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When the Sap Runs*

By ANNIE HAMILTON DONNELL

¢ O you think it really will do to
D leave them alone overnight,
Perry

“For the tenth and last time, yes!"”
lsughed Perry Baxter. “That is, of
course, if we do them up in plenty of
Autiseptic cotton bat
“Perry, stop! You're laughing at
your own old father and mother.”

“No such thing. I'm laughing at
you, Honey! 'Clare to gracious, you
do baby those dear old souls within
an inch of their lives!™

Soft color crept into Geneva Bax-
ter's cheeks—crept up to her fair hair,

“l ‘baby’!” she scorned. “What
about you? Who is it won't let
father mail letters on the corner be-
cause he'd have to crogs the street?”

“Oh, t diemissing the charge
lightly. “The boulevard is so broad
and, besides, Father needs as much
exgreise as round the block to the post
bex on Hanover.”

It was into the post box three
streets back of Hanover that father
usually dropped the letters. Once out
of sight of the house of this careful
son he pounded briskly away on his
cane. Father usually took consider-
able “exsrcise.” Ho came home now
from a mailing expedition and sought
out Mother in their great sunny

room.

“Well?” he
mother?™

“They've about decided to go,
father!” she whispered exeitedly.
Mother's face just now in its soft
pick  becomingness was lovely.
“We'll just keep very patient and
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
onrlaught with the shyness or a girl
These two had come & long distapce
lon\!her, always in perfect step,

great, just us two alone!™

‘hllpenﬂ mother,
reat! What do you suppose I've
ln-on hatching up, mother? Mischief!
Came to me right in the middle of the
slree——" It was too late to save
hlmlelf he might as well have added

the “t”

"Nlhnm Nathaniel Baxter, you've
been crossing streets lnln' What-
ever'd your son Perry say?

“Sh!” begged the old sinner. “Don’t
speak so loud. You'll get me into
trouble. If you do,” with sudden in-
spiration, “1 ghan’t tell you my great
idea—Mary Euphemia Baxter!™

In subdued chorus they giggled like
children.  Curiously a load seemed
lifted from father and mother. It was
& load of kindness and tender care

“Father, you tell me quick that

"

Aemanded

“Well, see here—I'll have to kiss
your hair away from your ear firsy,
#0 you can hear——"

"Pllher' Old lover!”

“Old lover yourself! 8h, listen!™

ge- shiig
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He whispered something in the soft,
crumpled shell of mother's ear, and
» mother uttered a little cry.

“Why! Why, how'd you come Lo
think of such a beautiful thing’s that,
Nahum Baxter?”

“Like it, don't you, Mary Baxter?
Well, it came to me right in the mid-
die o' Harrison Bquare, just before 1
mailed Genevie's letters, an’ if ! didn't
ricst drop the whole caboodle!”

“Harrison Square—oh, Father!
What would Perry say to you, cross-
ing all o' those streets? It pretty
near scares me too."

Father nodded. “That's because of
all the fuss the children've made, 1
Buess my eyes are guod enough still
to see both ways, an’ my ears can
hear both ways, Awhile back I just

fully. Oh, the joy of spri
blessed country when it could
good here! If here he could pound
elong like a boy, what could he not
do there! He visioned another father
in blue overalls, starting out to in-
spect fences, to see If the sap was
running—

Oh, the sap would be running to-
day! That was the thought that came
to father in the middle of Harrison
fiquare just before the Big Idea. Then
on Its heels, the wind of It taking
away his breath, came father's Big
Idea. It stopped him like a clutehing
grip; when %e went on again it was
hand in hand with it, jubilantly home
to mother.

The marriage of Geneva Baxter's
old school friend in a distant city had
been for some time a disturbing sub-
Juet of discussion between  Geneva
and her husband. Should they go?
Should they not go? Ought they to
leave father and mother the better
purt of two days, and, worse still, a
night?

It was the night that really worried
Geneva, although she could scarcely
have defined her fears.

“They're fleshier and bloodier to
you than they are to me," she sighed,
finding relief in gentle humor. “I'm
only flesh-in-law ard blood-Inlaw, You
ought to worry the most, Perry.”

“Oh, I'm doing my part, Honey," he
returned. “I guess When I tell you
what I've done—— Sh! Wait a min-
ute!” He rose and closed the door
with careful silence. “I've hired a
night watchman!”

“Perry Baxter!—a what?

1l, perhaps not really a night
watchman, but someone to happen
round three or four times Thursday
night and see that everything’s all

In his
be so

Evergreens Do Much to Add to Winter Attractiveness,

Some farm homes have a tendency In winter to look rather bleak

50 in this case, however, as the
cosy, homelike appearance,

struck at going round .the block,
Mary—I cnnldnl stan' it. Me as spry
as ever | was!

“1 know, I know,"” hed mother
gently, “You don't grow a mite older,
father. 1 feel same way apout dishe
~if Genevie'd only let me wash "em!”

