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HUSELTON’S

Spring Footwear

The Very Finest Shoes Ever Shown in Butler for Men

Women and Children.

Every New Idea onmen s Fine Shoes.
That has merit in it as to st;h-_ Lace or button at
comfort and service in footwear| and $1.50—up tc
develops in this store. in style.

Women’s Shoes | Business Shoes.
made especially to our order;| St footwear

dainty in appearance, of sub-|
stantial service and full of style fine vici

as to shape of heel and toe, $2, ent (:‘ F

$2.5c, $3.00 and $3.50 in Tan, \-r-nr

kid and Russia caif, black kid| t $2,

skin and patent lcather. Men s Putent Leather
Our Girls Shoes Full £

in tan and black, iace or but- $3.50, 3, and :_:.'\:.

ton kid shoes, sizes 115 to 2, at have to be
75¢, $1, $1.25 and $1.50; 8} that g«
to 11, at 50c, 75, $1 and $1.25;
6 to 8 at 4oc, 50¢, 75¢ and

¢ 1 1.

€ty and

Shoes for Boys, in oil grain and

Including patent leather, vici two sole and tap bell
kid, tan and- Russia calf, sizes at $1, $1.25 and
2} to 5}, at goc, $1.00, $1.23, toe at :( 50, §

$1.50 and $2.00. fine satin
$1.25 and SI,S'Y

We are sole agents for the famous “Queen Quality” Shoes

for Women, of this city,

B. C. HUSELTON'S,

Butler’s Leading Shoe House. Oypposite Hote

A TALE OF LIFE |
BOER REPUBLIC.

.| Men's Wokag Shoes

BICKEL’S

®SPRING ANDSUMMER STY LES.

The time of the year is here when youa want a nice ;'».lir of dress |

shoes for summer wear. Our stock is extremly “large,
the latest styles in fine shoes and oxfords in all leathers

We are offering some big values in footwear and it will pay

to see us before buying your summer shoes.

- A FEW OF OUR PRICES

Men’s Fine Tan Shoes—

Light shade, Lace or Congress at. .

Boy’s Fine Dress Shoes—

Box, Calf or Fine Vici Kid, light or heavy soles. .

Youth’s Fine Calf or Vici Kid Shoes—

Either Russett or Black at

Ladies’ Fine Dongola and Russett Shoes—

Lace or Congress, latest styles lasts at

Misses’ Fine Dongola and Russett Shoes—

Spring heels at ..

Children’s Fine Shoes—

Patent Tipped, sizes five to eight at..

Men’s and Boy’s Lawn Tennis Shoes —

And Slippers at..

Your Choice of Men's Working Shoes—

Lace, Buckle or Congtess, heavy soles and good uppers at

Men’s Fine Calf Dress Shoes—

Round toe, tipped at..

Ladies’ Fine Dongola Three Point Slippers—

We invite you to call and see our stock of SOROSIS SHOES

and Oxfords,the latest styles for summer wear. They are very hand

some  You will like them.
All sizes—2} to 8.
All widths—AAA to E.

JOHN BICKEL,

128 SOUTH MAIN STREET, - BUTLER,

P., Bessemer
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Spring STYLES

Men don’t buy clothing for the pur-
pose or spending money. They desire
to get the best possible results for the
money expended. Not cheap goods
but goods as cheap as they can be,
sold for ~nd made up properly. If
you want the correct thing at the cor-
rect price, call and examine our
large stock of SPRING WEIGHTS —
LATEST STYLES, SHADES AND
COLORS.

ERE R RN RN RACE

Fits and Workmanship
Guaranteed.

