Purple Poppies

N, AT RIARY

" © H' Aunt Margaret,” called Peggie
Martin, bursting breathlessly

into the room, “youll come

with me this afternoon, won’t you? I've
asked you first! Say yes quick, please,
‘cause Tom says he’s going to take you
driving, and T want vou very much.”

“Why yes, girlie; since you made
such an effort to ask me first I haven't
the heart to refuse. But where is
it that you want me to go?”

“Oh, well, I'll tell you after lunch.
You won’t mind waiting, will you?”

“Peggie dear, how long did you
want your new frock?” asked her
mother, with a mischievons twinkle in
her eye. I fear you would have
tripped had yon had 1t on o yon came
up the stang jnst non [ was «yre gt
was Jack ond Patters 1 shonld think,
I\"ﬂl;{f\l’f’!. ven conld he ln-n;nmlrrl to
stay with us o Jittle Tonger vhen von
see how the children plot to have the
most of
davs.”

Aunt Margaret siled.
and n(*phqu were very dear to her, bt
her ainvalid hushand conid not spare
her for long, so her yearly visit to her
“sister, which was anticipated so joyfully
by the children, meant a scramble
among them to secure her company as
often as possible during her stay, which
was too short by far.

“Oh, T say, Aunt Margare,,” dc

\evitt |;n\l» ferr thee Tavet fovee

['hece micces

manded T'om, a large handsome lad of

twenty, “you don’t really mcan that
vou are going off with Peggie this after
noon when I wanted so much (o drive
you along the road by the old dam?
I mcant to drive up and carry you oft
mitute
Peggle heand me tell Forbos o have
Dick teady, and oif shie Hew to vea |
call 1Ca shame !
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breakfast, so why shouldnt we get up
ecarly and take the drive then?”

“Done,” said Tom, scizing her hand
in a huge grip, “and thank you for your
gentle hint. I will leave you to Mother.”

Mrs. Martin’s eyes followed him
fondly as he leit the room.  Her sister
read her glance and sighed.

“How like Paul heis.  don't blame
you for being proud of him; and how
very pretty Peggie is growing. 1 have
noticed it more every day: and she is
tall for her age. !
when you were sixteen?”

Until Tuncheon time they sat going,
over old tumes, and a keen observer
might bhave read much in their faces
that was not mentioned botween them
[hey had been maniod happih
l]l("i'
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and

cone were born hant the cqme

trme 2 bt helore The Crayton < hitel

was foir years old he wag Talled noa

railroad acceident Ay Craytop was
slightly hmt, but her hochand wae
i')jl”F‘(l for Nile. At et che wae

stunned by thisgrief: bat her hushand's
condition required moch tending and
Vear by
her sorrow grew less, and she became
more dear to all who knew her.  Her
sister’s happy family were all very
healthy, her husband a fine, vigorous
man, and 1 this noisy  household
Aunt Margaret was almost a divinity

Ater lunch Peggie claimed her prize,
and  waltzed triumphantly away with
her aunt, casting laughingly victorious
glances at Tom and the numcerous

constant cheerfulnese year

small fiy, who begged then to come
back woon
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