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Devoted to Local and (General Intelligence, Agriculture and Advertising.
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( PEN a checking account
at this bank and yvou will
.wonder how you were ever
satisfied with the old method
of handline your financial
affairs. Your funds will be
safe, vet conveniently acces-
sible, and vou will have a
complete record and receipt
for all disbursements.

A Check Commands Respect

The Peoples National Bank
DENTON, MD.
Awmds

TOWERS., Prest, T. F. JOHNSON, Cashier.
++*+++*¥4+#++;+++4+;¥4¥¥+;¢++;*;*+*+¥¥+4+*%+¥++;
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CThe Denton Mational Bank

CAPITAL STOCK, $75,000
SURPLUS and Undivided Profits, 5126000
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Ben Franklin Ula
Elre 1Don?

“Remember time is money,’’ said Franklin. Your
money in our bank makes money out of time. *“'Little
strokes fell great oaks.”” Small deposits soon mount
into big sums for your future benefit in time of need
or time of pleasure. ‘‘God helps them that help
themselves.”” You help yourself by patronizing this
bank. A man, if he knows not how to save, keeps
his nose to the grindstone. If you don’t know how to
save, learn now

4 per cent. Interest on Savings and
Compounded Every Three months.

T. C. WEST, HARVEY L. COOPER,
Cashier. President.
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| endorsement of his good work in 1911 was most emphatie.
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Independent on all Subjects. Subscription, One Dollar per Annum, in Advance. -

DEMAND FOR LEE

BLAIR LEE STANDS FOR

The right of the Demoeratic voters to rule the Demoecratic Party;

The right of the representatives of the people in the Legisla-
ture to vote on bills and against the old system of smothering bills
in committee;

Publicity in legislative proceedings;
For fair elections:
A broad view of the interest of the entire State;

. .Home Bule for Baltimore City and the counties alike, and ex-
tension of limits of the city to include the entire harbor and thickly
settled suburbs, which are really an overflow of the city;

The administration of the public schools on an efficiency basis;

Systematic and economic maintenance and development of
State roads;

Improved methods and system of accounts in the Comptroller’s
office;

F.conomy;

A systematic method of making appropriations by the budget
system;

Doing away with the expense of counsel to State boards, and
State officials, and requiring all the State’s legal business to be at-
tended to by the Attorney General and his assistants;

Doing away with unnecessary offices and useless expenses;

A business-like management of the State’s affairs; and,

Progress without extravagance.

The majority of the Democrats of fifteen of the twenty-three
counties wanted Lee for Governor four years ago, and uncounted
thousands of Democrats, practically the whole party, were convine-
ed that he ought to have been nominated. The declaration was
general and heard on every hand later that if L.ee had been nominat-
ed Maryland would not have been carried by the Republicans. The
Republicans freely admit this. But the Republicans won, and thus
the excellent work of the Crothers Administration, which had the
powerful help of Lee, was interrupted. Of course, there was, and
is now. real and widespread demand for this man of stalwart Dem-
ocratie faith—faith which has been shown by his works. There
was no other course than that he should heed the call. Referring
to this call from the people Mr. Lee recently said in a publie speech:

““The question has been asked why I would be willing
to leave the United States Senate to become (Governor of
Maryland, as though there were something mysterious
about the matter. |

“In announcing my candidacy on February 11 last I
stated that the duties of the Senate were ‘very congenial,
and if my personal wishes were to control I would stay in
the Senate, but the leading RQemocrats throughout the State
whose sincere interest in the welfare of the State and party
cannot be doubted, and for whose opinion I have the high-
est regard, have been urging me to be a candidate for the
Gubernatorial nomination, and many reasons have been ad-
vanced which have caused me to reach the conclusion that

my personal convenience should not control my actien in
this matter.’

