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Qils—all free from Lima Oil.

This oil is made and handled by Independent Producers not con-

nected with the Standard Oil Co., as reported.

All orders will be promptly filled. Warehouse in rear of Nicho- !

las & Hewitt's planing'mill, near West Penn depot, Butler, Pa.
Refinery at Coraopolis, Pa., near P. & L. E. R. R.

—

——

most reliable drug store in this part of
the State that you have to pay more for

your medicines. We dispense only Pure
and Fresh Drugs at all times and at

think for a
moment be-
cause we have
the finest and

reasonable prices. 3
WULLER'S MODEL PHARMACY,
229 Centre Ave.,

- South Side,

Butler, Pa.

Low Prices and Reliable Footwear!

ARE THE TWO FORCES THAT CARRY THE PEOPLE INTO
HUSELTON’S

FROM ALL OVER BUTLE® COUNTY.

The public always approve of real merit in goods, hence they have unanimously and
4 publicly dle)glnred that “HUSELTON’S” is, and always has been,

The Leading Boot and Shoe House of Butler County!

JAsk the small boy you meet—he, too, will tell you, if you want good footwear at fair
3 rices, 1o go to HUSELTON'S. :

You buy at the same price your neighbor does. He

Yon don’t have to

You get the choicest styles there. )
earries his stock in the house—not in the newspaper.
- stay a hslf a day jewing on the price.

Mens, Boys and Youths Heavy Shoes.

Mens good heavy boots, 6 to 11.......$1 50 | Mens calf boots............$1 90 & $2 25
“ kip boots, sole leather coun,2 25, 2 50 | Boys heavy boots. $,125& 150
4 veal kip, two sole and tap...2 60, 3 00| * s “2gsoles & tap, 1 50,1 5 &2

Mens band made kip and grain boots, box toe, in high and low instep......$3 and 3 50

Mens, Boys and Youths Fine Shoes.

Mens fine shoes, With tip, ab....ceeceeaneieeennnnnans $1,1 25,150,175, 2, and 2 50
# cork sole shoes in calf at #2,2 75 and 3 50
and youths shoes at.... ... 750, %1, 1 25,1 50,1 75 and 2
Mens grain sporting boots, lace in instep.
Our line of childrens school shoes is made of the best calf and kip, and will resist water.
They are not grain leather. Have high cut at low prices.

M'sses and Childrens Shoes.

Misses grain button, 12 to 2,. 75¢, $1, 1 25 | Childrens Don. button, . 50¢, 75¢. #1. 1 25

L veal and kip, 12 to 2, 75¢, 1,1 25 ¢ grain, heel and spring, 50¢, 75¢, $1

Infants fancy colors in suft sole, very fice. | Infants shoes..... sohrod 25¢, 30c and 500
“ Ladies Shoes.

Ladies heavy shoes. . ....85c, 90¢, $1. 1 25 | Ladies web slippers .ee 250

¢ warm flannel lined shoes....75¢c, $1 ¢ grain button shoes........... 85¢, $1

“ grain slippers.........coc.coon.. 50c| ‘¢ fine shoes........ 85c, $1, 1 25, 1 50

We lead them all as usnal in Mens wool boots and rubber goods. Mens rubber
boots at $2 with & pair of Moccasins. Mens good wool boots with a heavy pair of bub-
bers at only $1.90. Our line of fine Holiday Slippers, now coming in,lower prices than
ever. Repairing done at lowest prices, or a new pair made to order. Come and see us.

102 N Main St., B?tler, Pa B.C. HUSELTON.

‘The Best Place
To get your Fall and Winter outfit of

'DRESS GOODS, CLOAKS, UNDER-

WEAR, FLANNELS, BLANKETS,
YARNS, HOSIERY, GLOVES, COR-
SETS, etc., is at

~]'routman’s-

They keep the largest stock, best goods

and, above all, the lowest prices.

CARPET, OIL CLOTHS, RUGS,
LACE CURTAINS, PORTIERS,
. CURTAIN POLES, WIN-

DOW SHADES:
We can sell you the above named goods
cheaper than you can get them elsewhere

A. TROUTMAN &'SON.,

The leading Dry Goods and Carpet
~ House, Butler, Pa.

DR REMOVAL SAuE

BEGINS-OC(CT. 6.

YOU WANT FURNITURE.
WE WANT MONEY.

We expect to occupy our new store
about Jan. 1st. = We want to move as
few goods as possible.  We will give you
prices that you can’t help but buy.

A $35 Parlor Suite for  $25
4 5 1 113 3 5
0b 45
16 Bed Lounge for 12
20 o i 15 00

5 Rocking Chair for 3 75

8 113 13 5 00
&c. Call early for these great bargains

Campbell & Templeton,
186 N. Main St., Butler, Pa

00
00
00
50

13 (13
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Mr. Herman Hicks

Of Rochester. N. Y.

