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snow outside an inch deep and more
1o Crocuses—'"

side the heavy curtains and regarded
the scene before her with astonished
‘,I‘:.wu a pretty room, low and
long, With a blazing fire of pine
logs at onme end, a room that be-
spoke warmth and home and com-
fort. But the new comer saw none
of these. It was the mahogany
table in the center at which she
gazed Hypnotically, where masses of
red and yellow crocuses glowed in
reckless profusion. They raised
tremendous golden heads from a big
brass bowl; they nodded from long
glender vases; they flamed over the
edges of a  pewter jug in riotous
confusion.

The girl standing beside the table
poked the last slender green stalk
into place, and. stepping back, re-
garded her work with fine triumph.
She turned a flushed face toward the
doorway.

‘“The only trouble,”” she said, im-
pressively, ‘“will be to make him be-
lieve they grew.’”’

“Grew!’’

““Yes, grew—naturally’'—with a
vague wave of her hand in the di-
rection of the window and the soft-
ly whirling flakes outside. ‘‘He
won’t believe it.””

“Who won't believe it?”’

“He has the crocus hobby as seri-
ously as Daddy, and they kept atit.
until in a moment of wild enthu-
siasm Daddy insisted that his cro-
cuses came up in March. Once’"—
apologetically—‘we did have a cro-
cus the last day of March.”

“But ‘who—'’ began Lora again.

"D;ddy saw he doubted it, but he
didn‘t care, for by that time he had
begun to believe it himself; so when
he said he was coming to New York
in March, he invited him out—insist-
ed—set the date and all.  This is
thae date, and’’—Anne dimpled—’‘here
are the crocuses.”

““Anne,” insisted her chum, firmly,
“will you please stop saying e’
and ‘him’ and tell me who and what
.you are talking about.”

“John Rexall,”” essayed Anne.
“The man Daddy met in camp and
4iked so well that he chummed with
thim, even though he shot more game

than Daddy did himself. * He has
money and good looks—and—"’
“Crocuses,” suggested Dora.
Anne dimpleéd again. ‘I only I

could make him believe they really
1o

81;; door et the further end of the
room opened to edmit a geay-hatred
man, rugged, but kindly featured,
~who came down the room, Wwatch in
pand. Anne smiled at him across
the crocuses. :

“You may just as weil put that
watch out of signt,’® she riied, at
she placed a bowl of fiuwers on o
piano. “No more calls tcngny,
PDaddy in this scorw. ALl co.upruy
<comin’, too.’

Slipping her arm through her fo-
ther's, she led him c¢lose to the nod-
ding blossoms. ‘‘Pretty fine crocuses
—for March,”” she said, her eyes
dancing with hief, as she reach-
edupmdbectoweda.klssuponhlm
mv&mulutolmehimveryllb—
tle breath for protest. Dr. Nelson
protended great indignation. “Tut!
tut! It isn't fair -to take advan-
tage of an old ~man,” he chuckled,
but his eyes were full of tenderness

" as Anne laid her cheek softly against

as ﬂ‘tha.t youn& man had just been
convicted of some heinous crime,
‘“‘and it says that great and august
pgrsomge'is delayed by the storm
and will not be here to-night.**

“And you will be left alone—’’

““There are the servants. -I do not
mind,” returned Anne, weakly.

“But this house i so isolated and
the grounds so large,”” Dora delibe-
rated. ‘I will send Tom over to
stay with you,” she announced, witl
the relief of one who has ' solved a
knotty problem.

Anne protested faintly.

““Yes, I will!” Dora insisted. ‘‘He
is only eighteen, but he will be
company.’’

“‘Of course I should like it,”” agreed
Anne.

“When I .consider these wasted
March crocuses,” began Dora.
Anne giggled. ‘‘And the florist’s

bill for the same.”

