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SAM AND WATERLOO.

 

 

  

 

[By Eugene Townsend.]

“I haven't any prejudice against
you because you are in business, Mr.

Butts,” repeated the earl of Water-
bury. “None whatever. I understand
that the United States Watch com-
pany is a prosperous and honorable

concern. Pray put that idea out of

your head. I myself am connected

with a farm—er, products institution.”
In point of fact the earl of Water-

bury was the head of a model dairy,
and therefore could have no such ob-
jection against Sam Butts of Bing-
hampton, New York, formerly, but

now domiciled in London.
“But as for your marrying Lady

Muriel, Mr. Butts, it is out of the
question,” the earl continued. “You
are an American. I say nothing

against you on that score.
could have had the choice you would, |
of course, have been born an English- |
man. Far be it from me to penalize

a man for a misfortune of birth. But,|
sir, you cannot understand the Eng-

lish spirit. You are ignorant of our
sports. Only yesterday you remarked

in my presence that you hoped Surrey

would score a run in its eighth inning.
Mr. Butts, there are only two innings
in cricket, and Surrey did not score a

run, it scored 237 runs. In short, sir,
you have not the essential tempera-
ment to admit of an instant’s con-
sideration of your preposterous re-
quest. Besides, I intend that Lady

Muriel shall marry Mr. Charles Ste-
phen Langholme. Good-day, sir.”
Sammy had known that it was a

forlorn hope. He and Lady Muriel

had been in love with each other for

six months, ever since they had mest,

in fact. Mr. Butts moved in good so-

ciety; he was a presentable young

man, and a Cornell graduate; but that

did not make any difference in thc
earl’s eyes. He had never heard of

Cornell and would not have cared if
he had heard of it. The earl was in-

tensely English, and a devotee of

sport. “The battle of Waterloo was

won on the playing fields of Eton,”

was his favorite slogan. But he did

not call it a slogan. He called it an

original remark, and each time he ut-

tered it he thought he was giving a

new idea to the world.

There was nothing the matter with

Charles Stephen Langholme. He had

assimilated himself so well to the pre-
- valling style that there wag nothing

to him at all. He had no individuality.

If you had removed Mr. Langholme

 

 
“I'm Afraid It's Useless, Sammy.”

from the world a thousand other Lang-
holmes would have leaped in to take
his inconspicuous place. And Lady
Muriel, bound by tradition as she was,

knew that she would have to marry
Mr. Langholme unless he died, cheated
at cards, or scored a ‘“duck’s egg” in
the forthcoming match between Gen-
tlemen and Players at the Oval.

Mr. Langholme, needless to say,

was playing cricket for the Gentle-
men.
Yes, there was that one point about

Mr. Langholme. He was a good crick-

eter. He had a batting average of 47

for the season. If he went down ig-
nominously before the bowling of the

demon bowler, a coarse fellow named
Hobbs, the earl’s disgust might pos-
sibly induce him to consider some
other man’s suit—not Mr. Butts’.
“I’m afraid it’s useless, Sammy,”

sighed Lady Muriel. “I've got to mar-

ry Charles.”
“Why have you got to marry

Charles?” demanded Sammy trucu-

lently.
“Because it’s the proper thing,” said

his beloved. “If we gotmarried there
—wouldn’t be any bridesmaids.” And
she looked at him piteously.
Sammy looked back at her and

knew that he was “up against it.”
But that only set his Binghampton

brains to working faster. Sammy had
been a pretty good ball player in his
day. Why shouldn’t he make a crick-

eter?
A sleepless night produced a bril-

liant scheme. He would do it. He
would! And he wouldn't say a word
to anybody about it. He kept away

from Muriel. But he induced the earl
to send him a ticket of admission to
the grand stand.