@ F KFCK

42 North Main Street, w2 = s

yked round into the

» than an hour passed, ¢

went to the bedroom,

*» buttoned the door and

] 'I 1 .)--\l 1m.. bed.
lid not put out the

ler and principal intermediate

th both arms the

Out of Style Out of the World'

fain

5

fashion authorities of

A shop by the highest paid
men tailors in Butler, y¢
sible to (and we do) give our patrons these first-class clothes at the

price you would pay for the other sort. We believe we
good reasons why our tailoring is the best and cheapest
be grateful for the opportunity to show you our handsome

stock and give you prices to prove them.

Al MAKER OF
an 9 MEN'S Clothes,

Our garments have a

easily distinguished from the

ary. They are the result of » a stream of cold pickle

study and practical application of the

ideas gathered by frequent visits to Half blinded, Bona

the fashion centres, and by personal

contact with the leading

They are made in our

Horse Shoers
W _L ROBINSON,
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When You Paint.

If you desire the very best re-
sults a* the least expense you

will use
THE
SHERWIN-WILLIAMS’
PAINT.

Covers Most, Looks Best, Wears Longest
Sold by

REDICK & GROHMAN,

109 N. Main 5t Butler, Pa.

| TRACK AND ROAD Hosnss’
A SPEGIALTY.

HEBDBHBRPPE
& Wcsl Winfield Hotel,
W. G LUSK Prop 8
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| ¢ ’ Imight and despalring

when we are lost behind the

kraals and see the house any- |
And then one picture starts out more
rividly than an
There has been a thunderstorm. The
ground as far as eve can reach is |

covered with 1il.  The clouds

«at rain
¢ wh earth We,
g indow to look, feel the
¢ sweet wind blowing
in on us, 1id a feeling
COmes ove nutterable lc

g
what. We are so small
reaches as high as the
1ies. We look at the white
) rainbow and the blue
, oh, we want it, we want, we
do not know what. We ery as though
our heart was broken. When one lifts
our little body from the window, we
cannot tell what alls us. We run away
to play.
So looks the first year.

cannot tell f
our

1.
Now the pictures become continuous
and connected. Material things still

rule, but the spiritual ‘and intellectual
take their places

In the dark night when we are afraid
we pray and shut our eyes. We press
our fi rs very hard upon the lids and
see dark spots moving round and
rour nd we know they are heads
and wings of angels sent ty take care
of usg, seen dimly in the dark as they
move round our bed. It is very consol-
ing

In the day we learn our letters and
are troubled because we cannot see
why k-n-o-w should be know and
p-s-a-l-in psalia They tell us it is so
because it is so. We are not satisfled
We hate to learn We like better to

build little stone houses., We can build
them as we please and know the rea-
son for them.

Other joys, too, *ve have incompara-
bly greater than even the building of

stone houses.

We are run through with a shudder
of delight when in the red sand we
come on one of those white wax flow-
ers that le between their two green
leaves flat on the sand. We hardly
dare pick them, but we feel compelled
to do so; and we smell and smell till
the delight becomes almost pain, Aft-
erward we pull the green leaves softly
Into pieces to see the silk threads run

nd the “kopje” grow some pale

green hairy leaved bushes. We are so
small they meet over our head, and
we sit among them and kiss tbem, and

they love us back. It seems as chough
the

Ore day we sit there and look up at
the blue sky and down at our fat It

were alive

tle knees, and suddenly it strikes us
Who are we? This I—what is it? We
try to look in upon ourself, and ourself
beats ba upon ourself Then we

get up In great fear and run home as
d as we can. We can't tell any one
{ frightened us We never quite
lose that feeling of self again.

111
And then a new time rises. We are
7 years old We ean read now, read
the Bible. Jest of all, we like the
story of Elijah In his cave at Horeb
and the still small voice.

