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Bellefonte, Pa., November 7, 1913.
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THE COLOGNIZ'NG OF KANSAS.

[Continued from page 6, Col. 4.]
fore the fight, and they took howe
sologne to gladden the dull hours after
our departure. Every night Mike Is-
sued a challenge to meet and box all
comers, but of course nobody ever
took him up. except oncet. We had
drifted through Kansas like a hint of
sweet sprinz. disseminating musle.
magic and pseudonymous filtered
drinking water till we had colognized
the whole state like Bill Penn back
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“It hit him abreast of the lower maxil- |

laries.”

east, when one day we landed in a |
little place called Fowler. It seemed |
like I noticed a good many familiar |
faces in the audience that night, and !
I remarked about it to Mike. :
*““It looks like some of our former
customers Las drove over from the last |
village. 1 wonder do they like the |
show or have they become so addicted |
to the cologne that they want more? |
“Our entertainment went off bully |
that night, every line a scream and |
the house as warm as an August camp |
meeting. Moreover, everybody clinch- |
ed with them four ounce bottles egre-
gious, so they could stay and see the |
fight. Me and Mike does our cu:
tomary stunts; then he steps to (Le '
front of the stage and issues his chal- |
lenge to spar any man present for any |
sum. Well, sir, | was near strangled |
at the sight of a farmer about six feet |
long who uplifts himself from _the |
boosom of the populace. From the
noise of the merry villagers 1 sort of !
detected a sub rosy feellng as though |
he was some local celebrity. The out- g
line map of this David was ridic’lous,

{he is afraid of being kicked. Then
of a sudden he makes a motion of
,m‘loveuhbobmlml
! Mike purries and turns loose an upper |
rut for the farmer’s kitchen that would |
' have broke every dish in his pantry, |
but somehow the man happens to be
out when it arrives and can't receive
it in person. He shifts his feet at the
right instant and is an inch out of
range. Mike drives up with another
assortment of wallops, but the Rube
isn't there to sign for 'em. The lamp-
light grew muoddy with Mike's blows,
when all at once Mr. By Heck reached
down, picked up his right hand, plled

" his knuckles up in a heap on it and

threw it at Mojave.

“it hit him abreast of the lower
maxillaries andgsounded like a butch-
er beating steak with a cleaver. When

| Mike struck the floor he bounced, and

you'd 'a’ thought it was a Semiaole
corn dance from the howl that rose
from that audience. 1 didn’t count
him out. He wouldn't have under-
stood, and them obsequies would have
heen an extravagance. | steps to the

| frout of the stage, lifting my voice. [

am a good loser, and a smile is always
on my face in adversity.

“‘Lady and geunta,’ says I, ‘Senor
Hiram Oates winna de fight. Congrat-
ulash.” Then 1 stops, for Hiram taps

. me on the shoulder.

“‘You're next, Papriky.'

“‘Me what? says I.

“‘You're next.

“‘No sabe'’ says [, shrugging my
shoulders.

“‘Yes, ye dew. Get into them mit-
tens, for I'm going to clean up the
whole caboodle of you, white, yeller
and black.’

“l appealed to the Roman populace
with all the chili con carne accents in
my vocabulary, but their thumbs is
down. A gray bearded goat in the
rear of the hall hops up and cries:

“‘Hi-ram, kill the dago. The per-
fume ain’t no good.’

“‘Dago! says 1. getting sore. ‘I
ain't a dago. I'm as white as you, you
old dill pickle.’

“‘Do him up, Hi' says a motherly
lady in the front row, shaking her
bonnet. ‘He ain't no more of a
Frenchman than I be.’

“Well, sir, I'm getting pretty mad

| by this time. And yet | don't hanker that the combined wisdom of all the

none for Hiram and the pillows. No;
I ain't cast in the heroic mold of a
Roman gladiolus, and the sands of the
areeny sets my teeth on edge, but I'm
fairly forced into them bo:.ag gloves,
and we go at it like we was killing '
snakes. Thinks I: ‘I've got to rush
this Kansas thistle off his feet. Mike
was too gentle with him." So 1 chop .
up the air around him and remove it
to get more room. | swing and jab
and counter and cross, but 1 am un-
lucky in hitting the piaces he had just
left. That boy is too shifty to hit with
a shotgun, which is surely a pity, and

| somehow 1 don’t connect up with him

none whatever. Likewise he don't hit
me, just keeps a glove In my eye or
brushes my hair with it till I have
suspicions that he is playing with me
and that I'm being put through my |
paces like a horse. I'm getting tired |
and wabbly in the legs, and in one of
my rushes I run into the organ, leav- '
ing a kneecap and create certain dis-
cords on it which don’t sound like the
‘Maiden’s Prayer.’ 3weat is running |
into my eyes, my lungs feel like they |

D. Webster Grim, is the Only Demo
cratic Nominee
(From the Philadeiphia Record,
Oct. 17, 1913.)
While foar candidates, Messrs. Hen-
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however. He had a kind of long lead | had on tight shoes, while, like the
pipe symmetry to him except at his | . ., thntu;nn born to blush unseen, I i

Joints. where he bulged and looked ' y,co wagted all my efforts upon the |

11
f

derson, Alcorn, Kephart and Grim,
;hue been nominated for the two
! places to be filled on the superior
| court bench at the coming election,
| the attorney general has decided that
ivoten can cast a ballot for only one
! of these, under the new non-partisan | . many
| law. The evident purpose of this legis- | 3 woman &m phan-
! lation is to give representation to the S b g v
' minority.

