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Bellefonte, Pa., December 3, 1915.

HIS HAPPIEST DAY.

[By Grace Paul.]
(Copyright, 1915, by W. G. Chapman.)

The Lonely Man had decided to take
a day’s holicay in the country. He
had gone so far northward that he had
reached the city limits; then he had
taken a ferry boat across the river
and ceme to a suburban street car.
He got in, and presently, for the first
time in many years, he saw country—
rea’! country, with trees and flowers
and singing birds.

There remained only one other pas-
sen~>er vhen the car passed Green-
field. She was a girl of about seven
and twenty Her hair was brown,
her eyes gray, her figure slight. Her
dress was neat, but worn, and the
purse from which she extracted the
coin had seen better days. The Lone-
ly Man watched her when he thought
she was not observing him.

The T.onely Man was between thir-
ty-five and forty. Once, years before,
he would have thrilled with the sense
of adventure. For the girl, like him-
self, was obviously holiday-making.

“All out!” announced the conductor
impersonalily.

The car stopped at the end of a
country road, and the conduc’or be-
gan to reverse the seats. There was
not a house in sight, but trees every-
where, and birds, and tall flowers that
nodded by the wayside.

The man and, the girl stood side by
side in the roadway, and the car ran
back until it disappeared in the dis-
tance.

“lI beg your pardon,” said the girl,
“but how far is it to Northwood?”

The man raised his hat. “I don't
know,” he answered. “I have never
been here before.”

“Neither have I,” answered the girl,
laughing. And it was impossible not
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They Lingered in the Sunny Lane.

to laugh when spring had come and
Nature riotously proclaimed her mirth
in every breeze and every breath of
the flowers.

“] think it must lie in this direc-
tion,” said the man, pointing along
the road.

The girl turned and began to walk
in the direction that the man indicat-
ed. At first he tried to lag behind
her, but presently, realizing the ab-
surdity of their position, he took
courage to address her.

“Suppose we go together,” he said
diffidently.

The girl looked at him with swift
scrutiny. In spite of her apparent in-
decision the longing for companion-
ship leaped out of her eyes unmistak-
ably. The man took courage. They
walked on side by side, crossed a path
through a field, and emerged upon &
Jittie lane. Their conversation, at
first restrained, grew animated.

She was a stenographer, and she
bad been in the city for five years.
She worked in a building one block
dizlant from that in which he spent
his days as secretary for Haas, presi-
dent of the Cement company; and
they must have passed each other a
score of times and never known it.

All at once they came upon a lit-
tle, old-fashioned inn. A table with a
couple of chairs stood on the porch.
The landlord stood in the doorway,
flourishing a napkin. The invitation
was so rbvious that they looked at
®ach otber and laughed, and then sat
:down.

They exchanged confidences. Her
mame was Doris, and she had no rela-
itives in the world. She had come to
the city five years before with no
training except a knowledge of stenog-
raphy, and she had nothing to look
forward to.

And somehow the man found him-
gelf telling her of his own hopes; the
boyhood dreams, the man’s disillusion-
ment, the realization that youth had
slipped away and left him, approach-
ing middle age, with nothing accom-
plished.

Their eyes told more , than their
tongues. Their hands met across the
table. It was an instinctive greeting
of fellowship. Each knew that the
loneiiness in his own heart was
shared by the other.

If the landlord saw that greeting,
he turned discreetly away, for he had
beex young once, and he knew that
in spring one does many foolish
things.

They lingered in the sunny lare,
sauntering under the budding trees.
The sun dipped down. At last they
awakened to the realization that their
day was slipping away, as life was
slipping away. And, silent now, they
walked back through the field, side
by side, toward the car line.

. Cerlin.
i zar are full of the dust of gold, if we

The man turaad to her. “1 want to
ask you something,” he said. “How is
it that you have never married?”

The crimson dyed her cheeks.

“It was impertinent of me—" he be-
gan repentantly.

“No,” she answered hurriedly. *“T'll
tell you. I suppose love seems a
trivial thing to many people. It was
never so to me. I was in love when
I was a girl—before I came to the
city. I thought he loved me. I was
going to wait for him. He married
another That is all.”

