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Bellefonte, Pa., April 3, 1914.

The Ne’er-Do-Well.

[Continued from page 6, Col. 4.]

saw. 1 never counted upon such grati-

tude. It is too much, and yet a man

cannot refuse the gift of his friend
and not seem ungracious, can he?

Somewhere in the orient they have a

custom of exchanging gifts. No man

may accept a thing of value without

making adequate return, and it has al-

ways struck me as a wise practice.”

He turned full upon Kirk for the first
time since he had begun speaking, and

his voice rose a tone as he said, “I

can’t let the obligation rest entirely

upon me. We have been friends, An-

thony, and I am going to give you

something in return which I have

prized highly. It would be counted of

great value by some.” Once more he

paused and drew his lips back in that

grimace of mockery. It could no long-

er be termed a smile. “It is this—I am
going to give you—my wife. You have

had her from the first, and now she is
yours.”

For one frightful moment there was
no sound: even the men’s breathing

was hushed, and they sat slack jawed.

stunned, half minded to believe this

some hideous, incredible jest. Cort-

landt turned away gloatingly.

Kirk was the last to recover his pow-

ers, but when they did revive they

came with a prodigious rush. He

plunged upward out of his chair with

a cry like a wounded animal. and the

others rose with him. The table rock-

ed, something smashed, a chair was

 

 

hurled backward. The room broke into |
fostant turmoil. Kirk felt hands upon

him, and then went blind with fury,

struggling in a passion too strong for

coherent speech. He was engulfed in

chaos. He felt things break beneath

his touch, felt bodies give way before

him,
How or when Kirk left the room he

never knew. Eventually he found him-
self pinned in his chair, with Runnels’
white face close against his own and

other hands upon his arms. His first

frenzy quickly gave way to a sickening

horror.

“It’s a lie! The man’s crazy!” he

cried hoarsely; then, as his compan-

ions drew away from him, he rose to

his feet. ‘‘Why are you looking at me

like that? I tell you it's a d—d lie!

I never’—

Runnels turned to the table and

with shaking hand put a glass to his

lips and gulped its contents. Wade

and Kimble exchanged glances, then,

avoiding each other’s eyes, took their

hats from the hooks behind them.

“Wait! Bring him back!” Kirk

mumbled. *I’ll get him and make him

say it's a lie.” But still no one an-

swered, no one looked at him. “God!

You don’t believe it?”

“Im going home, fellows. I'm kind

of sick,” Kimble said. One of the

others murmured unintelligibly, and,
wetting a napkin, bound up his hand,
which was bleeding. They continued

to watch Kirk as if fearful of some in-

sane action, yet they refused to meet

his eyes squarely. There was no sym-

pathy in their faces.
The knowledge of what these actions

meant came to him slowly. Was it

possible that his friends believed this
incredible accusation? As he began to

collect himself he saw his plight more

clearly. His first thought had been

that Cortlandt was insane, but the
man’s actions were not those of a

maniac. No! He actually believed—

and these fellows also. He wanted to
shout his innocence at them, to beat
it into their heads.

One by one they took their hats and

went out, mumbling goodnight to one

another, as if intending to go home

singly in order to avoid all discussion

of this thing that had fallen among
them. Runnels aloné remained.
“You don’t believe I did—that?” An-

thony asked in a strained voice.
“I—I think I do.” There was a mis-

erable silence, and then: “It isn’t the
thing itself, you know, so much as the
rotten—underhanded advantage you

took. If he’d been a stranger, now—

Honestly, isn’t it true?”
Kirk shook his head listlessly.

wouldn’t lie to you.”

Runnels drew a deep breath. “Oh,

come, now, the man must have known

what he was saying. Men don’t do
. things like that on suspicion.”

“He misunderstood our friendship,”

said Kirk heavily, then roused himself
for a last plea. “Look here!” he cried.
“You know Cortlandt, and you know

me. The man was insanely jealous.

