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get ther Facvsummer Kate Hading
had the most beautiful dream. She
had been sitting in the twilight playing
to her mother, then she sang ‘Rock-a
bye, Baby,” and her mother asked her
to go on.  Kate didn’t know but one
verse, but she went un singing, and the
words just came of themselves, making
the most beautiful song—all about
maidens  and  purple poppies and
thoughts.  Someone called her mother,
which startled Kate; but she kept think-
ing about the song and trying to
recmember 1t until she went to bed.
As she lay in the darkness thinking, it
all came back to her; but it was sung
by a beautitul woman, very sweet and
stately. Kate said she found herself
i the most wonderful garden, sur
rounded by poppies in all the most
exquisite shades of purple, and every
where there was a faint odour—a very
vhost of o fragrance  but more rare
than any <he had smelt  T'he
woman was dressed inoa chinging porple
gown made of «ilken poppv I)quv U,
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“ Kate was much too awed to speak,
bat the peppy lady eame to her mov
my ever so slowly and gracefully : then
<he spoke ta her ina low, sweet voice.
She told her that cshe had sent for he
that afternoon by a thnught as she
wished her to see the poppies, which
were not the common ones that put
vou to sleep, but were dream and
thought poppies. These she sent to
young girls that she loved, for they
carried dreams of truth and beauty, and
beautiful thoughts.  She showed Kate
some deep, rich-coloured ones. which
she said she sent to girls  whose
fuces are pretty and natures sweet, but
who need something to give then
depth of character  Palking hke this,
she ook Kate thiough the garden, tell
tog haer what cach poppy was tor, until
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gnl's face, can give har wuch a lovely
expression that everyone will call hes
n heautiful woman.

“After she had told about this poppy,
she kissed Kate and then slowly went
away while a purple haze rose all over
the garden, and the next thing Kate
knew it was morning. \Wasn’t that a
lovely dream, Auntie?”

‘“It certainly was. And is it for that
that you always wear the little pin

made like a purple poppy? But what
is the club?”
“Yes, thatisour club pin. You see,

Kate told five of us—Helen Lewis,
Madge Hastings, Mary Wood, Alice
Bacon and myself. We go together
most of the time and are in the same
class at school, so Kate thought if we
should form a Purple Poppy Club we
might help ourselves a lot. We meet
almost every week for something, and
it isn't always very serious; but once a
month one of us has to read something,
preferablv onginal,  with a beantiful
thonght init. Tt is my turn to day, and
thongh the Club is usually very secret,
the girls said T might bring you ‘cause
vou are co Tady of the
Pappies.”

Peggie was flushed and excited over
the vehearsal of her story and the com
mg meeting, with Aunt Margaret pre
sent, as she Jooked to see if her aunt
were laughing. Mrs. Crayton smiled
back into the honest grey eyes, think-
ing that Peggie’s face told of nothing
but wholesome or beautiful thoughts.

“It 1s a very sweet fancy, my dear,
andd 1 feel much honoured that you have
alowed me to come.  Where do you
hold your meeting?”

“In the Hardings' sunimer house to
Jday  Ttas so beautiful there, and they
have such lovely grounds. We smuggle
i this pale, »0 Kute's brothers needn’t
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