[ERCITST e

ek =

Big Hargams
Schneider’s Greater Store
It will pay you to visit our store
and get your share of the Big Bargains

we are offering.

Ladies' $3.50 to $3 White Linen Tallored Suits for only

Ladies'’ $7.50 White Linen Tallored
Ladies’ $9.00 White Linea Tallored

Good Ginghams, Checks and Dress patterns for only

Good White Sheeting for omly
Good quality 10c Lawns for only

Good quality 10 and 15¢ Dotted Swiss for only
Good quality 48-Inch. Persian Lawn30c kind, for only
Good quality 50-Inch Brilliantine for only
Good quality 44-Inch Panama for only

.....

Sufts for only
Suilts for only ......

................

......

H. Schneider

122 West Main Avenue

. Gastonia, N. C.

B & B

The Twelfth Series Gastonia

Mutual Building and Loan

Association Stock

Is Now Qpen

You May List Your Subscription

NOW

' First Payment Due July 2.

S. N. BOYCE, President,

Get in the “Push” early.
E. G. McLURD, Sec. & Treas.

KINGS MOUNTAIN NEWS.

“The Herald, 21at.

Misses McArver and Spencer, of
QGastonia, spent Sunday at Mr. Wal-
¢er Dilling’s.—The latest news from
Mrs. Dovie Weir, Kings Mountaln,
route five, who has been Ill, I8 that
ghe is some better.—Capt. P. Dilling
who s spending the summer at
Black Mountain, Is home for a few
days, but will return to the moun-
tains In a few days.—Miss Vida Mau-
ney, of Cherryville, spent a few days
with Miss Daisy Carpenter thls week.
—Mrs. B, R. Hunter left last Tues-
day to visit her sister, Mrs. George
Falls, at Crowders Creek.

We learn that Mr. J. N. 8Smith has
.®0ld the Logan gold mine property,
@ituated on the south side of Kings
Mountain, to H. A, Beard, of Battle
Creek, Mich., and John Golding, of
Eustis, Fla. These people have
bought the mineral right and have
#nstalled machlenry to put the mine
in operation at once. The ore I8
theavy sulphite ore and It I8 belleved
the outlook Is good for pay dirt.
“The ore will be concentrated at the
mine. Mr. Smith, who will remain
with the new owners as superintend-
«nt, left, with his two boys, Tuesday,
for Richmond and Baltimore, to pro-
<ure other mining machinery to com-
plete the plant,

Mr. Lorenzo Beam, of Texas, an
©ld time citlzen of this commumity,
was back on a visit to relatives and
friends recently. Mr. Beam has been
absent from Kings Mountain 48
Years. He and his old-time compan-
ion, Mr. M. M. Carpenter, had an af-
fectlonate meeting on his return, re-
<calling many pleasant Incidenta of
Young manhood. Mr. Beam sald
~changes in faces and landscape had
Deen so0 great as to render recogml-
tion Impossible In most Instances.
He sald, however, that vast impreve-

ment wae evident on all sides. Mr.
Beam returns to his Texas home
aoon.

~“Charlotte Obsarver.
Raleigh, July 19.—A new rule
bereabouts in the operation of the

State prohibition law s just laid
down by Judge Cooke in that he di-
pected the jury to bring In a ver-
dict of gulity of retailing on the ad-

' . mission set up as an offense by Ran-

~+mom Baker, of Wake Forest, that he

Joaned a friend a bottle of whiskey.

'.- «

The judge holds that the act of loan-
Ing the whiskey really constitutes a
sale, Prof. N. Y, Gully, dean of law
at Wake Forest College, was defend-
fng the negro when the rule was
made, 1t ls probable that the case
wil] go to the SBupreme Court to test
this issue.

CAMEO
KIRBY

By Booth Tarkington
AN

Harry Leon Wilson

Adapted From the Play
of the Same Name by
W. B. M. Ferguson

Copyright. 1909, by the Ainslos Migazine
Company

B8YNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I—John Randall, sou-
thern planter, engages In a poker
game for large stakes on a Missis-
gippl river steamboat with Colonel
Moreau, a smooth, polished swind-
ler and professiona] gambler, II—
Cameo Kirby, a young man of good
family, who has gone In with bad
companions, jolns In the game to
save Randall from Moreau's trick-
ery. Randall loses all his money
and his plantation, Kirby winning
the latter. Randall kills himself.
Moreau shoots Kirby !a the back be-
cause the latter won a large share
of the spoils. IIl—Larkin Bunce
takes eare of Kirby. Moreau meets
Randall's son Tom and says that
Cameo Kirby robbed his father and
caueed him to commit suicide. Kir-
by recovers and plans to returm to
Randall's family the deed for the
plantation. He and Bunce vow ven-
geance on Moreau. IV—Randall's
family at Moreau's prompting plan
to secure revenge on Kirby for thelr
father's death, which was actually
caused by the sceming Moreau. V
—Bunce finds Moreau and tells him

Kirby will meet him in the plece of
forest kmown as the dueling oaks to
settle their differences with pistols.

