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A TALK OF UTHEI{ DAYS.

DR. TALMAGE REFUTES A STORY
THAT HAS BEEN CIRCULATED.

Before Discussing the Eaperiences of the
Fast, He Deniea Emphatieally That He
Ever Advoosnted Miscogenation—A Ser
mon on Religious Life.

Brookryy, May 5 —At the Tabernacke to-
day the Rev, T. Do Witt Talmage, D. D,,
a sormon on the subject, “Other
Days Lived Over,” and made reforence to
the falsehood that he had advocatod miscoge-
nation of the white and black races. The
vt congregation sang the hymn beginning:
Our God, our help ln ages past,
Our hope for yoars to come
Dr. Talmage's text was Deuteronomy vili, 2
*Thou shalt remember all the way which the
Lord thy God led thee” He sald:

Bofore entering on my subject | wish to
sy that some newspaper correspondents, re-
ferring to a recont sermon In which 1 wel-
ecomed foreign nationalities to this country,
bave sald that | advocated as a desirable
thing the intermarriage of the white and
black races. | never sald so, | never thought
#0, and any one who so mi Mt that ser-
mon s eithora villain or a fool, perhaps both.

A RETROSFEOTIVE SERMON,

But to open this morning's subject 1 have
to say God in the text advises the people to
look back upon their past history. It will do
us all good to rehearse the scenes between
this May morning and our cradle, whether it
wins rocked o country or town, A fow days
ago, with my sister and brother, | visited the
place of my boyhood. [t was one of the
most emotionnl and absorbing days of my
life, There stands the old house, and as 1
went through the rooms | sald, 1 could tind
my way bere with my eyes shuot, although 1
bave not been here in forty years.” There
wns the sitting room where a large family
group every evening gatherwl, the most of
them now in a better world. There was
the old barn where we hunted for Easter
eggs, and the places where the horses
wtood, Thers is where the orchard was, only
threo or four trees now loft of all the grove
that once bore apples, and such apples, too.
There is the brook down which we rode to
the watering of the horses, bareback and
with a rope halter, We also visited the ceme-
tery where muny of our kindred aro waiting
for the resurrection—the old people side by
side, after n journey together of sixty vears,
only about throe years between the time of
their going, There also sleep the dear old
neighbors, who used to tie their horses under
the shed of the country meeting house and
st at thoe end of the pew, singing “'Duke
Btreet,” and ** Balerma," and “Antioch.” Oh,
they wore a'glorious race of men and womoen,
who did their work well, raised a splendid
lot of boys and girls, and are now as to their
bodies in sileut nelghborhoosd on earth, but
as to their souls in jubilant neighborhood be
fore the throne of God, 1 feel that my jour-
ney and visit last week did me good, nmd it
would do you all good, if not in person, then
in thought, to revisit the scenes of boyhood
or girlhood. “Thou shalt remember all the
way which the Lord thy God led thee "

outh is apt too much to spend all its time
in looking forward. Old age Is apt too much
tospend all its time In looking backward,
People in mid-life and on the .Y“ look both
ways It would be well for us, | think, how-
ever, to spend more time in reminiscence, By
the constitution of our nature we spend most
of the time looking forwnard, Aud the vast
majority of this audience live not so much in
the present as in the future, [ find that you
mean to make & reputation, you mean to es
tablish yourself, and the advantages that you
expect to achieve absorb s great deal of your
time, But [ seeno harm in this, if it does
not make you discontentad with the present,
or disqualify you for existing duties,
IT IS GOOD TO LOOK BACK.

It 18 a useful thing sometimes to look back,
and to see the dangers we have escaped, and
to seo the sorrows we have suffered, and the
trials and wanderings of our earthly pilgrim-
age, and to sum up our enjoyments. [ mean
this morning, so far as God may help me, to
stir up your memory of the past, so that in
the review you may be encouraged, and hum-
bled, and urged to pray.