One day, a notable one, we read on
the “kopje” and discover the fifth chap
ter of Matthew amd read it all through.
It is a new gold mine. Then we tuck
the Bible under our arm and rush
home. They didn’t know it was wlck-
ed to take your things again if some
one too them, wicked to go to law,
wicked to We are quite breath
less when we get to the house. We
tell them that we have discovered
a chapter they never heard. We tell
them what it says. The old wise peo
ple tell us they know all about it. Our
discovery 1§ a mare’'s nest to them,
but to 1 t Is very real. The Ten Com
mandments and the old “Thou shalt”

have heard about long enough and
don’t eare_about it, but th new law
sets u fire We will deny ourself
Our little wagon that we have made
to the little Kaflir We keep
quiet hen they throw ind at us, feel
ng, oh » happ We conscientiously
put the cked teacup for ourselves at
breakfast and take the burned roaster
cake We wve our money and buy
threepence of tobacco for the Hotten
tot maid Lo calls us name We are |
exotically virtuous At night we are
profoundly religiou Even the tlek
ng vatel 1y Eternity cternity
hell, hell hell!” and the lence tall
of God and the thit that shall be

O
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wused that penetrating re lI
fire of h this temporal fire is but
It 1 What comparison will
between burning fq a hun-

ired years' space and to be burning
intermission as long as God

We n,.mm.u-x the sermon there in
One comes and asks why
so moodily. Ah,

e noddi
1iey do not see what we see!

even
sliine alls, men and sheep?
“The which are seen are tem- |

por
seen are eternal.” They are real.
The Bible we bear always in our

breast. Its pages » our food. We |
iearn to repeat it. We weep much, for |
in sunshine and in shade, in the early

morning or late evening, in the field or
in the house, the devil walks with us.
tHe comes to us a real person, copper

lored face, head a little on one side,
«ad knit, asking questions. Be-
» me, it were better to be followed
hree deadly diseases than by him.

| He is never silenced—without mercy.

the drops of blood stand out on
art, he will put his question.
Softly he comes up (we are only a wee

your

£ | bit child): “Is it good of God to make

hell? Was it kind of him to let one be
forgiven unless Jesus Christ died ?”

Then he goes off and leaves us writh-
ing. Presently he comes back.

“Do you love him?' Waits a little.
“Do you love him? You will be lost if
you don't.”

We say we try to.

3ut do you?' Then he goes off.

It is nothing to him If we go quite
mad with fear at our own wickedness.
He asks on, the questioning devil. He
cares nothing what he says. We long
to tell some one, that they may share
our pain. We do not yet know that
the cup of afflietion Is made with such
a narrow mouth that only one lip can
drink at a time and that each man's
cup is made to mateh his lip.

One day we try to tell some one.
Then a grave head is shaken solemnly
at us We are wicked, very wicked,
they say. We ought not to have such
thoughts. God is good, very good. We
are wicked, very wicked. That is the
comfort we get. Wicked? O Lord, do
we not know it? Is it not the sense of
our own exceeding wickedness that is
drying up our young heart, filling it
with sand, making all life a dust bin
for us?

Wicked? We know it! Too vile to
live, too vile to die, too vile to creep
over this (God’s) earth and move
among believing men. Hell is the
one place for him who hates his mas-
ter, and there we do not want to go.
This is the comfort we get from the
old.

And once again we try to seek for
comfort. This time great eyes look at
us wondering, and lovely little lips say:

“If it makes you so unhappy to think
of these things, why do you not think
of something else and forget?”

Forget! We turn away and shrink
into ourself. Forget and think of oth-
er things! O God, do they not under-
stand that the material world is but a
film, through every pore of which
God’s awful spirit world is shining
through on us? We keep as far from
others as we can.

One night, a rare, clear moonlight
night, we kneel in the window. Ey
ery one else 1s a.leep, but we kneel
reading by the moonlight It is a
chapter In the prophets telling how
the chosen people of God shall be car-
ried on the gentiles’ shoulders. Surely
the devil might leave us alone. There
is not much handle for him there. But
presently he comes.

