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The Story of Waitstill Baxter
[Continued from page 6, Col. 4]

ed in a public place, according to law. |

Perhaps I shall save a day out of the

fourteen I’ve got to wait for my wife.

‘Mills.’ indeed! I wonder at you. Wait-

stili! As if Mrs. Mason's house was

not far enough away, without your

speaking of ‘mills.’ ”
“I only suggested mills in case you

did not want to marry me.” said Wait-

still.

“Walk up to the door with me.” beg-

ged Ivory. “The horse is all harness-

ed. and Rod will slip him into the
sleigh in a jiffy.”

“Oh, Ivory. do you realize what this

means”—and Waitstill clung to his

arm as they went up the lane together

—“that whatever sorrow, whatever

hardship comes to us neither of us will

ever have to bear it alone again?"
“I believe I do realize it as few men

could. for never in my five and twenty

years have 1 had a human creature to

whom I could pour myself out, in

whom I could really confide. with
whom I could take counsel. You can

guess what it will be to have a com-

prehending woman at my side. Shall
we tell my mother? Do say ‘yesI
believe she will understand. Rod, Rod.
come and see who's stepping in the

door this very minute!”
Rodman was up in his bedroom, at-

tiring himself elaborately for sentry

duty. His delight at seeing Waitstill

was perhaps slightly tempered by the

thought that flashed at once through
his mind—that if she was safe he

would not be required to stand guard

in the snow for hours as he had hoped.
But this grief passed when he fully

realized Waitstill’s presence at the
farm at this unaccustomed hourreally

meant. After he had been told he

hung about her like the child that he
was—though he had a bit of the hero
in him, at bottom, too—embracing her
waist fondly and bristling with won-

dering questions.

*Is she really going to stay with Gs

for always, Ivory?” he asked.

“Every day and all the days. every

night and all the nights. ‘Praise God

from whom all blessings flow!" ”said
Ivory. taking off his fur cap and open-

ing the door of the living room. ‘But

we've got to wait for her.a whole fort-

night. Rod. Isn't that a ridiculous

snail of a law?"

“Patty didn’t wait a fortnight.”

“Patty never waited for anything,”

Ivory responded, with a smile. “But

she had a good reason, and, alas, we

haven’t, or they’ll say that we haven't.

And I am very grateful to the same

dear little Patty, for when she got her-

self a husband she found me a wife!”

Rodman did not wholly understand
this, but felt that there were many
mysteries attending the love affairs of |

grownup people that were too compli-

cated for him to grasp, and it did not
seem to be just the right moment for

questions.

Waitstill and Ivory went into Mrs.

Boynton’s room quietly, hand in hand.

and when she saw Waitstill she raised

herself from her pillow and held out

her arms with a soft cry of delight.

“I haven’t had you for so long, so

long!” she said, touching the girl's

cheek with her frail hand.

“You are going to have me every day

now, dear,” whispered Waitstill, with
a sob in her voice, for she saw a

chauge ir the face. a new transparen-

cy. a still ‘nore ethereal look than had
veen there before.

“Every day?” she repeated longingly.

Waitstill took off her hood and knelt
on the floor beside the hed. hiding her

face in the counterpane to conceal the
tears.

“She is coming to live with us, dear.

Come in, Rod, and hear me tell her.

Waitstill is coming te live with us.

Isn't that a beautiful thing to happen
to this dreary house?’ asked Ivory,

bending to take his mother’s hand.

“Don’t you remember what you

thought the first time I ever came

bere, mother?’ and Waitstill lifted her
head and looked at Mrs. Boynton with

swimming eyes and lips that trem-

bled. ‘Ivory is making it all come
true, and I shall be your daughter!”
Mrs, Boynton sank farther back into

per pillows and, closing ber eyes, gave
a long sigh of infinite content. Her

voice was so faint that they had to

stocp to catch the words, and Ivory,

feeling the strange benediction that

seemed to be passing from his moth-

er’s spirit to theirs, took Rod’s hand
and knelt beside Waitstill.