“And then?’ he asked gently

She shrugged her - shoulders.
Then?—" she answered. “Why, is
not-that enough! I had my disillusion-
ment. But how about yourself?” she
cried suddenly “How about you?”’

“Why—I guess it is about the same

story with me,” he replied, in em-
barrassment
And the car came up inexorably. |

They entered.

It rushed through the pleasant coun-
tryside, now touched with the shad-
ows of evening, bearing them back to.
town. The city appeared upon the
horizon. Then a wilderness of drab,
unlovely houses began to spread about
them. And they' knew that their day
was ended.

“I shall see you again?” he asked,
as the car traversed the sordid
streets.

“] don’t know—why?” said the girl
hurriedly.

“Because,” he said slowly, *“I think
I have made a good dead of a fool of
myself. You see, when I lost her, 1
came to about the same conclusion
that you did I never had the nature
to lay hold of life. I think one must
seize what it offers, and not spend it
in vain regrets. Don’t you?”

“Perhaps,” she answered, digging
the point of her parasol into the floor
of the car.

“I had been coming slowly to that
belief. But it needed two things to
assure me that it was true.”

“What were they?” asked the girl
But she did not look up. ;

“Oh, the spring. I think,” he an-
swered, laughing for the first time on
the return journey. “I am sure it was
the spring. It reminded me of other
springs.”

“Yes,
girl.

“Why—you,” he answered. “This
has been the happiest day of my life.”
He took her hands in his.

“I don’t want to make the same
blunder always,” he said. “I want a
chance to seize happiness when it of-
fers. I want to—to see you in the
city. May I?”

The red was in her cheeks again,
but she looked him in the eyes for
the first time.

“Yes,” she answered softly.

but—the other?” asked the

Gold in the Soot.

Four pounds of gold were not so
long ago collected from the scot of
the ~chimney of the royal mint in
So the things accounted vul-

only knew it. We need a quick eye, o
ready mind, to let no chance pass us.
t0 be taught by everything, improved
by everything. Neglect in this matter
brings into our life heaviness, dull-
aess, weariness, vacancy.

Let us be alive to every wayside
flower in the home, to every flower
that springs amid the rough stones of
business life, to every sweet thing that
blooms in the very dust of the street,
to the teachings, the mercies, the com-
‘orts, the strengthenings, of common
lays, places, things and people; s»n
shall we be charmed along life’s pil-
zrimage until we arrive at home.

Mule Drinks at Bar.

A mule standing up at the bar with
its two front feet resting on the top
rail was the sight presented to patrons
of a saloon in the business district.

The animal, which had been secured
by Municipal Court Bailiff Blythe on a
writ of replevin, was being taken to a
stable. Blythe had stepped into the
saloon to get a glass of beer. He left
the animal in charge of a man out-
side.

Hardly had the beer been drawn
when Blythe heard a commotion at the
zide door and in came the mule. All
afforts to get it to leave proved futile
antil it had been given four glasses
of beer.—Cincinnati (Ohio) Dispatch
to New York Sun.

Watching the Crowd.

Did you ever ,watch a crowd? Of
course you did. Everybody does.
Nothing is more interesting than a
crowd,

But did you ever think how a crowd
appears to different eyes? A pick-
pocket will watch it to look for loot.
A newspaper reporter will watch it
for news. A physician will notice the
sick, but not the well. A clergyman
will cbserve the suffering. v

Demagogues are always watching
the crowd and devising the easiest
scheme to fool the people. They have
succeeded wonderfully in doing so in
the past, but all the peopla cannot be
fooleq all the time.—Jagper in L.eslie’s
Weekly.

Not So Far Gong us That.

In one of the industrial towns in
South Wales a workman met with a
serious accident. The doctor was sent
for, and came and exarained kim, had
hismn bandaged and carried home on a
streteher, seemingly upconscious.

After he was put to bed the doctcr
told his wife to give him sixpenny-
worth of brandy when he came to him-
self. After the doctor had left the
wife told the daughter to run and
fetch threepennyworth of brandy for
her father.

Tho old chap opened his eyes and
said, in a loud voice, “Sixpenn’orth,
the doctor said.’—Tit-Bits.
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REPAIRINu THE FENCE
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“Say!” shouted a tramp over the
gate of the Mortimer place.