At this Dora gave way and re-
lapsed into a helpless fit of laughter,
whereupon Anne laughed, too, half
hysterically, helpless to stop her-
self—laughed until the crocuses shook
in their tall vases—and both
sank into chairs,
breathless.

“It’s a judgment—because T wanted
him to believe—they—grew!”’ éried
Anne, wiping her eyes.

An hour later Anne descended the
wide, open staircase. Her trailing
gown hung in soft, straight lines ;
a row of tiny pearls clasped her
throat; some crocuses were tucked in
her belt, and one crocus nestled in
her hair.

At the bottom of the step John-
son waited:

girls

laughing and

‘“Géntleman to see you, Miss Anne.
I done put him in the library.””

“What is his name 2"’

“I done forgot to ask him his
name. He said yo’' all was expect-
in’ him.”

Only the firelight illuminated
library, casting ruddy
rays upon the slender figure that
came slowly down the center of the
room; a very sweet and attractive
figure indeed, it seemed to the eyes
of the man standing waiting in the
shadow. Nearer and nearer she
came, and the man stepped forward,
offering his hand. in easy, pleasant
greeting, and then stood speltbound.

A vision in soft shimmering white
pressed close to his side—his hand,
his arm, was grasped in a warm
though unmistakable hug. ‘“You were
a dear, good boy to come,’”’ the vi-
sion said.

““I—"" he began helplessly.

The next moment an embarrassed
young man faced an equally embar-
rassed young woman with crimson
cheeks and indignant eyes.

““Why didn’'t you speak?”” she de-
manded wrathfully. ‘I thought it
was Tom.”” She stopped in a vain
search for words with which to an-
nihilate this presuming interloper.
“You know I thought you were
Tom,' she added indignantly.

“Would that I were,” fervently.

Curiosity tempered the wrath in
Anne’s eyes as she raised them to
the face .above her. The face of a
gentleman, evidently—and extremely
good to look at. Just now amuse-
ment struggled with admiration in
the clear-cut features, as he stepped
forward and again held out his
hand.

“Please forgive me,”’ he begged,
quite as contritely as if he really
were to blame. “I did not know—
it was ®o insufferably stupid of me
—'" He stopped. (‘‘You are alto-
gether charming,”’ said his eyes.)

Anne’s face softened.

Many Women Suffer
UNTOLD AGONY FROM
; KWNEY -TH‘OAUBI.E.

Very often they think it s from so-called

the

flickering,

! ing coals.

But the Great ( Preven-
tative brought Health and Happi-
ness to his Home " -

“ Our doctor said there was no cure for
my wife as both her lungs were affected,”
says Mr. L. H. Walter, of Pearl Street,
Brockville, Ont.  ““It was a sad disap-
Eointment to us both, just starting out in
ife, only married a short time, But before
she had finished the first bottle of Psychine
the pain in her lungs quickly went away,
and after taking six bottles Mrs. Walter

was a new creature and perfectly well

n.
That is just one of the many families
into whicg Psychine has brought hope,

health and happiness. It is a living proot
that Psychine cures Consumption. But-
don’t wait for Consumption. Cure your
LaGrippe, your Cougg, your Bronchitis,
your Catarrh, or your Pneumonia with the
remedy that never fails—

PSYGHINE

(Proacunced Si-keen)

50c. Per Bottle

Larger sizes 81 and 82—all druggists.
DR. T. A. SLOCUM, Limited, Toronto.

“I am sure Dr. Nelson will inter-
cede for me,’”’ he went on, pursuing
his advantage.

Anne smiled. “Dr.' Nelson is
at home. I am his daughter,”
said simply.

not
she

‘“Then we are already old friends,””
declared the man eagerly. ‘““In camp,
last September, your father—but
first allow me to present myself. I

am--""

“Mi'stnh Rexall,”” announced John-|
son, at the library door, I)mvin;::'
pompously as he held aside the
hangings to admit a slender, dark—‘

eyed man who advanced a step into
the room and then stood uncerrain- |
ly in the dim light

The surprise on Anne’s face <was |
equalled by that of the man heside

her. He turned with a juick start, |

glanced sharply at the neweomer, |
then stood motionless in thLe ~hA—l
dow. ‘

With a most unreasonable sonse |
of disappointment Anne advanced to!

welcome the mew arriwal.