Of the four candidates named Mr.
| Grim is the only Democrat. Judge
Henderson, now ending his term of
| office, has been especially favored by | and
| the Republican organization of the
state. Ex-City Solicitor Alcorn and
! John W. Kephart are also Republi-
g cans.
| For the Democrats of Pennsylvania
| there should be but one candidate to
|
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consider, ex-Senator D. Webster Grim, |
of Bucks county, who won his nom- |
| nation fairlv in a large fleld of aspir-|
' ants. While a member of the state the
| senate he earned a high reputation as |
a consistent supporter of good meas-
‘ures and a vigorous opponent of vi-|
cious legislation favored by the Repub-

i ican machine. He stands well at thel
! bar, and as the only candidate of his
! party is entitled to its full support. 1
An additional argument in Mr.
Grim’s favor is the fact that the Demo- !

| crats have at present but one mem- |
ber, Judge Head, on the superior court |

| bench. This is surely very inadequate
| representation, in view of the numeri-
| cal strength of the partiy in this state,

Corroboration
' and in all fairness they can claim that

| they should have a greater proportion OF INTEREST TO BELLEFONTE READERS,

| of the judges. Of course, partisanship | For months Bellefonte citizens have
| ought not (0 be carried to the bench, < Do‘.‘n.. thm
but that does not mean that everything dents. Would -1 people

| must make way for the wishes of the M'anm g oo
 Republican hosses. The Democrats of |  ments sfter yenrs hod clapeed if personal
e e P

i be worthy of endorsement? The .
{ Unrequited Genius. mmmmm to

The world bas never learned the| themind of every " Sonie:

| name of the genius who conceived the 3.‘;‘&",{{?9:?‘ mml - &.
idew of spreuding butter upon bia | e pbls sitcmen seve Bog
. bread. u combination of food elements bad benefited me 1 procured

this at Green's Co.,
more puiatable, more wholesome and!  when from backache and severe
' more universally popular than any pains in my s g

professors who have ever lived has
been uble to devise.

| T —— aches—if
! A Fatal Disease. "

A eelebrated general once inquired |

of one of hix soldiers the cause of his' %‘&m&"‘ CL ”‘sﬂ.‘n'o N.

brother's death, ' x,, er — WR%
“My brother died, sir.” replied the sol-
dier earnestly, *becanse he had nothing
| o do.” |
“Well. my man,” said the genml.!
“that is reason enough to kill the'
greatest general of us all.” l

Stands For Many. i N | R R
Hardware.

Boy—Cow is a noun, feminine gen-
der. third person singular and stands
for Mary.

“Stands for Mary?' asked the mas-
ter in astonishment.

“Yes, sir.” responded the urchin, with
a grin, “for if the cow didn't stand for
Mary how could Mary milk the cow?"
—London Express,

"..Cabinet Dockash..

His Hint,
“Don't you want some needles,

We Might Sell You One Suit

because you like the cut or the color or because you
don’t know where else to go. Our only hope of selling
you another suit lies in the first one’s making good.
We’re in business to sell you that second Suit. We
can do it by selling you first—a Suit that will make good.
No matter what your build may be, no matter what
you may demand in style or in fabric, there’s a Suit to
meet your taste and to satisfy your ideas of economy.

FAUBLE’S

-4 The Up-to-Date Store.

Shoes.

Shoes.

like the main had been mended—just |
an animated job of plumbing. ‘Meb |
be he's like consomme,’ thinks 1, ‘thin, |
but good.’ l
“He was thickened up and turned,‘
over at both ends with the turriblest ‘
looking hands and feet soldered on
that | ever see, and he displayed his !
bashfulness by cracking his knuckles. |
He'd aggregate them digits up into a
parcel and wring themn out with the
rattle of musketry or the sound of a
man splitting kindling. Then to cover
his coyness he'd pull each one sep-
arate and make it pop. [t reminded
me of breaking an armful of chair legs.
“He was open and simple to gaze at.
though. and appeared to be incapable
of deceit, for you could look plumb !
into and through him by his nasal !
passages. He was a double bar’l look-
ing youth from the front, and meeting
bim in the gloom I'd have felt like be‘
had me covered with a breechloader,
for his nose rar’d back and stared you
right in the eye. Yes, that was a
strange probossy of his'n, and youI
felt that by flashing a dark lantern '
down its dim and distant vistas you
could see plumb back to his secret
soul. He seemed devoid of guile ab-
solute, and I thinks to myself:
*‘Plainly this poor. bucholic party
is too slow in wit and movement to
hit Mike with a handful of shot. It's
really a pity to wallop him." But I
seuses a sort of thrill through the au-
dience and can hear ‘em shifting their
feet. We had to split the gloves to
get them over the protuberances this
youth called hands
*“The Fowler Opery House ain’t built
for no Parsifal productions, and what
with the organ. the sleight of hand |
fixtures and cologne boxes we are
pinched for room on the stage How-
ever, 1 place two chairs in opposite
corners and call the men out ‘to the
center to shake hands Mike is in red
tights, while the stranger has took off
his shoes and I8 in sock feet, with his
sleeves rolled up like he is out to beat
a carpet.