Miss Nellie Mortimer sat on the
veranda reading a book. .

“Say! I say!”

The girl shook her head to signify |
that there was nothing doing in his

line.
“Oh, I'm not after a hand-out.”
“Then go on!”

“And I don’t want to do that until

1 have told you that there is a hog !

in the side garden out there, and that
he is rooting up things for fair!”
“The hog again!” exclaimed Miss
Nellie as she started up.
“Yes’'m—same hog!”
tramp.

grinned the !

“But he must be driven out at once. |

If you will drive him out, I'll—"

“Oh, no, Missy,” interrupted the
tramp as he began moving away, “you
can’t play that on me.”

Mr, Mortimer had an interest in a
business in the city and spent most
of his time there. On this morning
no one was at home except herself
and the cook, and as for the latter
she was fat and lame. That hog must
go out, however.

Miss Nellie drove him down the
road and found the place he had
broken in, and then it was hammer
and nails and a couple of boards. She
had got all the materials on the spot
when a young man came along on
foot. She recalled that she had seen
him pass in an auto an hour before,
and was wondering if he had met
with an accident, when he halted and
raised his cap.

“Had a break-down and am walking
back.”

She wanted to ask him why he
didn’t walk on then, but she spotted
that hog coming back and uttered
a muttered threat instead. This

.caused him to notice the materials
‘and the hole in the fence, and he

continued:

“Ah, I see! The beast has been
in the garden, and you are going
to secure the fence against him. 1
have read that few women could drive
a nail.”

“I have read that same thing of
the men!”

“Here is the chance to test the mat-
ter.”

He reached for a board and knelt
down and held it against the fence
for her and smiled in a superior way
and in anticipation. That smile set-
tled the matter. Miss Nellie picked
up hammer and nails and began driv-
ing.

There was a smash and a yell!
The hammer ha«d missed the nail and
hit the thumb!

“You—you—"

“T didn’t do it!” he protested.

“But if you hadn’t been here and
looking on it wouldn’t have hap-
pened!”

“Nonsense! Didn’t I say that a
woman couldn’t drive a nail without
mashing her thumb?”

“And didn’t I say that a man couldn’t?
You pick up that hammer and try it!”

The board was held in place while
the nafl was neatly driven, and the
young man turned to Miss Nellie with
that superior smile.

“Go ahead!” she ordered. “There’s
three more nails to be driven yet.”

He started on the second. There
was a smash and a howl. It was more
than a howl. It was language—lots
of language. For a moment the viec
tim thought himself far from the
haunts of men (and women), but then
he calmed down and said:

“I sincerely beg your pardon.”

“It was unfair of you, when you
knew I couldn’t do the same thing.
How bad is it?”

He held out his hand for inspec:
tion. The blood had already begun
to settle under the nail.

“And yours?” he asked.

It was as bad, and the girl’s faco'

had become very pale with the pain
of it. At that moment the cook came
limping out to see what had happened,
and they held out their bruised
thumbs to her.

“Great cats and dogs!” she ex-
claimed. “Why both of you will sure.
ly lose your thumbnails, anyhow, and
it will be a miracle if you are not dis.
figured for life!”

The “mashed” took seats on the
veranda and held on to their thumbs,
while the cook brought out bandages
and ointments by the handful.

“Why did you go and do it?” asked
the woman as the last thumb was
cared for.

“If this gentleman hadn’t come
along and butted in—" began Miss
Nellie, when she was interrupted:

‘“Whose name is Earl Bell. Excuse
me that I haven’t given it before.
I believe this is Miss Mortimer?”

“And I believe that pesky hog has:

got back into the garden again! Per-
haps you have also read that no wom-
an can drive a hog?”

“If I ever find one I'll—I'll admire
her!”

“Well, I want you to show me that
a man can, I'll stay here and watch.”

‘When that hog found that he had
a man to deal with he quit his job and
made for the fence, and then the
young man left, Did he ever return?
Read what the cook said the other
day:

“Oh, yes, he returned and returned
and returned, and he’s returning yet,
and if that hog don’t bring about a
marriage and a wedding trip, then I'll
never go by signs again!“

(Copyright, by the McClure Newspaper
Syndicate.)

