REV. DR, TALMAGE PREACHES A SER-
MCN OF CONSOLING INFLUENCE.

Today and One Hundred Years Vrom Now.
The Necemlty of Death and Decuy ~Time
Is Past, and It In an Everlnsting Now.,

Brookrys, Nov, 12,—Rev, Dr. Tal-
mage today presched a sermon of unuan-
al and marvelous consolation to the usual
throngs after they had sung:

Thero Is no sorrow that heaven eantiot cure.

The subject was “Oblivion and Its De-
feats." Tho texts sclocted wore Jub xxiv,
20, “_Te shall be no more remembored,”
and Psalms cxii, 6, “The viglhiteous shull
be in everlasting remembrance.”

*Oblivion and Its Defeats” is my sub-
Ject today, Thereis an old monster that
awallows down everything, It cranches |
individuals, families, communities, I

elates, nations, continents, hemispleros,
worlds, Its dict is made np of years, of
centuries, of cycles, of millenninms, of
eons, That moneter i3 called by Noah
Webater and all the other dictionarians
oblivion, It is & steep down which ev-
erything rolls, It is a conflagration in
which everything is consumed, It is a
dirge in which all orchestras play and a
period at which everything stops, It is |
the cemetery of the human race, It is
the domain of forgetfulness. Oblivion!
At times it throws a shadow over all of
us, and I would not pronounce it today
if 1 did not come arwmed in the strength
of the eternal (God on yonr behalf to at-
tack it, to rout it, to dewmolish it.
ORLIVION'S WORK,

Why, just look at the way the familles
of the earth disappear! For awhile they
are together, inseparable and to each
other indispensable, and then they part.
Some by marriage, going to establish
other howmes, and some leave this life,
and a century is long enough to plant a
family, develop it, prosperit and obliter-
ate it, Bo the generations vanish,

Walk np Broadway, New York; State
street, Boston; Chestnut street, Phila-
dolphia; The Strand, London; Princess
street, Edinburgh; Champs Elysees, Paris;
Unter den Linden, Berlin, and you will
meet in this year 1803 not one person
whowalked there inthe year 1703, What
ingnlfment! All the ordinary efforts at
perpetuation are dead failures, Walter
Scott’s *Old Mortality” may go round
with his chisel to recut the faded epi-
taphs on tombstones, but Old Oblivion
has a quicker chisel with which ho can
cut ont o thonsand epitaphs while “0Old
Mortality" is cutting in one epitaph.
Whole libraries of biographies devoured
of bookworms or unread of the rising
generations,

All the signs of the stores and ware-
houses of great firms have changed, un-
lesa the grandsons think that it is an ad-
vantage to keep the old sign up becanse
the name of the ancestor was more com-
mendatory than the nnme of the descend-
ant. The city of Rome stands today,
but dig down deep enough and you come
to another Rome, buried, and go down
still farther and you will find a third
Rowes,

Jernsalem stands today, but dig down
deep enough and yon will find n Jerusa-
lem underneath, and go on and deeper
down a third Jerusalem. Alexandria
on the top of an Alexandria, and the
second on tho top of thethird. Many of
the ancient cities are buried 80 feet
deep, or B0 feet deep, or 100 feet deep,
What was the matter? Any special ca-
lamity? No. The winds and waves and
sands and flying dust are all undertakers
and gravediggers, and if the world stands
long enough the present Brooklyn and
New York and Londun will have on top
of them other Brooklyns and New Yorks
and Londons, and only after digging and
boring and blasting will the archwolo-
gist of far distant centuries come down
as far as the highest spires and domes
and turrets of our present American and
European cities,

Call the roll of the armies of Baldwin
1, or of Charles Martel, or of Marlbor.
ough, or of Mithridates, or of Prince
Frederck, or of Cortez, and not one
answer will you hear, Stand them in
line nud cull the roll of the 1,000,000
men in the army of Thebes, Not one
answer. Stand them in line, the 1,700,
000 infantry and the 200,000 cavalry of
the Assyrian army under Ninus, and call
the roll, Not one answer. Stand inline
the 1,000,000 men of Sesostris, tho 1,200,-
000 men of Artaxerxes at Cunaxa, the
2,041,000 men under Xerxes at Ther-
mopylw, and call the long roll. Not one
AUSWET.