But they came back at a bound to
cheerfulness st the remembrance of
the beautiful idea Father had had in
the middle of Harrison Bqlun It
grew momently more beautiful. They
put their old heads together and added
eplendid detadls to it gleefully—made
it into a thrilling lttle conspiracy,

‘I know just the kettle Il use!™
conspired mother.,

“Lard pails'll do for me"” (father
sald. “Genevie got any big lard pails,
think ™

It was late March. Spring was al-
rendy afoot and abroad through em

ry lanes and in moist woodsy nook:
l"ar a week the spring elixir had bnu
in (he air even in the city, and father

and desorted.
muoh to add t‘a’ the

evergreen trees do

. 'The homoe here (lustrated is that of Mr.
Jenby, Ingersoll, Ont.
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right. I—er—thuught
easler.”

“Thought I——" but she got no fur
ther for the need of other use of her
lips. “You're a nice boy!™ she mum-
bled with her kiss. “I like you If you
are funny.

On Wednesday it was definitely de-
cided that the younger couple should
attend the distant wedding where
thelr presence was so eagerly sought,
Geneva made minute preparations and
plans. She “cooked up,” cleaned up,
arranged a programme of hours and
even minutes for mother—worried
and hurried. Perry sec
sharp carvers; for, though father's old
hunds were as steady as his own,
there was no knowing when they
might begin to shake. If they h'nn
on Thursday or Friday—oh, it
sufer! Ovnm would worry.

Up In the big sunny fa

mo room there was & hint of elec:
tricity in the atmosphere. 5

yon‘d feel

in his walks had breathed it in wist-unrest outdoors had surely leaked In,

Al
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Nelther father nor mother could sit
stll fn their ohalrs. Or was it some-
thing other than tho siir of spring in
thelt blood?! Was It that other ulr
down-stairs?
4 ':‘hq Te going to start at el;h!.
at
“And get back about eight at night
next day. | been lgoking their train

This was a rather threadbare topic,
but worth repetition, To an old cou-
ple, stified and swathed to mild suffor

eafion In affectionate care and anux-
Ioly. the reapite of two days and a
night was an epoch. But there was
fomething doeper than that.

. “We'll have such & beautiful time,
fathor, doing—you know what!” sud:
denly cried mother.

“I know what!" father responded
wysteriously, Here up-stairs, too, the
doors had to bo closed cautiously. A
new olation had crept ipto both faces.

“Father, you been feeling any—dif
forent, just lntely?

Oh. yes, he had been feeling—differ-

“Why, what you mean, mother?”
but he knew wnul she meant.

“Kind  of-—different. Bomething
kind of In the ulr, as If you'd got to

ot outdoor and do things, Father,
want to put my old shawl over my
head an' go watch you spade up my
nsy bed an' the sweet-pea rows!
U's spring, father. The time o' year
wo always started In-—-—>"

Futher wan on his feet, pating thy
floor. A kind of savageness seized
him by his'mild old throat and wrung
out hot, long-denied words:

“The city’s no place to have it
spring In!" fared father. “It's wicked
to be cooped up when the sap's run-
ning! Look out the windows—noth

Ing bt housed in rows! Where °

therv'd ought to be trees—sugar
maples! What business have you and
1 got dressed up in Bunday clothes like
this with the sap running?”

With soft yed cheeks mwother headed

him off, though mother felt just that
way. Bavage unreconciliation caught
a molh- roat too, beneath her

W lll—h\uh father!” she pleaded.
‘ou've forgol the back yard! You
come look out & back window—why,
father, remember what we're golng to
do the minute the children have gone!
You haven't gone and forgot thai?”

If he had, it came back to him now
uiotingly. He dropped rather heav-

into & chalr,

With a visible jerk they got them-
selves together again and sat still, in
their Sunday clothes. Mother had
quietly drawn the flimsy folds of
Genevie's lace draperies across the
front windows. 8he took up her kait
ting and bogan to hum as the needies
flew. Fathor sttempted his custom-
ary whistling sccompaniment, They
wore resolute in their determination
o have a greut old time when the
children were outl of tho way. Bul
still~there should be no “but stills”!

it eveor so humb——" crooned
mother, and stopped. That was the
wrong tune,

"t)vor #0 humble, There's no place
like——"  Father -uwM loo His
whistle tralled out ludicrously. When
their two glances met the old people

Isughed. Father and mother could al-
ways laugh, Dul the wistful hunger

“¥i

for Home, Sweet was in the
misty of thelr eyes. 1t was al-
whys

"lllﬂ up something else, mother
~'America’ or Telieve Me It All'" ad
vined father gaply. But the huunhp
whistling duet was not continued that

ernoon,

reted all the Afte

Barly next ‘u the nhllm with
new minglvings the old, tore
ummulvu away, Onnh came run-

from the corner to femind
hmr not to stumble over the loose
place in the carpet at the head of the

#lairs,  She had just it of it It

there were time for to put

in some more !
(Continued next week.)
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