I know it sounds weak, but it’s the
truth, and it's all T can say. I'll go
mad if you doubt me. And tonight of

"all’— He broke off sharply. “My
God! I'd forgotten that I'm married.
Suppose Gertrudis hears of this!” An-
thony seized his temples in despair.
Runnels. took a sudden illogical deci-

sion. He never knew exaftly what
had influenced him, but his whole past
knowledge surged up in him with a
force that he could not resist. He laid
his hand on Kirk’s shoulder. “Take
it easy, old man,” he said. “I believe
you. I've always known that they
didn’t get along together, although—
well, I won't try to understand it. He
may not do amything further, and
these fellows won’t mention what hap-
pened here. They can’t.”
“Women are apt to be jealous, aren’t

they, Runnels? What do you suppose

she’d do?”
“Don’t worry about that. I'm think-

ing about Cortlandt. If he finds out
he’s mistaken what will he do?”
“He'll have to find out. I'm going to

tell.him. His wife will tell him. Good
God! Do you see what an awfe! light

 

“1

it puts me in? You don’t doubt me,
* do you really, old man?’

“No. but what a night this has been!

It seems a year old. Come along. now.

You must get out of here. You must

turn in. The waiters are wondering

what this row is about. I think we'd

better take a walk.”

In passing through the deserted lob-

by of the hotel they saw Clifford idling

about. But they were too much ab-
sorbed to wonder what had kept him

up so late. By the clock across the
plaza they saw it was two hours after

midnight as they stepped into the

street. Then, finding no coaches in

sight, they set out to walk toward An-

con, both badly in need of the open
air.

A moment later Clifford followed
them, taking pains to keep at a dis-

tance.
Now that the full import of Cort-

landt’s accusation had sunk into his
mind. Kirk lapsed into a mood of sul-

len bitterness. He said little, but his

set face worried his companion, who

was loath to bid him good night even

when they were close to the Tivoli.

After they had parted Runnels was

upon the point of going back and offer-

ing to spend the night with him. but

thought betterof it.

Instead of passing through the office

Kirk mounted to the porch of the Ti-

voli and entered his room from the

outside, as he and Chiquita had done

earlier that evening. He found Allan

wating and bursting with a desire to

gossip, but cut him short.

“Get my street clothes. I'm going

out.” He tore the white tie from his

throat as if it were choking him. “I’ve

been hurt, Allan. TI can’t explain. for

you wouldn't understand. but I’ve been
hurt. Come along."

The negro’s lips drew apart in an ex-
pression of apelike ferocity, and he be-

ganto chatter threats of vengeance, to
which Kirk paid little heed. A few mo-
ments later they went out quietly, and

together they took the rock road down

toward the city, the one silent and

desperate, the other whining like a

hound nearing a scent.

* * * %* * * @

Edith Cortlandt did not retire im-

mediately upon her return from the

ball. Her anger at Anthony’s behavior
kept her wakeful, and the night had

turned off so dead and humid that
sleep was in any case a doubtful pos-

sibility.

She was still sitting in her room at

a late hour when she heard the outside

door close and Cortlandt’s footsteps

mounting the stairs. She was glad he

had his own room and never entered
hers at such an hour, for even to talk

with him in her present state of mind

and body would have been more than

she could bear.
She was unreasonably, annoyed there-

fore, when he came boldly into her

chamber without even knocking.

“Rather late for good night,” she said

coldly. i

“I've just come from Anthony's sup-

per party.”

His voice made her look round sharp-

ly. Shesaw that his linen, ordinarily

 

 

 
“He’s yours now. You can have him.”

stiff and immacuiate, was sodden and
crumpled, his collar limp, his forehead
glistening with drops of moisture.

“What ails you, Stephen?’ she cried.
“Have you been drinking?”

you something.”
He took the loving cup from its

flannel bag and set it upon the table.
“They gave me this.
“And this too.” He tossed the watch

with its enameled monogram into her
lap. :
“Ah! That's very handsome.”