There is a chapel in Florence with a fresco
by Guido, It was coversd up with two
inches of stucco until our American and Eu-
pean artists went there, and after long toil
removed the covering and retraced the fresco,
And | am aware that the memory of the
past, with many of you, is all covered up
with ten thousand obliterations, and I pro-

this morning, so fur as the Lord may

p me, to take away the covering, that the
old picture may shine out again.

I want to bind in one sheaf all your past
advantages, and | want to bind in another
sheaf all your past adversities. [t is a prec-
fous harvest, and I must be cautious how I
swing the scythe,

Among the greatest advantages of your

life was an early home and its surround-
ings. The bad men of the day, for the most
part, dip their beated passions out of the boil-
ing spring of an unhappy home. We are not
surprised to find that Byron's heart was a
concentration of sin, when we hear his mother
was abandoned, and that she made sport of
his inflrmity, and often called him “‘the lame
brat." He who bas vicious parents has to
fight every inch of his way if he would main-
tain his integrity, and at last reach the home
of the good in heaven,

Perhaps your early home was (n the city,
It may have boen in tho days when Canal
streot, New York, was far uptown, and the
uite of this preseut church was an excursion
into the country. That old house in the city
may have been demolished or changed into
stores, and it soemed like saorilegs to you—
for there was more meaning lo that plain
house, in that smull house, than there is in a

anite mansdon or a turreted cathedral,

king back this morning, you seo it as
though it were yesterday-—the sitting room,
where the loved ones sat by the plain lamp
light, the mother at the evening stand, the
brothers and sisters, perhaps long ago gath-
ered into the skies, then plotting mischief on
the Acor or under the table; your father with
a firm voloe commanding o silence that last-
ed half & n ‘nute.

Oh, those wers good days! If you bhad your
foot hurt, your mother always had nsoothing
salve to heal i, I vou were wronged in the
strect, your father was always ready to pro-
tect you, The year was one round of frolio
and mirth, Your greatest trouble was lke
an April shower, inore sunshine than shower,
The heart had not been ransacked by troubles,
nor hud siekness bhiroken it, aod no lamb bad
o warner sheeptold than the bome in which
your childhiood nestled,

Porlinps you were brought up (n the coun-
try. You stand now today in memory under
the old tree. You clubbed it for fruit that
was not quite ripe, because you coulidn’t wait
any longer, You Lear the brook rumbling
along over the peblles,  You step again into
the turrow where your father in his shirt
sloevesshouted to the laey oxen, You frighten
the swallows from the rafters of the barn,
and take just vne egyp, and silence your cons
wience by saying they won't wiss it You
take o drink sgoain out of the very bucke:
thut Lhe old well fetebed up.  You go for the
eows .t uight, sud flud them wagging thelr
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You may have in your windows now beau-
tiful plants and fowers brought from aoross
the veas, but not one of them stirs in your
soul so much charm and memory as the old
Lv.{ and the yellow sunflower that stood sentl-

llon( the garden walk, and the forget-me-

&:n;g hide and seek mid the long

T‘ho [ who used to come In sun t
from the flelds and w8 down on the door sill
and wipe the sweat from bis brow may have
gone to his e rest, The mother,
who usxl to sit at the door a little bent over,
onp and spectacles on, her face mellowing
with the viclsitudes of many yoars, may
have put down ber gray bead on the pillow
in the valley, but forget that home you never
will, Have yon thanked God for it! Have
you rehearsed all these blessed reminiscences?
Oh, thank God for a Christian father; thank
God for a Christinn mother; thank God for
an early Christian altar at which you were
taught to kneel; thank God for an early
Christian home.