' Deaf for a Year
! Caused by

| Catarrh in the Head

Catarrh is a CONSTITUTIONAL disease,
and requires a CONSTITUTIONAL REMEDY
like Hood's Sarsaparilla to cureit. Read:

| -“Three years ago, as a resuli of catarrh, I
| entirely lost m( hearing and was deaf for more
than a year. tried various things to cure it,
and had several physicians attempt it, but no
improvement was apparent. 1 could distin-
& mo sound. I was intendin utting
myself under the care of a specialist when
some one sug;iesbed that possibly Hood’s Sar-
| saj lla would do me some good. I began
helmz"l! without the vxpt:l‘alinn of’a.nyy!h'st "ﬁ
p. To surprise a 3 loun
when lhu'ln!tken three bottles that my hear-
ing was returming. I kept on till I had
taken three more. It is now over a year and I
| can hear perfectly well. 1 am troubled but
very little with the catarrh. I consider this a
remarkable case, and cordially recommend

'Hood’s Sarsaparilla

to all who have catarrh.” HERMAN HicKs, 30
Carter Street, Rochester, N. Y.

“HOOD'S PILLS are purely vegetable, and do
not purge, pain or gripe. Sold by all druggists.
PROFESSIONAL  CARDS.

}

Dr. N. M. HOOVER,

137 E. Wayne St., office hours, 10 fo 12 M. an
103P. M.

SAMUEL M. BIPPUS.
Physician and Surgeon.

200 West Canningham St.
L. M. REINSEL, M. D,

PHYSICIAK AND SURGRON.
Oflice aud restdence at Petrolis. Fa.

L. BLACK,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
New Troutman Bnilding, Rutler, Pa.

J. E. MANN, M. D.
Specialtles:
Eye, Ear, Nose and
‘hroat.

E. N. LEAKE, M. D.
Spectalties:
“synzcology and Sur-
gery.

DRS. LEARKE & MANN,
_Buller, Pa.

G . ZIMMERMAN.

PHYSICIAN AND SUFQEON,

Office at No. 45, S. Maln street, over Prank
Co's Drug Store. Butler, Pa.

V. MCALPINE,

Dentist,

I8 now lccated In new and €legant rooms ad-
Joining Lis former. ones. All Kinds of clusp
plates and moderen gold work.>

J. J. DONALDSON, Dentist.

Butler, Penn’a.;

Artificial Teeth inserted ¢n the latest im-
proved plan. Gold Fllilng a speclalty. Ofice—
over Schaul's Clothing Store,

DR. S. A. JOHNSTON.
DENTIST, - BUTLER, PA.

Gold Filling Palpless Extraction of Teeth
and Artificial Teeth without Flales a specialty
Nitrous Oxide or Vikuizea Alr or Local
Anastheties used.

Office over Millers Grocery east of Lowry

ouse.
Ofrice closed Wednesdays and Thursdeys.

s

C. F. L. McQUISTION,
ENGINEER AND SURVEYOR,
OFFICE NEAR DIAMOND, BUTLER, PaA.

J. A. HEYDRICK & SON,
SURVEYORS.

Farm surveys  prowptiy made
moderate,
Office over Bery's Bank, Butler, Pa

Chir e

H. Q. WALKER,

Attorney-at-Law—Ofee in Diamond Block,
Butler, Pa.

J. M. PAINTER,

Atlorney-at-Law.

Omce—Between Postoflice and Diamond, But-
ler, Pa.

A. T. SCOTT,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Oflice at No. #, South Diamond, Butler, Pa,

A. M. CHRISTLEY,
‘ATLORNEY JAT LAW,

Ofiice second floor, Anderson 2Bl  k, Maln St.,
near Court House, Butler, Pa,

NEWTON BLACK.
at Law—Oflice on South side of Diamond
r. Pa.
J. W. HUTCHISON,
5 ATTOLNEY AT LAW,

Office ou second floor of the Huselton plock,
iMamond, Butler, Pa., Room No. 1.

Att’
Bul

IRA McJUNKIN.

Attorney at Law, Oice at No. 17, East.=Jeffer~
son St., Butler, Pa., - P

W. C. FINDLEY,
Altorney at I sw and Ren! kstate Agent, Of

fice rear of L. Z. Mitchell's oflice on north side
of Diamond, Butler, I'a.

H. H. GOUCHER.

Attorney-at-law. Office on second fioor o
&derson bullding, near Court Tiouse. Butler

L 8 NeJUMNKIN,
Insurance and Real Estate Ag't

17 EAST JEFFERSON BT
BUTILER.

PA.

W. H. O'BRIEN & ~ON.

2[Successors of Schutte & O'Brien. ]

Sanitary Pumbers
And Gas Fitters, 3

o DEALERSJIN
Sewor Pipeyy

Gas Fixtures.)

Globes ani-

Natural Gus Applm ass,
Jefferson St.,,opp. Lowr: Hou e

BUITLERs PA»

CHAPTER XVIIL
ON DOARD THE BRISBANE.