“Is it right there should be a chosen
people? To him who is Father to all
should not all be dear

How can we answer him? We were
feeling so good till he came. We put
our head down on the Bible and blister
it with tears. Then we fold our hands
over our head and pray till our teeth
grind together., Oh, that from that
spirit world, so real and yet so silent,
that surrounds us one word wonld
come to guide us! We are left alone
with this devil, and God does not whis-
per to us. Suddenly we selze the Bible,
turning it round and round, and say
hurriedly

“I1t will be God’'s voice speaking to
us, s voice as though we heard it.”

We yearn for a token from the lnex-
orably silent One,

We turn the book, put our finger
down on a page and bend to read by
the moonlight. It is God's answer, We
tremble

“Then 14 years after I went up again

to Jerusalem with Barnabas and took

Titus with me also.

For an instant our imagination selzes
it. We are twisting, twirling, trying to
make an allegory. The 14 years are 14
months; we are Paul, and the devil is

Barnabas; Titus 1s Then a sudden
loathing comes to us. We are llars
and hy rite We are trylng to de
celve ourselves. What 1s Paul to us
and Jerusalem? Who are Barnabas
and Titus? We know not the men.
Jefore we know we selze the book,
swing it round our head and fling it
with all our might to the farther end
| of the roon We put down our head
wignin and weep. Youth and Ignorance
is there anything else that can weep
oY It as tl h the tears were
dropg of blood congealed beneath the
eyelids Nothing else is llke those
ear a long time we are weak
vith ¢ 1 and lie silent, and by
chance we knock against the wood that
stops the broken pane It falls. Upon
our hot, stiff face a sweet breath of
wind blow We raise our head and
with our swollen eyes look out at the

beautiful still world, and the sweet

night wind blows in upon us, holy and
gentle, ke a loving breath from the
lips of God Over us a deep peace
com« a calm, still joy The tears
now readily and softly Oh, the
unutterable gladness! At last, at last,
we have found it! “The peace with |

God.! sense of sins ven
All doubt vanished, God's vol In the
| #oul, the Holy Spirit filling us! We fe

him, we feel him! O Jesus Christ,

Methodists and reviv-
and the mocking
ts lip and walks by

e 1s no cant phrase,
it was the dress of
v, none but at heart it sig-
nities a real Bodily or mental condition |

nights of frenzied
» supernatural desire to ap-
yove, a fierce quiver-
ing excitement in every inch of nerve
, there comes a time
w lu n nature cannot endure longer, and |
~px ng lun.' bent u-n»ll-.

pease the power ¢

deadly :1'-l.<'in\:< calm:
» blotted out as a cloud thy

remember them

We weep with soft, transporting joy.

A few experience this.
ine they experience it.
there lies about it. In the main “the |
, a sense of sins for- |
' Utter ruin was everywhere. The once
| and physical reaction. Its reality those |
know who have felt it.

And we on that moonll;,m night put

So says Wesley’'s hymn, which we sing |
: by evening. What matter sun- |

, thank you, God!
we drop asleep.

Next morning the Bible we kigs.
are God's forever.

the things which are not |

We go out t¢ work,
and it goes happily all day, happily all
, but hardly so happily,
, the m-xt day, and the next

your llnl\ \pxrll"'

, the old life goes on—reading,
, praying. They tell

Even the multiplication table
we learned with so much care we
The physical world recedes far-
ther and farther from us.
love not the world, neither the things
Across the bounds of
sleep our grief follows us.
wake in the night, we are sitting up Iin
weeping bitterly or find ourself
outside in the moonlight dressed and
walking up and down and wringing
our hands, and we cannot tell how we
So pass two years as men

[TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Stranger From “Georgy.”
“Down in Georgy”— said the stran-
ger with broad brimmed bat.

overcoat interrupted him with:

going to tell that story
Don’t things happen elsewhere
besides ‘down in Georgy? "

stranger, not noticing the interruption,
“down in Georgy"—

“There you go agaln!” exclaimed the
“One thing over and over!”
continuved the stranger,

when we air interrupted in a confabu-
, like I've been fer the last ten
, we takes the interrupter by
the collar, thisaway—

“An by the waist o' the britches,

“An we pitches him—

“Clean out the winder, thisaway!"