The verse of a favorite psalm was

running through Lois Boynton’s mind,
and in a moment the words came

clearly as she openad her eyes, lifted

her hands and touched the bowed
heads. “Let the house of Aaron now
say that his mercy endureth forever!”
she said slowly and reverently. And

Ivory, with all his heart, responded.

“Amen!”

CHAPTER XX¥Vill.

Aaron’s Red.

sseme ORY! Ivory!”
I Ivory stirred in a sleep that

had been troubled by too great
happiness. To travel a dreary

path alone, a path leading seemingly

nowhere, and then suddenly to have a

companion by one’s side, the very

sight of whom enchanted the eye, the
very touch of whom delighted the |

Who |senses—what joy unspeakable!
could sleep soundly when wakeful-
ness brought a train of such blissful
thoughts?
“Ivory! Ivory!"

He was fully awake now, for he
knew his mother’s voice. In all the
years, ever thoughtful of his comfort
and of the constant strain upon his strength, Lois had never wakened her

®onat night.

“Coming, mother, coming!” he said.

when he realized she was calling him.

And, hastily drawing on some cloth-

' ing, for the night was bitterly cold, he

came out of his room and saw his

mother standing at the foot of the |

: stairway with a lighted candle in her

hand.

“Can you come down. Ivory? Itisa

| strange hour to call you. but I have !
you—something 1 |something to tell

have been piecing together for weeks, |

something I have just clearly remem-

bered.”

“If it’s something that won’t keep |
till morning, mother, you creep back :

into bed and we'll hear it comforta- !

bly,” he said, coming downstairs and

leading her to her room. “I'll smooth

the covers, so; beat up the pillows—

| there!—and throw another log on the

sitting room fire. Now. what's the

matter? Couldn’t you sleep?”

“All summer long I have been trying

to remember something—something

untrue that you have been believing.

some falsehood for which 1 was re
sponsible. I have pursued and pur-

sued it. but it has always escaped me.

Once it was clear as daylight, for Rod-

man read me from the Bible a plain
answer to all the questions that tor-

tured me.”
“That must have been the night that

she fainted,” thought Ivory.
“When I awoke next morning from

my long sleep the old puzzle had come
back a thousand:times worse thanbe-
fore, for then I knew that 1 had held
the clew in my own hand and had lost

it. Now, praise God. | knowthe truth.

and you, the only one to whom I can

tell it, are close at hand!”

Ivory looked at his mother and saw

that the veil that bad separated them

mentally seemed to have vanished in

the night that bad passed. Often and

often it had blown away. as it were.

for the fraction of a moment and then

blown back again. Now her eyes met |
his with an altogether new clearness
that startled him. while her breath
came with ease and she seemed strong-

er than for many days.

“You remember the winter I was

here at the farm alone when you were

at the academy ?”’

“Yes. It was then that I came home

and found you so terribly ill. Do you

think we need go back to that old time

now, mother dear?”

“Yes, | must, | must! One morning

1 received a strange letter, bearing no

signature. in which the writer said that

if 1 wished to see my husband I had
only to go to a certain address in

Brentville, N. H. The letter went on

to say that Mr. Aaron Boynton was ill

and longed for nothing so much as to

speak with me, but there were reasons

why he did not wish to return to Edge-

wood. Would ! come to him without

delay?”

Ivory now sat straight in his chair

and listened keenly, feeling that this

was to be no vague, uncertain and mis-

leading memory, but something true

and tangible.

“The letter excited me greatly after

your father’s long absence and silence.

I knew it could mean nothing but sor-

row; but, although I was half ill at

the time, my plain duty was to go. so
I thought to go without making any

explanation in the village.”

All this was new to Ivory. and he

hung upon his mother’s words, dread-

ing yet hoping for the light that they

might shed upon the past.