desert air.

“We have fought mebbe five min-
utes, with never a single blow landed,
when [ grow desperate and make a
last appeal to the audience.

“‘Ladies and gents. 1 pants, ‘for
heaven's sake, stop this brutality!
But the old man yells:

*‘Nothing but rainwater, Hiram!
And then Hiram commenced to go
over me like a cooper hooping a bar’l.
He sounded _me all around to see if I
had any hofler spots; then he played
a xylophone solo on my short ribs,
boxed the compass with short arm
jabs and hit me from four directions
at oncet, so that I fell forward toward
him. He stepped back, shot one into
my sink, then crossed to my butler's
pantry, and at last 1 saw the pretty,
pretty fireworks.

“Late that night me and Mike
caught the local at the water tank,
and when we was involved amongst
the straw he says, feeling the bumps
on his head tender and gingery:

““Them minstrels had just one weak
point, Kink.’

“‘What was it? | groans.

“‘We ought to have kept Balaam.’”

Everyday Philosophy.
The man with last year's automobile
is more likely to feel out of date than
the man with last year’'s horse and

Among the greatest fools on earth
are the miser who saves all of his
money and the spendthrift who doesn’t
save any.

Some men who drop nickels into the
contribution box at church carry away
more religion than some others who
drop dollars.

A profit is not without honor in this
country.—Lippincott's

Others Barred Out.

“She is his second wife, Isn’'t she?”

“No; I think she Is his fifth. Why
did you think she was the second?’

“For no particular reason, except
that he has a picture of another wom-
an over his desk in his den.”

“That is a picture of his third wife.
She happened to die.”—Chicage Rec-
ord-Herald.

Not Her Abode.

“My income is small,” said a rather
dilatory lover, “and perbaps it is cruel
:::oommmmm-

"B.ntldou'tnnonthorut.'.'m
the proniipt weply.

| dear?" queried Brown as he picked up
his shirt and glanced at the places
where the buttons should have been,
i “Why. no” replied Mrs. Brown.
“Why do you ask?"
“Oh, | thought,” said Brown a trifle
‘ nervously. ‘that probably your old ones
had become worn by much use.”—Ex-
change.
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If bigness made a book, Dr. Pierce’s
Common Sense Medical Adviser would
still be one of the books of the
age, with its 1008 pages and 700 pic-
tures. But it is not the number of :
which makes the value of the book, The short story of a Cabinet
the extent and quality of knowledge it Dockash
conveys. this test Dr. Pierce's great -
work on biology, physiology and hygiene
ranks with the foremost ks the
day. It is scientifically written, yet in
such simple English that all may under-

Let us show them to you.

stand. It is sent free on receipt of s
w'“””zlmmpﬂ;‘:&“ﬁ.;‘jé’: Olewines Hardware
Doa'a 4 o ] 1

Waverly Oils.

Hood’'s Sarssaparilla.

Purify Your Blood

rid of humors, boils, pimples,

Y for highest quality in @
GASOLINES
.{power carbon)

that feeling, Family Favorite Oil
Mmmm 8 ‘' the clear, bright flame "’
| e Ty T LUBRICANTS
By taking the true blood tonic, for all purposes

S5,  Free--320 page book--all about oil
. Waverly Oil Works Co.
% Pittsburgh, Pa,

HOOD'S SARSAPARILLA
h:tepued ouswby C. I. Hood Co., hmm-k-
t's

i, Tidiclies M o Hood

The Pennsyivania State College.

The : Pennsylvania : State : CollegeE

EDWIN ERLE SPARKS, Ph.D., L.L. D., PRESIDENT.

Established and maintained by the the United States Government
Commonwealth of Pennayivania o

FIVE GREAT SCHOOLS—Agricul Engineering, Liberal
Mining, and Natural Science, uﬂamy-chmouowm
each—Also courses in Home Art and Physical
Education—TUITI charges mod-

Arts,

Industrial
ON FREE to both sexes; incidental

e ——

Yeager’s Shoe Store

“PYTZEZY”
The
Ladies’ Shoe

that

Cures Corns

Sold only at

Yeager’s Shoe Store,

Bush Arcade Building, = BELLEFONTE, PA.

5827