RAY-O-LIGHT OIL.

U ord

the flame out. Every

winter weather.

es, soot or

sene.

sene.

sweet.

Easily Carried from
Room to Room

pstairs lownstairs, from room to room,
the Perfection Oil Stove is
carried without the necessity
home should have
a Perfection as a protection against the
chill of spring and fall and

With the Perfection there is no smoke,
Burns kerosene, the
most economical fuel you can use.

by dealers everywhere. Ask to see the

PERFECTION
Smokeless Oil Heater

nd Kerosene |

OU appreciate the deliciousness of good,

wholesome butter.
a high price for it.
“off” in taste you resent it and register a kick
to your grocer.

Now, why not give the same attention to the kerosene you
buy? Why buy an inferior quality when you can get a
better one? At no increase in price to you, you can get the
best kerosene sold today if you will ask for

ATLANTIC
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Rayolight is the most economical oil you can burn. It gives
out greater heat, burns brighter and lasts longer.
tifically refined to overcome the objections of common kero-
Because of our process of refining Rayolight will not
char the wick or cause soot and smoke.
off an offensive odor when burning.

It’s just as easy to buy Rayolight as it is the common kero-
Ask your grocer for it—he has it and at the same price
that any other kerosene is sold.

Atlantic Rayolight Oil makes washday easier.
each gallon of water when boiling clothes will make them white and ,
Ever hear of that wrinkle? Do you know one equally useful ? B

Hang on to it, ‘cause some day it may be worth money. Watch these ads.

THE ATLANTIC REFINING COMPANY
Pittsburgh and Philadelphia

casily, safel
of putting

e severe

You are willing to pay
If the butter is the least bit

It is scien-

Neither does it give

A tablespoonful added to

Funeral Director.

H. N. KOCH
Funeral Director

Successor to R. M. Gordner.
STATE COLLEGE, PENNA.

Day and Night Service.

60-21-tf. Bell and Commercial Phones.

Flour and Feed.

(CURTIS Y. WAGNER,

BROCKERHOFF MILLS,
BELLEFONTE, PA.
Manufacturer, Wholesaler and Retailer of

Roller Flour
Feed

Corn Meal
and Grain

Manufactures and has on hand at all times the
following brands of high grade flour:

WHITE STAR
OUR BEST
HIGH GRADE
VICTORY PATENT
FANCY PATENT

The only place in the county where that extraor-
dinarily fine grade of spring wheat Patent Flour

SFPICAY

can be secured. Also International Stock Food
and feed of all kinds.

All kinds of Grain bought at the office Flour
xchanged for wheat.

OFFICE and STORE—BISHOP STREET,
BELLEFONTE, PA.

719 MILL AT ROOPBSURG.

Meat Market.

Get the Best Meats.

BeSt You save nothing by buying poor, thin
Book Work . mété’;? grees Ffrﬁé? CATTLE
and e o g R R B
Job Printing B R, 2 price o0
Done Here. —_ DREIssallzvf)a"Pg:va.e'rRY —_

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

TRY MY SHOP.
P. L. BEEZER,
High Street. 34-34-1y. Bellefonte, Pa
" Anmnouncement.
e

' The Farmers’ Supply Store

We are Headquarters for the Dollyless

Electric Washing Machines

Weard Reversible Sulky Riding Plows and Walking Plows, Disc

Harrows, Spring-tooth Harrows, Spike-tooth Lever Harrows,

Land Rollers; 9-Hole Spring Brake Fertilizer Grain Drill—and
: the price is $70.

POTATO DIGGERS,

Brookville Wagons—all sizes in stock. Buggies and Buggy

Poles, Manure Spreaders, Galvanized Water Troughs, Cast Iron

Hog and Poultry Troughs, Galvanized Stock Chain Pumps,

Force and Lift Pumps for any depth of wells, Extension and
Step Ladders, Poultry Supplies and

All Kinds of Field Seeds.

Nitrate of Soda and Fertilizer for all crops, carried at my ware-
house where you can get it when you are ready to use it.

Soliciting a share of your wants, I am respectfully yours,

JOHN G. DUBBS,

60-14-tf. Both Phones Bellefonte, Pa.




