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The Ne’er-Do-Well.

[Continued from page 6, Col. 4.]

impious to unite two oceans which the
Creator of the world had separated.”
As Kirk dropped asleep that night

after the luxuries of a bath. clean

clothes and a meal on white linen and
china, he reflected contentedly that.
after all. things have a way of coming
right in this world for those who ac-
eept them cheerfully as they come.

On the following morning Kirk dis
patched a long letter to his father. es

plaining. as well as he could. how he
came to be in Panama and giving a
Jetailed account of the events that had
befallen him since his arrival. Al
though he took this means of relieving

Bis father’s anxiety, he was far from

resigning himself to a further delay
of his return. On the contrary. he at
once began an inquiry as to sailing

dates, discovering. to his intense dis-

gust. that no ship was scheduled to
leave for New York within several
days. He planned to borrow the pas-
age money from his friends when the

time came, and accompany his letter

northward. Meanwhile he devoted his

time to sight seeing with his hostess.

Bdith Cortlandt was a woman very

sure of herself in most things. A sit-

uation that might have proved embar-
rassing to one less tactful she accepted
quite as a matter of course, rather en-
joying the exercise of her influence
and never doubting her power to keep
the friendship on any footing she chose.
Kirk’s frank. boyish gratitude for the
favors he had received made it easy
for her to encourage the growth of an

intimacy that she acknowledged
charming, while she sincerely believed

that he would be helped by it. Find-
ing him responsive, she deliberately set
herself to please him. She was no
longer brilliant and chilly, but gay.
smiling and unaffected.
Once in a while Cortlandt went with

them, but he was usually uncommuni-

cative, and they scarcely felt his pres

ence. When he did talk he talked eas-
ily and well.

Several days passed thus, during
which Anthony fully recovered from
his experience at Colon. Then a ship

arrived from New York, but before he

had summoned courage to ask his

friends for a loan he received a letter
forwarded from Colon by the Ameri-

can consul, a perusal of which not only
dumfounded him, but entirely altered

‘his plans.
It was typewritten on plain station-

ery; there was neither heading nor sig-

nature, yet he knew quite well from

whom it came. It read as follows:

Don’t cable again or the stupidity of the
police may fail to protect you. The others

got away safely, and you would be mad
to return alone. I can’t and won't help
you now. This time you went too far.

You have made your bed, now lie in it. 1
don’t believe in miracles, but if you can
straighten vp and make a man of your-
self I'll help you face this trouble, other-

wise don’t call on me for anything. I'm

through.

Kirk reread this amazing epistle sev-

eral times before its full significance

struck him: then. when he realized
what it meant, he felt himself break
into a sweat of apprehension. That

plain clothes man had died! The po-

lice were looking for him. There could

be no other explanation, else why had
Higgins and the rest fled the country?
Perhaps he was already indicted. Kirk
saw himself accused of manslaughter,
arrested and tried. What could he do
if his father refused to help? Evident-
ly the governor believed him guilty. In
that case the young man knew that ex-
planations would be futile. Even the
letter he had sent would do no good.
When Darwin K. Anthony said he was
through he was through.
Finding a secluded corner of the ve-

randa, he sat down to think this mat-
ter out, but the more he reflected on ii

the more serious it appeared. Of one
thing he became quickly convinced:
New York at present was no place for

him. He rose quickly and entered the

hotel. where he bought all the latest

New York papers and found an ac-

count of Mr. Padden’s efforts to dis-
prove his connection with an asault
upon the person of a detective named

Williams. who had come from St.
Louis. But nowhere was there a
word about the present condition of

the plain clothes man, nor the slightest

hint toward explaining the conduct of
the mysterious Jefferson Locke. for
whom he had been searching. Who the
devil was Locke, anyhow? The article

did not even state the charge upon
which he was to be arrested. In an-
other paper Kirk found something
that relieved his mind a bit. Evidently
Willams had not died prior to the
time of going to press, although he
was reported in a critical condition.
One thing was clear. at least. He

could stay here no longer as the Cort-
landts’ guest—he had already incur-

red an obligation which he would

bave difficulty In discharging.
Conquering his sense of humiliation

as best he could. he called up the Cort-
landts’ suit.
Edith answered saying that her hus-

band was out. Then, in response to

his request. she came down herself.

“What has gone wrong? Why this

face of tragedy?" she inquired as she

seated herself beside him.