If you!

| So, on the day of the match, be-
| hold Sammy, in cricketing flannels—
which should have been a frock coat

| and a high hat—loitering near the pa-
vilion, about which a number of flan-

| nel-clad men are congregated, Players
and Gentlemen, all on good terms with
each other, and each side waiting to

. “knock the stuffing” out of the other.
i Behold, too, Mr. Langholme, testing

his new bat and watching with cool

ing a cricket ball lovingly in his hand.
Sammy, being in flannels, manages

to gain entrance to the sacred inclos-

ure during the Gentlemen’s second
inning. It should be explained that

since the Players had scored 267 and

the Gentlemen only 75, the Gentlemen

were having their second inning on
top of the first, the Players fully =x-

pecting to wallop them with one in-

ning to their two, and a good many
runs over. And when the next wicket

fell Mr. Langholme, the Gentlemen’s

hope, who had made a creditable 18

in his first attempt, was to try to re-

trieve the situation.
“Hello, Butts! How did you get

here?” inquired Langholme, with !an-

| guid interest.

Sammy smiled. “Have a bracer,

| and I'll tell you,” he said.
He led the unresisting Langholme

toward the little booth behind the pa-
vilion. Nobody was there, Sammy
having squared the booth man. With

a deft, unexpected movement of the

arm, Sammy thrust a gag into Mr.

 

him on the floor behind the booth and
tied him fast with a rope that he
had taken from about his waist.

I Next instant shouts of “Langholme!

Next man!” resounded, and Sammy

saw one of the Gentlemen walking

off the field with his wicket down.

holme, and walked out into the field.

“Langholme’s had a stroke,” he ex-

plained truthfully to the retiring bats-

man. “I’ve taken his place.”

A minute later he was standing be-

fore his wicket, facing the demon

Hobbs, 22 yards away. Beside him
stood a second batsman. Sammy

didn’t know why he was standing

there, but he didn’t care, either. If

he could hit the ball with a baseball

in his hand?

shoulder instead of putting it down in

the block. The spectators gasped.

“Play!” yelled the umpire. The de-

mon’s arm went up above his ‘head,
and the ball trundled slowly toward

Sammy. Sammy let fly, and the ball

went spinning across the field. Next

instant the second batsman was at

his side.

“Run, sir.” he gasped. “Run!”

Sammy ran to the opposite wicket.
Next minute the batsman was back

at his side again.

“Run, sir!” he gasped.

So Sammy ran again,

again. It was tiring work, and, not

understanding that he was to stop

ed a fourth time, and only got back

wicket down by a miracle of luck.

The demon scowled and sent down
a high lob. Sammy, half way across

the pitch, caught it and sent it beyond

the boundary.

“Get back!” yelled the other bats-

man.
four hit.”

Then Sammy understood something

of the principle When you hit the

ball you ram, but if you could hit it

beyond the boundary you scored four

automatically. That was easier.
After that Sammy began hitting

four every time. Of course, he had

intervals of rest, because every Sfth

or sixth ball the field dissolved iike

a kaleidoscope and he found himself
standing idly beside the bowler. Dut

then again the field would be cear-

ranged, and Sammy would face the de-

mon Hobbs, who, much discomfited,

would try him with new kinds of

balls. There were fast balls and slow
balls, spinning balls and breaking
balls. Sammy didn’t care. Each ball

went to the boundary for four. The

field was extended almost to the boun-
dary to stop his strikes, but they
failed. The ball went whizzing over

their heads. In half an hour Sammy’s

score stood at 150, and the cheers of
the spectators were continuous.

In two hours Sammy had passed

the two hundred mark. He didn’t

care anything about Hobbs now, or

any of the other bowlers. With his
bat over his shoulder he just waited,
and then, shutting one eye, he swiped.
The Players were demoralized.
But the Gentlemen did not win.

They were some 200 points ahead, and
still going strong, when time was

called. And Sammy, still with the bat

over his shoulder, found himself sur-

rounded by a cheering, raving mob.

The first face he looked into was
the earl’s.
“My boy!” he gasped. “Why didn’t

you tell me? You nave saved the

honor of the day. The battle of

Waterloo”—an impressive pause—

“was won on the playing fields of

Eton, sir. Is tnere anything—anything
I can do for you to acknowledge your
magnificent triumph?”

“Yes,” said Sammy. “Give me Lady
Muriel.”
On the outskirts of the crowd

Sammy saw Mr. Langholme trying to
get near him. He looked as flustered

as such a gentlemanly man could
look, and he might even have been

goaded into slapping Sammy, but he

couldn’t get near enough.
The earl looked at the lovers and

relented.

