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Have you scen the pretty sty les| SELLING GOODSREGARD-

in fine footwear at Bickel's. LESS OF COST.

Our spring stock is all in and s’ fine Dongola shoes
is extremly large. $1.50 values at $1.00

Grandest display of fine foot- Men's fine Calf shoes, leather
wear ever shown. | lined, $1.50 values at $1.00.

SOROSIS SHOES and Oxfords | Men's fine Tan shoes, spring

in all the new and pretty styles |styles, $2.00 values at $1.25.

for spring. Many styles to select Boys’ fine Box Calf, « xtension
from. Misses’ and Children’s | sole shoes, $1.50 values at $1.00.
shoes and Oxfords in fine Dongola, Men's Heavy Sole, lace work-
Tan and Patent Leather. | ing shoes, $1.35 values at 90c.
See our line of Men’s and Boy's |  Girl’s fine Dress shoes, patent
fine shoes in Pateut Leather, Vici | tipped, $1.00 es at 50c¢.
Kid and the difterent shades of| Men's High-cut, heavy s le,
Russett. box toe shoes, $2 valves at $1.25.

Also a complete stock of Gents’+  Ladies™  finc Slippers, satin,

fine Oxfords in the different |velvet and leather, all sizes, $1.00

leathers—all sizes and widths values at 39¢.

l

|

‘The styles are the latest and |

|

the prices are the lowest. | soc values at 15¢.

WX EEN

Sample Counters Filled With Interesting Bargains

JOHN BICKEL,

128 SOUTH MAIN STREET, - - BUTLER, PA

"HUSELTON’S

Spring Footwear

The Very Finest Shoes Ever Shown in Butler for Men,

Women and Children.

Every New Idea | Women’s Fine Shoes,
That has merit in it as to style,| Lace or button at 85c, $1,$1.25
comfort and service in footwear| and $1.50—up to the minute
develops in this store. [ in style. .

Women’s Shoes | Business Shoes.
made especially to our order;| Stylish footwear for business
dainty in appearance, of sub-| men; tan bux and Russia calf,

stantial cervice and full of sty]cl fine vici kids, velour calf, pat-
as to shape of heel and toe, $2,| ent calf that have case and

$2.50, $3.00 and $3.50 in Tan, comfort as well as wear in them
kid and Russia calf, black kid at $2, $2.50, $3 and $3.50.

skin and patent leather. Men’s Patent Leather.
Our Girls Shoes Full dress affairs at $2.50,
in tan and black, iace or but-| $3.50, $4 and $5.that you must

ton kid shoes, sizes 11} to 2,at] have to be well dressed; shoes

75¢, $1, $1.25 and $1.50; 84| that go into the very best soci-

to 11, at soc, 75, $1 and $1.25; ety and feel at home there.
6 to 8 at 4oc, 50¢, 75¢ and $1.| Men's Working Shoes

Shoes for Boys, in oil grain and heavy veal,
Including patent leather, vici two sole and tap bellus tongue,

kid, tan and Russia calf, sizes at $1, $1.25 and $1.50; Box

2} to s}, at goc, $1.00, $1.2%; toe at $1 50, $2 and $2.50; in
$1.50 and $2.00. fine satins for dress at $1.00,

$1.25 and $1.50.

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

for Women, of this city,

B. C. HUSELTONS,

Butler's Leading Shoe House. Opposite Hotel Lwry.

Spring STYLES

HERRERHRRER

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.

Fits and Workmanshin
Guaranteed.

G F. RECK,

42 North Main Street, - = 2 2 Butler, Pa

wve Butler, P. &

Ladies’ fine Jersey over-gaiters,

Epwarp C. La
Gen’l Pass. Agent,
Rochester, N. Y

P., Bessemer

nects with W. N

throngh to Gree

& WEST
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shop by the highest paid journey

men tailors in Butler, yet it

sible to (and we do) give our patrons these first class clothes at the-

price you would pay for the other sort. We believe

good reasons why out tailoring is the best and cheapest and woulc

be grateful for the opportunity to show you ou handsome spring

stock and give you prices to prove them.

Aland™a:
v MEN’S Clothes

Out beter.WOut of the World!