“ve received my declaration of in-

dependence. I've heard from my

dad.” He told her everything without

reserve. then showed her the letter

and the newspapers in his hand. She

serutinized them with a quiet serious-

ness that seemed to make his trouble

her own. Turning her bright eyes

upon him, she inquired. “How does it

feel to be disinherited?”
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“Blamed uncomfortable!
Mr. Cortlandt at once.”

“Let me.” she offered. quickly. *I

would not show any one that letter, if
1 were you. nor advertise the fact that

you are in danger of arrest. It will
be quite enough if I tell him that you

have quarrelled with your father—he
is a peculiar man.”

Kirksignified his agreement.

“Now what do you intend doing?’
“I'm going to work.”
“Good! Good!”" She clapped her

Hands gleefully.
“Oh, 1 don’t want to.” he protested.

“but the old gentleman thinks I'm no

good. and I'd like to show him he’s
wrong. After I've done that. | intend
to loaf again—yes, and I'll know how to

loaf by that time. Of course. I'll have

to pay my debts too. I'm going to

hunt a job this afternoon.”

“What sort?”

“Something with big pay and no

responsibility.”

“Those positions are taken—by the

1 must teil

yrmy,” she laughed. ‘What can you
Bo?” '
“] can take an automobile apart.”

“And put it together again?” }
“Oh, no! 1 can sail a boat; I shoot:

pretty well; 1 waltz nicely; I row.

swim and box indifferently; and I play
an atrocious hand at poker. Am I

hopeless ?’
“Dear. no! Experience is a good

thing. of course. and ability is even

better. but neither is absolutely neces-
sary in government work. if you have

mfluence. I am trying to think of the

piche into which you would best fit.”
“When a fellow hasn't any of those

qualifications. then what? Take me,
for instance.”
“You have at least one. Influence.”
He shook his head. “My father

wouldn’t help.”
“We'll have no difficulty in finding

you a position.”
“Jove! That's good news. 1 had an

{dea that I'd be going from door to

door.”
He shook her hand warmly, that be-

ing the natural outlet for his gratitude,

and she smiled at him. “I wonder
where I'd better start in.” he said.
“There’s not the slightest choice. All

paths lead up the mountain, and if you
go far enough you will reach the top.

It would be quite easy if you knew

something about the railroad business,’
for instance.”

“Oh, I do. I've had that drilled into.

me ever since I was a child. I grew up

with it—was soaked in it. My father,
made me learn telegraphy before he

gave me a motorboat.” i
“Why in the world didn’t you say’

80?’
“Well. I have forgotten most of it.,”’

he confessed. “I had a railroad of my

own, too, when I was twelve years

old. I was president.” ‘
“Unfortunately. the P. R. R. has a

president. so we can’t start you in’
where you left off.”
“He might need an assistant.” i
Mrs. Cortlandt laughed lightly.’

“While we are finding that out.” she
said, “I think you had better go over
the line in daylight and really see what

this work is like. That glimpse you
had at Gatun is only a small part.
Now, will you trust me to manage this"

for you. Mr. Anthony?” :
“I should say 1 would.”

 

CHAPTER IX.

The Truth About Mrs. Cortlandt.

DITH CORTLANDT was not
the sort to permit delay. At

2) lunch she introduced Kirk to
; the master of transportation

of the Panama railroad, saying:
“Mr. Runnels has offered to take you

out through the cut this afternoon and
explain the work to you.” .

Runnels was a straight. well set up,
serious young man. Anthony was
drawn to him instantly. for there was
no affectation about him. ;

“She’s wonderful,” he remarked a
moment later, as he and Kirk descend-
ed the hotel steps together. “She told
Colonel Jolson he’d just have to find
you a position, and I have been dele-.
gated to show you about.” :
“The Cortlandts seem to have consid-

erable influence for outsiders. I thought
I'd have to begin at the bottom.”
Runnels glanced at his companion

quickly.

“Outsiders! You don’t call them out-
siders? She knows everybody and ev-

erything in this country. She’s the

whole diplomatic service. Take the
Colombian trouble, for instance”
“What trouble?”
“When Panama seceded. She manip-

ulated that, or at least Steve Cortlandt
did under her direction. It was one of
the cleverest exploits on record. Co-
lombia wouldn’t let us build the canal,
80 Panama seceded. War was declared,
but the United States interfered in
time to prevent bloodshed. By the time
the excitement had died out we had
begun digging. She knows Central
America like the palm of her hand.'
When she says Kirk Anthony wantsa'
position, we hirelings jump about and
see that he gets it. Oh, you'll have any
job you want.”
The two passed through the railroad

gates and took their places in the lit-
tle car. When they were under way
Runnels went on: “lI am supposed to
show you this end of the work and tell

