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The Romance of a Cottage

By W. R. Gilbert

own garden and, from the crest his eagerly expectant lady an ¢
of the hill, looked over the smiling “Go% th):a li‘gtle cottagey all ?ioglilrt!lgt;;
fields of Codford, across to the sea. It told her, triumphantly. “Had a bit of
looked its mame—the house of world- trouble. Didn’t like disturbing the old
forgotten peace. folks. Been in Peace Cottage ever since
Either Sandy and Rebepca had grown they married. Sentiment, you know.
like their cottage, or their cottage had Soon got over that. Made him see the
own like them, or both. They were a business side of it. Old Sandy and
family of three—Sandy, Rebecca and Rebecca have to clear out this month.
the cottage. The landlord puts all the “doing up” and
One day pompous Mr. Grandison, of decorating to my expense, and charges
London, with his befrilled and powdered me half-a-crown a week more than the
lady, startled the sleepy old village by old people paid. Those were his terms
briskly walking up and down its roads for turning them out.” i
as though searching for something. “I see that you've got us the nicest
When at length they chanced on the week-end cottage in the whole country!”
old house on the hill-top, Mrs. Grandison said Mrs. Grandison, giving her hus-
stopped and pointed at the lovely cot- band’s cheek an affectionate peck.
tage with parted lips. A week later Sandy and Rebecca went
“The very thing! Just look at it down the hill arm in arm to Farmer
Horace!” she whispered. Price. “You wouldn’t think o’ turnin’
“H’m! very pretty, my dear,” Mr. us out, not after all these years?”
Grandison said. “Just about the size. pleaded old Sandy, humbly. “You don’t
Decent little garden—a little overgrown; think what it means to us, farmer. Life
goon put that right. Two bedrooms, I ‘ud never be the same to Reb and me
fancy, living room and kitchen. Very outside of that cottage.”
nice!” “It’s in a shocking condition,” said the
“For our week-end cottage, we simply farmer. “The place is a perfect disgrace,
couldn’t have anything better!” de- and the rent you pay won’t run to any-
clared Mrs. Grandison, gushingly. thing being done on it. And the garden
“You’re right! I believe we’ve dropped —wel ?
on the very spot. High up on the hill- “T know the garden’s not what it
gide, sea view, and quiet. Wonder what might be,” said Sandy, with a tear on
the price is?” his cheek. “This old back of mine, that’s
“Qh, do have a look inside!” urged the bent over it for fifty years, is gettin’
fervid lady. “I declare I’'m hopelessly rheumaticky and stiff. But if you'll only
in love with the dear little place al- give us another chance, I'll do that gar-
ready! Knock and ask for a glass of den up lovely—ay, I will, even if it
water or something, and we can look breaks me!”
round while we’re drinking it.” “That’s enough,” snapped Farmer
“Very good!” said her husband, strid- Price. “I’ve let the cottage. You have
ing up the short path and bringing old to leave the cottage next Saturday
Sandy hobbling to the door to answer according to notice.”
his ponderous double knock. “I say, my “Peace Cottage,” began Rebecca, then
good man, have you any milk, water, or stopped and turned from the room, gulp-
anything drinkable y’ know? Thirsty ing down her anguish. Sandy rose to
weather this, eh, what?” follow her.
Sandy blinked. “T wouldn’t mind for myself, farmer,”
“Come along inside, sir!” he quavered. he whispered, pointing after Rebecca,
“Ay, and the lady too, if so be as— “but it’s ’er—it’s killin’ er! That cot-
“How awf’lly kind you are!” said Mrs. tage—"
Grandison, sweeping majestically into  “I've told you it’s no use!” growled
the cottage after her husband. “What Price, finally. ~Whereupon Sandy and

a nice old place you have here, to be Rebecca, walking very slowly, toiled up
the hill to Peace Cottage again in dumb

P EACE COTTAGE stood in its over- pompous Mr. Grandison, and returned to

sure!”
“And what a shocking state it’s in,” and hopeless despair.
remarked Mr. Grandison, behind his * * » * *
hand, as Sandy stumbled out in quest of «It’s lovelier than ever, Reb!” said

