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fully. Oh. the joy of spring In hie Neither father nor mother could elt 
blessed country when it could be so si 111 In their chst,r*. Or waa It some- 
good here! If here he could pound thing other than tho stir of eprlng In 
elong like a boy, what could he not theli blood? Wna It that other etir 
do there! He visioned another father down atairef 
In blue overalls, alerting out to In- "They're 
apect fences, to see If the sap waa father."
running— "And get back about eight at night

Oh. the sap would be running to- <l*y- • been lacking their train
day! That was the thought that came UP"
to father In the middle of Harrison This was a rather threadbare topic, 
tiqua rç jtist before the Big Idea. Then but worth repetition. To an old cou- 
on Its heels, the wind of It taking atUlei and swathed to mild 
sway his breath, came father's Dig «fit» In affectionate care and anx- 
Idea. It stopped him like a clutching let/, the reaplte of two days and a 
grip; when he went on again It waa night was an epoch. But there was 
hand In hand with It, Jubilantly home something deeper than that, 
to mother. "We'll have such a beautiful time,

The marriage of Geneva Baxter's gUgf',m know what!" eud
2aSrr' ,a,h:r,

J*ct of discussion between Geneva uP‘",el”1 top-
and her husband. Should they got bad to bo closed cautiously. A
Should they not go? Ought they to ,,*1/.1îUon had crept Ip o both faces, 
leave father and mother the better # y,°“ J**® fpelln8 any—dif-
purt of two days, and, worse still, a oh‘V***V f II —dlff

“D°EiT” ErHBTSs a Surras; II/LJ:
-For lb. i.nih .nd lot in».. ,«•!" Why! Why. bowd you com- lo hlmll Kind "'5 dll™' "'"sômrtblB,

laughed Perry Baxter. “That la, of think of such a beautiful thing’s that, They re fleshier and bloodier to of ln ,he H,r B| ,d t ,
course, if we do them up In plenty of Nahum Baxter?" Ctn^reUeY ta^ïtîThuÏÏÔr F« •**•» •"* d° th.ngs FaVher
antiseptic cotton bat—" "Like it. don’t you, Mary Baxter1 finding relief ln gentle humor. Jm [ WBnt lo ( o|d ghBwl 0Ter m

"Perry, stop! You’re laughing at Well. It came to me right In the mid- only flesh-ln-law a«dI btotMHndaw. You head Bn. WB,*h ,„Bde up my
your own old father and mother ” die o' Harrison Square, Just before 1 ought to worry the moat. Perry. pansy lied an' the sweet-pea rows'

"No such thing. I'm laughing at mailed Oenevle’s letters, an' if I didn’t "Oh. I’m doing my part. Honey," he ft’s spring, father. The time o' year
you. Honey! 'Clare to gracious, you most drop the whole caboodle!" returned. "1 guess When I tell you we always started In----- ”
do baby those dear old souls within "Harrison Square—oh. Father! what I’ve done------ 8h! Walt a min- Father wee on his feet pacing thu
an Inch of their lives!" What would Perry say to you. cross ute!" He rose and closed the door floor a kind of savageness seised

Soft color crept Into Geneva Bax- big all o’ those streets? It pretty with careful silence. "I've hired a him by his mild old throat and wrung
terie cheeks—crept up to her fair hair. neer scares me too." night watchman!" out hot. long denied words:

“1 'baby'!’’ she scorned. What Father nodded. "That's because of "Perry Baxter!—a what?" -The city’s no place to have It
about you? Who is it won't let *11 the fuss the chlldren’ve made 1 "Well, perhaps not really a night eprlng Ini" flared father, "lt’a wicked
father mail letters on the corner be euess my eyes are good enough still watchman, but someone to happen ,0 be cooped up when the aap'e run
cause he'd have to cross the street?” to sec both ways, an’ my ears can round three or four times Thursday nmg! Look out the windows—noth 

Oh. that!" dismissing the charge both waya. Awhile back I just night and eee that everything's all mg but housei In rows! Where
lightly "The boulevard Is so broad them'd ought to be trees—sugar
and. besides. Father needs as much .̂. „ maples! What business have you and
exercise as round the block to the post W 'WÊÊgÆJFéÈ& 1 «°' dressed up In Sunday clothes like
box the sap

Into the poet box three ■’ . With cheeks mother headed
streets back of Hanover father (■■T Ep| 1 , him off, though mother that

the letters. Once Savage wnreconctllalion caught
the house this mother's throat too, beneath her

son he pounded briskly away on hla
Father usually took consider- M alt—hush, father!" she pleaded,

able came home now the You
a mailing expedition come a back

Mother ln their great going to
have

"Well, You gone forgot
If he had, It came back to him now 

quiet mgly. He dropped rather heav 
lly Into a chair.