“Yes. I thought you'd like it. It's
from Anthony.” He laughed, then

‘ shuddered.

souvenirs. You surely expected”—

while she was speaking:

“Anthony made a speech when he

gave it to me—a very nice speech, full

of friendship and love and gratitude.”
He repeated Kirk’s words as he re-
membered them. “What do you think
of that?”
Mrs. Cortlandt’s eyes widened. This

was not the man she knew. At this
moment he was actually insistent, al-
most overbearing, and he was regard-

ing her with that same ironical sneer
‘that had roused her anger earlier in the
evening.
He began to chuckle, apparently

without reason. His shoulders shook
feebly at first, then more violently. “No. I didn’t drink much. I brought |

“Why, you seem excited over these

He broke in—a thing he rarely did

His fiat chest heaved. and he hiccough-
ed as if from physical weakness. It
was alarming, and she rose, staring at

him affrightedly. He continued to

shudder and shake in uncontrollable

hysteria, but his eyes were bright and
watchful.
“Oh, I—I—took it all in—I let him

p-put the noose around his own neck

and tie the knot. Then 1 hung him.”
His convulsive giggling was terrible,

forecasting, as it did, his immediate

breakdown.
“Stephen!” she exclaimed. in a

shocked tone, convinced that his mind
was going. “You are ili. You need a

doctor. I will call Joceel.” She laid

her hand on his arm. “Won't you go
to your room and let me call a doctor?”

“Not yet. Wait! He told them what

1 had done for him. I acknowledged it

all and made them hear it from my

lips too. Then”— He paused, and she

steeled herself to witness another spec-

tacle of his pitiable loss of self control.

But instead he grew icy and corpse-

like, with lips drawn back in a grin.

“I played with him the way you have

played with me. Think!”
* Her face went suddenly ashen.

“Well, I told him before them all

that I intended to give him something
in return, and I did. I[—gave—him--

you.”
“God! You didn’t tell him that?

You didn’t say that—before those men!
Oh-h!* She shrank back, drawing the
gauzy silk robe closer about her breast.

Then she roused to sudden action. Seiz-
ing him by the shoulders she shook
him roughly with far more than her
natural strength, voicing furious words

which neither of them understood.
“Oh, I did it,” he declared. ‘He's

yours now. You can have him He's

been your lover’—

She flung him away from her so vio-
lently that he nearly fell.

“It’s a lie! You know it’s a lie!”

“It’s true. I'm no fool.”

She beat her hands together distracted-
ly. “What have you done?) What will

those men think? Listen! You must

stop them quickly. Tell them it’s not
so.”

[Continued next week.]

 

Science Supplies the Need.
Mr. Hay-Burner—*“These high pow-

er machines they're making get more

dangerous every day.” Mr. Gasoline—

“Oh, well, it doesn’t matter so much
now that Doctor Carrel is turning out

chauffeurs with interchangeable
parts.”—Life. :
 

When a Chinaman Travels.

So marked is the Chinese prefer-

ence for traveling by water that fre-

quently a journey of hundreds of

miles, and covering several days, is

taken rather than the overland trip

of a tenth the distance and of only a

few hours’ duration.

information.

The length of time the earth is
turning on its axis is called a day.

At the equator the days and nights

are always 12 hours long. The farth-
er a poiut lies from the equator the

longer are its longest days and long-
est nights. At the poles the year is
made up of one day and one night,

each six months long All places in

about 661% degrees of latitude north

or south have one day in the year 24

hours long and one night of equal
length.
 

It’s a great deal easier to spend money
than to getit. It’s a great deal easier to
lose the health thanit is to recover it. It
is not reasonable, therefore, to expect
that a few doses of Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
Prescription will undo the results of
vears of disease. But everv woman who
uses “Favorite Prescription’ can be sure
of this: It always helps, it almost always
cures. Women who suffer with irregu-
larity, weakening drains, inflammation,
ulceration, or female weakness, will find

the use of “Favorite Prescription.”
mm
 
 

Medical.
 
 

‘Serious Error in

Bellefonte
BELLEFONTE CITIZENS WILL DO WELL

TO PROFIT BY THE FOLLOWING.