As it was now Molly’s intention to
organize an expedition at once in order
to penetrate the wilderness of central
Australia and conticae on land the
search which had been so fruitless on
water, she resolved under Zach's ad-
vice to take passage the next day on the
Brisbane for Adelaide. A thorough
study of the map of Australia had con-
vinced French that the latter city of-
fered better facilities not only for fit-
ting out the expedition but also for
more quickly reaching the center of the

continent where it was supposed that |

Capt. John was held a prisoner by some
of the savage tribes which roam over
those almost limitless plains.

Luckily the Brisbane was to sail the
next day at eleven a. m., and after
touching at Melbourne would reach
Adelaide August 27.

As Molly was sitting on the upper

deck in conversation with Zach, a cabin
boy approached them to ask, by order
of the captain, whether she were in
need of anything.

“Nothing, my child,” said Molly, to
whom the boy’s voice seemed strangely
familiar. Suddenly it occurred to
her where she had heard it. For an in-
stant the eyes of the two were fixed in
silence, but intently, searchingly upon
each other.

“My boy,” began Molly, “did you got
speak to me yesterday at the entrance
to the Marine hospital?”

“Yes, madam,” said the lad, with a
respectful sailor salute.

“You asked me if Capt. John was
still among the living?”

“Yes, madam.”

“Do you belong to the crew of the
Brisbane?"

“Yes, I shipped on her a year ago,

saluted and hurried away to report.

““There is a true sailor lad for you,”
said Zach as the boy disappeared, “and
I'll wager his father was a sailor be-
fore him. I cansee that in his clear,
honest, wide-opened eyes, hear it in his
mild but manly voice.”

‘“His voice!” murmured Molly, as the
music of its ring still sounded in her
ears. Her gaze was riveted upon the
graceful, slender figure as it disap-
peared in the throng of passengers and
crew.

French was not slow to guess the
meaning of the troubled look that he
now saw on Mrs. Allaire’s face. Had
Walt lived he would have been just
Godfrey’s age, and the sight of this tall,
handsome boy filled the wretched
mother’s heart with a sorrow too deep
for words.

‘“Zach,” said she to French as the lat-
ter bade her good night at the cabin
door, ““Zach, I want to know more about
that lad—who his family are and where
he was born. Perhaps he may not be
English.”

‘‘Perhaps not,” replied Zach, “I'll in-
quire of the captain.”

As there was to be a delay of thirty-
pix hours in Williamstown harbor Mrs.
Allaire resolved to spend the time in the
city of Melbourne, distant about a mile.
As she was leaving the steamer in com-
pany with Zach, she caught a- glimpse
of Godfrey leaning on the forward rail-
ing. His eyes were following her every
movement, and such a look of sadness
clouded his face and so involuntarily did
he reach out as if to hold her back that
she was upon the point of calling out:
“I'm coming back, my child!” but with
an effort she smothered her feelings
and turned away.

When Mrs. Allaire returned on board
the following day Godfrey was on the
lookout for her. He took up his posi-
tion at the gangway and welcomed her
with a smile of almost girlish sweet-
ness. But Zach frowned grimly as his
eyes fell upon the boy, for he was be-
coming apprehensive lest the lad’s pres-
ence might exercise a dangerous influ-
ence upon Molly by reopening the ter-
rible wounds of past years. However,
what excuse could he make for refusing
to obey her request when on the fol-
lowing day Molly expressed a wish to
talk with the sailor lad? Hat in hand,
Godfrey came timidly into Molly’s pres-

ence. Instinctively Zach felt that no
good could come of these interviews,but
he determined not to leave them alone.

“My boy,” began Mrs. Allaire as the
door of her stateroom closed behind
him, “I want to ask you some ques-
tions about your family. I do so be-
cause I'm interested in you, because I
want to know more about you. Are
you willing to tell me what you know?”

“Yes, lady, very willing!” replied the
lad, as the color came into his cheeks,
and he glanced nervously at Zach, who
seemed to him like some terrible ogre
ready to pounce upon him and tear him
away from the presence of his fairy
princess.

““How old are you?”’

“I don’t know, lady, exactly, but I
think I must be about fourteen or fif-
teen.”

“Fourteen or fifteen!” repeated Molly
with almost a sob. “And how long
have you been following the sea?”

“I first entered the service whenlI
was about eight years old as a ship boy,
but for two years now I've been regu-
larly apprenticed.”

“Did you ever make a long voyage?”

“Yes, lady, on the Pacific as faras
Asia and on the Atlantic as far as Eu-
rope.”

“Are you English?”

“No, madam; I'm an American.”

“But how is it that you're serving on
an English steamer?”

“The vessel which I had shipped on
was sold when we reached Sidney, and,
finding myself discharged, I took this
billet on the Brisbane until I should get
a chance to ship on an American ves-
sel.”

“You did well, my child,” said Molly,
making a sign to Godfrey to come closer
to her.

“And now tell me where you were

“At San Diego, madam.”

“San Diego?” repeated Molly, without
manifesting the slightest surprise at the
boy’s answer. It would seem as if she
had known intuitively what Godfrey’s
answer would be.

