
 

 

Demorratic;Matcymean
Bellefonte, Pa., May 22, 1914.

The Abysmal Brute
[Continued from page 6, Col. 2.]

handsome face, the chaste lips, the
clear looking eyes, the fine forehead
which the short crop of blond hair did
not hide, the aura of physical well be-

ing and cleanness which he seemed to
emanate—sall this and more that she
sensed drew her as she had never been

drawn by any man, and yet through

her mind kept running the nasty ru-
mors that she had heard only the day
before at the Courier-Journal office.

“You were right,” she said. ‘“There
is something more important tb talk
about. There is something in my

mind I want you to reconcile for me.

Do you mind?”

Pat shook his head.

“If I am frank—abominably frank?
I’ve heard the men, sometimes, talking
of particular fights and of the betting

odds, and, while I gave no heed to it

at the time, it seemed to me it was

firmly agreed that there was a great

deal of trickery and cheating connect-

ed with the sport. Now, when I look

at you, for instance, I find it hard to

understand how you can be a party to

such cheating. I can understand your

liking the sport for a sport, as well

as for the money it brings you, but I

can’t understand”’—

“There's nothing to understand,”

Stubener broke in, while Pat's lips

were wreathed in a gentle, tolerant

smile. “It’s all fairy tales, this talk

about faking, about fixed fights and all

that rot. There's nothing to it, Miss

Sangster, I assure you. And now let

me tell you about how I discovered

Mr. Glendon. It was a letter I got

from his father”—

But Maud Sangster refused to be

sidetracked, and addressed herself to

Pat.

“Listen. I remember one case par-

ticularly. It was some fight that took

place several months ago—I forget the

contestants. One of the editors of the

Courier-Journal told me he intended
to make a good winning. He didn’t

hope; he said he intended. He said he
was on the inside and was betting on

the number of rounds. He told me
the fight would end in the nineteenth.

This was the night before.

“And the next day he triumphantly

called my attention to the fact that

it had ended in that very round. I

didn’t think anything of it one way or

the other. I was not interested in

prizefighting then. But I am now. At

the time it seemed quite in accord
with the vague conception I had about

fighting. So you see it isn’t all fairy

tales, is it?”

“lI know that fight,” Glendon said.

“It was Owen and Murgweather. And

it did end in the nineteenth round,

Sam. And she said she heard that
round named the day before. How do

you account for it, Sam?”
“How do you account for a man pick-

ing a lucky lottery ticket?’ the man-

ager evaded, while getting his wits to-

gether to answer. ‘“That’s the very

point. Men who study form and condi-
tion and seconds and rules and such

things often pick the number of rounds,

just as men have been known to pick

hundred to one shots in the races.
And don’t forget one thing, for every

man that wins there’s another that

loses, there's another that didn’t pick

right. Miss Sangster, I assure you, on
my honor, that faking and fixing in the

fight game is—is nonexistent.”
“What is your opinion, Mr. Glen-

don?” she asked.
“The same as mine,” Stubener

snatched the answer. “He knows

what I say is true, every word,of it.
He's never fought anything but a

straight fight in his life. Isn't that
right, Pat?’
“Yes, it’s right,” Pat affirmed; and

the peculiar thing to Maud Sangster
was that she was convinced he spoke

the truth.
She brushed her forehead with her

hand, as if to rid herself of the bepuz-

zlement that clouded her brain.

“Listen,” she said. ‘Last night the

same editor told me that your forth-
coming fight was arranged to the very

round in which it would end.”

Stubener was verging on a panic,

but Pat’s speech saved him from re-
plying.

“Then the editor lies,” Pat’s voice

boomed now for the first time.
“He did not lie before, about that

otherfight.” she challenged.

“What round did he say my fight

with Nat Powers would end in?”
Before she could answer the man-

ager was into the thick of it.

“Oh, rats, Pat!” he cried. “Shut up.
It’s only the regular run of ring ru-

mors. Let's get on with this inter-
view.”

He was ignored by Glendon, whose

eyes, bent on hers. were no longer

mildly blue, but harsh and imperative.
She was sure now that she had stum-

bled on something tremendous, some-
thing that would explain all that had

baffled her.
At the same ¢ime she thrilled to the

mastery of his voice and gaze. Here

was a male man who would take hold

of life and shake out of it what he
wanted.
“What round did the editor say?”

Glendon reiterated his demand.
“For the love of Mike, Pat, stop this

foolishness,” Stubener broke in.
“I wish you would give me a chance

to answer,” Maud Sangster said.
“] guess I'm able to talk with Miss

Sangster,” Glendon added. “You get
out, Sam. Go off and take care of

that photographer.”

They looked at each other for a
tense, silent moment, then the man-
ager moved slowly to the door, opened
it and turned his head to listen.
“And now what round did he say?”
_“I hope I haven't made a mistake,”

 

 

 

 

| she said tremulously, “but I am very
sure that he said che sixteenth round.”
She saw surprise and anger leap

into Glendon’s face, and the anger

and accusation in the glance he cast at

| his manager, and she knew the blow

had driven home.
And there was reason for his anger.