“I might supplement the foregoing statement of last
February by saying that during my service of eight, years
in the State Senate I became deeply interested in many pro-
gressive measures which I helped to pass, and thought in
1911 that I could be of service to the people by becoming
Governor of Maryland and seeing that these laws were ad-
ministered. I was defeated for the nomination then by a
majority of only one vote in the convention, and supported
my successful opponent loyally.”’

Caroline county Democrats could not be swerved in their de-
termination that this county should declare for Mr. Lee, and their
The la-
ter opinion of the whole State—that Lee would have swept Mary-
land had he been nominated -simply vindicates the judgment of
Caroline county Democrats as expressed at the ballot-box in 1911.
And they have only to stand firm now, and their selections of the
State officers will be the chosen ones of Maryland.

LET EVERY FRIEND OF REAL ECONOMY AND EFFI-
CIENCY IN OUR STATE GOVERNMENT BE SURE TO GO TO

OO OO OO IO OO OO0 SO0 1010 rorororoorotor | THE PRIMARIES ON SEPTEMBER 14th.

SAMUELG. NUTTIL.E

DENTON, MD.

Fire, Windstorm and Aéc_id__entlnsurance_

Best Policies in the Best Companies.

—— - -_—

have several well-located farms for sale at right
prices on reasonable terms.

SAMUEL G. NUTTLE,
Phone No. 121 toom No. 1, Telephone Building, DENTON, MD.
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306 ST PAUL ST.
BALTIMOREL

MILL WORK

| -—-ROOFING -—
Hercules Plaster Board. Beffer Than
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THE WHITE COMPANY

“EVERYTHING FOR YOUR OF
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NeEw Bank BuiLping, SALISBURY, MD.
TYPEWRITER SALE
No. 4 Jewett - - $12.50 No. 4 Underwood -
No. 3 Emerson - 15.00 No. 5 Royal - -
No. 12 Hammond 17.50 No. 5 Underwood

Wellington - - - 20.00 No. 5 Royal - & 3
No. 1 Royal . - 22.50

All the above machines are sold under one year guarantee and
will be sent you subject to examination.

$25.00
30.00
S30. 00
40,00
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THE LEE-COPPER-MALOY DEMOCRATIC CLUB

OF CAROLINE COUNTY.
[Adv. |

CARPETS & RUCS]

You cannot afford to trust valuable Carpets
and Rugs for cleaning to methods that are in-
correct and unsafe. Our methods are safest
and cleanse them throughout with a revival
of latent colors making them like new and
without damage to the finest fabrics.
We also dyc Carpets and Rugs when possible
to harmonize with color scheme.

000

FOOTER’S DYE WORKS,
Cumberland, : Maryland.
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has with its usual promptness adjusted and paid loss to John
Meredith, near Federalsburg, Md. Loss occurred July 2, 1915, and
Mr. Meredith has received draft in settlement without discount.

When you get “HOME’’ policies—you get good insurance.

ru,ﬁﬁ A oile @0 W8 0 el A B B ot % e B B B
No Assessments to be paid when you insure in this company.
Fire and Windstorm Insurance. Ask for "HOME’’ policies.

Fire Insurance lL.oss Paid 4
i The Home Insurance Company, New York ®
K

ﬂ TURNER & RICHARDS, Agents : : : Federalsburg, Maryland.
e i b o s
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Cosgrove’s:
Comedy

O

An Incident of Travel

By EPES WINTHROP SARGENT
Copyright by Frank A. Munsey Co.
XOO0000000000O0000000

Cosgrove stepped aboard a morning
train at Philadelphia for New York.
The weather was pleasant, and, after
he "had finished his newspaper, he
leaned back in his chair and looked
out through the window,.

Why is it that a man i8S more im-
pressible while traveling than during
the ordinary routine of life's duties,
pleasures, rests? Anilmnal trainers say
that if they wish to train a dog they
try various dogs till they find one
whose attention they can secure. Per
haps this is so with Cupid. The little
god waits till be gets a man in con-
tiguity with a woman when he has
nothing else to think about. At any
rate, many a wan has met his fate on
a train

Clinton Cosgrove mentally gave
thanks that the girl across the aisle
was so absorbed in her newspaper.
Cosgrove could not do much reading
on the train. The shifting lights made
his head ache.