At the opening of our civil war the
men of the northern and southern armies
were told that if they fell in battle their
names would never be forgotten by their
country, Out of the million men who
fell in battle or died in military hospi- |
tals you eannot call the names of 1,000,
nor the names of 600, nor the nomes uf‘
100, nor tho names of 50, Oblivion! Are |
the feet of the duncers who were at ghe ball |
of the Duchess of Richmond at Brusscls
the night before Waterloo all stillz  All
still. Are all the ears that heard the
guns of Bunker Hill all deaf? All deaf,
Are the eyes that saw the coronation of
George Il all closed? Allclosed, Oblive
jon! A hundred years from now there
will not be a beiug on this earth that
know we ever lived,

WELCOME TO HIS MEAL, }

In somo old family record a descend-

ant studying up the uncestral line may |
spell out our name, and from the nearly |
fadad ink, with great effort, find that |
gome person of our name was born some- l
where between 1510 and 1500, but they
will know no more abont us than we know |
about the color of a child's eyes born last
night im a village in Patagonia. Tell me
sowething about your great-grandfuther,
What were his features? What did he
do? What year was he born? What year
did he die? And your great-grandmother?
Will you describe the style of the hat
that she wore, and how did she and your
great-grandfuther get ou in each other's
companionship?  Was it March weather
or Junet

Oblivion! That mountain surge rolls

overeverything. Even the pyramidsare
d ini. Not & day passes but there is
o{l.n od

off achip of that granite, mi.ﬂ

e s

THE RED CLOUD CHIEF, RED CLOUD,

sea {8 trimnphing over the land, and '

what i jroing on ot Coney 1sland 14 go-
o om o1l nvcond (e world, and tha eoge
hinenls o ertahliing into the veaves,
Aud while this is transpiring on tho ont-
eide of the world the hot eldsel of thein-
ternal v ds digging under the foundas
ton of the carti and eutting its way ont
towsed the surface,

It eneprises me to hear peoplo say they
do not think the world will finally be
burned np, when all scientists will tell
Yo that it has for ages been on fire.
Wiy, there is only n crust betwoeen ns
and the fornaces inside raging to et
out, Oblivion! The world itsel{ will
roll intoit as easily as a schoolboy's in-
disrubler ball rolls down a bill, und
vehen our world goes it 19 g0 interlocked
by the law of gravitation with other
worlds that they will go, too, and s far
from havingonr memory perpetuated by

a monument of Aberdeen granite in this
world, there is no world in sight of our |
strongest telescope that will be o sure |

*mlimnut for any slab of commemorn-
fon of the fact that we ever lived or

died at all. Our earth is struck with |
The axletreo of the constella- |

death,

breath i< i their nostrils, what are uo-
road Dographios in the alcoves of o ety
libra=y, cornnred wit’o o i sishaldo
records you Lave ysade b the i1luonad
mnersorio o8 those oo wleom yondid snch
kinduesscs? Forget theme  Whey canuot
forget them,

Notwithstanding all their might and
splendor, there are some things the glori-
fied of heaven cannot do, and this is one
of them.  They cannot forget an earthly
kindness done.  They have no cutlass to
part that eable.  They Lave no strength
to hurl into oblivion that benefaction,
Has Panl forgotten the inlnbitants of
Malta, who extended the iland hospital-
ity when e and othiers with him had
felt, added 1o a slnpwreek, the drenching
riin and the sharpeold?  Has the vietim
of the highwayiman on e rond to Jers
cho forgotten the Gool Samaritan with
a medicament of oil and wine and a freo
ride to the hostelry? Have the English
soldiers who went up to God from the

Crimean bnttlefields forgotten Florence |

Nightingnle?

Through all eternity will the north-
ern and southern soldiers forget the
northern and southern women who ad-

tions will break and let down the popus | ministered to the dying boys in blne and

lations of other worlds, Stellar, Innar,
solar wortality, Oblivion! It can swal-

gray after the awfual fights in Tennessce
and Pennsylvanin  and Virginia and

low and will swallow whole galaxies of | Georgia, which turnod every house and

worlds as casily asa o crocodile takes
down a frog.

Yet oblivion does not remove or kwal-
low anything that had better not be re-
moved or swallowed. The old monster
is welecome to his meal. This world
wonld long ago have been overcrowded
if it had not been for the merciful remov-
al of nations and generations, What if
all the books had lived that were ever
written and printed and published? The
libraries would by their immensity have
obstructed intelligence nand made all re-
pearch impossible, The fatal epidemic of
books was a merciful epidemic.