VI—The duel occurs. Kirby kills

the
jed by young Tom Rasdall, whd seek

Kirby's lite, chase the latter, and be
jumps through the ipen window of &
house.

CHAPTER VIL

“Oh. but the good prince, of course,
replied M. Veaudry, good humoredly
concenling his vexation at belng con-
stantly Interrupted In his snatched
tete-a-tete with the chlld's sister,

“Both of 'em have so many hair-
breadth escapes | just can't fell wheth-
er I'd rather be the good one or the
bad one,” sighed the Geveral. “Think
of this: The good prince Is lo a secret
passage, and the bad prince geta It
wialledd up at both ends, but the good
prince bas got u slow fuse leading
through a crack to a barrel of gunpow-
der uoder the bad prionce's throae
where he's sittiug, but be doesnt
knew about it. What kind of time was
that to tell anybody he couldn't hear
the rest tlll after breakfast?’

“Drink your milk or you shall never
hear any more,” threatened Mme. Da-
vesac. And the child obedlently but
unwillingly seized the huge giass and
attempted to drain it at a draft.

“You are paule like the camellla,"” mur-
mured M. Veaudry. resumiog his tete-
a-tete with Miss Randall. “It is only
the alr of the plantation you need to
make you the ruse, and we are go'n'
to make you renouvuce these black: we
go'n' to persaade you to wear both the
rose and the camellla in your dress
once more,"”

“Not yet,” sald the girl sternly, fin-
gering her black dress.

“l know what you mean'” he re
turned, with deep significance. *“Yet
1 tell you I think you are go'n’ to take
off your mourning at the plantation.
When you do then you will listen to
what I have kep’ lu my heart so long"—

“1 will not listen to any other man
before then,” she Interrupted Mstless-
ly. “Why is Colopal Moreau not to
come with us¥ she added abruptly,
turning to her aunt. *I have such im-
patience to meet him. Are we not to
see him?"

“Oh, yes. Possibly he may come
in time to start with us,” returned
Mme, Davezac, rescuing the General
from strangulation as he agaln at-
tempted to drain his milk at a draft
in order to the sooner return to “The
Two Princes—A Romance.”

“If Colonel Moreau doesn't come,”
said Ann Pleydell, “that leaves an
empty seat In the carriage. Adele,
won't you ask Anatole to take it in-
stead of riding on horseback?”

*“Certalnly, I do,” replled Miss Ran-
dall in the same pleasant, lifeless
voice. And, although the young creole
Impulsively kissed her hand, she re-
mained as strangely emotionless and
expressionless,

“Come,"” she added colorlessly; “you
and I, Ann, have our packing to fin-
uh.ll

“And there is n packing case in the
courtyard,” sighed Mme. Davezac,
“Will you see for me If it I8 secure,
dear Anatole?" Then as the two giris
left the room she added gravely:
“Adele has always been fonder of you,
Anatole, than of any other man. You
must help to rouse her from this
gloom. Bhe wears that mourning now
more than a year, Ugh! She broods:;
she ls so bitter, so strange, so im-
pulsive, so full of morbid impulse.
Because her father had no one to pro-
tect him the poor child thinks she
should befriend all the world which
is In trouble. Last week one day cem-
ing home from the cathedral she has
given her warm cloak to a ragged wo-
man in the street. That was in the
rain. You must help to rouse her, cher
Anatole, from this gloom.”

“It 48 no secret from all what I
would give to make ‘er happy once
more,” he replied, with gloomy sin-
cerity.

When the young creole and his host-
ess joined the others at their packing
the General, unnoticed and temporarily
forgotten, had taken his book and se-
creted himself under the table, in
which city of refuge he hoped to fol-
low without interruption the further
adventures of his two heroes. 'With all
a child's adaptation to environment it
was not long before he became com-
pletely absorbed im the romance. Pres-
ently vague and disturbing cries came
stealing in through the open window,
and these he impatiently shook off, for
natural inquisitiveness as to their ori-
gin was trivial éompared to the fate
of the two princes. But the volces re-

cited cries of:
Look in that courtyard!
this corner!"™ certainly merited the

while the latter Is eomparatively pers
manent—to be used as a stimulant or
sedative when real life is lacking in

appeal.
Turaing around and looling nup from
under the table, the General's inguir- 4

tering & strange houseé via the win-
dow.