I bring to mind another pasage in the his
tory of your life. The day eame when you
sot up your own household, The days possed
nlong In quict blossedness.  You twain sat at
the table morning and night, and talked over
your plans for the future.  The most (nslg-
nifioant affair in your life became the sub ject
of mutual consultation and advisoment, You
were so happy you felt you never could be
any happler, One day a dark eloud hoversd
over your dwelling, and it got darker and
darker; but out of that cloud the shining
messenger of God descended 1o incar nnte an
immortal spirit. Two little fest started on
an eternal Journey, and you wero to lead
thot, o gem 1o fash in heaven's coronet, and
you to polish 1t eternal ages of lght and
darkness watching the starting out of n newly
erented crenturs,

You rejolond and you trembled st the pe-
spousibility that in your possession an im-
mortal tronsure was placed.  You proayed
wnd rejoiosd, and wept and wondersd, and
prayed and rejoleed, and wept and wondersd
you were carnest in supplication that you
might lead it through life into the kingdom
of God,  There was a tremor in your sarmnest-
st There was o double interest about that
liome, There was an additional intorest why
you should stay there and bo faithful, and
whon in n few months your bouse was filled
with the music of the child's laughter, you
waore struck through with the fact that you

had a stupendous mission,

Have you kept that vow! Have you neg-
loctedd mny of these duties! Is your home as
much to youns it used to bef Have those
snticipations boen gratified ! God belp you
tanlay in your solemn remiokscotes, aml let
his mercy fall upon your soul if your kind- |
ness bins been il requited.  God have morcy
on the parent, on the wrinkles of whose faco
Is written the story of a child's sin, God
have merey on the mother, who (o addition
to ber other pangs, has the pangs of & child’s
inlguity, Oh, there are many, many sad
sounds in this sad wogld, but the saddest
sound that bs ever heard s the breaking of o
mother’s beart!  Are there any bere who ro-
momber that in that home they were unfaith-
full Are there thoss who wandered off from
that early home and left the mother to die
with a broken heart! Oh, [ stir that reminis-
cenee today,

THE CONVIOTION HOUR,

1 find another point in your 1'fe history,
You found one day you were in the wrong
road; you couldn't sleep at night; there was
Just one word that seemed to sob through
your banking house, or through your offlce,
or through your shop, or your bed room, and
that word was “Eternity.” You said, I am
not ready for it. O God, have mercy.” Tho
Lord beard. Peace came to your heart, In
the breath of the hill and the waterfall's dash
you heard the voles of God's love; the elouds
and the trees hailed you with gladness; you
camo into the house of God,

You remember how your hand trembled as
you took up the cup of the Communion. You
remember the old minkster who consecrated
it, and you remember the church officials
who carried it through the aisle; you remem-
ber the old people who at the close of the ser-
vice took your hand in theirs in congratulat-
ing sympathy, as much as to say, * Welcome
home, you lost prodigal;” and though those
hands are all withered away that Communion
Sabbath is resurrectid this morning; it is
resurrected with all its prayers and songs
and tears and sermons and transtiguration,
Have you kept those vows! Have you been
a backslider! God help you. Thisday kneel
at the foot of mercy and start again for
heaven, Start today as you started then, 1
rouse your soul by that reminisoonee,

But I must not spend any more of my time
in going over the advantages of your life. 1

Just put them all in one great sheaf and I
wrap them up in your memory with one loud
harvest song, such as the reapers sing. Praise
the Lord, ye blood bought immortals on
earth! Praise the Lord, ye crowned spirits |
of beaven!