Many of the state and national libra-
ries today are only morgues in which
dead books are waiting for some one to
come and recognize them, What if all
the people that had been born were still
alive? We would have been elbowed by
our ancestors of ten centories agn, and
people who ought to have said their last
word 3,000 years ago would snarl at us,
saying, “What are you doing here?
There wonld have been no room toturn
around. Some of the past generations of
mankind were not worth remembering.
The first useful thing that many people
did was to die—their cradle a misfortune
and their gravo a boon.

This world was hardly a comfortable
placo to live in before the middle of the
last century. Somuany things have come
into the world that were not fit to stay
in we ought to be glad they were put
out, The waters of Lethe, the fountain
of forgetfulness, aro a healthful d-aft,
The history we have of the world in nges
past is always one sided and cannct bo
depended on. History is fiction illus-
trated by a few straggling facts, In all
the Pantheon the weakest goddess is
Clio, the goddess of history, and instead
of Leing represented by senlptors as
holding a scroll might better bo repre-
sented as limping on erntclies,

Faithful history is the saving of a foew
things out of more things lost. The fm-
mortality that comes from pomp of ob-
sequies or granite shaft or building named
after its founder or page of recognition
in some encyclopedia is an immortality
unworthy of one's ambition, for it will
all cease and is no immortality at all,
Oblivion! A hundred years, But while
I recognize this universal submergence
of things earthly, who wants to be for-
gotten? Not one of us,

Absent for a few weeks or monthe
from home, it cheers us to know that we
are remembered there,  Itis a phrase we
have all prouounced, “1 hope you missed
me,” Meeting some friends from whom
wa have been parted many years, we in-
quire, *Dil you ever see me befored” und
they mi' *Yes," and eall us by name, and
we feel o delightfal sensation thrilling
through their hand into onr hug 1, and
running up from elbow to ghoul®r, nnd
then parting, the one enrrent of delight
ascending to the brow and the other de-
scending to the foot, moving round and
ronnd in concentrie circles until every
nerve and muscle and capacity of body
mull1 mind and goul is permeated with de-
light,

gA few days ngo, visiting the place of
my boyhood, I met one whom I had not
seen since we played together at 10 years
of age, and I had peculiur pleasare in
puzzling him a little as to who I was,
and I can hardly describe the sensation
as after awhile he mumbled out: *Let
me gee, Yes, you are De Witt,” Weall
like to be remembered,

Now, I have to tell yon that this obliv-
ion of which I have spoken has its de-
feats, nud that there is no more reason
why we should not be distinetly and viv-
idly and glorionsly remembered five
hundred million billion trillion quadril-
lion quintillion years from now than
that we shonld bo remembered six weeks,
I am going to tell yon how the thing can
be done and will be done,

BOMETIIING THAT CANNOT BE EFFACED,

We may build this “everlasting re-
membrance,” as my text styles it, into
the supernal existence of those to whom
we do kindnesses in this world, Yon
must remember that this infirm and
treacherons faculty which we now eall
memory is in the future state to be com-
plete and perfect. *Everlasting remem-
brance!” Nothing will slip the stout
grip of that celestinl facnlty, Did you
help o widow pay her rent? Did you find
for thut man released from prison a place
to get honest work? Did you pick npa
child fullen on the curbstone, and by a
stick of candy put in his haud stop the
hurt on his seratehed knee?  Did youn as-
sure a business man, swamped by the
stringeney of the money market, that
times after uwhile wonld be better?

Did you lead u Magdiden of the strect
fnto o midnight wission, where the Lord
gaid 1o her, "Neither do T condemn thee;
goand sin no wore™  Did you tell &
wan, clear disconrnged in his waywarid-
nees und hopeless nud plotting suicide,
that for him wuas near by o luver in
which he might wash and & coronet of
eterunl blessedness he might wear? What
are epitaphs in graveyards, what are
ums in presence of those whose

barn and shed into a hospital and incar-
nadined the Sasquehanna, and the James,
and the Chattahoochee, aud the Savannuh
with brave Llool? The kindnesses yon

{ do to others will stand as long in the ap-

preciation of others as the gates of heay-
en will stand, ns the “Iouse of Many
Mansions” will stand, as long as the
throne of God will stand,

CHARACTER 15 ETERNAL,

Another defeat of oblivion will be
found in the character of those whom wo
rescue, uplift or save. Character is cter-
nal. Buppose by a right iofluence we
aid in transforming & bad man into a
good man, a dolorous man into o happy
wan, a disheartened man into a conr-
Ageous man—every stroke of that work
done will be immortalized, There muy
never be 8o much as one line in & news-
paper regarding it, or no mortal tongne
may ever whisper it into human ear, but
wherever that soul shall go your work
upon it shall go, wherever that sonl rises
your work on it will rise, and so long ns
that soul will last your work on it will
last,

Do you suppose there will ever como
such an idiotic lapse in the history of
that soul in heaven that it shall forget
that yon invited him to Christ; that you

y prayer or gospel word turned him
round from the wrong way to tho right
way? No such insanity will ever smite
heavenly citizen. It is not half as well
known on earth that Christopher Wren

slanned and built St, Paul's as it will be

nown in all beaven that you were the
instrumentality of building a tewple for
the sky.