“Father will be delighted. e has
counted so on your coming—we were
quite distressed over your telegram.
So glad you managed to_get
after all.”” She forced hersdif to the
usual conventionalities.

So this was John Rexali, this man
whom she instinctivily dreaded—per-
haps it was ‘the flickering firclight
that gave that shifting gicam to his

Lere

eyes. |

She touched a bell. “ A light,
Johnson,’”’ she commanded half ner-
vously. ““Mr. Rexall, ailow me to
present—"" With a feeling of relief |
she turned to the man in the sha-
dow. Her words iralled off mto

amazed silence.
ly at the further end showed where
the erstwhile admirer had gone.

One o'clock chimed the tiny timne-
piece on the mantel. Outside lhe'
sound was repeated somewhore in the
distance to graver, deeper tonos.
Anne shivered. Two hours had pass-
ed since the household had rettled
into silence, but so far no sleep had
come to her eyes. She had not even
undressed, but still sat upon the
hearth rug in front of the fire in her
cozy bedroom, staring into tme glow-

A door closing aon-i
]
|

It was dreary waiting, but some
vague fear kept her awake, hoping
nervously for her father's return,
listening anxiously for the first
.sound of his horses’ hoof-beats c¢n
the gravel outside. Indeed, if he
did not come soom, she had a horri-

ble conviction that she <would
scream.  In vain she tried to reason
it away, sitting, her face in her

hamds, her eyes on the clear, glowing
coals. What matter if she instinct-
ively distrusted the man her father
had found likable ? Was that such
an extraordinary thing? Ykrat if

the man she had found .ikible, “‘for|

you know you did like him," she
said to herself, “‘even if you did—'*

“ Fomale Disease.” _There is leas female trouble
e o™ What. {f ths, wina Mad Shouen €, take

Here the cheeks supported by ~ the
slim hands grew unaccountably hot.

| tant sound
| nearer. A

to. them now; - anything
than waiting here.’’

As she reached the staircase, a
little sensation of fear ran through
her; she hastened her footsteps and
ran hurriedly along the lower hall,
which was almost as light as day.
Not until she was close to the libra-
ry did she notice a tiny gleam of
light creeping from beneath the
door.

At first the light dazzled her sight.
She advanced a few steps, unconsci-
ously treading lightly, as she had
done all along, lest she should wake
some member of the household, and
then, passing her hand over her eyes,
looked leisurely up. The fire was
nearly out.

She turned her head, and then—then
—she uttered a faint scream, and
grasped the back of a chair to
steady herself.

With his back to her—all unaware
of her entrance—a bull’s-eye lantern
throwing its powerful rays on the
floor beside him—knelt the late ar-
rival—her father’s friend—before her
father’s safe.

Facing her, beside a window, from
whose curtained recesses he had evi-
dently just stepped, covering the
other with the point of a gleaming
pistol-barrel, stood her nameless ca-
valier of the early evening. His
eyes bright and steady, were im-
movably fastened on the man before
him.

““Hands up!”” he said.

An inarti€ulate sound came from
the other man’s throat; his face
grew livid. He flung up his hands,
palm outward.

“Who the devil are you?'’ he cried,
between his teeth. His eyes
fixed with deadly hatred upon: his
foe.

is better

were

Anne stood motionless, her heart

thumping wildly, wondering what
the end would be. Then, suddenly
| the silence was broken by the dis-

of horses’ hoofs coming
noise of wheels on the
gravel outside, a quick-spoken order

| to the driver, and some one ‘came
along the porch, through the hall,
and into the room. Anne gave a
quick little cry of relief and joy.
“‘Daddy!”’ she cried.

