.
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Th*2-ton Aermotor Steal Truck weight 175 pound., h>i 16 inch

Wheels with 2-inch face. When three of the wheels are on the
floor, the other end one is about 1H inches from the floor, thus
•cabling it to swivel easily. The body is 28 inches wide by 50
Inches Jong. A bottom board is easily put in to make the bot-
tom tight. Ifstakes are required, narrow Jjoards esn be put in
Slanting over the outer rail and under tho inner one; or, ifwide

boards are used, they will practically make side boards. By
leaking these stakes long enough and putting in end ones in
the same way bulky materia! may be handled.

We are making this offer to show a sample of our work. We
Want to show how nice a thing we can make, and how reckless
TLe A.re *n

v

® matter of prices. Th? 3 Steel Truck is furnished at
83.u0 cash (2 cents pe;r pound), and 2 copies of advertisement
«o. 4, as per conditions named in No. 4. This is adv. No. 5.

wlgl From Factory a

To Farm. |
/ ANTI-TRUST |

ISilver Binder Twine.®
sis No Jobbers. Retailers or Middlemen. |
U Quality Guaranteed in every reaped. L
U Lowest Prices Ever Made. [
H Write for Quotation.

f PLANET HULLS. 17 W. Lake St. Chicago. U
ANNUAL CAPACITY. *4,000,000 te. M

Q Tays hooked—turn,twist, jfe

wriggle. The DE Long

Patent Hook and

See that ‘•J? |K I

hump?]®. |
a Trade-?.! ark Reg. April 19-92. \k jj
s| Richardson &De Long J-X

Bros., (Q>
Philadelphia.

Ely's Cream Balm

CATARRHMl
| Price 50 Cents. ]

Apply Balm Intoench nostril.
ELY BBQS.. 56 Warren St.. N.Y.nSHßaanai

«• RUMELY-ew
TRACTION AND PORTABLE

NGINES.
Threshers and Horse Powers.
Write for Illustrated Catalogue, mailed Free.

M. RUM ELY CO.. LaPORTE. IND*

IyOOOyOQO
°

' 1 *duluth Railroad
Company in Minnesota. Send for Maps and
Circulars. They willbe sent to you

F’REE.
Address HOPEWELL CLARKE,

Land Commissioner, St Paul, Minn

DURING hard times con-

sumers cannot afford to

experiment with inferior brands

of baking powder. It is NOW

that the great strength and purity
of the ROYAL make it indis-

pensable to those who desire to

practise economy in the kitchen.

Each spoonful does its perfect

work. Its increasing sale bears

witness that it is a necessity
to the prudent—it goes further.

ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., 108 WALL BT., NEW YORK.

KNOWLEDGE
Brings comfort and improvement and

tends to personal enjoyment when

rightly used. Tho many, who live bet-

ter than others and enjoy life more, with

less expenditure, by more promptly
adapting the world’s best products to

the needs of physical being, will attest

the value to health of the pure liquid
laxative principles embraced in the

remedy, Syrup of Figs.
Its excellence is due to its presenting

in the form most acceptable and pleas-
ant to the taste, the refreshing and truly
beneficial properties of a perfect lax-

ative ; effectually cleansing the system,
dispelling colds, headaches and fevera

ana permanently curing constipation.
It has given satisfaction to millions and.

met with the approval of the medical*

profession, because it acts on the Kid-

neys, Liver and Bowels without weak-

ening them and it is perfectly free from

every objectionable substance.

Syrup of Figs is for sale by all drug-
gists in 50c and $1 bottles, but it is man-

ufactured by tho California Fig Syrup*
Co. only, whose name is printed on every

package, also the name, Syrup of Figs.,
and being well informed, you will not,

accept any substitute if offered.

S» ST. JACOBS OIL
RHEUMLA.TIO,

DAIBIC WnSITTItAX-GS-ZO,
rMIUo sciatic,
¦ ¦“¦ ¦ W Hod all tho World Knocus the CUBH i»

'

*-a M-n
We Of,er ¥ou a Remcd y £

M Bllg 1 ¦" Which Insures Safety to jD
,

Life of Mother and Child.

: Mothers— -a |
| Friend” fi
£ Robs Confinement of Its Pain, Horror and Risk. £
> “After using one bottle of ‘Mothers’ Friend,’ I suffered A
B but little pain, and did not experience that weakness afterward A
M usual in such cases.—Mrs. Annie Gage, Baxter Springs, Kas. X

» Sent by express, charges prepaid, on receipt of price, f1.50 per bottle. 4a
jl Sold by all Druggists, Book to Mothers mailed free. Jr

X BRADFIELD REGULATOR CO., Atlanta, 6a. 1
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•
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-/\y. F. BNYDER, M. Mail DeptTM.
McVicker’s Theater, diicagro, 111.
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