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The Romance of a Cottage
By W. R. Gilbert
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pompous Mr. Grandison, sud returned to
his eagerly expectant lady an bour ater.

"Got the little cottage ail right!" h.
told ber, triumphantly. "Had a bit of
trouble. Didn't like disturbing the old
folks. Been in Peace Cottage ever since
they married. Sentiment, you kuow.
Soon got over that. Made bim see the
business side of it. Old Sandy and
iRebecca bave to clear out this month.
The laudiord puts all the "doiug up" and
decorating to my expense, and charges
me balf-a-crown a week more than the
old people paid. Those were his terme
f or turning them out." i

'l see that you've got us the uicest
week-end cottage in the whole country!"
said Mrs. Grandison, giving ber bus-
band's cbeek an affectionate peck.

A week later Sandy and Rebecca went
down the ilîl arm in amm to Farmer
Price. "You wouldn't tbink o' turuin'
us out, not after all these years 7"
pleaded old Sandy, bumbly. "You don't
tbiuk what it means to us, fariner. Life
'ud neyer be the saine to Reb sud me
outside of that cottage."

"lIt's in a sbocking condition," said the
farmer. "The place is s perfect disgmace,
sud the rent you psy won't run to any-
thiug being done on it. And the garden

11 know the garden's not whst it
migbt bc," said Sandy, with a tear on
bis cheek. "This old back of mine, that's
bent over it for Ilfty years, is gettin'
rheumaticky and stiff. But if you'll only
give us another chance, PUi do that gar-
den up ovely-ay, 1 will, even if it
breaks me! "

"'That's euough," suapped Fariner
Price. "I've let the cottage. You have
to leave the cottage next Saturday
according to notice."

'Teace Cottage," began Rebecca, then
stopped sud turned froin the room, gulp-
ing down ber anguish. Sandy rose to
follow ber.

11 wouldn't mind for mysehf, farmer,"
he whispered, poiuting after Rebecca,
"but it's 'er-it's killin' 'eT I That cot-
tage-"

"I'1ve told you it's no use!"P growled
Price, fIually. Wbereupon Ssndy sud
Rebecca, walking very slowhy, toiled up
thse hill to Peace Cottage again in dum1b
sud hopeless despair.

PEACE COTTAGE stood in its over-1growfl garden and, fTom the crest -
of the hili, looked over the smiling

fields of Codford, acT055 to the sea. It
looked its nae-the house of world-i
forgttefl peace.j

Either Sandy and Rebecca had grown1
like their cottage, or their cottage had
grown like them, or botb. They were a1
fsmily of three-Sandy, Rebecca and
the cottage.

one day pompous Mr. Grandison, of
London, with his befrilled snd powdered
lady, stsrtled the sleepy old village by
briskly walking Up and down its Trads
ase though seaTching for something.

When at length they chanced on the
ohd house on the bill-top, Mrs. Grandison
stopped and pointed at the hovely cot-
tage with parted lips.

"The very thing! Just look at it
Horace!" she whispered.

"H'm! very prttty, my dear," Mr.
Grandison said. "Just about the size.
Decent littie garden-a littie overgrown;
soon put that right. Two bedrooms, I
faney living room and kitchen. Very
nice"

"For our week-end cottage, we simply
couldn't have anything betteT!" de-
laTed Mrs. Grandison, gusbingly.

"You're right! I believe we've dropped
on the very spot. High up on the bill-
side, ses view, aud quiet. WVonder what
the price is ?"

"Oh, do have a look inside!" urged the
fervid lady. "I declare I'm hopelessly
in love with the dear littie place al-
ready! Knock and ask f or a glass of
wster or sometbing, snd we can look
round while we're drinking it."

'Very good!" said ber busband, strid-
ing Up the short path and bringing old
Sandy hobbling to the dooT to answer
bis ponderous double knock. "I say, My
good man, have you any rnilk, water, or
anything dinkable y' know? Tirsty
weatber this, eh, what 7"

Sandy binked.
"«Corne along inside, sir!" he quavered.
"'Ay, snd the lady too, if so be as-"
"How awf'lhy kind you are!" said Mrs.

Crandison, sweeping rnajestically into
the cottage after her husbaud. "WVhat
a nice old place you have here, to be
sure!"

"And what s shocking state it's in,"
remarked Mr. Graudison, bebind biw
hand, as Ssudy stuxnbled out in quest of
Rebecca.

"Not s bad room though. Wants
leaning-ceiling nearly black-lots of

painting wanted."1
"'Ere's my missus comin' as'1l give you

summat to drink, sir and lady both,"
said Sandy, with bis old eyes bright
with excitement.

"And mebbe you'll excuse us bein' so
'omely 'ere, but we neyer 'ave no visit-
ors."