He stopped in amazement, looking
from the men to Anne, and then
from Anne back to the men. The
nameless one did not relax his vigil.
He was rather pale, but perfectly
self-possessed, and kept his eye on

the man before him,
glad cry of ‘‘Daddy!”
crossed his face.
Then suddenly, unexpectedly, across
the grim quiet of that awful silence

but at Anne's
a slight smile

came an unmistakable chuckle, and
the doctor’s voice.
‘“Nothing surprising. I warned

you things were pretty lively here—
in March.”
s @0 oo
The day, begun so strenuously,
was fast drawing to an end. The

 shadows closed softly in om the
white world outside; inside the
bright light of the great pine fire

streamed cheerily over the room.

Anne tucked herself comfortably in
one corner of the huge Davenport.
““If this thing keeps up much long-
er,”” she announced dramatically, I
shall lose my voice.”

““As bad as that ?”' laughed John
Rexall.

‘“Every bit. This last harrowing
recital to Tom makes the third since
lumcheon.

“I can understand,’”’ she went on,
reflectively, ‘“‘that that man might
have gotten hold of your telegram in
some way, either at the station or
on the road, and so discovered that
you were expected and delayed, and
in that way conceived the idea of
impersonating you. That part is
clear enough. But what I cannot

understand is how he knew we did
not know you by sight.”
““His face was familiar. 1  have

~ DR. WOOD'S
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[T7]ITH COLD OR HOT WATER or any way
W} vou please you can use " SURPRISE " Soap, but
— - there is an ** easiest way."”

A little hot water, a tea-kettle full is enough, then
make 8 good lather and let *

It loosens the grip of the dirt that clings to the fibres
of the cloth,— just a very slight rubbing will separate it.

White or colored clothes are cleansed perfectly with
**SURPRISE " Soap, and the finest fabrics sre never hurt.
Same price as common kinds.

‘SURPRISE"” do the work,

®een him before. Probably Ls was
hanging around the camp last fall,
and judged I would know only the
doctor. He had to take somo risks
—probably conceived the whole idea
at oncewhen he saw the doctor leave.
Sort of ‘spontaneous inspiration,” as
it were.”

‘‘His weak point was in not knot-
ing you had come.’”

‘“He did not know it at fist. I
fancy he had a fairly clear idea of
my presence later n the game.'’

“But if he—'"’

““Never mind him now,” he plead-
ed. “By your own statement you
are in danger of losing vour voice

over him; and [ want you to save
your voice,” he «continued soltly,
‘“‘for better putposes.

Anne looked wup i him., Yes 2
she queried.

“I want you to save it to talk lo
me—to promise e something;"” hv"

went on earnestly.
A wave of delicate color dyed
Anne's face from brow Her

ght in his

to chin.
eyes fell before 1he 1

“And that promise— "
“To let me
write to me.

know you bhetter—-to

Then, perhaps, next

i
vear, when the crocuses come again, |
you’ll promise me more—when

know me.”"

ol

His face was very grave.

“Well, perhaps”’—Anne’s dimples ‘
showed in  sudden mischief—"‘in |
March,” 'she added. “When the cro-|
cuses come in March—again.”’

T11 fitting boots and shoes cause
corns. Holloway's Corn Cure is the

Get a bottle at
once and cure your corns.

Glendalough fhe
Beautiful.

Under the above head William P.
Carroll writes in the Rosary Maga-
zine of that beautiful spot in the
County Wicklow, a region of ro-
mance and mystery with its little
lake of gloomy solitude, inspirers of
poetry and dreams. After riding
some fifty miles in a southeasterly
direction through the Wicklow moun-
tains over loose, yellow sand,
through a xincipiee and mountain
pass, past old worn out lead and
attained the patriarchal age of one
hundred and twenty years. His feast,
is celebrated on Jume 8rd.