Our garments have a style that is |
easily distinguished from the ordin-
ary. They are the result of careful
study and practical application ofthe
ideas gathered by frequent visits to
the fashion centres, and by personal

contact with the leading tailors and

fashion authorities of the county

They are made in our own work- |

FITTING TRUSSES

REDICK & GROHMAN'’S:

109 N, Main St., PRESCRIPTION DRUGGISTS, Butler, Pa ¢ @0 Good Stabling.
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A TALE OF LIFE IN THE
BOER REPURLIC.
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“And 1 1
yo n b could run me through
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D \ ) 1 ot dri
Kaff AR ¥ I was
f yor 1?7 Oh, y¢ misera rag!
1 loved you, did 1? 1 would have liked
to marry you, would I, would I, would
Boer an. “You cat's

r's paw! Be near my house

to morning when the sun
rise e ed, “my Kaffirs will
di vou ough the sand. They
would do it udly, ¢ of them, for a
bit of tol for your prayings

th them

“I am bewildered, 1 am bewildered,”
aid the G . standing before her
nd his hand to his forehead.

I do not understand.”

“Ask him, ask him!” cried Tant’ San-
nie, pointing to Bonaparte. “IHe knows.
You ¢ht he could not make me
understand, but he did, he did, you old
fool! 1 yw enough English for that.
You be here,” shouted the Dutchwo-
man, “when the morning star rises,
and 1 will let my Kaffirs take you out
and drag you till there is not one boue
left in your old body that is not bro-
ken as fine as babootie meat, you old
begegar! All your rags are not worth
that they should be thrown out on to

the ash heap,” cried the Boer woman,

but 1 will have them for my sheep!
Not one rotten hoof of your ok! ma
do you take with you. I will have her
all, all for sheep that you have

godless thi

lost, ¥«

The er woman wiped the moisture
from her mouth with the palm of her
hand

The German turned to Bonaparte,
who still stood on the step absorbed In
the beauty of the sunset

“Do not address me, @do not approach
me, lost man,” sald Bonaparte, not
moving his eye nor lowering his chin.
“There is a crime from which all na
ture revolts; there is a crime whose
name is loathsome to the human ear.
That crime is yours; that erime is In
gratitude I'his woman has been your

| ben t On her farm you have
| lived, * her sheep you have looked,
[ inte her house yon have been allowed
|

to enter and hold Divine service, an
vhich you were never worthy,
you rewarded her?

and false

said the

round, be

{ Are you
| “@Go, dog!” eried the Dutchwoman

1 I would have been a rich woman this

| day if it had not been for your lazi
¢ | ness, prayi h the Kaflirs behind

the kraal walls. Go, you Katlir dog!

“PBut what then is the matter? What

| may have happened since 1 left?’ said

| 1 German, turning to the Hottentot

; woman whe it upon the step.

| She was his friend; she would tell

i him kindly the truth. The woman an-

|

swered by a loud, ringing laugh.
Give it him, old is! Give It

h
It was so nice to see the white man
| who had been master hunted down.
| The colored woman laughed and threw
| o dozen mealie grains Into her mouth
to cl
| 4\“"\ ol ind excitement Il‘!"l from
| the old man’s face. Ie turned slowly
| away and walked down the little path
| to his eabin, with his shoulders bent.
It wa re him. He stum
| bled over the threshold of his own well
k1 n door
Im bbir bitterly, would have
followed him, but the Boer woman pre
vented her by a flood of speech which
cot ed the IHottentot, so low were
It 1
( ( I ald Lyndall, lifting
her small, proud head, “let us go in
We will not stay to hear such lan
gty
| She !
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Then she laid her small fingers on the
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I suppressed her sobs and listened
ng at the door. Sud-
nly s ¢ ne to the window
3 & p
“‘Who was said Lyndall, start
1 girl se,” said Em. “How i
irly s enings’

But I ang from the bed and
5 of the door, shaking
t 1 oor was locked on
the o 1 her teeth.

What is t asked Em.

The rqgom darkpess

now ‘

“Nothing,” said Lyndall quietly, “on-
ly they have locked us in.”

She turned and went back to bed
again t ere long Em heard a sound
of mov ent. Lyndall had climbed
up into the window and with her fin-

gers felt the woodwork that surround-
1 lipping down, the girl

S knob from the foot
stead, and, cl ing up
ke with it every pane of

low, be

om
" asked Em,
falling fragments.

Her ipanion made her no reply,
but leaned on every little crossbar,
cked and gave way beneath
her. Then she pressed with all her
strength against the shutter. She had
thought the wooden buttons would

ive way, but by the clinking sound
knew that the iron bar had been
put across. She was quite quiet for a
time. Clambering down, she took from
the table a small one bladed penknife,
with which she began to peck at the
hard woc f the shutter.

“What you doing now?’ asked
Sin, who had ceased crying in her won-
and had drawn near.

“Trying to make a hole,” was the
short reply.

“Do you think you will be able to?”