But some of you have not always had a
smooth life, Some of you are now in the
shadow. Others had their troubles years ago.
You are a mere wreck of what you once were,
I must gather up the sorrows of your past
life. But how shall I do itl You say that is
imposible, as you have had so many troubles
and adversities,  Then I will just take two—
the first trouble and the last trowble  As
when you are walking along the street and
there has beon musie in the distancs you un-
consciously find yourself keeping step to the
mnsie, o when you started lifo your very life
was o musien] time beat,  Thoe air was full of
Joy and hilarity,  With the bright, clear oar
you made the boat siip. You went on and
life grew brighter until after o while,
suddenly, o volée from  heaven  sald:
“Halt!" and quick as the sunshine vou halt-
od; you grew pale, you confronted your first |
sorrow. You bhad no idea that the Qush on
your child's cheek wns an unhealthy Qush,
You said it can’t be anyvthing serious.  Deatly
In slippersd  feot walked round about the
cradle. You did not hear the troad; but
after n while the truth Qasbed on vou, You
walked the foor, O, Il you could, with
your strong, stout hand, have wrenchisd that
chilld from the destroyer,  You went to your
room and you sabd, "li--l‘ sive my child]
God save my child!” The world  seemed
Rgoing out in Jdar km-a. You sild, "1 can't
bear it | ean't bear it You felt as if you
could not put the long lashes over the bright
eyes, never (o see them agonin sparkle.  Oh,
if you coukl bave taken that lttle one in
your arvms, and with it lesped the grave,
how glslly you would GLiave done it] O,
i you coutld et your property go, your
bouses go, vour land and vour storelouse Ko,
how gladly vou would have allowed thom to
depart I you ecould vnly bavo kept that one
trousire |

GOD'S CONRBOLATION

But one day there arose (rom the heavens
o chlll Llast that swept over the bedroom,
oud nstantly all the light went out, and }
there woas durkness—thic L murky, linpene |
trable, shikddering darknes,  But God didn't |
lnve you thers,  Mercy spoke.  Ax you took |
up the cup, mul was nbout ln put it to your
lipe God sald, Lot it pas,” and forthwith,
as by the hund of angels, another cup was
put lnto your baads; it was the cup of God's J

conmolation. And as you have rsometimes
lifted thoe hoad of & wounded soldier, and
poured wine into his Hps, so God put his lefs
arm under your head, and with his t
hand be poursd into your lips the wine of
comfort and his consolation, and you looked
at the empty oradle and Jooked at your
broken heart, and you looked at the Lord's
chastisomant, and yousaid, Bven so, Father,
for mo it seemeth good in thy sight.”

Ah, it was your first trouble. How did

ou get over it!  God comforted you. You

ve boon a botter man ever since, You
have been n batter woman sver since,  In the
t: of the closing gate of the mpulcher you
the clanging of the opening gate of
hoaven, aml you felt an ble drawin
heavenward. You have been purer of min
ever sinoe that night when the little one for
the lnst time put Its arms around  your neck
and sald: “Good night, papa; gosl uight,
mamma.  Meot e in heaven,”

But [ must come on down to your lntest
sorvow,  What was it!  Perbaps it was your
own siokness.  The child's tread on the stair,
or the tiek of the wateh on the stand dis
turbed you, Through the long weary days
you counted the figure in the earpet or the
fHowers In the wall paper, Oh, the weari
noss, the exhaustion!  Oh, the burning pangs!
Wonld God it were morning, would God
were night, were your frequent ory. But
you are botter, or porhngps oven well. Hawe
you thanked God that taday you can eome
out In the fresh alr; that you are in this
place to hear God's name, and to sing God's
pradse, and to implore God's belp, and to ask
God's forgivenes! Hlss the Lord who hoaleth
nll onr disesses, and rodeemeth our lives from
destraction,

Perhaps your last sorrow was a finaneial
embarrasment. | congratulate some of you
on your lucrative profession of oceapation,
on ornate apparel, on a commodions restdencs
—averything you puat your hands to seoms o
turn to gold. But there are others of you
whonre like the ship on which Paul salled
whore two seas met, nnd you are broken by
the violence of the waves, By an unadyised
indorsoment, or by a conjunction of unfore
seon ovents, or by flre oF storm, or o sense-
lesss pande, you have beon yng headlong, and
where you once dispensad great chinritios,
now you have hard work to make the two
ends meet

Have you forgutten to thank God for your
days of prosperity, and that through your
trinls some of you have made investments
which will continue after the last bank of this
world has explodod, and the silver and gold
are molten in the fires of a burning world !
Have you, nmid all your losses nml  diseour-
agements, forgot that there was bread on
your table this morning, and that there shall
be o shelter for your hend from the starm,
ok there s air for your lnongs, and blood for
your beart, and lght for your oye, and a
glad aod glor iows ad trinmphant veligion for
your sould

THE HAND OF BDEREAVEMENT.