“I arrived at Brentville quite ex-

hausted with the journey and weighed

flown by anxiety and dread. I found

the house mentioned in the letter at 7
o'clock in the evening and knocked at

the door. A common, hard featured

woman answered the knock and, seem-

ing to expect me, ushered me in. I do
not remember the room; I remember

only a child leaning patiently against
the window sill looking out into the
dark and that the place was bare and

cheerless,
*“‘l came to call upon Mr. Aaron

Boynton,’ 1 said, with my heart sink-
ing lower and lower as I spoke. The’
woman opened a door into the next
room, and when I walked in, instead
of seeing your father, I confronted a

haggard, death stricken young woman
sitting up in bed, her great eyes bright

with pain, her lips as white as her

hollow cheeks and her long black hair

streaming over- the pillow. The very
sight of her struck a knell to the little

| hope I had of soothing your father’s

sick bed and forgiving him if he had
done me any wrong. ;
“ ‘Well, you came, as I thought you

would,’ said the girl, looking me over

from head to foot in a way that some-
how made me burn with shame. ‘Now,
sit down in that chair and hear what
I've got to say while I've got the

strength to say it. I haven’t the time

nor the desire to put a gloss on it.

Aaron Boynton isn't here, as you plain-
ly see, but that’s not my fauit. for he

belongs here as much as anywhere,

though he wouldn’t have much inter-
est in a dying woman. If you have
suffered on account of him so have I,
and you have't had this pain boring
into you and eating your life away for

months, as I haye.’

“] pitied her. she seemed so dis-
traught, but I was in terror of her all

the same and urged her to tell her
story calmly and I would do my best
to hear it in the same way.

“¢Calm,” she exclaimed, ‘with this
agony tearing me to pieces! Well, to

make beginning and end in one, Aaron

Boynton was my husband for three
years.’ .

“1 caught hold of the chair to keep
myself from falling and cried, ‘I do not
believe it!’ ‘Believe it or not, she an-
swered scornfully. ‘it makes no differ-
ence to me, but I can give you twenty !
proofs in as many seconds. We met
at a Cochrane meeting. and he chose

. me from all the others as his true wife.
For two years we traveled together,
but long before they came to an end
there was no happiness for eitherof
us. He had a conscience—not muchof

; a one, but just enough to keep him

' miserable. At last | felt he was not

i believing the doctrines he preached.

i and 1 caught him trying to get news

; of you and your boy just because ycu

| were out of reach, and neglecting my

t boy and me, who had given up every-

| thing to wander with him and live on

whatever the brethren and sisters

| chose to give us.’

i ‘So there was a child, a bc,” 1

| gasped. ‘'Did-did he live? ‘He's in
| the next room.’ she answered, ‘and it's
‘him I brought you here for. Aaron

Boynton has served us both the same.

He left you for me and me for heaven

knows who. If I could live I wouldn't

ask any favors. of you least of all. but

1 haven't a penny in the world. though

I shan’t need one very long. My friend

that’s nursing me hasn't a roof to her

head. and she wouldn't share it with

the boy if she had-—she's a bigoted

orthodox.’

*“*But what do you expect me to

do? | asked angrily. for she was stab-
bing me with every word.

* ‘The boy is your husband’s child.

and he always represented you as a

saint upon earth. 1 expect you to

take him home and provide for him.

He doesn’t mean very much to me—

just enough so that 1 don’t relish his

going to the poorhouse. that's all.’
* ‘He'll go to something very like

that if he comes to mine,’ I said.

* ‘Don’t worry me with talk, for 1

can’t stand it; she wailed, clutchingat

i her nightgown and flinging back her
i hair. ‘Either you take the child or 1

| send somebody to Edgewood with
! him, somebody to tell the whole story.

Some of the Cochranites can support

‘ him if you won't. or, at the worst.

Aaron Boynton's town can take care

of his son. The doctor has given me

two days to live. If it's a minute

longer I've warned him and 1 warn

you that I'll end it myself, and if you

don’t take the boy I'll do the same for

him. He's a good sight better off dead

than knocking about the world alone.