Many fatal cases of kidney disease have
reached an incurable stage because the
patient did not understand the symptoms.
Even today in Bellefonte, there are many
residents making the same serious error.
They attribute their mysterious aches
and pains to overwork, or worry, perhaps
when all the time their rheumatic pains,
backache and bladder irregularities are
most probably due to weak and ailing
kidneys. If you are ill, if your kidneys
areout of order,profit by this Bellefonte
resident’s experience.
Mrs. James Ring, 239 W. High St., Belle-

fonte, Pa., says: ‘‘Some years ago pro-
cured Doan's Kidney Pills at Green's
Pharmacy Co. and was cured of kidney
complaint and backache that had caused
me no end of suffering, At that time I
told of my experience in a public state-
ment and I now take pleasure in confirm-
ing that endorsement. The cure Doan’s
Kidney Pills gave me has been per-
manent.”
Mrs. Rine is only one of many Belle-

fonte people who have gratefully en-
dorsed Doan’s Kidney Pills. If your
back aches—if your kidneys bother you,
don’t Simply ask for a kidney remedy—
ask distinctly for Doan’s Kidney Pills, the
same that Mrs. Rine had—the remed
backed by home testimony. all
stores. _Foster-Milburn _Co., Props,
Buffalo, N. Y. “When Your Back is
Lame—Remember the Name.” 59-8  
 

The World.
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promptly. ;
The World long since established

week, except Sunday. It will be
Thrice-a-Week World also abounds

class daily.

papers is $2.50.

 

  

The Thrice-a-Week Edition of

£ 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 and it relates everything fully and

a record for impartiality, and anybody
can afford its Thrice-a-Week edition, which comes every other day in the

of particular value to you now. The
in other strong features, serial stories,

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

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 pricebipe two

 

 

 

Automobiles.
 

 

not purchased. You want no lesser

GEORGE A, BEEZER, Propr. 
 

STUDEBAKER SIX $157

  
You want a “SIX” for its puculiar and inimitable “SIX” smoothness. And

you wantthat “SIX” which offers most for the money.
Therefore, you want a “SIX” whose important parts are manufactured and

of manufacturing. You want no electric lighting and starting system less
efficient than the Wagner-Studebaker. You, want ample hesB capacity
for seven passengers. And how can you look further, when you find ail
these things in the Studebaker “SIX”—Linked to the lowest price in the world,?

FOUR TOURING CAR.........
SIX TOURING CAR............
“25"¢TOURINGCAR............

 

BEEZER’S GARAGE,

Alsoagent for ‘Chalmers Cars.
 

standard than the Studebaker standard

_59-3-tf Bellefonte, Pa.

RR

no help so sure, as that which follows |

Potter-Hoy Hdw. Co.

 

Shoes. Clothing. Hats and Caps.
 

.

  

 

  
  

Not a Theory--But a Fact
You don’t have to be an expert to realize the su-

periority of HighArt Clothes. You'll “feel” it when
you slip them on. They've got that “made-for-you”
detailoffit.

As you view the different models youll find the
exact one that appeals to your taste. As you wear
them your satisfaction grows stronger and stronger.
And that shapeliness which attracted you at the out-
set withstands the siege of service throughout the
season.

It’s because High Art fabrics are all wool; and
High Art workmanship is the product of the best
craftsmanship.

$15.00 to $25.00.

FAUBLE’S
The Pennsylvania State College.

 

 

 

 
 

  

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. ;
The “Democratic Watchman” at $1.50 per year is the

best and cheapest paper in Centre county. Try it.
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Hardware.
 
 

Free Demonstration

At Our Store

All Next Week

You are invited to call and
learn the many time and
labor saving virtues of the
famous

- OCdarMop
U. S. Pat, Office and all principal countries.

 

   

   

      

    

    
   
   

 

  

  

See how clean and bright it makes
your floors and the time and work
it saves. Also learn about O-Cedar
Polish —an expert demonstrator

, will be inIL

Sold on Trial

 

Your money refunded without a question if
you are not delighted with O-Cedar after
you have tried it in your own home.

SOLD BY   
 

| 50-11-1y.

 