I

ta

you what it all means. The ditch!
will be about fifty miles long, and,
roughly speaking, the work is in three

parts—the dredging and harbor build-
ing at sea level on each end of the
canal, the lock work and the excava-
tions on the upper levels. That dam
you saw building at Gatun will form
a lake about thirty miles long—quite a
fishpond. eh? When a westbound ship
arrives, for instance. it will be raised
through the Gatun locks, three of them
and then sail along eighty-five feet!
above the ocean, across the lake and
into a channel dug right through the

‘| mateh.

hills until
Pedro Miguel.
to a smaller lake five miles long. then

down again to the level of the Pacific.
An easthound ship will reverse the,
process. Get the idea?" :
“Sure

“You will start in with the P. R. R.,
Mr. Anthony. under my despotic sway.”

“] know a little about railroading.”
“So much the better. There's a big

railroad man by your name in the

states. Are von related?”
“1 believe s0.”” Kirk answered. guiet-

ly. “Go ahead with the lesson.”
“The canal zone ix a strip of land

ten miles wide running across the

Isthmus—really an American colony.

you know. for we govern it. police it
and all that. As for the work itself.
well, the fellows at the two ends of:

the canal are dredging night and day
to complete their part. the lock build-

ers are laying concrete like mad to
get their share done first. rhe chaps in.
the big cut are boring through the hi Is’
like moles and breaking steam sho: el

records every week, while we raflroad
men take care of the whole shooting

Of course, there are other de-
partments—sanitary. engineering, com-

missary, and so forth—all doing their
share. but that is the general scheme.
Everybody is trying to break records.

Lord! It's fierce.”

“Why didn’t you quit?’ suggested An-

thony.
“Quit!

like it.

by the way.
shortly.”
To his left Anthony beheld another

scene somewhat similar to the one at

Gatun. Other movable steel cranes
with huge wide flung arms, rose out of

another chasm in which were extensive

concrete workings. From a distance

the towers resembled parts of a half

constructed cantilever bridge of tre-

mendous height. Another army was
toiling at the bottom of the pit, more

cars shunted back and forth. more

rock crushers rumbled: but. before

Kirk's eye had photographed more

than a small part, the motor car had

sped past and was rolling out upon a

bridge spanning the canal itself. To

the northward appeared an opening
cut through the hills and Runnels said.

simply:

“Culebra!”
A moment later he announced: “We

leave the P. R. R. tracks here and

switch in on the I. C. C. Now you'll

begin to see something.”

Downinto the cut the little car went.

and at last Anthony saw the active

pulsating heart of this stupendous un-

dertaking. The low range was severed

by a gorge blasted out by human hands.

It was a mountainvalley in the mak-

ing. High up on its sides were dirt

and rock trains. dozens of compressed

air drills. their spars resembling the

masts of a fleet of catboats at anchor—

{ behind these grimy. powerful ' steam

it reaches the locks at:

What for? Good Lord! We
Here we are at Pedro Miguel,

We'll be into the cut

‘| shovels which rooted and grunted quite

like iron hogs. Along the tracks at va-

rious levels flowed a constant current

of traffic: long lines of empty cars
crept past the shovels. then. filled to

! overflowing, sped away northward up

the valley. to return again and again.

Nowhere was there any idleness, no-
where a cold machine or a man at rest.

| On every hand was smoke and steam

'| and sweat. The drills chugged stead-
'! ily. the hungry iron hogs gouged out

.i the trails the drills had loosened, the
!| trains rolled past at intervals of a mo-
ment or so. Lines of electric wire, car-

| ried upon low wooden “shears,” paral-
leled the tracks, bearing the white hot

sparks that rent the mountain. At ev-

ery switch a negro fireman, crouched

beneath a slanting sheet of corrugated

iron. seeking shelter alike from flying
fragments and the blazing sun. From

beneath the drills came occasional sub-
terranean explosions: then geysers of

muddy water rose in the air. Under

the snouts of the steam shovels “dobe”
shots went off as bowlders were riven
into smaller fragments. Now and then
an excited tooting of whistles gave
warning of a bigger blast as the flag-

men checked the flow of traffic. indi-
cating with arms upraised that the
ground was ‘coming up.” Thereupon a

brief lull occurred; men hid themselves,

the work held its breath, as it were.
But while the detonations still echoed
and before the flying missiles had

ceased to shower the human ants were
meiling at their hills once more, the

wheels were turning again, the jaws of
the iron hogs were clanking.