Perhaps your last trouble woas a bereave-
ment.  That beart which in childbood was
your refuge, the parental heart, nnd which
has beent a sourve of the quickest aympathy
over sinee, has suddenly become silent for-
ever, Amd now, somoetimes, whenevor in
sudden annoynnee ol without deliberation
you say, “1 will go and tell mother,” the
thought Mashes on you, 1 bave no mother,”
Or the father, with voleo les touder, but as
stanch and enrnest and loving, as ever wateh-
ful of all your ways, exultant over your suc-
coss without saying much, although the old
people do talk it over by themselves, his
trembling hand on that staff which you now
keop as a family relic, his memory embalmed
in grateful hearts—is taken nway forever,

Or there was your companion in life, sharer
of your jovs and sorrows, taken, leaving the
heart an old ruin, where the chill winds blow
over a wide wilderness of desolation, the
sands of the desert driving across the place
which once bloomed like the garden of God.
And Abraham mourns for SBarab at the cave
of Machpelah. Golng along your path in
life, suddenly, right before you was an open
grave, People looked down, and they saw (¢
was ouly a fow fest deep and o fow feet wide,
but to you it was a cavern down which went
all your hopes and all your expectations,

But cheer up in the name of the Lord Jesus
Christ, the Comforter. He s not going to
forsake you, Did the Lord take that child
out of your armst Why, he s going w
shelter it better than you could.  He is golog
to array it in a white robe, and with palm
branch it will be all ready to greet you at
your coming home, Blessd the broken bheart
that Jesus Ii:l-nln Blessed the importunate
cry that Jesus compassionntes.  Blossed the
weeping eye from which the soft hand of
Jesus wipes away the tear,

T was sailing down the 8t John river, Can-
ada, which is the Rhine and the Hudson com-
mingled Inooescene of beauty and grandear,
and while | was on the deck of the steamer a
gentleman pointed out to moe the places of in-
terest, and he said: “All this is interval land,
and it s the richest land in ail the provinees
of New Brunswick and Nova Scotin.”

“What," said 1, “do you mean by interval
land ™ “Well, he said, “this land is sul»
merged for o part of the year ; spring freshets
come down, and all these plains are over-
flowed with the water, and the water leaves
a rich deposit, and when the waters are gone
tho barvest springs up, and there Is the
grandest harvest that was ever reaped.”
And | instantly thought, It i not the
heights of the church and it is not the bheights
of this world that is the scene of tho greatest
prosperity, but the soul over which the Ooods
of sorrow bave gone, the soul over which the
freshets of tr valation have torn tholr way
that vields the greatest fruits of righteous
ness and the largest boarvest for time, and
the richest harvest for eternity,”  Blos God
that your soul isinterval land

THE LAST MOMENT.

But theso rominiscences reach only to this
morning.  There will yot be ono more point
of tremendous reminiscence, and that s the
last bour of life, when we have to look over
all our past existence.  What & woment that
will be! 1 place Napoleon's dying reminis
cemce on Bt Helonn beside Mrs Judson's
dying rembdscence In the harbar of Bt
Helena, the sune island, twenty vears nfter
Napoleon's dyving reminisconce was one of
delirium, “Head of the army.” Mre Jud
son's dying reminisocnce, ns she came home
fronm her missionary toll and her life of sell
saerifice for God, dyiong in the eabln of the
ship in the harbor of St Helena, was: *1 ol
ways did love the Lord Jesus Christ™ A
then, the historiun says, she fell loto & sound
sloep (o an bowr and wole amid the songs of
ungels