He’s innocent, and there's no sense in

his being punished for the sins of oth-

er folks.'”

“1 see it all. Why did I never think

| of it before. my poor. poor Rod!” said
| Ivory, clinching his hands and burying

his head in them.
{ “Don't grieve. Ivory. It has ali turn-

| ed out so much better than we could

have hoped. Just listen to the end.
| She was frightful to hear and to look

i at, the girl was, though all the time I
| could feel that she must have had a
| gypsy beauty 2ad vigor that answered
to something in your father.

**Go along out now!she cried sud-

denly. ‘I can’t stand anybody near.

The doctor never gives me half enough

medicine, and for the hour before he
comes I fairly die for lack of it, though

little he cares. Go upstairs and have

your sleep. and tomorrow you can

make up your mind.’

[Continued next week.]
  

The Highest Title.
I hope I shall always posses firm-

ness and virtue eneough- to maintain

what I consider the most enviable of
all titles, the character of an “honest
man.”’—George Washington.

Medical.
   

 

 

 

Bellefonte’s Reply
BELLEFONTE ACCEPTS THE EVI-

DENCE AND MANY BELLE-
FONTE READERS WILL

PROFIT BY IT.
 

Which is the more weighty proof-—
a few words from a Bellefonte resi-
dent, whom we know and respect,
or volumes from strangers in: dis-
tant towns? There can be only one
reply.

Mrs. B. Holter, Pine St., Belle-
fonte, says: “Whenever a cold or
strain causes a dull, constant ache
across the small of my back, I use a
box of Doan’s Kidney Pills and get
relief. I believe I did not take
Doan’s Kidney Pills long enough to
be cured, but when I take them, a
few doses always fix me up. Anoth-
er of the family has been benefited
by Doan’s Kidney Pills.”

Price 50c, at all dealers. Don’t
simply ask for a kidney remedy—get
Doan’s Kidney Pills—the same that
Mrs. Holter had. Foster-Milburn
Co., Props., Buffalo, N. Y. 59-42-1t

Cold Light.

When the current of a Ruhmkorff in-
duction coil is passed through a glass
tube ina vacuum the tube glows with a
brilliant light. This is the light of the
future. Hitherto it has not been possi-
ble to produce light without producing
heat. But recently an improved form of
the Geissler tube has been invented
which has overcome this difficulty. The
light of the future will glow through long
transparent tubes of all sizes and cali-
bres, able to take the most varied direc-
tions, and to run horizontally, vertically,
or obliquely, forming stars, rosettes,
spirals, arabesques, etc.
The tubes radiate a diffused glow from

end to end. The effect is a splendid,
intenselunar light. This is the colorless
light required by painters for their stu-
dios, for museums, and for the home.
By charging the tubes with different
gases various colors can be obtained.
Nitrogen gives a warm golden glow.

——The greatest man is he who ren-
ders the greatest service.

Wrecked inPort.
 

Sometimes a ship which has weather-
ed arctic gales or tropical typhoons, is
wrecked in sight of port on some trivial

| shoal or rock. It is a sad thing. It is
sadder yet when a young man who has
laid in a store of learning for a life
cruise, is wrecked before he leaves the

 

Hood's Sarsaparilla.

 

 

 

Needs Pure Blood

SARSAPARILLA MAKES IT.
 

The bones, the muscles, and all the
organs of the body depend for their
strength and tone and healthy action on
pure blood.

If the blood is very impure, the bones
become diseased; the muscles become
enfeebled, the step loses its elasticity,

and thereis inability to perform the usual
amount of labor. The skin loses its clear-
ness, and pimples, blotches and other
eruptions appear.

Hood's Sarsaparilla makes pure blood.
It is positively unequaled in the treat-
ment of scrofula and other humors,
catarrh, rheumatism dyspepsia, loss of
appetite, that tired feeling and general
debility. Hood’s Sarsaparilla is a pure,
safe and effective remedy. There is no
other medicine like it. Be sure to get
Hood’s and getit today. 59-42

   

DOCKASH

 

“Quality Counts”

Dockash base burner, guar-
anteed the best, most power-

ful, and most economical hard

coal stoves made. Is strong-
est of all up-stair heaters.