[Continued next week.]

A half a hundred vexing ailments can
be traced to constipation. Biliousness,
headache, vertigo, sallowness, nervous-
ness, sleeplessness, irritability, mental
depression, and cold hands and feet are
only some of the symptoms of constipa-
tion. Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets cure
constipation and they cure its conse-
quences.
 

——Try lovingyourself as you do your
neighbors and see how you likeit.

  

Hood’s Sarsaparilla.

Severe Rheumatic

Pains Disappear
HOOD’S SARSAPARILLA WILL SURELY

BRING RELIEF—DON'T SUFFER.

Rheumatism, which perhaps causes
more suffering than any other disease,
depends on an acid which flows in_the
blood,affecting the muscles and joints,
producing inflammation, stiffness and

"Thisacidgetsnto, the blood through
some in igestive processes,
and remains there because theliver, kid-
neys and skin are too torpid,to carry it

 

  
 

Then it will be lowered

It sounds easy.” t
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TELEPHONES.
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you want is

here we will

save you not

less than a

Five

~ Dollar

Bill

- We are

determined to

sell every

OVERCOAT

in our store.

Price will not

be permitted

to stand in

the way.

JUST SEE Faubles
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   "Such an awful day to shop-
Im gladI haveatelephone”

Br-r-r-r, it gives you the shivers to think of
going out. Having a Bell Telephone on
such a day gives one much the same com-

7 fortable feeling as the warm cosy house
does when the storm beats down on the
sheltering roof and rattles at the windows
at night. :

It's telephone weather. Take care of your |}
health. Use the Bell, and,

When You Telephone, Smile !

The Bell Telephone Co. of Pa.
W. S. MALLALIEU, Local Mgr.

onte, Pa.

  

The World.
T—
 

  

The Thrice-a-Week Edition of

E NEW YORK WORLD
Practically a Daily at the Price of a Weekly. No other Newspaper in the

world gives so much at so low a price.

 

   

 

This is a time of great events, and you will want the news accurately and

promptly. All the countries of the world steadily draw closer together, and

the telegraph wires bring the happenings of every one. No other newspaper

has a service equal to that of The World andit relates everything fully and

romptly.
oo hh

P The World long since established a record for impartiality, and anybody

can afford its Thrice-a-Week edition, which comes every other day in the

week, except Sunday. It will be of particular valueto you now. The

Thrice-a-Week World also abounds in other strong features, serial stories,

humor, markets, cartoons;in fact, everything that is to be found in a first-

class daily. i ute

The Thrice-a-Week World's regular subscription price is only $1.00 per

year, and this pays for 156 papers. We offer this unequalled newspaper and

The Democratic Watchman
together for one year for $2.15. The regular subscription price of the two

papers is $2.50. 58-46-tf

 

 

The Pennsylvania State College.
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The : Pennsylvania : State : College
EDWIN ERLE SPARKS, Ph.D, L.L. D., PRESIDENT.

Established and maintained by the joint action of the United States Government and the

Commonwealth of Pennsylvania :

FIVE GREAT SCHOOLS—Agriculture, Engineering, Liberal Arts,

Mining, and Natural Science, offering thirty-six courses of four years

each—Also courses in Home Economics, Industrial Art and Physical

Education—TUITION FREE to both sexes; incidental charges mod-

erate.

First semester begins middle of September; second semester the first

of February; Summer Session for Teachers about the third Monday of June

of each year. For catalogue, bulletins, announcements, etc. address..

57-26 THE REGISTRAR, State College, Pennsylvania.
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The “Democratic Watchman” at $1.50 per year is the

best and cheapest paper in Centre county. Try it.

  

Automobiles.
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A Car for Every “Purpose
In considering the prices of Studebaker Cars please remember it 3»

by reason of their excellence in design, immense volume en

method of manufacture, and the resources and buying power of the

Studebaker Corporation that we are able to offer you these values.

SIX Touring Car, 6 Passenger, fully equipped, Elec- {I$1 575
trically Started aud Lighted........cccceoeenne diceeseenaeiaaadaes 9

FOUR Touring Car, 5 Passenger, fully equipped, Elec- $

trically Started and Lighted......ccceiiiiissesecsnssenncsncianees 1,050

Delivery, with choice of bodies, Electrically Started $

CUallysand31.150
RETR IT
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BEEZER’'S GARAGE,
GEORGEA. BEEZER,Propr.  59-3-tfau.. Bellefonte, Pa.

Also agent for Chalmers Cars. 
 