He knew he had talked it over with
Stubener, and they had reached a deci-
sion to give the audience a good run
for its money without unnecessarily

prolonging the fight and to end it in

the sixteenth.

And here was a woman from a
newspaper office naming the very

round.

Stubener, in the doorway, looked

limp and pale, and it was evident he

was holding himself together by an

effort.

“I'll see you later,” Pat told him.

“Shut the door behind you.”
The door closed and the two were

left alone. Glendon did not speak.

The expression on his face was

frankly one of trouble and per-

plexity.

“Well?” she asked.
He got up and towered above her,

then sat down again, moistening his

lips with his tongue.
“I'll tell you one thing,” he finally

said. “The fight won't end in the six-

teenth round.”

She did not speak, but her uncon-

vinced and quizzical smile hurt him.

“You wait and see, Miss Sangster,

and you'll see that editor man is mis-

taken.”

“Yon mean the program is to be

changed?’ she queried audaciously.

He quivered to the cut of her words.

“I am not accustomed to lying,” he

said stiffly, “even to women.”

“Neither have you to me. nor have

you denied the program is to be

changed. Perhaps, Mr. Glendon. I am

stupid, but I fail to see the difference

in what number the final round oc-

curs so long as it is predetermined

and known.”

“I'll tell you that round, and not

another soul shall know.”
She shrugged her shoulders and

smiled.

“It sounds to me very much like a

racing tip. They are always given

that way, you know. Furthermore, 1

am not quite stupid, and I know there

is something wrong here.

“Why were you made angry by my

naming the round? Why were you

angry with your manager? Why did

you send him from the room?”

For reply Glendon walked over to

the window as if to look out, where

he changed his mind and partly turn-

ed, and she knew without seeing that
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“l am very sure that he said the six-
teenth round.”

he was studying her face. He came

back and sat down.
“You’ve said 1 haven't lied to you,

Miss Sangster, and you were right. 1

haven't.”
He paused, groping painfully for a

correct statement of the situation.

“Now, do you think you can believe

what I am going to tell you? Will

you take the word of a prizefighter?”

She nodded gravely. looking him

straight in the eyes and certain that
what he was about to tell was the
truth.

“I've always fought straight and

square. I’ve never touched a piece of
dirty money in my life nor attempted
a dirty trick. Now I can go on from

that. You've shaken me up pretty
badly by what you told me. [I don’t
know what to make of it. I can’t pass

a snap judgment on it. I don’t know.

But it looks bad. That's what trou-
bles me. For, you see, Stubener and
I have talked this fight over. and it

was understood between us that I

would end the fight in the sixteenth
round. Now you bring the same word.
How did that editor know? Not from
me. Stubener must have let it out—

unless”—

He stopped to debate the problem,

—“unless that editor is a lucky

guesser. I can’t make up my mind

about it. I'll have to keep my eyes

open and wait and learn. Every word

I've given you is straight, and there's
my hand on it.”
Again he towered out of his chair

and over to her. Her small hand was
gripped in his big one as she arose to

meet him, and after a fair, straight
look into the eyes between them both
glanced unconsciously at the clasped

hands.

She felt that she had never been
more aware that she was a woman.
The sex emphasis of those two hands
—the soft and fragile feminine and
the heavy, muscular masculine—was
startling. Glendon was the first to
speak.

“You could be hurt so easily.” he

said, and at the same time she felt

the firmness of his grip almost caress-

ingly relax.

She remembered the old Prussian
king’s love for giants and laughed at
the incongruity of the thought associa-

tion as she withdrew her hand.
“I am glad you came here today.”

be said, then hurried on awkwardly
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“You could be hurt so easily,” he said.

to make an explanation which the

warm light of admiration in his eyes

belied.

“I mean because maybe you have

opened my eyes to the crooked deal-

ing that has been going on.”

“You have surprised me,” she urged.

“It seemed to me that it is so general-
ly understood that prizefighting is full

of crookedness that 1 cannot under-

stand how you, one of its chief ex-

ponents, could be ignorant of it. I

thought as a matter of course that you

would know all about it, and now you

have convinced me that you never

dreamed of it. You must he different
from other fighters.”

He nodded his head.

[Continued next week.]
  

Averse to Foreign Languages.

Victor Hugo found the knowledge of
foreign languages a dangerous posses-

sion for an author. “I have long

since regretted my folly in learning

Spanish,” he confessed to Henri
Rochefort. “If you want to retain a

perfect mastery of your native tongue

avoid any acquaintance with other

mun

 

 

Dreams are the pirates of the sea of
sleep. What should be a pleasant voy-
age through the night becomes a fearful
struggle against hideous foes. Dreams
are often symptoms of disease. When
the stomach and organs of digestion and
nutrition are in a disordered or diseased
condition the sleep is commonly broken
and disturbed. To sleep well is a ne-
cessity to health. Sleep is Nature's
“sweet restorer,” and “knits up the rav-
eled sleeve of care.” One of the re-
sults of the use of Dr. Pierce’s Golden
Medical Discovery is sound, refreshing
sleep. The “Discovery” heals diseases
of the stomach and digestive and nutri-
tive organs, and purines the blood, thus
removing the common cause of wakeful-
ness and disturbing dreams. It contains
no alcohol, neither opium, cocaine nor
other narcotic. It benefits ninety-eight
per cent. of all those who give it a fair
and faithful trial.