A crowd of noisy drummers, jubilant
over their nearness to New York, were
filling the cafe car with the smoke
from their cheap cigars and had ren-
dered the place unbearable. It was
pleasant to sit back in his chair and
study the girl opposite

Cosgrove enjoved mysteries, and
bhere was one ready at bhand to begulle
the tedium of the trip to town.

To begin with, she was rather more
than pretty and, moreover, possessed
an air of distinction that added to her
physical charm. She wore her fash-
jonably tailored gown with the air of
one used to good dressing, yet the
hand bag that rested at her feet was
worn and shabby-—a relic of the days
when paper imitations of alligator hide
were “gunick sellers” in the shoddy
shops.

She occupied her seat in the chair
car as though she were used to such
conveniences, yet the woman who had
escorted her on board and taken an af-
fectionate farewell, with the wish that
the “job” would come quickly, sug-
gested the day coach rather than the
Pullman.

Almost before the train had pulled
out she was eugrossed in a New York
paper, turning, after a brief glance at
the headlines, to the “want” advertise
ments. She was so interested in these
that she was not conscious of Cos-
grove's steady if polite scrutiny.

For a man who spent the major por-
tion of his waking hours in an en
deavor to get the Dbest of the Wall
street gamble Cosgrove possessed an
imagination of singular fertility and
delicacy, and from the meager facts
apparent he wove a romance about the

girl.

From between his half closed eyelids
he observed the mass of golden hair
that crowned the shapely head and
shaded the high, white brow. He re
joiced in the purity of her profile and
the soft coloring of her skin and noted
with an artist’s appreciation the lithe
lines of her slender figure and the per
fection of detail in her dress. From
every point of view she was admirable.

Then his thoughts reverted to the
mother, with her coarse, red hands, her
florid coloring, the rusty hat and the
plaid shawl surmounting the skirt of
some rough dark stuff that long since
had faded from any definable tint
From the comparison the inference
was obvious.

The girl must have inherited her re-
finement from her father. He could
picture the very type of broken down
fellow of good family—glad to wed a
woman of coarser fiber who would put
him on a pedestal of adoring love, con-
tent to slave over the tubs and scrub-
bing bucket that he might enjoy the
leisure that was so clearly his due.

Those fellows seldom lived long. Usu-
ally they drank themselves to death
Then the love that had worked uncom-
plainingly for him had worked for the
baby. |

She should be a lady as her father
had been a gentleman. He could im-
agine the sacrifices and privations that
had been endured that this tender girl
might be reared to a life of gentility

Now her education was complete,
and she was faring forth to New York
in search of a job. Perhaps a few
months in an office and then the stage
would claim her for its own.

Show girls of her rare distinction
were eagerly sought. Somechow he did
not like to think of this flower girl en-
gulfed in the vortex of Broadway.

And so, as the train sped through
the Pennsylvania valleys, Cosgrove
speculated on the outcome of the
quest. He started guiltily as the por-
ter gave the first call for lunch and
the girl rose quietly to go forward to
the diner. The meal meant the price
of a day’s work for the toil worn hands
of the mother, vet it seemed perfectly
right that she should go.

She had carelessly thrown the paper
on the seat, and with an assumption
of indifference Cosgrove reached for it
With a confldent smile he turned to
the “want” pages.

It was just as he had supposed. The
advertisements she had been clipping
were from the “wants” for tyvpewrit-
ers and stenographers. She was look-
ing for a place in an oflice.

She had clipped more than a dozen
of the tiny slips, and in his imagina-

tion he could see her that evening la-
boriously answering the advertisers.
Probably she had already arranged to
go to some working girls’ home, and
she would enter on her task with the
confidence of a novice. |

He could trace the gradual growth
of disappointment at her lack of suc-
cess, the dwindling of the scanty funds
and finally the abandonment to despair.
And then! Would she go back to the
squalid home—or would she stay?