We teach o Sabbath class, or put a
Christian tract in the hand of a passerby,
or testify for Christ in s prayer meeting,
or preach o sermon and go home dis-
conraged, as though nothing had been ac-
complishod, when we had been ebharacter
building with a material that no frost or
earthquake or rolling of the centuries can
damage or bring down,

There ia no sublimer art on earth than
architecture, With pencil and rule and
compass, the architect sits down alone
and in silence, and evolyves from hisown
brain a eathedral, ora national capitol, or
a massive howe before he leaves that ta-
ble, and then e goes out and unrolls his
plans, and ealls carpenters and masons
and artisans of all sorts to execute his
design, and when it is tinished he walks
around the vast structure, and sees the
completion of the work with high satis-
faction, and on & stone at some corner
of the building the architect's name way
be chiseled,

But the storms do their work, and
time, that takes down everything, will
yet take down that structure, until there
shall not be one stone left upon another.
But there is asoul in heaven, Through
your instrumentality it was put there,
Under God's grace yon are the architect
of its eternal bappiness, Your name is
written, not on one corner of its nature,
but inwronght into its every fiber and
energy. Will the storms of winter wash
out the story of what you have wrought
upon that spiritual structure? No. There
are no storms in that land, and there is no
winter., 'Will time wear out the juserip-
tion which shows your fidelity? No. Time
is past, andit is an everlasting now, Built
into the foundation of that imperishable
structure, built into its pillars, built into
ity capstone, is your name—either the
name you have on earth or the name by
which celestials ghall eall you.

1 know the Bible says in one place that
God is a jealous God, but that refers to
the work of those who worship some oth-
er god, A true father is not jealous of
his child, With what gleo you show the
picture your child penciled, or a toy ship
your child hewed out, or recite the noble
deed your child aceomplished. And God
never was jealous of s Joshua, never
was jealous of & Paul, never was, jeul-
ous of a Frances Havergal, never was
jealous of a man or woman who tried

to heal wounds and wipe away tears
and lift burdens and save souls;
and while all 18 of grace, and

your sell abnegating utterance will be,
“Not unto ns, not unto us, but unto thy
name, O Lovd, give glory!” you shall
always feel a heaveuly satisfaction in
every good thing you did on earth, and
if icouoclusm, borne from beneath,
should break through the gates of hewven
and efface one record of your earthly
fidelity, methiuks Christ would take one
of the nails of his own cross and write
soewhere on tho erystal, or the wme-
thyst, or the jacinth, or the chrysoprasus,
your name and just under it the fnscrip:
tion of my text, “The righteous shall be
held in everlasting remembrance,”

Oh, this character building! You and
I are every moment busy in that tre-
mendons oceupation,  You are making
me better or worse, nud I am making
you better or worse, and we shall

throngh all eteruity boar the wmark of |

this benediction or blasting, Let others
have the thrones of heaven—those who
luive more mightily wrought for God
and the truth—but it will be heaven
suough for you und mg if ever and anon

NEBRASKA, FRIDAY, NOV. 24, 1893,

Cwa meet sowo radiant soul on the boules
vards of tho great city who shall say:
“Yon helped mo otice, You enconrnzcd
me when 1 was o carthily strag gl 1
10 not know that 1 wouldl have roan
this shining plaee Lad it not beon fop
you,"  And wo swill Langh with heavealy
glee and sny: “Ha! hin! Do yon really
remembor that talk? Do yon remembyre
that warning? Do you remember that
Vhristian invitation? What o memory
you have! Why, that must have leen
down there in Drooklyn and New Op-
leans at loast ten thousand nillion years
o™ And the answer will be, “Yea, it
wisd 18 long a4 that, Tt 1 romerador it
as well o though it were yosterday,”