Glendalough—literally the glen of
the lakes—once a large diocesan city,
was founded by Sir Kevin in the
sixth eentury. There is no doubt
about its former greatness; to-day
it abounds in interesting ruins, chief
amongst which are the famous Se-
ven Chuiches, a cathedral, a monas-
tery, castle defenses, large public

article to use.

buildings, and a round tower, in a
fairly good state of preservation.
Everywhere in that delightful spot
there are finger posts of ancient
greatness, and the elements of ro-
mance abound in the very atmos-

phere, where the transient lights and
shades laughingly chase each other
over the numerous nooks, dells am]|
wooded sweeps of this entrancing i
beauty spot.
there I entertained serious doubts
of the truth of many roman'ic cpi-
sodes said to have been enacted in
Glendalough; since then, however, I
have been less skeptical.

In 1214 A.D., the diocesan See of
Glendalough was annexed to Dublin.
The Danish invasion in the

Previous to my visit |diarrhoea, simple fevers and

and its legends, nor is it forgotten
in poetry and song, for both Moore

and Gerald Griffin, among others,
sing sweetly of it.
The lake is a small; pretty sheet

of water probably not two miles
wide, with a peculiar, sombre and
gloomy shade, a feature generally
characteristic of lakes closely sur-
rounded by mountains of even mo-
derate altitude. Here in the vicinity
of the lake in the sixth century Saint
Kevin toiled, prayed and fasted; the

deep imprints of his knees\are yet
pointed out on the stones bon which
he kmelt in prayen, also th rude

stone mortars in which he and his
devout  brothers, the good monks,
ground corn to supply their meagre

needs; and- doubtless, they drew
largely for sustenance on the fine
fish that abounded, and still abound,
{in the lake's clear waters.

“By that lake whose gloomy shore
Skylark warbles o’er.”

You may capture a skylark, take
it in a boat towards the lake’s cen-
ter, and release it, and it instan'tly
veers along the surface to the shore,
when it instantly shoots heavenward
and in the fullness of its glee pours
out. its glorious song as if its very
throat would burst with the volume
of melody. 1In any other portion of
the earth when you release from cap-
ture a skylark it shoots upward at
once singing as its soars aloft.

Practically every stone and bend
ol the roadways, overy L.ountain
sweep and curve of the lake's cdge,
as well as most of the ruins ¢ are
pointed out to the tourist to-day in
some connection with the life of St.

Kevin.

Saint Kevin was born of a prince-
ly family, A.D. 498, in a portion of
the present County of Wicklow, then
known as Tir Tuathel. He was bap-
tized by St. Cronin and received his
education under the holy Petrocus.
A long and warm intimacy existed
between him and Saints Columbcille
and Ciran. St. Kevin, we are told,
was a handsome man with an at-
tractive personality. He was a very
learned scholar, and a famous theo-
logian, frequently retiring to the
mountain caves for long periods at
a time in order to more zealously
pursue his theological studies; about
two miles distant from the Abbey
on the eastern shore of the lake isa
huge, overhanging ledge of rock
known as St. Kevin's bed. He was
very fond of nature, of birds and
flowers, and we frequently find him
represented with a bird in his hand.
The Saint died in 618 A.D., having
silver mines which abound there, I
arrived at a point where my course
began its descent into the valley be-
low. The valley at my feet present~
ed the appearance of a large natural
bowl, about twenty miles in dia~
meter, gradually sloping toward the
center, whereon calmly rests the
pretty lake which gives its name to
the quiet, sleepy village resting on
its margin.

CARE OF THE BABY.

A mother’s work and worry in car--
ing for her little ones is greatly
lightened if she has on hand a safe
remedy for the cure of indigestion,
colic, sour  stomach, constipation,
the
other little ailnents that are ~ apt
to come to children suddenl
these troubles Baby's Own
are better than any other
They are mildly laxative, pr
their action, and a few dose
ly leave the child in perfect

century and the subseq
invasions in the thirt ¥