It all seemed so real to him that

- e e — o — ———

she returaed before he remembered to I
She gracefully ac- |

put back the paper.
cepted his apology and tendered its
longer use in well chosen words, but
he blunderingly thanked her and re-
tired in confusion to the diner for a
lunch he did not care for.

He braved the smoke from the drum-
mers’ cigars uutil the train bad pass-
ed Newuark. Then he went back to his
seat with his mind made up.

But it was not until the train had
crept into the shed at Jersey City and

| they were hurrying down the platform

between the tracks that he at last
found courage to speak.

“l beg your pardon,” he stammered
as he raised his hat. “I suppose you
will think me meddlesome, but I could
not help seeing that you were interest-

ed 1un the ‘want' advertisements.”

They had passed the gate, and she |

turned and faced him, ponte™ gt
in her expression.

“You see,” he hurried on, “I domn’t
suppose that you—that is, your friend
—realizes that most of the places ad-
vertised are already filled. Now, if—
er—your friend is looking for a steno-
graphic position there is a vacancy in
my office. If you will call—that 1s, If
your friend will call-tomorrow after 8
perhaps it might be arranged.”

“] thank you,” she said gratefully as
she took his card.. “At 8, you said?”

“At 3. The exchange does not close
uantil then.”

He raised his hat and turned away.
He congratulated himself on that fic-
tion of a friend. It had made it very
easy for him to speak, and he saw that
she understood.

They needed another typist in the of-
fice. Within twenty-four hours she
would be installed in his employ.
What might not the future bring
forth?

Cosgrove had never known time to
drag so slowly. The hands of the big
clock behind the chairman’s little bal-
cony seemed to stand still as he
moved impatiently about the floor of
the exchange. Once when Sugden met
him and had begun to complain of his
typewriter Cosgrove had mentioned
the paragon he was to have in his em-
ploy.

He was ashamed of himself a minute
later, but the damage had been done,
and when the hands at last reached 8
and the gavel fell Sugden headed a del-
egation that would not be shaken off.

They burst into the outer office of
Carman & Cosgrove and came to 8
dead halt. Cosgrove gasped, but went
forward to greet a replica of the old
woman of the station.

She was younger, and the plaid
shawl was replaced by a badly cut
jacket, but she was her mother’s
daughter. Cosgrove would have known
her in a thousand.

He hustled her into his private of-
fice and turned over the card she hand-
ed him. It was his own card, and on
the reverse was written, “Introducing
Mrs. Behrman, in whose behalf you
were kind enough to speak last night.”

It was some satisfaction to find that
she was a capable worker, with ortho-
dox ideas of spelling instead of her
own system of simplification, and with
a brief arrangement as to terms Cos-
grove rose to indicate that the inter-
view was over.

Mrs. Behrman looked uap.

“And it is really that I am engaged?”
she asked.

“Of course,” was the impatient re-
sponse.

The flood gates of her tears were
open, and she raised her voice in home-
ly expressions of gratitude to him and
to Helen Westervelt.

Cosgrove gasped as he heard the
name. It was at least a mercy that
he had employed his “fiction” of a
friend. She had supposed that bhe un-
derstood, for she was the prime leader
of all movements for working girls,
and it was only natural that she should
suppose that he knew her by sight.

The woman sobbed out her story.
She had run away from home to marry
Behrman, who had deserted her as
soon as he had obtained possession of
her slender savings. Her mother would
not forgive, and Miss Westervelt, in-
terested in the case, had acted as am-
bassadress.

It was Mrs. Behsman’s satchel she
wag carrying, and she had been large-
ly accountable for the mistake he had
made, and it was with Mrs. Behrman’'s
forgiveness and promise to joln her
daughter that Helen was returning to
town.

Cosgrove rang for one of the other
stenographers to look after the weep-
ing woman and went out into the of-
fice to face his tormentors. His ap-
pearance was greeted with a shout.