Rebecca -
« ’ Sandy. They were standing in the dusk
1 fot = bad room] though, Want; of al}lr evening a month later outside
¢ e.atlx.ng—-cellmg o early black—lots of poyce Cottage. The workmen had left
Pa‘l‘{lE;Ié’gS :J;ng(iis.sus comin’ a’ll give you for the night, and the improvements in
. 1 ished.
summat to drink, sir and lady both,” th;c?;:ﬁfeg:z: ‘]‘)‘:i‘;lty ffli-l;:efld the din
:\a]lt(}l E;g%g;n;?h his old eyes bright mond-shaped casements; the living room,
“And mebbe 5.'ou’11 excuse us bein’ so 88 they could see it in the dim light,
‘omely e, but we never ‘wve no visit- WAt 8 0 SLENS, P G A e
ors. ’
“You have such a dear old cottage,” garderlll, tra}nsformed fr((i)m aecgarsienf:e:
simpered Mrs. Grandison, “and I’'m sure growth of grass ‘;'1“ wiee ds
you must have quite two bedrooms shapely lawn, with flower beds.
upstairs.” L “T couldn’t ’ave believed as our old
The old man glowed with delight. cottage could ’ave been smartened up
“Yes‘i, lady, ,i’t’s the prettiest cottage in into—ir;to tkat!”L a?lmlttEd . Ril;(:‘cizsz.
all Codford!” he declared, glancing ’But when these London swells e,
round '&he room with childish pride; “and I 11(11 g({mg tfo as’k ther}xt "ﬁ) 1l)et l?;:tzgni% ;:
me and Rebecca, we’ve lived in it ever and clean Tor “em. e
since T brought her in through that door, mever going i’zmde the dear old place no
thttehsweetest little bride ever a man had m(')lfﬁ, Sandz. v cntl 2 Grandisor'l’s
—that’s  fifty- me e mnext week-en e
Easter.s’;’ ty-two  years ago €0 arrived. Everything was exceedin%l'y
“How _ delightfully ~romantic!” ex- ggg ﬁarl:ti S::ésf%;’l?;%cl‘:' 1]‘::'“1.\“' Grandi-
f)le‘tllmed Mrs. G!_'andlso,r’x p “Bud. weilly 0 “Lovel;lr) spot! Splendid air! Beautiful
o o Datalrs ; position! This is life—life,” he cried. It
nd it’s got & wonderful little garden was, therefore, the more annoying to the
out there,” Sandy went on. “And this orh)pouq Mr. Grandison when Farmer
(I.;)rl"er seat ’_e re by i f‘ire——‘whyl'f, }I)’rice made his extraordinary demand.
\';‘ g Wi = _do’n.t .lo’c:k Ui e This happened on the Monday morning,
r o - st o i ‘ust before Mr. Grandison started back
"l thmk. it quite too lovely for any- "]cu‘ +ha ity
thing!” said the lady, “especially a8 yoUu "\, Slace you've made of it, sir!”
N have.two })edrooms UpHGAILE drawled the farmer. ‘“Looks a perfect
_ Here, white-haired old Rebecca, wear- picture.”
ing a spotless apron which but ten : o )
seconds before had been folded away in “Yes, 'yes! Of c?urie;! }Iz? }tlil’],\ es about
(e draver emerged om0 inper 5 AL e and e
?l MT’ carrying two glasses of n}.’lk' And )(}nc:Si’t is .VOI‘I remember. Thank you!
Lm {[;:u‘?ent later Mrs. Grandlsovrf v;i;? ]And . % JOu Tell you that after next
» 1g more pleasantly than ever, i A T i1l by a hundred pounds
@ hﬂ;gt({l she l})md learned that the cot- wee lt”e ren
cage had two bedrooms. a week.
. “Iunny old couple!” remarked Mr. t“\f‘hatl?)”(kgasped the pompous one,
randis & 7 f acK.
::1 :lifrl)l.df)ll. as they lgft. .No’\x for the s ?.Ii’lvng.l 1 vour rent to a hundred
ndlord—Farmer ~Price, didn’t the old ve raised |

c » » »
~~il say?” pounds ;t‘\\'wk from after next week,
“Yes, dear!” <aid the farmer tmm'{mli!_v. seal i
] . “You—1yV sharper. ou scoundrel.
I'v Farmer DPrice, then, went the You—you sharg
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LLETT'S LYE

As ulllm“m | :

It not only softens the 0\
water but doubles the cleans- Y| 430
ing power of soap, and(?nake&

everything sanitary and

wholesome.

To Clean the Cruise—When my vinegar
t discolored inside, I used to to make “albumenized milk.”

cruise go

try wood ashes and shot.

Albumenized Milk—A reader asks how
Put the

The former white of one in a tumbler and add

made too much of a muss and the latter gpe-half cup of milk, cover tifhﬂy and

required too vigorous a shaking. Several ghake until thoroughly mixed.

f possible

years ago I learned a new method and yse the tin shaker, which is like a tin

one I like better.
into tiny pieces and put it in the cruise. gllowing one to s

I cut a small potato tumbler, and is ﬁ:kcedthovqr the gl:sssé
e the ingredien

Let it stand a few minutes, then shake a petter advantage.

few times and put some water in the
cruise and rinse the
the cruise and you

free from the

And by the way, if your invalid cannot
: 0&? ,f‘gun;v :33 take milk alone, add a small quantity

iscoloration. . of vichy or seltzer water.

Scientific blending secures absolute Uni-
formity for each bag of Ogilvie’s Royal
Household Flour. Each bake day you can
be sure of the same successful results.

GIVIE'S A

, HOUSEHOLD FIQIRZ ]
is carefully tested at our laboratories be- ‘
fore being marketed. Actual baking tests

are made. Thereby the same high-grade
uniformity is maintained. +W

YOUR DEALER HAS OGILVIE’S
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Let your Gas Engine or Electric Power
Lighten the Labor of | Wash Day

THE Maxwell Power Bench Washer
is a wonderful boon to your wife when
washday comes round. It can be operated
equally as well by gas engine or electric
power. It is made in one, two or three tub
machines. Easy to operate. Simple but
strong in construction and the mechanism |
is as perfect as science can invent.

" POWER BENCH WASHER.

MaDE 18 CANADA BY MAXWELLS LIMITED, ST. MAaRY’s, ONT.
Write to-day for further particulars. pept, N

s