“No, but I am trying.”

In an agony of suspense Em waited.
For ten minutes Lyndall pecked. The
hole was three-eighths of an incl deep.
Then the blade sprang into ten pieces.

“What happened now?” asked
Em, blubbering afresh.

“Nothing,” said Lyndall. “Bring me
my nightgown, a piece of paper and
the matches.”

Wondering, Em fumbled about till
she found them.

“What are you going te do with
them 7’ she whispered.

“Burn down the window.”

“But won't the whole house take fire
and burn down too?”

“Yes.”

“But will it not be very wicked?”’

“Yes, very, and I do not care.”

She arranged the nightgown careful-
ly in the corner of the window, with
the chips of the frame about it. There
wus only one match in the box. She
drew it carefully along the wall. For
a moment it burned up blue and show-
ed the tiny face with its glistening
eyes. She held it carefully to the pa-
per For an instant It burned up
brightly, then flickered and went out.
She blew the spark, but It died also.
Then she threw the paper on to the
ground, trod on it and went to her bed
and began to undress.

Em rushed to the door, knocking
against it wildly.

“Oh, Tant’ Sannie, Tant’ Sannie! Obh,
let us out!” she ecried. *“Oh, Lyndall,
what are we to do?”

Lyndall wiped a drop of blood off
the lip she had bitten.

“] am going to sleep,” she said. “If
you like to sit there and howl till the
worning, do Perhaps you will find
that it helps. [ never heard that howl
ing helped any one.”

Long after, when Em herself had
gone to bed and was almost asleep,
Lyndall came and stood at her bed

sid

‘Here,” she sald, slipping a little pot
oL pov into her hand. “Rub some
on your face. Does it not burn where
she struck you?”

Then she erept back to her own bed
Long, long after, when Em was really
asleep, she lay still awake and folded
her hands on her little breast and mut-
tered:

“When that day comes and 1 am
strong, I will hate everything that has
power and help everything that 1s
weak.” And she bit her lip agaln.

The German looked out at the cabin
door for the last time that night. Then
he paced the room slowly and sighed.
Then he drew out a pen and paper and
sat down to write, rubbing his old

gray eyes with his knuckles before he
began:

My (¢ ker You did not come to say goodby
to tl 1 mar Might 3 Ah, well, there is
a land where they part no more, where salnts im
mortal reign

1 sit here alone, and I think of y Will you
forget t | man? When you wa rfow,
he 1 be f W old horse azy, but

b I i to help him. That is three legs.
He comes back one day with gold and diamonds
Wi 1 him? Well, we shall see 1
go to m He comes back with the
wag Then he follows me. Poor boy! God
kr There is a land where all things are
made right, but that land is not here

M 1 n, serve the Saviour. Give your

art are yet young. Life is

rt

N e; otherwis , Lyn
la et Em m 1 say
r I re m right
e k I m d t be
But 1 y I feel it.

Do not cry too much for the old man. He goes

t ek Lis fortune and comes back with it in
a1 may be

1 ny children. Do they think of me? I
am old Otto, who g yut to seek his fortune.

0. F.

Having concluded this quaint pro-

put it where the children
it the next morning and
d to prepare his bundle. He
jought of entering a protest

arainst the loss of his goods. Like a
child he ibmitted and wept. He had
been there 11 years, and it was hard to
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r bl handker f and on it put one
by the th 1 thought most
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Liis 1sid
I t 1 I'hey cannot say
It « | 1id, looking at It
1 t -} knott tick eside it,
his blue toba bag and 1 pipe,
| and then inspected his coats. He
1 left, n oth eaten overcoat and a |
bln I 1 out at the W\ e
decld ‘ cat
ocert ! ! «
o\ 1 I« put X
he met sone 1 otk the road It
was mwore respectable than the black

| ed, he ¢
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1ting them with much satis- |
f He had almos tten isl
s 1t lea g in his pleasure at | e
pre Suddenly he startal. An |
2 of intense pain passedover |  IN THE SUGAR BUSH.
his He drew back his left arm | =
L n pressed his right hand | Maple Sugar Making SThe Modera

1

the sudden pang again!” he

wce was white, but It quickly re- and Vermont, ther
d its color. Then the old man | people
ed himself in putting everything | Untted States who have no more clear

i tons of maple sugar are

l Processes aund Product,

|

| made, for the most part in New York
|

» probably many
1s throughout the

ving on far

idea of how maple sugar is made than

- 1 " » ¥ Y vy he | 1
Iw .;I ‘1‘._,\, it m.\t.. rm_\" shall n.ul | they bave of the production of electric-
ay 1 did not leave it neat,” I said. | jty says a writer in Farm and Fire-