Oh, thischaractor bnilding! The strac-
ture lnsting independent of passing con-
turies, independent of crnmbling mauso-
leatus, independent of the whole plane-
tary systenmy,  Aye, i the material uni- |
verse, which seems all bound together
like one pivce of machinery, should somo
day meet with an accident that should
send worlds erashing into each other like
|leh-m-u;mnl railway trains, and all the

wheels of constellations and galaxies |
should stop, and down into the chasm of |
fmmensity all the suns and moons and |
stars should tumble like the midnight ex- |
| press at Ashitabula, that would not tonch |
usand would not hurt God, for God jsn |
#pirit, and character and memory areim-
mortal, and over that graveof a wrecked
waterinl universe wmight trathfnlly bo
written, “The righteous shindl be held in
everlasting remembrance,”

O Time, we defy thee! O Death, wo
stamp thee in the dust of thine own
sepulchers! O Eternity, roll on till the
last star hns stopped rotuting, and the
last sun is extinguished on the supphire
pathway, and the lust moon has il
lnmined the last night, and a8 many
years have passed as all the seribes that
ever took pen could describe by as many
figures us they could write i all the cen-
turies of all time, but thou shalt have no
power to efface from any soul in glory
the memory of anything wo have done
to bring it to God and heaven!

A FROWN FOLLOWED BY A Kisd,

There is another and u more complete
defeat for oblivion, and that i in the
heart of God himself,  Yon have seen o
gailor roll up his sleeve and show you lids
armi tattooed with the figure of a favor-
ite ship—perhaps the first one in which
he ever satled,  Yon have seen a soldier
roll up his sleeve and show you his arm
tattooed with the picture of o fortress
whero he was garrisoned, or the fuce of o
great general under whom he fonght,
You have seen many a hand tattooed
with the faco of u loved ono before or
after marriage,

This tattoving i8 almost as old as the
worldl, It s =ome colored liguid punc-
turcd into the flesh so indelibly that
nothing can wash it out. It may have
been thera B0 years, but when the mun
goes into his coftin that puncture will go
with him on hand or arm. Now, Gaod
says that he has tattooed us npon his
hands.  Thero can be no other meaning
in the forty-ninth chapter of Isainh,
where God says, “Behold, Ihave graven
theo on the palms of wy hands!"

It was as much as to say: “I cannot
open my hand to help, but T think of
you, Icaunot spread nbroad my hinnds
to bileas, but I think of yon, Wherever
I go up and down the heavens I tuko
these two pictures of yon with me, They
are #o inwronght into my being that 1
cannot lose them. As long as my hunds
last the memory of you will lust, Not
on the backs of my hands, as though to
announce yvou to others, but on the
palms of my liands for myself to look
at nnd study and love, Not on the
palin of one band alone, but on the
palms of both haunds, for while 1
am looking upon one hand and thinking
of you, I must have the other free to pro-
tect you, free to strike back your enemy,
freo to Iift if yon full. Palmsof my hallltin
indelibly tattooed., And though I hold
the winds in my flst no eyclone shall up-
root the inscription of yonr namo and
your face, and thongh I hold the ocean
in the hollow of my hand its billowing
ahall not wash ont the record of my re-
membrance, ‘Behold, Thave graven thee
on the pnlms of my hands,'"

What joy, what honor can there be
comparable to that of being remembered
by the mighticet and kindest and love-
liest and tenderest and most affectionato
being in the universe, Think of it—to
hold an everlasting place in the heart of
God, The heart of God! The most bean-
tiful palace in the universe, Lot the
archangel build gome puluce ns grand as
that if he can, Let him crumble up all
the stars of yesternight and tomorrow
night and put them together as mosaics
for such a paluce floor, Let him take all
the sunrises and snpsets of all the days
and the auroras of all the nights and
hang them as upholstery at its windows,

Let him take all the rivers, and all the
lakes, und all the oceans, and toss them
into the fountains of this palace court,
Let him take all the gold of all the hills
and hang it in its chaudeliers, and all
the pearls of all the seas and all the dia-
monds of all the fields, and with them
arch the doorways of that palace, aud
]Ilwu invite into it all the glories that
IEutl:er over saw at & Persian banquet,
or Danicl ever walked among in Babhy-
| lonian castles, or Joseph ever witnessed
| in Pharaoh's throneroom, and then your-
' self enter this castle of archangelic con-
struction and see how poor a palace it is
| compared with tho greater palace that
| gome of you have already found in the

heart of a loving and pardoning God,
sud into which all the musiec and ull the
prayers, und all the sermonic considera-
tions of thisday are trving to introduce
you throngh the blood of the slain Lawb,