With a look of mingled surprise and
pain in them Zach French’s cyes wan-
dered from the pale, beautiful woman
seated on the sofa before him to the
sweet, almost girlish face of the sailor
lad, whose dark olive skin glowed with
a rich color as he kept his gaze fastened
upon the features of the lady in front of
him. Something almost like a groan
escaped Zach's lips.

“Yes, lady, in San Diego,” continued
Godfrey. ‘‘Oh, I know you, dear lady.
I know you so well!”

“Know me?’ repeated Molly, half
starting upand leaning forward to scan
the face of the youthful speaker.
“Know me, you say?”

“Yes, lady, for I was brought up at
the Walter home, I was sent there
when a mere toddler. Oh, I often saw

you there when you came to visit your

83 you used to call them.

but my time is almost up. I wantto |
get away.”

“What is your name?”

“Godfrey,” replied the lad as he

Your hand
dear lady; yes, man k
But, of course, you don’t remember me |
—one in the fifty or more who used to
stand up in a long line in front of you,
but one day it seemed to me your eyes
| stayed fixed upon my face for a long
| time, oh, so long a time, and then you
| smiled and beckoned me to your side
| and smoothed my hair and asked me my
name and I told you, and then I tried to
put my arms around your neck, for you
seemed so sweet and good, but the ma- |
| tron pulled me away and whispered:
‘No, no, child, don't do that; go back to
your place!””
| The tears had been gathering in
| Molly’'s eyes as the sailor lad ran on this
| way with his reminiscences of the Wal-
ter home, and had not Zach's stern face
been fixed upon her she wouid most
surely have reached out and taken hold
of the boy's hands.

“And oh, dear lady,” resumed God-
frey, *“I can’t tell you how glad I was
when they told me that you were com-
ing to Sydney, to look after Capt. John
Allaire. I have tried to think out some
good reason why he doesn’'t come home,
for I know he must be alive somewhere. |
I know it!” X

Molly started up as if awakening from
adream and caught the sailor lad by the
hand. For a moment her lips moved,
butshe was powerless to uttera word. A

deeper pallor spread over her face, and
she seemed upon the pointof falling
into a swoon, when suddenly a slender
but strong arm was passed around her
waist. It steadied her and held her ten-
derly and firmly upright.

“Poor lady, cheer up,” said Godfrey.

“Don’t worry; everybody says that
Capt. John is living with the natives
| somewhere in the wilderness, and that
| he is such a brave and strong man that
| he’'ll get away from them yet. Don’t
ery, mother!”

“Mother!” repeated Molly, in a smoth-
ered tone of joy, as her hand passed
caressingly over the thick black curls
that grew in wild profusion on the lad’s
head. “Mother?”

“Why, yes, lady,” said Godfrey, sur-
prised at the effect of his words, “‘that’s
what we used to call you at the home.
Our mother, our dear mother to whom
we children owed everything in the
world, our home, our clothes, our food,
our education!”

Overawed by the stern look and.
wrinkled brow of the seaman who
stood with twitching hand and trem-
bling lips following every changing
phase of this strange and moving
scene, Molly drew herself in and
showed a calmer exterior.

“My lad,” she asked almost in a
whisper, ““what is your name?”

“Why, I've told you, lady, Godfrey."”

“No, no, your full name—the name
of your family?”

“I have no other name, madam.”

“But your parents—who were they?”

“I don’t know, dear lady, I can’t re-
member them. I can only remember
my nurse and I wouldn’t be able to do
that only she was so black, oh, so
black, and her teeth were so big and
white and sharp. Yes, I remember
her!”

“But who took you to the Walter
home?”

“T can’t tell you, dear lady, 1 only
remember being there when I was a
little toddler. I think I was the small-
est one of your famill. mdther!”

As this word again fell ‘from God-

has often rested on mjy

y and i a

frey’s lips, Molly lost all control over
herself. Her bosom heaved convulsive-
as her breath came and went in sob-
like catches. She turned, and throw-
ing both her arms around the sailor
lad’s neck, drew his head with a wild
and impassioned outburst of feeling
close and tight against her bosom.
For a fev seconds there was a deep
and painfu silence, broken only by
the sound of Molly's breathing, then
with little joyful cries mingled with
ill-suppressed sobs, that mother's
heart emptied out its long pent up
grief in a shower of kisses and ca-
resses,which Godfrey was neither loath
nor slow to return. Zach looked on
with wide-opened eyes and parted
lips, seemingly paralyzed by what was
being enacted before him.

““Oh, the poor woman! the poor wom-
an!” he groaned. *“What will become
of her!”

Suddenly Molly, with an almost su-
perhuman °effort, drew herself to-
gether and succeeded in checking this
outburst of feeling. Then with her
arm wound affectionately around God-
frey's neck, she led him to the door,
kissed him, and said:

“Go, my dear child, go. I need to be
be alone. I'll see you again soon—
very soon.”