“Does that lead to the street? be
asked, polnting to a door en“hia right,

The General nodded. He was breath-
lesd and terrified with joy.' “Are you
somebody making a balrbreadth es-
cape? he stated rather than asked.

“I Bope so,” admitted Kirby, with a
smile. “Do you want to be somebody
helping me to do ItY"

“Yea, of course. What do | do?™

“Go out on the balcony.” Kirby
gravely explained., “and look as If
nothing was the matter. Lean yeur
elbow on the ralling and tell me what
you see.” He drew aside the curtain
as the child, with flushed cheeks and
shining eyes, obeyed.

“*There are men up on that corner,”
anpounced the Genernl at length.

“Don‘t polnt.” warned the man In
the room. "How many men?

“Five. Twb of them all got guhe”

“AN right. Don't turm your head
when you speak to me.”

“There's more men hunting through
the garden across the street,” piped up
the boy, wallowing In the satisfylng
knowledge that at last, by some mirac-
ulous intervention of a beneficent prov-
idence, he had become am Indispen-
sable charaeter In a very real adven-
ture which promised to eclipse the
most thrilling halrbrendth escape be
bhad ever read.

“Are any of the men looklng up
here?™ whispered Kirby. *“No? Come
in, them—quick!™ The boy obeying. be
cauntiously closed one part of the win-
dow, but refrained from drawing the
curtain,

“1 think,” impressively ammeunced
the General, approving of these pre-
Hminary maneuvers, “that this Is bet-
ter than where the good prince's trusty
friend cuts his bonds. Which ene are
you?"

“Which what am 17" asked Kirby,
with a perplexed smile.

“] mean are you the good prince or
the bad prince?”

“Oh, 1 see. Well, I'll try to be the
good prince for a few minutes If you'll
help me to get away. SBuppose you find
me a hat, eh 7

The General, with that lvely disre-
gard for another's property which
every loyal servitor of unfortunate
princes must possess, Instantly seized
M. Veaudry’s hat, which was reposing
on an adjacent chair.

“Thank you,” sald Kirby gravely.
covertly examining the pistol In his
breast pocket. *“This door leads fo the
street, you say? And there are five
men on the corner, two with guns?”

“Yes., What do we do now?" briskly
asked the boy.

The other gravely offered his hand.
“Why, mnow,” he sald gently, “we
shake hands, and | say thank you.
And next we say goodby.”

“All right. Walt till | get my hat.”

“But we just sald goodby.,” remon-
strated Kirby.

“Yes, but I'm going with you. You
don’t know what minute you may need
a trusty friend. Besldes, Fve got to
see what happens next.”

“That's just what you mustn't,” re-
plied Kirby, shaking his head. “Don't
you look out of that window when
I've gone, and don’t you come near
the door. What do they call you?"

“General.”

“Well, General, I've pnly known you
about two minutes, but I'd hate to get
you into any trouble. Now, we both
would be in trouble If anybody came
in here, so I've got to get out pretty
quick, and we'll be in worse trouble
if you try to follow me into the street.
8o 1 put it to you this way: If you
really want fo be my trugty friend
just shake bands with me again and
say goodby.”

“Will. you promise I can be your
trusty friend?" said the boy earnestly.
“No matter whether you turn out to
be the good prince or the bad prince,
I'll always be your tsusty friend—al-

ways.

“Always,” pledged Kirby, with the
utmost sincerity.

“Then shake hands' said the Gen-
eral.

They did so gravelty. “Thank you,
General,” sald Kirby, “I"—

He turned sharply at the sound of
atsoftly closing door. A girl had en-
tered the room, = girl whose “cléar

et

71l
:

I Intended”—

“There are men watching the streets,”
she sald steadlly, holding him with her
“l saw them from my window,
Is—Is it that?"

All fear had vanished, and In her
voice there was but apparent-a con-
cern for him, the stranger and Inter-

i

i

He nodded and turned to the listen-

Then do just what you did before—out
there on the balcony.” When the
child, with eager alacrity, had obeyed,
Kirby added in an earnest and steady
volee: *1 don't know whether of not
you can believe a stranger on his bare
word, but Il try. Last night | beard
that the worst scoundrel 1 know was
In New Orleans, | met him at sunrise
this morniug at the oaka. 1 weut
alone, and he came alone. It was a
fair meeting. We fired together; he
missed. but 1 dido’t, so 1 had the good
luck to come away. Ten minutes later
they tried to arrest me for murder. |
got away, but [ didn't have a long
start. When I turned into this street
1 heard them coming from both direc-
tions, There was only one chance to
get out of sight—the open window of
a strange bouse. 1 took It and.” he
finished with a faint smile, “that's
where [ am."”