 

Good Hint.
Vermin of no kind will stay upon

clothing that is scented with either
oil of cloves, oil of cinnamon, anise

oil, or cedar oil. This is a valuable
secret for the traveler, for a small bot-

tle will protect him from the vermin

often found in hotel beds. No bedbug

will venture between sheets so scented

and a few drops is all that is required.
wn namo

Medical.
 

 

 

‘Must Believe It
WHEN WELL-KNOWN BELLEFONTE PEO-

PLE TELL IT SO PLAINLY.

When public endorsement is made
by a representative citizen of Bellefonte
the proof is positive. You must believe
it. Read this testimony. Every sufferer
of kidney backache, every man, woman
or child with kidney trouble will do well
to read the following:
Fred Scott, 247 E. Lamb St., Bellefonte,

says: “I have to drive quite a_bit over
rough roads and the jolting had a bad ef-
fect on my kidneys. The trouble started
with pains across the small of my back
and if I stooped, I could hardly straight-
en, without getting sharp pains across
my loins. Doan’s Kidney Pills were rec-
ommended to me by friends and Igota
box at Green's Pharmacy Co. I found re-
lief after taking the first few doses. One
box made a cure and I have not had the
slightest backache since. I am glad to
give this statement, hoping others will
use Doan’s Kidney Pills that are suffering
from kidney trouble.”
Price 50c, at all dealers. Don’t simply

ask for a kidney remedy—get Doan’s
Kidney Pills-the same that Mr. Scott had,
Foster-Milburn Co., Props., Buffalo,
N.Y. 58-19

Hardware.
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Porch Shades

Why build an extra room?
Equip your porch with
Vudor Porch Shades—
then eat and sleep in it.
Let in air and light, yet
keep your porch cool and
private. Meals will mean hunger.
The air, the great nerve-doctor,
brings deep, unbroken sleep, which
soothes nerves and bathes them
to health.
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Porch Swings

oliYost Refrigerators

Garden Hose

Lawn Sprinklers

Cadet Lawn Mowers
Garden Tools

 

 

The Potter-Hoy HardwareCo.
59-11-1y
 

Bellefonte, Pa.
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Sweepers.
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the dangerof flying dust.

59-17-6t. CHICAGO, ILL.    

Combination Pneumatic Sweeper

THIS Swiftly-Sweeping, Easy-Running DUNTLEY Sweeper
cleans without raising dust, and at the same time picks up

pins, lint, ravelings, etc., in ONE OPERATION.
makes sweeping a simple task quickly finished. It reaches
even the most difficult places, and eliminates the necessity,
of moving and lifting all heavy furniture.
The Great Labor Saver of the Home—Every home, large or

small, can enjoy relief from Broom drudgeryand protection from

Duntley is the Pioneer of Pneumatic Sweepers—
Has the combination of the Pneumatic Suction Nozzle and
revolving Brush, Very easily operated and absolutely guar.
anteed. In buying a Vacuum Cleaner, why notgive
the “Duntley’’a trial in your home at our expense?

Write soday for full particulars

DUNTLEY PNEUMATIC SWEEPER CO.
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Shoes. Clothing. Hats and Caps.

High Art Serges
Blue Serge is the most versatile Suit in the ward-

robe. For dress-up or business; for home or

touring—it is always proper.

High Art Serges are oil-boiled to be absolutely

sure they are all wool: They are acid tested to

prove the colors—then exposed to the weather—

so we know they are positively fade-proof.

And the tailoring. No puckery edges in High

Art Serges; no fraying seams; but permanent

shapeliness. Single and Double Breasted ; patch

pockets or regular pockets; Soft roll or the Con-

servative models—and guaranteed satisfaction.

$15.00 to $25.00

UBLE’S
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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
ommonwealth 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

THE REGISTRAR, State College, Pennsylvania.

TY

57-26

The : Pennsylvania : State : College

  

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

best and cheapest paper in Centre county. Tryit.
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Automobiles.

STUDEBAKER SIX $1,575

 

 

 

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

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

not purchased. You want no lesser standard than the Studebaker standard
of manufacturing. You want no electric lighting and starting system less
efficient than the Wagner-Studebaker. You want ample carrying capacity
for seven passengers. And how can you look further, when you find all
these things in the Studebaker “SIX”—Linked to the lowest price in the world?

FOUR TOURING CAR......... $1050
SIX TOURING CAR............ 1575
+25” TOURING CAR............ 885

 

BEEZER’'S GARAGE,
GEORGE A. BEEZER, Propr. 59-3-tf : Bellefonte, Pa.

Also agent for Chalmers Cars.   

 