"You have such a dear old cottage,"
simpered Mrs. Grandison, "and I'm sure
you must bave quite two bedrooms
upstairs."1

The old man glowed witb delight.
"Yes, lady, it's the prettiest cottage inl

ail Codford!" be delared, glancing
round tbe room with cildish pride; "sud
mie and Rebecca, we've lived in it ever
since I brougbt ber iu tbrough that door,
the sweetest little bride ever a manl had-that's fiftytwo years ago corne
Easter."1

"Row deligbtfully romanitic!" ex-
claimed Mrs. Grandison, "and with two
bedrooms upstairs >

"And it's got a wonderful little garden
out there," Sandy went on. "And this
vornier seat 'ere by the lire-why,
Rebecca says it don't look like itsel
~'iieu It be'ant sittin' in it."

"f think it quite too hovely for any-
thiiiîg!" said the lady, "espeially as yotl
nlitst have two bedrooms upstairs-'

liere, wvite-haired ohd Rebecca, wear-
ilng a spotless aprou whicb but ter

Icons befome bad been f oldçd awvay in
tilL drawer, emerged from the iuner
r(Ooin, carmying two glasses of milk. And
'U moment later Mrs. Graudison was
sinig more pleasantly than ever, for
'I l legth she bad learned that the cot-

'~ehad two bedrooms.
Funny old couple!" remarked Mr

m'nioas they left. "Now for the
lo(rd-Farmer Price, didn't the éld

-- il saV'
i-. d iear!"

10 Farmer Price, then, went the

To Clean the Cruise-When my vinegar
cruise got diecolored inside, I used to
try wood ashes sud shot. The former
made too much of a muasesud the latter
required too vigorous a ehaking. Severai
yearsag I learned a new method and
onel Iike better. I cut a sinsil potato
into tiny pieces sud put it ini the cruise.
Let it stand s f ew minutes, then shako s
f ew times sud put some water ithse
cruise sud rinse the potato out. Waah
the cruise sud you wl nd it "yhnsd
free from the &icoloration.

Albumeuized Milk-A reader aks 1mw
to make "albumenized milk." Put the
white of one au i a tumbier snd add
one-baif cup of-milk, cover tightly and
shako until thoroughly mied. If Possible
une the tin shaker which à i.1k. a tin
tumbler, and isfad ovor the gias,
allowmng one to ske the ingreints t
better advantage.

And by the wsy, if your invalid eaimot
take Uilkalone, sdd samafl quantity
of vichy or seltzer wator.

formity for eaeh bag of Ogilvb.' Royal
Hlouusod Flour. Each bmksday you can

ROYL HISEOD
is carefuly tested at our laboratories b.-OM
fore being marketed. Actual baking tests
are made. Thereby the isanie high-grade
uniformity is maintained. 4-W

"lIt's hovelier tban ever, Reb! " said
Saudy. They were standing in the dusk
of an eveuing a month later outside
Peace Cottage. The workmen had left
for the uight, aud thse improvements in
the cottage were nearly fiuished.

A light green paint frsmed the dis-
mond-shaped casements; the living room,
as tbey could seea it in the dim igt,
was s glory of pale blue, thse ceiling was

spotlessly white, and behind lay the
garden, transformed f rom s coarse over-
growtb of grass and weeds into a
sbapely lawu, witb flower beds.

"I coudn't 'ave believed as our old
cottage could 'ave been smarteued Up
into-into that!" admitted Rebecca.
"But when these London swells arrive,
I'm going to ask them to let me corne in
sud dlean for 'em. It'll be better than
neyer going inside thse dear old place no
more, Sandy."

The uext week-end thse Grandison's
arrived. Everytbiug was exceedingly
gay sud satisfactory when Mr. Grandi-
son first paced thse back lawn.

I"Lovely spot! Splendid air! Beautiful
position! This is life-hife," be cried. It
was, therefore, thse more annoying to the
pompous Mr. Grandison when Farmer
Price made bis extraordinary demand.
This liapM-ned on the Monday moruiug,
just before Mr. Graudiqon started ba<-k
to the city.

"Nice place you've mnade of it, sir!"
drawled the farmer. "Looks a perfeet
picture."

"IYes,y'es! 0f course! No balves about
me. Wbat d'you want? Rent "

"Yes, sir! Seven shillings and six-

penîce it is, you remember. Thank you!
And now 1I may tell you that after next
week the rent wilI be a bundred pounds
a week."

'-MWhat " gaspcd the pompou-s one,
starting back.

"I've raised your ent to a hundred
pounds a we from after next wveek,"
.,aid l ic farnier tranquilly.

,,ou-you sIarj)er! You scoundrel!"