The lad turned, and fixing his large
dark eyes inquiringly®™upon the beauti-
ful face halted for an instant, then
passed out of sight. Zach made a move-
ment as if to follow Godfrey, but Molly.
who was still a prey to the wildest emo-
tion, made a sudden gesture which
caused him to close the door again.

“Don’t go, Zach.”

“Madam, madam,” urged French,
“calm yourself, for Heaven’s sake; your
health will suffer; you'll not be in a
condition to superintend the vast details
of the expedition which you are to set
on foot upon your arrival in Adelaide. 1
implore you be calm, be strong.”

*Zach, Zach,” she burst out, paying

no heed to the man's words. ‘Zach,
this child was raised in the Walter

home. He was born in San Diego; he
is fourteen or fifteen years of age; in
features he bears a strong resemblance
to John. Hehas that same open, manly
bearing, that strong love of the ocean.
He must be a sailor’s son, Zach. Oh,
Zach, he is John's son—he is mine. The
world thinks that the dark waters of
the bay of San Diego swallowed up that
dear little baby, but no, oh, no, no, he
was not drowned. God knows he was
not; some one rescued him—some lov-
ing hands reached out for him as he
went floating along on the bosom of
those dark waters; they didn't know
whose child he was—how could they?
They didn't know what mother was
stretching out her pleading hands to
Heaven, but I was there all the time,
my poor mind darkened and clouded
with not a faint glimmer of hope to
save me from insanity. Oh, Zach, my
friend, my dear friend, I tell you thisis
my child—this is my little Walter, my
son. Godhas had mercy on me at last.
He has given him back to me.”

Molly's voice died away. She could
not utter another word. Her transports
choked her, pressed the very life out of
her. She could only hold out her hands
toward the honest seaman, her stanch
and loyal friend, as if imploring him to
speak, to agree with her, to admit that
it must be so, that the proof was over-
whelming.

Zach stood for a moment in perfect
silence, his lips closed. His eyes took
on a hard and unsympathetic look, his
whole face and being underwent a sud-
den and complete change. He stood
there like a man resolved to be honest

| happens in life.

| go down forever! Godfrey is not y

| know it?

at all hazards, to speak the truth, no |
matter how it might stab a mother’s |
tender hgart. Ile had listened in silence
to all she had to say. Possibly heshould

to be
blance betwee 2
John is an accidental or
Your
dead—yes, dead! He perisl
narbor that dreadful day.

»d in the

I saw hi

ar
somn.

“You say Walter is dead?” eried Mrs
Allaire, starting forw w d,
defiant look in her eyes. ““How do you
Who can say it of his own
knowledge?”

*I, madam.”

“You?"

‘“Yes, madam. Listen!
after that terrible ac n
an infant was washed up on the
at Point Loma. I—I—f« it s
bhastened to inform Mr. Hollister. He
gnized little Walt, whom he caused
to be secretly buried in the cemetery of
San Diego. We were the only mourn-
ers, the only ones to strew flowers upon
that little grave.”

“Walt, my little Walt, buried in the
cemetery,” sobbed Molly, piteously,
“‘and none ever told me of it.”

“No, madam,” said Zach, solemnly,
for the time being you were cut of
your mind. When, four ye after, you
recovered your reason, v
Mr. Hollister dared not tell you of it;
he was afraid to tear open your
wounded heart, and Dr. Bromley agreed
with him that it might be dangerous,
that once you had knelt by that little
grave you would hover over it day by
day, and your mind would gradually
give way, until a settled and incurable
melancholy had fastened itself upon
you. We did what we thought was the
best, dear lady. God help you, but be
strong, make up your mind that your
child is dead; that this sailor lad has
only the right which hundreds of other
children have to call you mother.”

Molly sank with a long, deep, pitiful
groan upon the sofa. She hid her face
in her hands—she seemed to be praying.
Zach dashed a tear off his rough cheek, |
and stood waiting for her to speak.
With a suddenness that startled him,
Molly sprang up.

“What! Can it be,” she moaned, *‘that

the be

ar

» dared not.

you, that Andrew Hollister were hard, |
were cruel enough to lay that little
loved body away in the cold, damp
earth without taking from it any bit of
ribbon, any shred of his dress, and of
his tiny shoes—to hand to me some day
when I should be well and strong
again?”

“Yes, dear lady, I did even better
than that,” exclaimed Zach, almost joy-
fully, “I cut from his little head a clus-
ter of his silken curls.”

“And you have them, Zach?” almost
shriecked Molly, springing forward.

“Yes, yes, madam, here, on my heart,
where I've carried them many a long
year.”

Zach unbuttoned his jacket and drew
forth a large envelope of strong paper,
soiled and blackened by its long and
rough passage on this honest breast,
and, placing it in Molly’s hand, turned
and hurried out of the stateroom.
When the door closed, Molly threw her-
self on her kneesin front of the sofa
with this priceless packet clasped
against her bosom. Her hand seized
the stout twine, when a mysterious
prompting caused her to hesitate. She
bowed her head until it rested full upon
the packet and thgre she remained, mo-
tionless, for nearly an hour in deep and
comforting prayer. When she arose,
the tears had dried. She walked stead-
ily across the stateroom, opened one of
the tranks and hid the package deep in
the bottom.