“Is it that you are no judge of beau-
ty, or is it some new exhibition of
your perverted ideas of humor?’ de-

-manded Sugden.

“] don’t think the laugh—or the din-
ner—is on me,” suggested Cosgrove.
“It seems to be up to you, Jimmie.”

“] guess I'm it,” agreed Sugden, not
realizing that he himself had suggest-
ed to Cosgrove a way out. “I coaxed
the boys over to lnvestigate a romance,
and we find it ig a farce.”

“Wait until 1 get my coat,” com-
manded Cosgrove as he disappeared.

He struggled into that garment as
he muttered to himself: “It's a farce
so far, but it's just the comedy relief
to the romance if I can make it so
For it will be a romance, and only the
first act has yet been played.”

R —

Brooklyn Navy Yard.

The Brooklyn navy yard was estab-
lished Feb. 23, 1801, when the first
land, twenty-three acres, was bought
from one John Jackson for $40,000.
The yard now comprises 144 acres and
has a waterfront of nearly three miles,
protected by a sea wall of granite.—
New York American.

How He Got His Clothes.

Mrs. Oldfam—Do you belong to many
clubs, Mr. Clymer? Mr. Clymer—Only
a suit club, Mrs. Oldfam, but we call
it a ‘“coterie.”—Philadelphia Bulletin.

A Lien on a Tower.
Church—What do you suppose made
the Tower »* Pisa lean so? Gotham—
Why, it war probably the heavy mort-
gage on ¢ Yonkers Statesman.

The best way to get along with soa®

| people is to get along without thas. -

Chicago Journal.

EMBER 4, 1915.
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LODGE

For a Time There Was a

Doubt as to Its Occupancy.

By F. A. MITCHEL

John Rickets, gardener on a country
place, euntered upon his day’s dutles
by trimming the hedges. ” It was a
spiglhit  spotng odoculng, Low t
shone down upon John at his work.
The trees had leaved not long before
and still wore something of the pale
hue of early spring. The birds were
building their nests and flying here
and there for material. John was a
young man, and the principle of nest
building was in him as well as the
birds. He was thinking of making a
home for himself.

Twenty years before the owner of
the place, a widow, Mrs. Alexander,
had a housekeeper who, dying, left a
little daughter, a babe. The child was
without any one of her own kin to
care for her, and Mrs. Alexander as-
sumed the responsibility. Anne Bur-
kett when she grew older was sent to
school and brought up as a member of
the Alexander family. She was a will-
ful child, though not wayward.

Ordinary duties were burdensome to
her. She loved the country. In spring
she was never so happy as in watch-
ing the opening of the buds and other
signs of the return of summer. In au-
tumn her delight was to walk through
the woods knee deep in dead leaves,
kicking them as she went and listening
to the sound they made in the other-
wise silent forest.

It was she whom the gardener was
thinking of in connection with his
home building. But more than ordi-
nary lover’s doubts possessed him.
Anne, though the daughter of an upper
servant, had been brought up, if not
as a lady, at least in a fashion that fit-
ted her to assume the station of a
lady. John was the son of a cultivator
of flowers which were sold in the city.
The boy inherited a taste for his fa-
ther’'s work and had taken a course in
an agricultural institution, after fin-
ishing which he accepted a position as
gardener. If Anne was above the sta-
tion in which she had been born John
was above the usual interpretation of
the term gardener. But he had never
known Anne’s people and had always
regarded her as a lady.

When Mrs. Alexander died, since she
left no children of her own, the place
passed into the possession of her neph-
ew, Edgar Alexander., He was living
abroad at the time of his aunt's death,
but returned to America and settled
down on the place he had inberited.
He was a bachelor over forty years
of age and had tired of roving. His
new possession was exactly suited to
his taste. He made no change in any-
thing on the place, leaving the admin-
{stration of the household in the hands
of the woman who had managed it
for Mrs. Alexander. He had heard of
Anne through his aunt, but only as
the daughter of a former housekeeper
and a dependent on charity. When
he came to America and saw the young
woman he was surprised to find a 4if-
ferent person from the one he had ex-
pected to meet. He made no change
in her status in the household.