“Take her, my boy,” he faltered. ‘It

is your right. For the battle of Water-
loo—"

“Yes, I know,” answerad Sammy.
(Copyright. 1914. by W. G. Chapman.) 
 

disdain the low Hobbs, who is twist- |

Langholme’s mouth. Then he threw |

Sammy hastily thrust on a pair of |

knee-guards, took the bat that lay be-
side the glaring, speechless Mr. Lang- !

bat. what couldn’t he do with the club
He held it over his

And |

when the ball was retrieved, ne start- |

to his crease without having his!

“That’s a boundary. That's a |

!i A Threat.
| a cavalry regiment was starting for
the front. Just before the column
reached the railway station where
they were to entrain the noisy cheer-
ing of the crowd in the street caused
a big bay mare ridden by a weather-

beaten sergeant to grow very restive
and troublesome. She reared and
plunged so that her rider was over-
heard to remark as he held her firm-
ly with one hand and patted her neck:
with the other: “Be done, Lucy! Be
done!

sha’n’t go with us at all
you at home, I will.”

I'll leave

 

Special Ink Evolved.

material for new paper, a French firm

has patented a special ink. The black

pigment is a compound fromtanbark
extracts acting on ferrous sulphate,

and this is incorporated with resin,

or mineral oil and resin, or boiled lin-

seed oil. In repulping the paper the

ink is bleached with an acid solution
| of a hypochloride, chlorine gas, or

hydrochloric or oxalic acid, the pulp
being made perfectly white.

 

 

 
Toll ¢f Black Death.

Black ceath became epidemic in
{ Asia and Europe in 1425. In a few
| years this black death had carried off
23,000,000 persons in Europe and 85,

{ 000,000 in Asia. In streets and road-
| ways the deaddecayed where they

| happened to fall. During the 800 years

| up to this period the plague is esti

| mated to have killed more than 900,
: 000,000 human beings in Europe and
| Asia.

 

Trapping Sparrows.
In England sparrows are trapped

with a sieve, one end held up by a
short stake to which a long string is

tied. The trap is baited with bread
crumbs, oats or wheat. The birds are

permitted to eat the bait until a num-

ber have gathered under the sieve,
when the cord is pulled, removing the

stake and allowing the trap to fall

over the birds gathered under the

sieve.

 

Bubonic Plague Ravages.

Bubonic plague appeared in Europe

in 1302. It had started in Asia, where

more than 200,000,000 of human be-
ings perished. After reaching Europe

the plague lasted 20 years, and during

: that period it carried off 40,000,000 per-

| sons. When it began Norway had a
| population of 2,500.000, when it ended
| this great population had been re-

| duced to fewer than 300,000.

 

Power of Suggestion.
The greatest tightwad I ever knew

store, says a correspondent. In the
early fall this man, instead of making
a fire in the stove to warm his cus-

. tomers, would place a lighted candle

| inside, the light of which showed
through the cracks, making them think

| he was burning coal for their benefit.

 

When Dad Is All Right.
He may have a greasy hat and the

seat of his pants may be shiny, but

if a man’s children have their noses
flattened against the window pane a
half hour before he is due home to
supper, you can trust him with any-

thing you have. He is all right.—Cin-
cinnati Enquirer.

American Cheese Liked.

American cheese is regarded by con-
noisseurs as equal to the imported.

The states of New York and Wiscon-
sin lead in cheese producing. From

these states each year a large quantity
of this dairy product is shipped to

Central and South America, as well as
to Europe.

 

Ingenious Youngster.
A little boy came near getting a

good spanking for answering his father

in a pert way, but escaped by saying,

“When you were a small boy, dad,
didn’t you ever get excited and say

the wrong thing?”

Water Power Wasted.
The famous Victoria falls of the

Zambesi river, in Rhodesia, it is es-

timated, could be made to yield 35,

000,000 horsepower, or just about the

same amount as all of Europe’s water

courses.

1

 

 

Bird Feared by Snakes.
Snakes in South Africa fear the

secretary bird and will even crawl

away from his shadow. This bird
devours snakes and can easily kill a
reptile twice its size.

Failure. ,

The only failure a man ought to
fear is failure in cleaving to the pur-
pose he sees to be best—George
Eliot.