With a visible Jerk they got the 
selves together again and sat still, in 
their Sunday clothes Mother had 
quietly drawn the flimsy folds of 
«••nevle’a lace draperies acreea the 
mini wtndowa. She took up her knit 
tin* and began to hum as the needles 
flew. Father attempted his custom 
ary whistling accompaniment. They 
were resolute in their determination 
to have a great old time when the 
chll
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going to start at eight,
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Ljl F is not the events of We, noi its emotions, ndr this, nor that 
experience, but tie itself which is good.—PMlipt Brooks

When the Sap Runs*
By ANNIE HAMILTON DONNELL
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l'u IhmTuIitPRII?" he 
mother?"

"They've about decided to go. II
father!" she whlaper.d excitedly. H
Mother's face Just now In Its soft II
pink becomingness was lovely. I
"Well Just keep very patient and R
wait."

"Very Im patient," he corrected, sud
denly kissing her. For fifty years 
father had been suddenly kissing 
mother, and she Still received the dear
cnrlaught with the ahynesa Oi a girl. Some farm homes have a tendency in winter to look rather bleak and deserted.
These two had come fc long distance Not so In this cane, however, a* the evergreen trees do much to add to the
loWler. rlweri In perfect elep. bf"“ b'" le lh«t el Mr. H (I
JU moUirr"’1 " "" «~ - ~d S&ffMS S no "bit lift!

"Great! Wbnt do you suppose I've "He It ev-er so humb-----" crooned
ing up, mother? Mischief! struck at going round the block, nghl 1—er—thought you'd feel mother, and atop

me right In the middle of the Mary—I couldn't a tan' IL Me as spry easier." wrong tune.
It was too late to save as ever I was!" "Thought I-----" but she got no fur "Nv-er so humble. There's no place

himself; he might aa well have added '1 know, I know," sighed mother ther for the need of other uae of her like------" Father «topped too. His
the "l" gently. "You don't grow a mite older, lips. "You're a nice hoy!" she mum- whistle trailed out ludicrously. When

"Nahum Nathaniel Baxter, you’ve father. 1 feel same way aoout dishes bled with her kies. "I Uke you If you Uietr two glances met the old people-
been crossing streets again! What- —If Genevle'd only let me wash 'em!" are funny.” laughed. Father and mol her could al
everid your son Perry say?” Bui they came hack at a bound to On Wednesday It waa definitely de- way» laugh. Bui the wistful hunger

"Sh!” begged the old sinner. "Don't cheerfulness et the remembrance of elded that the younger couple should for Hume, Sweet Horn* was In the 
speak so loud.' You'll get me Into the beautiful Idea Father had had In attend the distant wedding where misty hack
trouble. If you do," with sudden In- the middle of Harrison Square. It their presence waa so eagerly «ought, waya there
spiral Ion, "I shan't tell you my great grew momently more beautiful. They Geneva made minute preparations and
Idea—Mary Euphemia Baxter!” put their old heads together and added plans. She “cooked up,” cl

In subdued chorus they giggled like splendid details to It gleefully—made arranged a programme of 1 
children. Curiously a load seemed It Into a thrilling Utile conspiracy. even minutes for mother—worried
lifted from father and mother. It was “I know Just the kettle 111 use!" and hurried. Perry secreted all the afternoon.
■ load of kindness and tender can- conspired mother. sharp carvers; for, though father'» old Ra

“Father, you tell me quick that "Lard pails'll do for me," father hands were as steady as bis own. new misgivings
Ideal" said. "Genevle got any big lard palls, there waa no knowing when they themaelves away I

"Well, see here—111 have to kiss think ?” might begin to shake. If they began mnk bark from the
your hair away from your ear flrat. It was late March. Spring was al- on Thursday or Friday—oh, It was father not lo stum
ao you can hear-----" ready afoot and abroad through coun- eafer! Geneva would worry.

"Father! Old lover!" try lanes and in moist woodsy nooks Up In the big sunny fat
"Old lover yourself! Sh, listen!" For a week the spring elixir had been mother room there was a hint 

i ■ *■ in the air even In the city, and father triclty In the atmosphere.
•From Farm and Fireside. ln hla walks had breathed It In wlst-ucreat outdoors had surely

*n"' '.TtwL'eS
> •'•nu* tiïiLTàï h

" V à"* ' '"alüi
Ji

35m
(..BY^wJfcSS

2£iw£n
c- ÛTurMta

«tSïïK
E5B5S

Evergreens Do Much to Add to Winter Attractiveness.

aed
thbeen hatchl rped That was

of their eyea it was al-

"Htart up something else, mother 
up, —'America' or Believe Me If All’," ad 
and vised falher geyly. But the humming- 

whistling duet wse not continued that

on, "I shan't tell you my great 
Mary Euphemia Baxter!”

giggled

■ rly next day the children, with 
misgivings added to the old. tore 

Oonevle came
father not to stumble over the loose 
place In the carpet at the head of th.- 
stairs. She had Juhi thought of It. If 
thfre were only time for Perry to put 

The spring In some more tacks!

to tomind
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•Morris, Man, 
dred Waaher 
Toronto, Onh 
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her and 
of elec r

tacha!
Continued next week.)