Oh, where is oblivion uow?  From the
ldurk and overshadowing word that it
seemed when 1 began, it has hecome
something which no man or wowman or
child who loves the Lord need ever fear,
Oblivion defeated, Oblivien dead, Ob-

trenches, Tut to tids powerless resur-

livion sepulchered, But T annst not Be so
higdd on thut devouring mouster, for iuto
its grave go ull our sins whon the Lond
for Christ's sake has forgiven them. Just
blow a resurrection trumpet over them
when once oblivion has snapped them
down, Not one of them rises Blow |
ugnin, Not a stiv amid all the pardoned

iniguities of a lifetie. Blow again! Not

[one of thema moves in the decp grave l

rection trimnpet & voleo responds, half
Butan iy, Bl alivioe, and it must bo pars
man aod part God, saving, *Their sing
aid thear adguities will T romember 1o
mo”

Thnnk God for this blessed oblivion!
8o you sen il not invite you dowe ine
to noecllar, but up on s throne—~not into
the gravevard to which al'! materialism
s distined, It futo o garden all abloom
with  overlasting rememibrance,  The
frown of my first text has become the
kiss of tho second toxt, Aunihilation
has Decomo covonation,  The wiinging
hards of a preat agony have becomo the
clapping hands of o great joy. The
requiemn with which we began has be-
come the grand march with which wo
close, Tho tear of sudness that rolled
down onr cheek ling struck the lip on
which sits the laughter of eterual tri-
umph,

rines and Statlon Master.

Thedeath of Mr, Henry Farnham, who
was for many years station maoster at
Takeley, one of the village stations on
the Great Eastern Railway company's
Witham, Braintreo and Bishop's Stort-
Tord brauch line, recalls an amusing in-
cidont in wiich the Prince of Walea
!aluyml o leading part. A fow yoars ago
ho princo and a party of distinguished
guests alighted st Takeley for the pur-
poso of visiting Lord and Lady Brooke
at Easton Lodge, Essex, Dy some
weans the Prince of Wales becameo de-
tached from the rest of the party, and
dill not reach the barrier until o fow
minutes ofter the othera had passed,
Mr, Farnham was doing dnty ae ticket
collector, and not then kuowing the
prince he promptly accosted him with
“Ticket, please.”

The prince mentioned that ho was one
of Lord DBrooke's party, Thoe station
master was not, howover, satisfied with
the statement, and ho firmly refused to
wllow Lis roynl highness to pass unless
Lie produced & ticket or furnished his
naue awd address, Satisfactory explas
nations wero eventually fortheoming,
and the priveo was permitted to rejoin
the party. Thongh somewhat embar-
rassed when ho learned the prince's iden-
tity, tho station master wis not greatly
perturbod,  Indoed bo reeeived the in-
telligenco with the philosophical ques-
tion, “Why didn't he tell me that he
was the Prince of Wales?' Ilis royal
highness heartily enjoved the incident,
Hix royal highness seldom visits Easton
Lodge without being reminded joceularly
of s attempt to ride without u ticket,
—Westminster Gazette,

Eschanged an Islund For n Horse,

In Bantry bay, oue of the finest of the
beautiful bays which indent the Irish
coast, lies thoe island of Whiddy, It
formed part of the property of the Earls
of Dantry—whose fumnily nume was
White, and of whom the last has lately
died, 80 that the title has become exe
tinct, and tho eatates have passed to a
nephew,

There is o curious tale about the way
in which the Whites becnme possessed
of Whiddy. The founder of tho fortunes
of the house received large grants at
Bautry, On one occasion he et one of
Cromwell's soldiers to whom the island
of Whiddy, which is three miles long,
had been given in liea of back pay. The
soldier had trudged half way from Cork
to Bantry with his title deeds in his pock-
ots, and was weary and tired when
White of Buantry wet him, In answer
to White's ingniries the soldier said he
was guiuT to Bantry on what he feared
wid i fool's errand to take possession of
Whiddy,

“A fool's errand you may well call it,”
suid White. *“Whiddy is o rock iu the
Atluntie.”