Daily Thought.

Gentleness and cheerfulness, these
come before all morality; they are
the perfect duties.—R. L. 8S.

 

Popular Innovation.
Cheerful Old Lady—*“Well, Dominie,

the new churchyard’s fillin’ up real
nicely, ain’t it?”—Puck.

 

Best Disposition of Enemy.
A merely fallen enemy may rise

again, but the reconciled one is truly
vanquished.—Schiller. oh 

i

| was a man who owned a hardware

and then |

 

 

 

A little more of this and you '

As the carbon of ordinary printirg |

inks does not bleach in using printed

 

 

Copying Mother.
“Did your playmate enjoy her visit?”

said a mother to her small daughter,
who had just bidden adieu to a little
friend. “Why, yes, mother; I think
she did,” replied the child. “I called
her ‘my dear’ very often in that dressy
tone you use when you have com-
pany.”—Youth’s Companion.

 

Pulsations of the Blood.

A grown-up person has ordinarily
twenty-eight pounds of blood, and at
each pulsation of the heart ten ounces

are sent through the arteries and
veins. The pulsations average 120 per
minute in infancy, 80 in manhood and
60 in old age, and are rather more
rapid in women than in men.

Self-Deception.

Another pathetic little feature of
everyday life is the way every bullet-

headed old cuss in the audience will
prick up his ears and look keenly in-

terested when the candidate an-
nounces that he now wishes to ad-
dress a few remarks to thinking men.

—~Columbus (Ohio) Journal.

Foes and Friends.

When two men are extremely po-
lite to each other it is a sign that
they don’t like each other. But when
they say, “Hello, you onery old pup!”
and ‘“How’s yourself, you porch-

climbing old horsethief?” they are
good friends.—Cincinnati Enquirer.

 

His Patience.
If father spends three hours at home

on Sunday and doesn’t kill or maim

a few of the children, he spends the

rest of the week bragging about his
patience.—Cincinnati Enquirer.

‘Where Steadiness Is Requisite.
A steady hand in military affairs is

more requisite than in peace, because
| an error committed in war may prove

irremediable.—Lord Bacon.

 

It seems singular that any woman
should continue -to suffer one moment
with diseases like that from which Mrs.
Mary A. Sasser was cured by the use of
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription. From
High, Lamar Co. Texas, she writes:
“For three years I suffered with falling
of the womb and ulceration. After using
three bottles of your ‘Favorite Prescrip-
tion, and ‘Golden Medical Discovery’
and ‘Pleasant Pellets,” I have found an
entire cure. I am able to do my work
with ease.” - "=o
“Favorite Prescription” benefits when

all else has failed. Prove it.
  

The Blood is tne Life.

The blood is the life because it is the nutritive
fluid. If the blood becomes very impure, the
bones, the muscles and other parts of the body
are impaired and finally become diseased. Slight-
er variations in the quality of the blood, such as
are often brought about by breathing the bad air
of unventilated rooms, have equally sure though
less plain ill effects on the nervous system.
.jPersons that have-any reason tobelieve that
their blood is not pure should begin to take
Hood’s Sarsaparilla at once. This medicine has
done more than any other in cleansing, enriching
and revitalizing the blood andgiving strength
and toneto allthe organs, andfunctions. |

If you want to be entirely satisfied, insist on
having Hood’s. Accept no substitute.
 

CASTORIA
Bears thesignature of Chas.H.Fletcher.
In use for overthirty years, and

The Kind You Have Always Bought.

SheDoes the Speaking.
 

“Do you know Mrs. Gabb to speak to?”
“Well, I know her to listen to, if that

is what you mean,” replied White.—Cin-
cinnati Enquirer.
   

—“Whatlittle boy in class can men-
tion a memorable date in Roman his-
tory?” asked the teaciier.
“Antony’s with Cleopatra!” ventured

one of the boys.—Froth.
 

Red clover is an excellent crop for pas-
ture, hay, soiling, and renovating the
soil. It can precede or follow almost any
other field crop.

 

Medical.