And the stout man,
to his feet and groped blindly about
for his hat, said:

“What was that that fellow was say-
ing about ‘down in Georgy?
quite get the last part of it!"—Atlanta

as he struggled

Rough on Faynthenrt,
Miss Pechis—No, Mr. Fayntheart, it's
a lovely wheel, but 1 really can’t ac-
cept it from you.
Fayntheart—Oh!
mother wouldn't object, would she?
Miss Pechis—It isn’t that.
wheel’s a Skimmer,

uses a Whizzer.
we should quarrel about the respective
 wheels, and that would
be terrible.—Philadelphia Press.

Much the Better Plan,
“If you would marry me,” he plead-
ed, “I am sure you would make a bet-

' she replied decisively, *'1 shall

added as she put her hand
where he could easily reach It,
not averse to reforming a man to mar-
ry him.”—Chicago Post.

“Mary!” yelled the poet.
“What is It, dear?” asked the patient

“Why don't you keep that kid quiet?
What on earth’s the matter with &#7”
I'm singing one
of your lullabies to the poor little dar-
ling.”—Philadelphia Press.

A Broken Record.

remarkable thing
When we were mar-
rled 25 years ago she weighed only 97

“And now she tips the beam at about

“No; she's as thin as ever.”—Chlcago

Some Satisfaction,

made dat rule never
ter leave er house without takin some

Think They Look All Right,
are more conceited about
their looks than women.

always put thelr
“Hl out I‘ oking in the glass.—C hlu\go

Thought It Was a Flipfiap.
attend the I-nnqm-t last night,

||u.\\ Gibson was sn acro-
Cleveland Plaln Dealer.

A Tragedy of Mont Blane.
The story of the destruction of the

| baths of St Gervais at the foot of
| Mont Blane, in 1892, is told in “The

Annals of Mont Blanc.” This was one

| of the calamities that could scarcely

have been predicted or averted.

Owing to the stoppage of the sub-
glacial drainage, in some way never
ascertained, a lake was formed under

s | the Tete Rousse glacler, in which an
s | enormous body of water was pent up

at a spot 10,000 feet above the sea lev-
el. Between 1 and 2 o'clock on the
night of July 12, 1802, the ice that had
held the lake gave way.

The water swept in a torrent of tre-
mendous force over the Desert de
Pierre Ronde, gathering up thousands
of tons of rock and stones in its course.
It passed with a terrific roar under the
hamlet of Bionnassay, which it did not
injure, destroyed half the village of
Bionnay on the highroad between Con-

| tamines and St. Gervais and, tearing

up trees as it went along, joined the
main river of the Bon-Nant.

Following the river bed and destroy-
ing on its way the old Pont du Diable,
it hurled its seething flood of water,
timber, stones and mud upon the solid
buildings of the St. Gervals baths and
crushed them into fragments. Then,

| erossing the Chamonix road, it spread

itself out in the form of a hideous fan
over the valley of the Arve, destroying

| part of the village of Le Fayet in its
| way.

Such was the catastrophe of St. Ger-
vais which claimed over 150 victims.

lovely gardens of the baths were five
or six feet deep in mud, fine trees had
been snapped like reeds and enormous
blocks of stone were strewn over the
dreary waste.

She Declded to Remain.

“1 will,” she exclaimed. *“I will not
live with you another day!”

“You leave me, will you?’ he calmly
asked.

“Yes, 1 will.”

“When?"
w—right off—this minute.”
fou’'ll go away?’

“Yes, sir.”

“1 wouldn’t if 1 were you.”

“But | will, and 1 defy you to pre-
vent me. | have suffered at your hands
as long as | can put up with it.”