“No,” she said in a calm and resolute
voice, “I will not open it now. Let me
dream for awhile, anyway, that I have
found my boy again!”

CHAPTER XIX.

GETTING READY FOR THE START.
There was a gleam of hopefulness in
Molly’s dark eyes and a strange joy in
her heart as she alighted from the car-
rlage which had taken her from the
wharf to her hotel in King William
street, Adelaide. It was the 26th day
of August, only one month since she
had left San Francisco, but it almost
seemed as if a year had rounded up
since leaving home, so many strange
faces had confronted her, so many
strange voices had sounded in her ears
—one almost from the other world,
faint, hollow and indistinct, while
another full of warmth, tenderness and
buoyancy seemed always to have been
with her, so strangely familiar did it
sound, such a fondness was there in its
accents. Godfrey had not been near
Molly when she left the steamer, but
she was quite certain that it was stern
duty alone that kept him away from
that end of the steamer. Zach walked
by her side so like a stern and incorrupti-
ble guardian that she only dared to give
a timid glance about her. Still she
knew the sailor lad was in safe hands
and deemed it best not to alarm the
honest Zach at that moment by any
show of weakness. A tremendous task
was awaiting her and it behooved her
to give an earnest of her ability to face |
and accomplish it if she expected to |

inspire others with her courage.
Thanks to the hearty cooperation of
the government, thirty picked men, well
armed and well mounted, some of them
half breeds and speaking the dialect of
the natives, were soon enrolled for the
expedition. Mrs. Allaire contracted to
pay them high wages with a bounty of
several hundred pounds upon their re-
turn, no matter what the outcome of
the expedition might be. The men
were to be under the command of T

Marks, an old and experienced
officer of the provincial police,
with Zach French for his licuten
ant, but above Tom Marks, above

Zach, above everyone, came Mrs. Johr
Allaire, the veritable head as well as
the actual heart and soul of the expedi-
tion.

It was agreed that the expedition
should rendezvous at Farina Town, the
terminus of the Adelaide railway,
where Mrs. Allaire was to join it a day
or so before the start which was to take
place some day in the sccond week of
September. Several pleasant inter-
views took place between the governor
general and Mrs. Allaire. The former
thought himself in duty bound to set
fully forth to that lady the dangers,
the difficulties and eve n the slight hope
of success awaiting such an expedition |
as the one she was about to set |
on foot, and which to make sue-
cessful she had already .scattered
her money with a lavish hand
Everything was to be done to gain and
preserve the good will of the savages
through whose domain they were to
pass. Valuable presents were to be be- |
stowed upon the chiefs and their head
men.

“I shall hesitate a$ nothing, your ex~
cellency, T shall shrink fr no sacri-
fice,” exclaimed Mrs. All *“What
your intrepid pathfinders ac 1
in the interest of civilization and se
I shall do to rescue my husband who
to-day is the sole survivor of the crew
of the Dreadnaught. Since the day he
sailed from San Diego with all the
world against me I have persisted in
my belief that he was alive. Now we
know that he is. Now all that is needed
to reach him and take him from the
hands of his savage captors is devotion
to the noble task we have set
Our motto is: ‘No Step Backward," and
with God's belp we shall bring Cant

ourseves.
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the luxury and refinement which her
great wealth justifiel. When evening
came sat down and wrote few
lines to the captain of the Br

questing him to send the sailor to
her in the morning S noning a
se he placed the letter in his hand
and d him to take it at once to

the captain’s hotel. The man turned
away and had reached the street door
when he was accosted by a tall youth
dressed in the picturesque of
the Australian trapper, a corduroy
smock frock belted at the waist, trunks
of the same material, leather leggins
and a broad-brimmed felt hat turned
gracefully up on one side. A rifle was
slung across his shoulder and a revolver |
and hunting knife suspended from his
belt. He rather timidly asked to see
Mrs. Allaire, and the man thinking him
to be some member of the expedition
sent with a message from Farina Town,

costum

| where the leaders of the search party

were engaged in completing their final
preparations, at once conducted him to
Molly's rooms. As he stepped into her
presence, it required a second glance to
recognize the sailor lad, such a com-
plete metamorphosis had his hunting |
costume effected in his appearance. He |
seemed so much taller, so much older. |
The boy of fifteen had suddenly become |
a man. |

Molly stood, half dazed, with her |
gaze riveted upon the handsome youth, !
and such a tumultuous rush of thought |
oppressed her mind as to rob her for a |
moment of the power of speech. (‘md-?
frey took her silence to mean disap-
proval, and stammered out:

“Dear lady, don’t be angry with me. |
I.could not bear to let you go—alone—" |

The stern-visaged Zach was not stand- l
ing there watching her; he was not |
present to frown at what he deemed a |
deplorable weakness at such a time |
when all her strength of mind and body
were needed to crown their labors with |
glorious triumph. No, she was alone |
with the boy, who had in so mysterious
a manner roused all the mother’s love, |
crushed, suppressed, dormant for so
many yearS. She was free to actout
her own tender, loving, impulsive self,
and with a loud cry of joy she sprang
forward and caught Godfrey in her
arms, and with the kisses she rained
upon him came a hundred pet nawmes
which she had not dared to utter in|
Zach's presence. And now, too, these |
almost man's arms for the first time
dared to clasp that form, so long be-
loved, nay, adored by the waif of the
Walter home. !