The soldler bowalled his fate, and
White, after commiserating with him,
offered his horse in exchangs for the title
dewls,

*It will take you back in case to Cork,"
said hie, “and you are already footsore,”

Tho soldier closad with the bargain,
and Whito returned home to take pos-
gession of an island which is now rented
ut o thousund a year, Thus are fortunes
munde,—London Million,

Dernhardt's Fads,

One of the notable oddities of charac-
ter that distinguish Barah Bernhardt is
her love of making pets of all manner of
queer beasts and reptiles, such us would
givo the ordinary woman cold chills, It
is an asp, or un nlligator, or a horned toad
that she takes to her bosom and lavishes
her swoetest caresses upon, and the vis-
itor to her boudoir is almost sure to get
a succession of short, sharp shocks from
stumbling in dark corners across all
sorts of horrid little bensts, Her fancy
changes mnch, and on a foreign trip she
is sure to pick nphalf a dozen new atro-
citios, so that her menagerie {s looked for
on her return with interest second only
to that bestowed on her divine self, Her
recent tour in South Awmerica was ex-
pected to be productive of a whole reti-
nue of new horrors, but her fancy took
wnew turn, She got back to Parls two
or three wecks ago, and her menagerio
accompaniod her, but it consisted only
of three little pumas, 10 monkeys of vae
ried degrees of hairy ugliness, and an
aviary of 800 or so different birds.—Ex-
change,

Kvglish Mutred of Giadstone,

The hatred of Gladstone is almost uni-
versal amnong the upper and upper mid-
dle classes in Englund, This hatred
too, finds expression in & vivlence o*
language which is seldom wmet with in
any country except during & period of
revolution or civil war, and has long
been banished from English social and
political life, Ouehears him in the best
circles treated as an old villuin, for
whom capital punishment would be too

Kood, and frantic desire for his death is
openly uttered, That “G, O, M." stands |
for “Guod's Only Mistake” is one of the
grim jokes of the Conservative clubs, |
und ol Jadies will avow their willing- f
ness to walk wiles with peas in llu-'fr .
#hoes 1o geo bim hanged, Stories of his |
abandoned profligacy wre of course not |
generally told in publie, the subject be- |
ing o delicate one, but they are o ver
prowinent part of the Gladstone
~8an Francisco Argonaut,

m'.'o
I will furnrish firat class board at my
liouse one block north of the Holland
house, for 83,50 per week.
Mus. Fraxk Diokerson,
bt
A Puzzle

To many Indies is how to keep their
hair in curl on rainy days. The solution

inenny. Ask Deyo & Grioe for Nonpar-
eil Huir curler and the puszie be
molved,
Those Wonderful Glants In
Town!!
If yon wish to see them onll on &

Cirteo und ask for Begge Little
Pills.  Every bottle guarantsed.

First Clam Boarding
Mr 8, Bayles wishes to announceto
the pnblic that he is prepared to take
boarders at #3.50 per week, sleeping !

meluded.  Apnly at 4th A :
Hotel, s el

Conl, Flour and Feed.
Don't fon forget that L. P, Al
brghtaells more coal, flour or feed for
#1 than any one. See him,

A New Joke
On the liver. When it is out of order
and you fesl blue, try a few doses of
' Little Giant Pilla.  Your liver will
appreviate the joke. So will you. For
sile by Deyo & Grice,

Wright keeps the best gasoline stove
in the market,

Go to Sherwood and Albright for your
groveries. They kuz tbuo_b_ut intown,

The Army BIll
Is not the one that worries us but the
doctor's bill, Keep a supply of \
Family Medicines on hrnd and redoce
your dootor's bills 956 per cent. Bold by
Deyo & Girlee,

MoNvrr will exchange flour and feed

at cash prices, for corn, oata or potatoes
at market pricea.

— —— —

Firal class goods and reasonable prices
can always be foundat W. W. Wright's

hardware stors, |
Those  accomodati storekeepers, ¥
Sherwood & Albright the grocers, nmll.;' A
1o plense their customers. Call andsse
thet when in want of grooeties, "1

Chlildren Cry for
Pitcher'g Castoria. 5

- e

Chlildren Cryfor |
Pitcher's Castorla.

Chlidren Cryfor
Pitcher’s Castoria. :

SsssssesssssnsancessquessesEsssRnsRny |

CHURCMES.

(' HISTIAN Church—Servioes Su
‘_-'l.a m and 7:30 p m: Sunday school st 1
wm!!l-l:utn-.aupm md ¥ PHC EJu at

(mﬁjiaziunﬁll?ngu.ﬂ."uru'ﬁw i!'i !
4 iy, vl 5 VNG Sl
n "N'0 K st 8 uuul‘h'aoﬂ'?ur(

myYI's p
lors nt 4 p m,
“ ETHODIST (hureli—Service st 10:30 &, m,
a4 17690 p, m.. th Leag
m., H::::Iu_\r Hehool nl“ l*‘l'lmp m, u‘t‘.m"

IPISCOPAL  Chureh -Services eve .
4" werks, by appalntinent., i ‘“'-,

1V IHERAN :'uumh--'lfvéry" third Bunday

24 moruing Bt 10 o'vloe !
CAllml.:uChumE—nemmbynwolltlult. 2

i

APTING Chureh—No | &4
“ duy achool tnmﬂulmm ﬂ'“."s |

sdapw, T e
(:lls:;lf.l. “sunday school 8t 3 p @ every Bl

!