I IJ"I\"' ﬂl-"|“-'lll"' roeminisoeos of Augustus
Clssr aguinst the dying remintscence of the
Apostle Paul.  Theds ing reminiscotios of Au
gustus Crsar was, sddressiog bis st tendunts,

Have | played my part well on the stage of
e r® mod they amswersd o the affirmative
wind bo sabd: “*Why, then, dou't you applaud
met™ The dyiug reminiscence of Poul the
Apowtle was: 1 have fought a good fight, |

| hove kept the fuith; beoeoforth there s laid

apr for me o crown of righteousuess, whieh th
Lasrdd the vighteous Judge will give me in that
day, und not to me ooy, but 1o all them that

wo lks appenring.”  Augustis Cosar died
aad pomip sl great surroundings, Paul
uttersd Lis dymyg raminiscencs lookiug up
through the wall of & dungeon.  God graut
that our bt e may be the closing of o
useful Iife and 1ae opening of a glorious eter-
Wiy,
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Two San Franclseo Winners, |’

Butehertown, &mth l!a'n l'ruwhm, in
likely te become very One of the
Bappiest men in this tln-lv ng mlnu-h is Hans
M C. Mangels, who has a grocery store on
the corner of Rallroad avenue and Manitoba
street. He hnd bought Lonisiana state lotte
tickets, and & fow days before the ll
drawing he resolved 1o try more,
hold & coupon of ticket 2857, nnd w0 tan
$16,000.  He was paid last 'I'hn'ulnj' in full,
William Gritin, also a Ban  Francisconn, was
the other lucky man in lnst week's drawing,
He b a printer by occupation and han for
somne time past worked on the Gudde at 591
Clay stroet. Appearances are very deceplive,
however, ns the result proved, for the little
number 2 857 was the means of enrlohing him
to the extent of $I5,000 —San  Franeisco
Cal) hronicle, March 17,

Anvrensed Dining Car Serviee,

Broakfsst is now served on train No, 2 be
fore arrival in Chicago, and sapper on No, |
aftor leaving Chloago in the evening. The
running time of thiess vostibuled flyers is still
unequallesd, wnd the high standard of sxeel-
lence In service and appointments will be
mnintained,

Experimental trips by other lines repre-
sonted s Cogqually as good” are to be avoided,
They Invariably result in confusion, expense

and Jlssatisfaction,

. AU Ztemgn,

Sewer Plpes.

For Culvert and Sewer Pipe, both for drains
or wells, Soan & Horton carry all sizes from |
four inches to twenty-four inch inelusive at
bottom prices,

B & M. City Pass, and Th't Agt. ‘ :
[

Turn horses out in n good pasture for a few
wooks, when they get iu bad comdition. It
that can not be done use Dr, Cady's  Condi
tion Powders; they will put a horse (n perfect
bealth, A well hovse don't nesd  medicine,
Hay, grain and good ecare s bottor, Dy
Cady's Condition Powders are a trus horse
mdicine, (not n dope,) they ald digestion, eure,
constipation, kidney disorders amd distroy
worms, Soll by A, L. Shader, Druggist,

If the true mecis of Dr, Cady's Condition
Powders, were fully known by horse owners,
they would prefor thom to sl other remedios
for putting thely horses in a floe, hoalthy con-
dition,  They cure constipation, loss of ap-
potite, disordersd kidoeys, impure blood  and
all diseames requiring a good tonfe, stimulant
u:ul alterative.  Bold by A, L. Shader, Drog-
Kist.

Mr. 1L B, Wynne, Whitesvills, Tenn., re
cognizes in Chamberinin's Pain Balm the fin-
ent medicine be his ever handiesd, He is an
experienced droggist, nnd knows a good artd
cle and recommuends Climmberlains  Pain
Balm for rhvumatism, muscalar sches aml
poins, It always belps  the suffering.  Give
it atrinl. Bold by A, L. Blinder, Druggist.