Unde

little bags of seeds on the

e he put in rows and dusted. | process the following items and illus-
» undressed and got into bed. | trations are reproduced:

his pillow was a little story The sugar maple is so called on ac-

side, from whose description of the

book. He drew it forth. To the old | count of the sugar contained in the

G

an a story wae¢ no story. Its

1ts were as real and as hn[\urtnnt can hardly tell the difference between
mself as the matters of his own | jt and water, as it is clear and spar-

sap. The person with no experience

life. He could not go away without | kjing and has but a faint taste of sug-
knowing whether that wicked earl re- | g There is just about enough sugar
lented and whether the baron married | (o make it a little sickish.

Emil
and

his feelir

That was a rogue. I saw it before.

knew it from the beginning.” More
than half an hour had passed when he
looked up to the silver watch at the

top of his bed.

“The march is long tomorrow. This
will not do,” he said, taking off his
spectacles and putting them carefully
into the book to mark the place. “This
will be good reading as I walk along
tomworrow,” he added as he stuffed the
into the pocket of the greatcoat,
ry good reading.” He nodded bhis
Lhead and lay down. He thought a lit-
tle of his own troubles, a good deal of
the two little girls he was leaving, of
the earl, of Emilina, of the baron, but
he was soon asleep, sleeping as peace-
fully as a little child upon whose inno-
cent soul sorrow and care cannot rest.

It was very quiet in the room. The
coals in the fireplace threw a dull red
light across the floor upon the. red
lions on the quilt. Eleven o'clock
came, and the room was very still. One
o'clock came. The glimmer had died
out, though the ashes were still warm,
and the room was very dark. The gray
mouse which had its hole under the
tool box came out and sat on the sacks
in the corner. Then, growing bolder,
the room was so dark, it climbed the
r at the bedside, nibbled at the
roaster cake, took one bite quickly at
the candle and then sat on its haunch-
es listening. It heard the even breath-
ing of the old man and the steps of the
hungry Katlir dog going his last round
in search of a bone or a skin that had
been forgotten, and it heard the white
hen eall out as the wildeat ran away
with one of her brood, and it heard the
chicken c¢ry. Then the gray mouse
went back to its hole under the tool
box, and the room was quiet. And 2

box

“ve
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So he adjusted hiS'F])t'(‘!:lrh‘:l In the fall the greater part of the sap
s read. Occasionally, as | zoes from the trunk and branches into
rs became too strongly mov- | the roots, where, buried deep in the
-ulated: “Ah, I thought so!

THREE METHODS OF COLLECTING SAP.

ground, it will not be chilled. In the
spring. beginning in the latter part of
February or first of March, according
as the season is forward or backward,
the sap begins to ascend the body of
the tree, the greater part in the outer
layers of the tree. Securing this sap
as it ascends and boiling it down con-
stitutes the work of maple sugar mak-
ing.

The first thing is to get the sap. In
the early days before the bit and brace
an oblique notch was cut into the tree
near the ground, and from this wound
the sap would of course flow. Then un-
der the lower corner of this wound a
curved hole wide from one side of the
tree to the other, but narrow up and
down, was made with a “gouge,” and
into this was driven a short wooden
gpout of the same shape, which caught
the sap as it dropped from the cut, and
thus carried it to short wooden troughs
made by digging out basswood blocks.
After the bit and brace came into use
a hole was bored into the tree, and a
round spout made from a plece of su-

¢ .k o N, “ P
o'clock came. By that time the night mac from which the pith had been

was grown dull and cloudy. The wild-
cat had gone to its home on the “kop-
je.” The Kaffir dog had found a bone

and lay gnawing it.

An intense quiet reigned everywhere.
Only in her room the Boer woman toss-
ed her great arms in her sleep, for she
dreamed that a dark shadow with out-
stretched wings fled slowly over her
house, and she moaned and shivered.

And the night was very still.

But, quiet as all places were, there
was a quite peculiar quiet in the Ger-
man’s room. Though you strained
your ear most carefully, you caught

no sound of breathing.

IIe was not gone, for the old coat
still hung on the chair, the coat that
was to be put on when he met any
one, and the bundle and stick were
ready for tomorrow’s long march. The
old German himself lay there, his wavy
black hair just touched with gray
thrown back upon the pillow. The old
face was lying there alone in the dark,
smiling like a little child’s—oh, so
peacefully! There Is a stranger whose
coming, they say, Is worse than all the
{lls of life, from whose presence we
flee away trembling, but he comes
very tenderly sometimes, and it seem-
ed almost as though death had known
and loved the old man, so gently it
touched him. And how could it deal
hardly with him—the loving, slmple,

childlike old man?

burned out was driven into the hole to
convey the sap to the trough.