*“Mother, mother,” pleaded Godirey, |
“don’t leave me behind; take me with |
you. I'm big enough and old enough |
to protect you. I love you better than
all the others put together. I'll fight
for you, die for you if need be. Oh, let|
me go with you, mother; let me help |
find Capt. John.” !

“Yes, yes! Come with me, my darling |
child,” cried Molly, beside herself with
joy. ‘“‘Be ever by my side, just as my |
own Walt would have done were he
alive now! God hath sent you to me to
fill his place. I cannot close my arms
against you; and, remember, when Capt.
John is found, you are to be no longer
Godfrey, but Walter; you are to meet
him as you met me to-night, and to call
him father, as you did me mother He
must not know that you are not the
child we lost in the dark waters of the
bay. Such news might end his life,
weakened as he must be by want and
privation.”

*It shall be as you say, mother,” eried |
Godfrey. “Trust me. I'll be so good
to Capt. John that possibly he, too. may
learn to like me, yes, love me, in the
end!”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A Modern Mother.

Mr. Harlem Bridge—Look here, this
daughter of ours is getting more im-
pudent every day, and her manners are
simply shocking. You must } her
in hand and teach her to behave her-
self; she is no longer a child lefore
long she may marry

Mrs. Harlem Bridge—That's the very
reason I'm not going to bother r 't
about her If you think I am going to

wear myself out so some strange man
can get a model wife you are very
much mistaken —Texas Siftings
Didn’t Fit the Case.
Grumble— Neighbor, it may be un-

pleasant for you to hear it, but my |
opinion is that that son of yours is &
young upstart

Soberiy— Your judgment's away off,
my friend, and if you had the b of
‘rousing him from sleep every morning

you'd come to the conclusion that was
the most unfitting word you could ap-
ply to him.—Boston Courier

New ldea.
Cholly—Who is that man that went
out just as | came in?

Fweddy—That's a fellah that
twice a week to dun me foh at
bill. Been doing it evah sine |
Maheh He's a deunced be ®
“Why don't you pay it and get rid of
him?"

“Baw Jove! I nevah thoughtof that!”
—Chicago Tribune.

A Upnanimons Sentiment.

They were in a prohibition state at
the time.

“What will you take?” remarked the
governor of South Carolina to t gov
ernor of North Carolina.

“I think I'll take for home,’
replied the g 1 Carolina,
and the gover Caroline

joined him.—Life.

Of How Many Localitios Is This
Landlad
Beg par
you v
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there's

“This isn't the
come in contact w
the lawyer to the wit

“No. sir,” was the rej

“What, may I ask, wa
your former encounter?”

“I awoke him."—Washington Star.
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anderer and went west, pre

sumably to Colorado, and nothing more
was heard of him except vague reports
that he had been killed by Indians
The war came and A. R Ellett served

four rs in the nnion aray wong
2 wpletely broken in beaith

! RKansas settled

s farm near Sabetha, where

antil recently. He ac

wr as truth and, not getting
any rs from the brother, regarded
him as dead. In 15890 he was afflicted
by breaking out of an oki wound
vas confined to his room for many
ing that time he dreamed
her was alive and in Pres
it seemed that they were
n the mountains. and in pass-
-anyon they discovered s
rich gold mine a few milos
old abandoned shaft once
Luther. The dream made
ssion on him, but the next

romm an
owned by

as repeated, and even the
! utlines of the mountains
perf impressed on  his wind.
1 not 1 the possibility of the

being there, for the smell of hay
ver been out of his nostrils, and

mLine
had
he did not know quartz from lava, but

he thought it worth while to make some
inqu 1hout his brother, which he did
A letter directed to the postmaster at
Prescott brought the information that
his brother was aa old resident, but was
then out in the mines. A correspond-
»nce began between the two brothers, |
wd during its course the part of the
dream relating to the mine was di-
vulged. Being in that vicinity one day |
Luther Ellett looked for the mine but
found nothing. The matter passed |
along until a month sgo, says the San |

Francisco Chronicle, when the Kansas | ¢

brother concluded to visit his relative in |
Arizona, and at the same time to look |
at the country. He still had an inclina- |
tion to look for the mine, but was |
ashamed to own it. His brother met |
him in Prescott, and after staying a few |
days there they went to the mountains i
and visited the old abandoned mine.
When they approached it the hansas
man recognized the country as the one
he had seen in his dreams, and told
even how the shaft was situated with
regard to the mountains and canyoms
with such accuracy that his brother
was filled with astonishment, but he
was an old prospector and a belief in
dreams was not one of his superstitions.