We have o lurge stock of Canopy top Sur
reys, Phastons, light buggies, ste,, on  lamd
anid are making fery low prices on all our |
work, If you are comtemp'ating the pur
chase of & carvinge of any kind, come and seo
us. Will take your old buggy in exchange st
its fulr cash value, Camp Brothers, corner
10ah and M.

Have you seen those elegant Canopy top
Harreys with full fenders at Camp Brothers,
Tenth and M streets! The latest styles out,
come and see them,

Families dﬂdl’illg puﬂ! ice cream or foes tor
Bunday dinner or any other time can be sery-
ol with a superior quality at Morton &
Laighty's,

Exerybody I-'.“ niford to eat nt the leading
resort in the city now. The price of 21 tick-
ota now at Odell's is only #<reduced from

1 880.

QUICK MEAL

=

HARDWARE, STOVES

AN

TINWARE,

Leonard Refrigerators,

Hot Air Furnaces,
Van's Wrought Iron
Ranges.

RUDGE & MORRIS.

1122 N Street.

— . . _ ]

HAVE YOU SEEN THEM?

“Mary Anderson” and
“Little Lord Fauntleroy,”

THE LEADING STYLES IN LADIES' COLLARS,

The “CHANTILLA" LACE S

CARFS, 3% yds. long,

at a great reduction,

CHILDREN'S LACE CAPS from 25 c. to $3.00 cach,

All of these goods are new and can be had only of

------ FOREMAN & CROWE,—

114 South rath Street.

“lm' —

New line of Ince utmu-'uu-;_ and fish net just |
recelved mndd will go on specinl sale Monday, |
April 20th, ut Ashby & Millspaugh. |

Place your want notices in the Evening ]
News, It reaches more homes than any pa- |
per in the city,

La Tosea hmlar«lhn, an entire new stock |
will go on sale Monday, April 20th, Ashby
& Millspaugh,

Ashby & Millspaugh bave the largest line
of spring wraps at the lowest |1rh~m-

Sherllt Kale,

Notive is bereby given, that by virtue of an
order of sale lsssued by the clerk of the dis
triet eourt of the second judiclal disteiet of
Nebraska, within and fer Lancaster county,
In an setion wherelnn John L, Farwell s
plaintif, and Emil fchulte et al defendants,
1L will, nt 2 o'clock p, m,, on the 16 duy of May
AT 1880, st the front entranes to the distriet |
eonrt rooms in the eity of Lineoln, Lancaster
county, Nobraks, offer for sale st publie wue. |
tion the following deseribed renl estate to wit:
The porth west quarter of seotlon No, ‘s
township No. 7 north of range No, § east of
the 8th P M, Lancaster county, Nebraska,

Given under my hand this (0th day of April |
A L, 180,

18-, 5. M. Mellew, Bheorift,

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT

We beg leave to inform our Lincoln patrons and the public in general that

our importation of FINE

Novelties for Spring and Summer

Are now ready for inspection.

than ever belore.

We have a much larger and finer assortment
Call and see our latest novelties from London and Paris,

Dress Suits a Specialty.

GUCKERT &

3156 8.

McDONALD,

16th St., Omaha, Neb.

e e —

LINCOLN'S NEW ART STUDIO A COMPLETE SUCCESS !

ELIT

STUDIO

ONLY GROUND FLOOR STUDIO IN THE CITY.

FFIN K

226 South Eleventh Street,

ART

WOR K.

T. W. TOWNSEND, Proprietor,

— —_————

We are the Leading Carriage Manufacturers !

Our Stock is very Complete and Prices are Low.

Come and Sece us.
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Old Buggies taken in Exchange for New Ones.
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CAMP BROS,,

Telephone 664,

R

FET LY PN S, T

.-

Cor. Tenth and M Sts.
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