NOCIETIEN, 2,

v

(4

K O U'W=Each aiteruste Tuesday syeuing.
I3EN Adliem Lodge No 186, 10 O FaveryMon-| #
Ay nlght, 1

TALANTHE |
( e l':-"gmnl:? 20, Knights of Pythiss A

month.
THARITY Noti AW

ED Cloud Chapter No 19. R alternate;
R Thursday ﬂrmnp — J

('YRENE Commandery No 14 aiternate Thurs-
© iy ovening.

(MARITY Chapter Eastern 8iar No 47 alter
*_uatn Toesduy evening.

1ARFIELD Post No ko G o
(' ing on or before the ll'lllAMm e

F 1 Cloud Ladge N ] o
R G Anerica iucruate Wednesday sveonton |

FALLEY Ladge No 8, Frat a2
‘ Lwctors, 1]:“ Ill)lg. “lll';m omfmj '

(”{ilfl-‘il!iﬁl » Wt O 'No 14 meets aliornate Bat-
ARY BEERS Mc RY T

M 8 M _lllunnv‘r
8 KALEY tamp No 25, 8 of V Tuesday e
first and third Saturday evening. 4

urdiy afternoon. — .
©18 of Veteruns Monduy &':11!5}!‘ Y
!I nog, ) |
SIIMLHAN ("irole Nn:a Indien of t +
» ED CLOUD Counel No 18 Lo
ll{ lon of Amerien first and m'-i'gr’iﬂ?ﬁ
nng.

Sheriii™s Sale.

Notiee Is horeby given, that nnder and
yirtue of ki order nf Bate Aeite: Lr:ml.lu
of O, B Urane, elerk of the distriet eourt
tenth judiclal district, within and for Wi
CONBLY, Nebrmanit, tpon u dee in an |
pending therein, whereln M.
1M, aud agalnst Mes. Adsline ¢ « Lillie .
”‘iwtlnmi‘l' ll.'lul K. lI i:vm‘ln A un A

shall olfer 1or sale nt publie vesdue, '
highest bidder for ecash In umdm ir:'
dour of the court-bouse, st led ¢ , In
Webstor county, Nebraakn, (that ll-r‘
unldhing wherelh tio lust torme of s 17
was holden ) on the 1eth dﬂ'ﬂ‘ December,
12, 15w, mt 11 0'clock A. M., of said day, the 10 »
lwwing deseribed property, lo-wik: 1 it
(7 ), elght (8) umlln.Emlﬂj 0 bloek thirteen (

Mot U1 uid, Nebraskn .
Given under iy halid this 10th, day of
" ('ro. E. CooN, Rheriff,

vembel A, D, 149

A.J. TumLINGON, Deputy,
Gro. W, Hanxes, Plaintift's Attoruey.

Shoerkif™s pale.
Notlee s In-rer.y Riven, tha
|

under and by

virhie of an order of sule wsned (rom (he oftle
roie clirk of the district court of the' i
:mu:‘. “Lﬁ'l" an uhr % ‘ |
(11} 111 ]
hiereln rml.l'lem v q lw !

1 gl ilallu A. bibert, Mar, Bt )
Burpbhisn Tulleys & Lo, Ly . -'\".ﬁ *i
i Clarepes K.‘!cm. rustee snd efary. b
Trustes defemmlupts 43

I ahail ofor (v sale at public ve
lalui:ml I-[hhl‘or 'I’ cush ‘ v
L]

onLhe 16t oA,
ol A, M., of sald Ilm |
ihed property towits The soutl a
I ’ ‘I o
lli.-‘ &

gt rter of seotion Lilrty-lye (45) thw)
» Contulidoag (113 ’\‘m

toor - .“m .'. r "'E., B

l‘“ 'ill:h" of ranwe twelve (1) “r (]

lulr_nlr:y 160 Ilcﬂm. band ab 4 e
'] nu :
| pestyen wider wy tund this b udlm-,ﬂ; 2
, B, Coow, X '
h SUN, m. ]
G80. W. Barker, M Jrsed
b0 KEE
g )