Olewine’sHardware
so104¢ Bellefonte, Pa. 
  

Hardware.
 

 

If It's To Keep Warm We Have It

 

     
  Horse Blankets 

|
| 
       

i

5911ly

—— FULL LINE OF—

 

Automobile Robes.

—— FULL LINE OF—

Oil Heaters, Ranges and Heaters

Headquarters for

Guns and Ammunition
Seeour display before purchasing.

 

The Potter-Hoy
~ BerreronTE, Pa.

Stable Blankets

 

Hardware Co.

‘ port of home on his life voyage. Seden-

The Whole Body

IT MEANS HEALTHY NUTRITION—HOOD'S |
|
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——The WATCHMAN enjoys the proud
distinction of being the best and cleanest

county paper published.

Little Hotel Wilmeot.

| tary habits, innutritious food and insuffi-
| cient rest often develop an inherited
| weakness in the student. He coughs on
| rising in the morning but sees no danger
in the warning cough. He presses on,
| eager and ambitious in his studies and
| graduation finds him with “weak lungs,”
! obstinate cough and conditions which
| tend to consumption, Dr. Pierce’s Gold-
| en Medical Discovery cures the cough,
strengthens “weak lungs” increases the
supply of pure blood and so re-establish-
es the whole body in health.

 

 

 

The Little Hotel Wilmot

IN PENN SQUARE
One minute from the Penna Ry. Station

PHILADELPHIA

 

 

We have quite a few customers
from Bellefonte. We can take
care of some more. They'll like
us A good room for $1. If you
bring your wife, $2. Hot and
cold running water in every room

CASTORIA
Bears thesignature of Chas.H.Fletcher.
in use for over thirty years, and

The Kind You Have Always Bought.

TheRyerson W. Jennings Co.

en ———— cote woe we.

Clothing.

 
 

Shoes. Hats and Caps.
 

 

 
-

ClothesBeauty
TERE is such a thing as clothes beauty. Beauty

of fabric, beauty of line, beauty of workmanship
and beauty of a perfect and complete whole. And it
is beauty thatimarks these un-ordinary clothes :

‘““High Art’ Clothes
Here is a ‘‘High Art’’ Fall model that delights the man who

knows the fine points of good clothing. It is made of a pure
wool fabric, hand tailored throughout, and faultlessly finished.

It is but one of the super high-grade ‘High Art” Fall coats
we are selling at

 

$15.00 to $25.00.

FAUBLE’S
 

 

 

 

Automobiles.
 

 

~ ..NEW FEATURES IN...
STUDEBAKER CARS

Three-Passenger Roadster and Five-Passenger “Six” Added to Line.

Prices are Lowered.
   
  

   

     

     

   
Improved Design and Manufacturing Method Add to Values.

Timkin Bearings, Full Floating Rear Axle, Crowned Fenders, Non-skid Tires on Rear,
Wagner Separate Unit Starting and Lighting, Dimming Head Lights, Switch Locking De-

. vice, Hot Jacketed Carburetor, One-Man Type Top, Oversize tires. .
The squiDifient on all modelsincludes the Wagner separate-unit starting and lighting sys-
tem, Gasoline gauge, dimming attachment for head lights, switch locking device, anti-
rumble gasoline tank in dash, crowned fencers, Shibler carburetors and non-skid tires on

rear wheels.
THE NEW PRICES,

3-PASSENGERIROADSTER  § 985 5.PASSENGER “FOUR” TOURING § 985
5-PASSENGR “SIX”;TOURING 1385 7-PASSENGER “SIX” TOURING 1450

 

EEZER’S GARAGE.
s9-3-tfGEORGE A. BEEZER, Propr. Bellefonte, Pa.

        

 

 

  

Laie

 