SBhe was sllent. Then, “But you said
it was a fair meeting. Why, then,
should they"—

“1 can't prove it was fair,” be inter-
rapted grimly. *I left him lying with
his pistol in his hand, but it wasn't
there when they found him. They

BACK, FRIGHTENED, UN-

NERVED,
think I shot down an unarmed man
because they found no weapon upon
him."

“You mean it was stolen?” she ashked
wonderingly.

He smiled, shaking his head. “No
common thlef would have dared to,
Whoever did it must hate me worse
than did the dead man. Btealing that
pistol finishes me If | don’t get away.
That's all, and all I can say. If you
can't belleve me,” he added quletly.
“there’'s only one thiug for you to do
—go to that window and call those
men in here for me. But if you can
believe me—well, permit me to take
this hat." '

There was a pauss, during which
they looked each other in the eye, he
calmly waiting for her decision, she
as calmiy estimating him. Then she

ADELRE

quietly left the room, quickly return-

ing with a black feit planter's hat.

“Take this instead,” she sald evenly,
tendering it. “It Is my brother's.”

Thanking her, heturned to go. But
now she was at the window, and after
one hurried glance she coufronted him
with white, drawn face ahbd ‘eager, re-
straining bhand.

“Do you know they are still there,
watching?* she cried. “How cruel to
heat a ‘man down like that! You will
never be able to get by them. They
will kil you."
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Pdéulette, one of the servaunts, entered.

The French mulatto 'hesitated and
then, pointing straight at Kirby. Io-
quired, “Shall 1 take the colonel gen-
tieman's portmanteau to the carrlage?”

Adelé turped. sudden inspiration in
her eyea. “Yea, yes!” she eried,
breathless with excitement. “And,
Poulette, tell them to lft the top
let the carriage be closed."”

The seswant obeyed, picking up the
late Colonel Moreau’'s green portman-
teay. and when she had gone Miss
Randall cried:
**Now | know!
the way!"

“But—1 don’t understand.” stammer-
ed Kirby. “l1 cannot permit you to

Now | have found

“NO, MADAM, COLONEL MOREAU WON'S®
CHANGE H18 PLANS AGAIN."”

make any effort on my behalf. And,

then, there is your family''—

“Hush !’ she whispered. *‘Here comes
the famlly now."”

Kirby unconsciously started, then
drew himself up as the door opened,
disclosing Mme, Davezac, Ann Pley-
dell and Anatolé Veaudry,

“Anatole,” cried Adele as they
paused, astonished, “we must ask you
to give up your seat in the carriage.
You see, our friend has come, after
.n‘w

“Our friend?” echoed Mme, Davesac,
coming eagerly forward. “What—is it
possible? You mean, Adele, that this

| gentleman”—

“Yes.” cried Adele, her eyes smolder-
ing with excitement. *"Quite possible,
as you see. Aunt Davezac, Miss Pley- -
dell, M, Anatole Veaudry, 1 wish to
present—Colonel Moreau. The colo-
pel's plans have changed. He rides
with us to the plantation.”

“Eh bien! Delightful,” exclaimed
Mme. Davetzac, while the others ex-
pressed their astonishment and pleas-
ure—*that 18," she added playfully,
with an arch glance at the pseudo Mo-
reau, “if Colonel Moreau will not
change his plans again.”

Accustomed to such astounding turns
of fortune, Kirby quickly recovered
the composure shattered by the total-
ly unexpectéed and amazing introduc-
tion of Adele. “No, madam,” bhe re-
plied gravely, bowing to the still arch-
ly smiling Mme, Davezac, “Colonel
Moreau won't change his plans again.”

And in this unheralded mangper,
der false colors which bad been holst-,
by thé protecting, merciful and
rant band of oné who had)
wn his ) would bave

last to act bis savior,
eo Kirby to house of his
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(To be Continned.)

Prompied by jealousy Mollle Gas-
ton killed Hattle Brown In front of
& negro vaudeville house in Char-
lotte Saturday night by stabbing her

in the throat with & knife. The jug-
ular vein was Wevered and the wo- -
man died iIn a very few minutes,
Both were negroes.. The slayer was
promptly placed in jall. The Brown
woman had been keeping company

with the Gaston women's husband.

While playing golf at Kibo, near
Bllsworth, Me., Saturday Presid

Taft spralned his right, ankle

was reportell yesterday as getfin

ra
.