A Bellefonte
Man’s Experience

RESULTS TELL THE TALE.
Can you doubt the evidence of

this Bellefonte citizen?
You can verify Bellefonte endorse-

ment. ran
Read this:
William Woods, carpenter, High

St., Bellefonte, says: “A year ago
this spring, I strained myself by
heavy lifting and that started my
back to aching. A catch caught me
across my loins and I had to lay off
for the day. I took Doan’s Kidney
Pills and less than one box rid me of
the attack. I have not had any
trouble from my back since.”

Price 50c, at all dealers. Don’t
simply ask for a kidney remedy—get
Doan’s Kidney Pills—the same that
Mr. Woods had. Foster - Milburn
Co., Props., Buffalo, N. Y.  60-15-1t

Meat Market.

Get the Best Meats.

You save ni by buyi
or gristly meats. use onl

LARGEST AND FATTEST CATTLE

and supply my customers with the fresh-
est, choicest, blood and muscle mak-
ing Steaks and Roasts. My prices are no
higher than poorer meats are elsewhere.

[I alwavs have

=DRESSED POULTRY—

Game in season, and any kinds of good
meats you want.

TRY MY SHOP. x

P. L. BEEZER,
34-34-1y. Bellefonte, Pa

 

 

 

 

 

poor, thin

High Street.

i Shoes. Hats and Caps. Clothing.
 
 

 

 

The Smart Little Touches That Make

HIGH ART CLOTHING]
SMART.
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OT ONLY is High Art C

 
lothing fashioned after

smart models, with a subtle style and grace in
every line and curve, but it also is characterized by
those nobby little conceits which one usually expects’
to find in high-class, custom-tailored garments only.
For instance, among this Spring’s models are coats
with fancy cuffs, slanted pockets, vents, the long lapel,
the concaved shoulder so as to give a broad effect, the
creased side seams, the belt straps, and all the latest
tailoring fads that bespeak smartness and metropolitan
perfection of style and cut.

No wonder the man who has the habit of gettingthe

most for his money wears HIGH ART CLOTHING

FAUBLE’S
PENNA.BELLEFONTE, su

 

   

Hardware.
 
 

   

  

Have You Any Safety Razor Blades

WITH DULL EDGES?

If so, bring them to us and have them re-sharpen-
ed as good as new, at 2 1-2c each for either

 

 

double or single edge blades.

We have made arrangements with the Pike Mfg.
Company, the largest manufacturers of sharpen-
ing stones in the world, to do all kinds of sharp-

ening’ work for us.
cludes:

Carving Tools
Barber’s Clippers
Dental Instruments
Cutlery of all kinds
Scissors and Shears

This sharpening service in-

Horse Clippers
Razors, honed
Surgeon’s Knives
Razors, full concaved
Razors, half concaved

and hundreds of other tools or instruments for

every known profession or trade.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.
 

59-11-1y
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Read The World.

The Potter-Hoy Har

 

PROMPT SERVICE.

dware Co.
BELLEFONTE, Pa.

 

 
 

 

 The year 1914 has been the most extraordinary in the history of modern times. It has
witnessed the outbreak of the European war, a struggle so titanic that it makes all others
look small.
You livein momentous times, and you should not miss an

are gceurring, No other newspaper will inform you with
the Thrice-a-Week edition of the New York

r $2.15.

A GREATOFFER!
The Thrice-a-Week Edition of

The New York World2Democratic Watchman
Both for $2.15 the Year.

The World is Practically a Daily at the Price of a Weekly. No other News-

paper in the world gives so.much at so low a price.

of the tremendous events that
e promptness and cheapness of

16 € ‘ork World. Moreover, a year’s subscription to it
will take vou far into our next Presidential campaign.
THE THRICE-A-WEEK WGRLD'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 subscriptionprice of the two papers is $2.50. ;
The Democratic Watchman, recognized as the Best Coun Published in Pennsyl-

vania, and by far the Best and Most Reliable Democratic Brinted in Centre County,
theregular rice of which is $1.50 per year. In connection with the World, it will be fur-
ni 0!
This combination of papers will give you all the news, both General and Local, and will

secure you pavers that will tell you the truth and papers that your family can read without
fear of having untruthful and indecent matters thrust upon them.
_ TRY THIS COMBINATION and see how well it will suit you.

   
  

  

  

 

  
  

  

   
    

  
  
  

  
  

    

  

 