Next the wooden bucket came into
use. By driving a nail into the tree un-
der the spout the bucket could be hung
anywhere on the tree.

In the days of boiling in kettles color
was the last thing aimed at in mak-
fng maple sugar, which was a dull
black when finished. Sweetness was
the main consideration, and there was

.no incentive to keep out the dirt and
cinders, for black sugar was just as
gweet, and sugar light>r than chocolate
was looked upon @s having been adul-
terated.

The next improvement was the large
pan placed upon an arch made of stone
or brick. About the same time tin
buckets came into use. A little later
the metallic spout was invented. This
is now of such shape that it fills but a
small portion of the hole bored in the
tree, but is held so firmly that the buck-
et Is supported by it. It allows sap to
flow from the outer layers of the tree
where there is the greatest amount of
gap, and that which makes the whitest
sugar.

A few sugar makers have their plant
go arranged that the sap, or sirup, does
not touch wood after the sap leaves
the tree. At the present time color is
an important factor in the value of
maple sugar, and as wood tends to
color it wooden utensils of all kinds

So it smoothed out the wrinkles that have been discarded as far as possible.

were in the old forehead and fixed the

The maple sugar now made is of a

passing smile and sealed the eyes that light straw color. Any darker than

they

the long, long sleep of eternity.

“How has he grown so young in this
one night?” they said when they found

him in the morning.

Yes, dear old man, to such as you
time brings no age. You die with the.
purity and Innocence of your child-
hood upon you, though you die in your

gray halrs.
' [TO BE CONTINUED,}

No Chanee to Fade.

“Quch conduct,” sald the teacher to a
rebellious pupil, “will eventually bring
your father's gray halrs with sorrow to

the grave.”

might not weep again, and then
the short sleep of time was melted iuto

AVERAGE BOILING PLACE OF TODAY.
that will not command the highest
price, and If lighter adulteration with
refined sugar is suspected.

The sap is gathered in a tank holding
about three barrels placed on & low
gled with wide runners. Roads are
made through the sugar bush so the
gathering tank can be driven near all
the trees.

The onion thrip has been very trou-
blesome for several years in some sec-
tions. It eats the foliage, glving &
white appearance to the leaves and
stopping growth. Spraying with whale
oll soap, one pound to eight gallons ot
water, has proved effective in destroy-
Ing it if applled early and often
enough.
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Don’t,

“_].":”,.'I ".I.l" h;.m.‘:jh“.' n.,l:”,‘,.:_‘,.':":',."r: “A Philadelphia paper offers a prize
s s pa o ars | oor the best answer to the question,

a wig.”

Men,

The man who will do anything for

“What 1s the best way to avold unhap-
py marriages? "
“That's very easy. All you have to

his friends or anything to his enemies | do is to take Mr. Punch’'s advice to
trequently becomes known outside of | those about to marry.” — Cleveland

his own township.

Plain Dealer.

A man who trles to win success in a e —

hurry, intending to be worthy of It at
leisnure, generally forgets the latter

part of the contract

A Critieal Moment,
She—You hesitated when 1 asked you
if 1 were the ounly girl you had ever

A man always feels foolish when he | loved. ;
first takes off his hat to the girl he has He—Yes; | couldn’t tell from your

known from childhood.

Men who let the gas burn just a lit-

expression whether you wanted me to
gay “No” or “Yes.”—Indlanapolis Jour-

tle, In order to save matches, have nal.

been known to succeed as financlers.

A Lingering omliclide,

We may think people who always “Who is that yogng fellow over there
agree w ‘.”‘ us are mushy, llll(. .%u.nll“ —the one running?’
how we keep on liking them.—Chicago “That's the Count de Castellane. He

Times-Herald

sh Question,

A Foo
Mamma—My d
been all this time?

{s rushing nround the corner to kill a
French editor—by cablegram.”—Cleve-
land Piain Dealer.

where have you

Evil Effects,

Danghter—Sitting up with a slek | “«pjgn't you send any of your chick-

friend

ens to the poultry show?”

Mamma—Nonsense. I belleve you've | “No  I've noticed that when a hen
been in the parlor all the time with | 4. ujres a taste for soclety she gets

that Mr. Softleigh

Dayghter—Well, wa, he's lovesick.

too stuck up to lay eggs.”—Chicagy

~ " Record.