t said it seemed to him that he had
been there before, and after look-
ing over the ground they took a pick
and walked westward toward the point
indicated by the dream. In crossing
thc canyon the prospector stumbled om
a very rich ledge and exultantly ex-
claimed that they had found the
mine. The brother answered that it
mirht be rich, but the one they were in
search of was richer. Climbing up the
other side of the guilch, they came to
the spot where the dreams had located
the lode, but there was nothing in
sight but half-<decomposed granite.
The perfect resemblance of the land-
marks had so excited their hope that
they were disappointed and stood for
some time talking the matter over.
While so standing the one with the
pick began picking on the shelving
rock and a great piece of it fell down,
exposing a blind ledge of white quartz
resplendent with free gold They
worked into the mass, find it to be
about thirty inches in width and widen-
ing as it went down at an angle of
forty-five degrees. The prospector
stayed there, afraid to leave the mine
for fear of claim-jompers, but his
brother brought a sack of the samples
to Pheenix and the assays go tweo thou-
sand six hundred dollars in nineteen
dollars to the ounce gold. Samples
have also been sent to the mint at San
Francisco for testing. Whea Mr
Ellett was seen by a reporter he did not
seem disposed to talk about the mine,
¢ that they wished to keep its ex-
istence quiet, and had done so for twe
weeks, but finding that mining men
from that section had already told it he
parrated the story as given above.

Mr. Ellett is a responsible farmer in
his home state and before September
ever seen an ounce of gold ore, so
unts himself as ome of the crea
n whom fortune has smiled. The
of the dream was published in
by several seientific journals in the

illustrating the fact that
knowledge and information had

to do with the substance of
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(olumbus’ Desceadant.

The duke of Verag the d
of Coldmbus, who has promised to visit
America as the guest of the nation next
year, has received the famous order of
the Golden Fleece from the gueen ve-
geut of Spain. The decoration was
given to him, Spanish papers say, as &
recompense for the little attention paid
to him during the Columbus celcbra-
tion in Spain. The Golden Fleece is

-

ro and is worn, asa rule, by members
of ruling families

They Waat Freitement.

I'he emigration of the English agri-
cultural po i into the towns is
attributed by T. E. Kebbel, among
other causes, to the dullness of village
The old feasts, the fairs and the
gamés have for the most part disap
peared Thus, while there is vastly
more cricket played in England than
fifty years ago, it is not played by the
same class. In the old day-long mateh-
es on the village greens the clevena
were mostly made up of laborers. They
are so no longer.

Games for Lovers.
Totling—Tennis and billianis are
both lovers’ games.
Dimling—Indeed?
Totling—Yes; they go to court In the
first but there are more kisses in the
second. —Detroit Free Presa

An Interesting Poilnt.

Marjorie had been puzzling oves
something for a long time, and finally
she said: *“Mamma, is tame flowers "fraid
of wild flowers, like tame animals is of
wild animals?”—Harper's Young Peo

ple.

A Guilty Consclonce.
He hasn't & word of compiaint te prosounce:;

‘Il be thaskful If on him his wife Scesa’
——
posted my .
W ashington Swe
Oftener Than Fosterity.

Mrs. Hardup (pausing in her writing]
—What is the name for the people whe
come after us? !

Mr. Hardup (without pemsing in M|

reading) —Collectors. —Puck |

pounce
With: “My dear, have you

t Bey. !
“Cholly must be & smart mam to have
accumulated all his wealth.™
“Yaas It took his father-in-law
thirty-five years to get the same
money."—Chicago News Record

Sarely Not.
Wakeup—I see there's a new braad of
cigars out called the Cora Potter
Buster--Ten to one they won't draw &
—J udge.
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and romdsides Moreover. he negliects
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is also 9x10 feet, giving a total space of
#x20 feet. in the illustration, A is the
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him”
Principal Witness— Cortainly. sie. The
fact is, my wife was in the way —Pacis

The [ aerpe-ted.

Judkins—i saw Sommers frunk st
night What's the matter” He's going
to the dogw

Mumikine - He prposed o two womes
this seasn

Judkins Got refected, of

conrse”
Madkine—No: secepted by both—
Fudge

Ah, you

Makiog Wim Thin
Great Phywcian  cheerfuily)—Yes
air. | -an redwce you at the rale of S
pound: a weel
Fatman—How often shall | come
sround to see you, doctor™
tireat Physician— You peedn’t come

| atail Pl just send yous bill st the

Y. Hernld

end of each week —N
Aunt Nascy —Think of stadying to be
a doctor, eh? Dom™t you do it
Y. ung Man—Why got, senty”®
Annt Nancy—You can't git uo
tice till ye git marvied, an” yo ‘
married till ye git practice,
- . Wasicls. .