But he made a change in his own
status. He had been a clubman, a
man of the world and had avoided en-
tanglements with women. He was
known to be well off, and bachelors of
means are usually supposed to be
wealthier than they are. Women had
thrown themselves at him and had
been thrown at him by their mothers.
But he would have none of them.
Toward this orphan  girl he was dif-
ferent. He drove with her, he played
games with her. When he was not
with her he seemed not to know what
to do with himself. For the first time
in his life he melted under a woman'’s
influence.

While John was thinking of Anne
Mr. Alexander came out on the porch
and stood looking down on the grounds
surrounding his home. Seeing his gar
dener clipping the hedge, he came
down to where he was and began to
chat with him. He was unaware that
John had received an education to fit
him as an agriculturist, and John had
never said anything about possessing
a profession.

“John,” said Mr. Alexander, “this
place should have a lodge at the gate-
way. I'm thinking of building one.
But a lodge should contain some one
to” admit visitors and keep out unde-
sirable persons. Now, if you were mar
ried I could put you in the lodge, and
while you were at work about the
place your wife would be ready for any
duty at the gate, though such dutied
would, of course, be nominal, for there
is really no need for a lodge. I want
one as an addition to the place.”

John ceased to snip the hedge, low-
ered his shears and looked thoughtful
Had he been older he would probably
have kept his thoughts to himself. Be-
ing young, he wished for sympathy, and
that makes one confidential.

“The only woman I want for a wife,
Mr. Alexander,” he said, *“wouldn’{
live in a porter’s lodge.”

“But this would be a gardeners
lodge.” f | -

“The woman I refer to was brought
up in too fine a fashion to live in
house except that of a gentleman.”

“Is she a lady, John?’ asked Alex
ander, with evident surprise.

“She wasn't born a lady, but she bhas
been brought up as one.”

“Well, John,” Alexander replied,
moviug on, “I can't settle your love af-
fairs for you. I can only say that I
shall build the lodge and if you wish
to live in it you will be welcome to
do so0.”

Not long after this Alexander, aided
by John, was staking out the lines for
the foundations of the lodge. The
grounds near the gate were covered
with trees, and Anne, approaching,
paused in the shadow and watched
them for a moment and then, advanc-

INg, asged what thney

“I'm going to build a I
sald Mr. Alexander
in It 1 have s
wife to keep him

John, did
not look up and failed to see a glance
that his emplover gave the girl. ADuoe
turned away and walked toward the
house. Alexander joined her, and
John, having driven the stake, looked
after them. An idea seemed to have
entered his brain or, rather, his Deart,
for an idea will enter through the
heart that wilf not gain adumsttance
through the brain. Suppose Alexander
wanted Anue himself?

The thought brought with it infinite
terrors. Although Alexander Was Dear
l}' double the girls tuat was no
I'easouil \‘.'hj. she should Nnot marry him.
He had inherited hep with the IJl'rit.‘lﬁ-

'\"I-['i.i* LiLy

Wge

“*John

-

Lhere,
will live
iggested his taking a
company.”

W hu Wwas ll;ikil.}_‘ A BlaKe.

ol i,

'. ;ﬁi’.ﬂr’.‘iﬂ e ted _Lu_.ai_!l.l for her Aving.

As his wife she would live a life of
luxury. Could there be stronger rea-
pons why she should marry him if be
wanted her?

The foundations for the lodge were
dug and the structure was nearly com-
pleted when one day Anne met John
making preparations for a little garden
in its rear Anne, who had been out
gathering wild flowers, came in at the
gate and began to talk to him.

“What's that Mr. Alexander was say-
ing to you about being married and 1v-
ing in the lodge?”

“He wants some one
what for 1 don't know.
never becn auj
place was bullt.”