“Oh, 1 shan’'t try to stop you,” he
quietly replied. *“I'll simply report to
the police that my wife has mysteri-
ously disappeared. They'll want your
description, and 1 will give it. You
wear No. 7 shoes; you have an extra
large mouth; you walk stiff in your
knees; your nose turns up at the end;
eyes rather on the squint; voice like
."_

“Wretch! You wouldn't dare do
that!” she screamed.

“l certainly will, and the descrip-
tion will go in all the papers.”

They glared at each other A moment
in silence. Then it was plain to be
seen he had the dead wood on her.—
Columbus Journal.

His Great Work.

A Chicago man who has written a
book was telling about it the other day
to a friend who had once done him a
service.

“By the way,” sald the author, “I
would be delighted to give you a copy
of my work, if you care for it.”

“l should be more than pleased to
have it,” was the reply, “especially if
you will write your name In it.”

“All right. There is a bookstore
just around the corner. If you will ac-
company me, we will go there and get
it. 1 don’t happen to have a copy in
my office just now.”

After they bad stopped to glance at
some of the new things In the book-
store the author halled a clerk and,
pushing his chest out very far, asked
for the novel that he had written.

“Yes, sir,” the clerk said. “We have
it around here somewhere, I believe,
but you are the first one who has ever
asked for a copy, and it may take me
some time to find it. Wouldn't some-
thing else do just as well? We have a
great many better books at the same
price.”—Chicago Times-Herald.

How He Obtained Quiet,

At one of the meetings during Mr.
Moody's services in Kansas City hymn
sheets were distributed by the ushers
just previous to his address. He was
feeling very tired, and speaking was a
great exertion; so, fearing the nolse
that would result should the audience
rustle them, he resolved to get rid of
them. He called out, “Will everybody
who has a hymn sheet hold it up?”

The sheets were held up all over the
hall. Mr. Moody shouted, “Now shake
them!”

Twelve thousand flimsy sheets of pa-
per were shaken vigorously. They
made an Indescribably musical sound.
There is nothing to compare it with.
One can only say it was a vast rustle.

“That will do,” called Mr. Moody at
the top of his voice. The sound ceased.
“All right,” said Mr. Moody. “Now sit
on those hymn sheets.” The audience
pat on them. Having taken this pre-
caution against interruption, Mr. Moo-
dy began his sermon.

Mann & Mrs, Jones.

“Look here,” said Mr. Jones to the
douse agent, “my wife will be calling
today, and I want you to tell her that
that house we have been looking at is
taken.”

“But, my good sir,” protested the
agent, “it isn't taken.”

“It will be then,” answered Mr.
Jones. “I am taking It now. Mrs.
Jones can't make up her mind, but
she’ll want it directly she thinks she
can’t get It.”—~London Telegraph.

A Fair Unnecessary.

Tommy—I know now why you wear
only one eyeglass.

His Big Sister's Beau—Why?

Tommy-—Brother Jack says you
ought to see with balf an eye that sis-
ter doesno’t care anything about you.—
Jewelers' Weekly.

A Few Jokes That Would Make &
Misanthrope Smile,
Bill-I've been to see a palm reader.
Jill—And did you believe what he

told you?
“Yes, I did. He told me I was too
easy, and then charged me §2.”

The Doctor—Why have you sent for
me?

The Husband—Oh, my wife's mother
I8 feeling bad, and she says she doesn’t
sare whether she lives or not.

“I have noticed that men who put up
fake butter are arrested nearly every
day,” remarked the observer of events
and things, “but the fellows who are
continually putting up fake fights are
allowed to go free.”

Mr. Gotham—There's no city like
New York, after all.

Mr. Church—No; I guess you're right.
Most cities have a saloon on every
sixth corner; New York has 'em on
nearly every corner.

Charles—Is your girl opposed to your
smoking?

Clarence—I think she must be. Ev-
ery night when I come away from her
house I find two or three broken cigars
in my vest pocket.