“\Yht] is It voure thinking of LNare)
ing?”’

John looied up. surprised
been talkine to yvou.” he said

Anne neither atime!d por denied tua
truth of the staten

“Did Le tell you that she was not
born a lady. but was brought up one?”
asked John

Still there was no reply. _

“She wouldn't live in a lodge,” con-
tinued Johun.

“How do you know?”

“Perhaps She might do better. She
might be mistress of a country place of
her own.”

“She might not wish to be.”

“But you don’'t deny that she might
be if she chose.”

Anne was looking Iinto vacancy.
What she was thinking John did not
know. She knew of what she was
thinking, but it is questionable if she
knew herself just what she thought.
At any rate, she was not controlling
her thoughts. They were controlling
her, There was a step on the gravel
walk, and Alexander, approaching, saw
the girl standing near his gardener,
John looking wistfully into her face.
A frown denoted that an idea bad en-
tered Alexander’s brailn similar to the
one that had struck John when Anne
and Alexander had walked away froin
him on the day the foundation line of
the lodge was being staked out. It
was succeeded by a smile, and Alex-
ander said jocularly:

“Well, John, the lodge is nearly ready
for you. How about the girl who 1s to
occupy it with you? Has she consent-
ed to live in so humble a dwelling?”

“] fear not,” replied John. “Where
I had one doubt on the day 1 gave you
my confidence 1 have a dozen today.”

“How 1is that, John?”

“That would be to discuss matters
which I have no right to discuss.”

Alexander colored slightly under the
implied reproof, then, turning to Anne,
asked her if she would walk to the
conservatory with him since he wished
to show her something there. Anne
accepted, but before turning from
John gave him a look. What it meant
he did not know. It was merely a
look.

When the lodge was finished its own-
er ordered a supper to be served there
and invited every one on the place to
gather in the evening to celebrate the
bullding’'s completion. When all had
come and were standing about the ta-
ble preparatory to helping themselves
to the viands Alexander, who stood at
the head of the table, filled a wine-
glass, raised it and said:

“Iet us drink to John Rickets, the
occupant of the lodge, including his
future wife, who will occupy it with
him, for, as the good book says, ‘It
is not good for man to be alone.” ”

All drank, looking at John. The
toast had evidently stirred in him some
strong emotion.

“I shall occupy the lodge alone,” he
gald. “She whom I would like to oc-
cupy it with me will not live in a
lodge, but a mansion, of which she is
worthy.”

There was that in John’s tone to put
a sober look on the assembly. Alex-
ander knit his brows. Then something
happened to the astonishment of all
Anne went to where John was stand-
ing and put her arm through his.

“You are wrong, John,” she sald.
“She was born in servants’' quarters,
and she will live in a lodge.”

As soon as Alexander could recover
himself he advanced to the couple and
offered his congratulations. Then
there was a babel of congratulations
from the others, after which they fell
upon the feast.

Alexander soon after this returned
to Europe and never came back to his
country place in America. John Rick-
ets I8 now a distinguished landscape
gardener, and his wife is to all In-
tents and purposes a lady.

at the gate;
There has
gatekeeper since the

“He's

In Futures.

The Studio Club of New York is a
home for young women—naturally sin
gle young women chiefly. Not long
ago the girls were assembled In the
hall to hear a lecture. A young a-
tron, a member of the board, rose to
make some announcements,

“Next Tuesday,” she said, “Mrs
Blank will talk to you here on the sub
ject of ‘Marriage.” Those of you who
heard her last year will remember how
helpful her talk was.”--New York Post
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Genius as They See It.

“l have kuown several poets who re-
alized that genius really means hard
work,” says the hard tlmes philoso-
pher, “but you can’'t get the big ma-
jority to test it by plowing their way
over a twenty acre field. They would
gsooner see an umpire knoecked out
with a baseball bat than bruise the in-
nocent breast of a field gower with a
cold, unfeeling plowshare.” — Atlanta
Constitution.




