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breadth esonpes, you .may depend upon I
that you are the sacrifioed victim of une
sanctified pleasare. Our recreations are
fntended to bulld up, and If they pull us
down as to our moral or as to our physieal
strength you may come to the conclusion
that they are obnoxious

There Is nothing more depraving than
attendance upon amusements that are full
of Innuendo and low suggestion. The roun{
man enters, At first he aita far back, wit
his hat on and his cost collar up, fearful
that somebeddy thero may know him, Hev-
eral nights pass on,  He takes off hin hat
earlier and puts his coat collar down. The
Dlush that first came into his cheek when
anything indecent was enacted comes no
more to his cheok. Farewsll, young mand
You have probably started on the long road
which ends In consimmate destruction.
The stars of hope will go out one by one,
until you will be left in utter darkness.
Hear you not the rash of the maelstrom, in
whose outer circle your hoat now dnm-i
making merry with the whirling waters
But you are being drawn in, and the gen-
tle motion will o terrific agitation,
Youery for help, Invain! You pull ab
the oar to put back, but the struggle will
not avalll You will be tossed and dashed
and shipwrecked and swallowed in the
whirlpool that has already crushed in its
wrath ten thousand hulks,

YOUNG MAN BE ON YOUR GUARD,

Young men who have just come from
sountry residenos to clty residence will do
well to be on guard and let no one iniuce
[on to plaoes of improper amusement. It

mightily alluring when & young man,
long a citizen, offers to show s new comer
all around,

Still further, Those amusemunts are
wrong which lead you into expenditure be-
yond your means, Money spent In recrea-
tion Is not thrown away. It Is all folly for
us to come from & place of amusement feel-
init that we have wasted our money and
time. You may by it have made an in-
vestment worth more than the transaction
that yieldad you hundreds or thousands of
dollnrs, But how many properties have
been riddied by costly Amusements.

The first time [ over saw the clty--it was
the city of Philadelphin—<I was a mere lad.
1 stopped nt a hotel, aud 1 remember in the
eventide one of these men plied me with
his inferonl art, He saw I was green.  He
wanted to show me the sighta of the town.
He painted the path of sin until it looked
like emernld; bat 1 was afrald of tdm. 1
shoved back from the basilisk—1 made up
my mind he was & basilisk. [ remember
how he wheoled his chair round In frontof
me, and with a concentrated and diabolical
effort attempted to destroy my soul; but
there were good angels In the alr that
night. It was no good resolution on my
part, but it was the all encompassing grace
of a good God that deliversd me., Beware!
beware! oh, young man. “There Is n way
that seemeth right unto s man, but the end
thereof Is death.”

The table has been robbed to pay the
club, The champague has cheated the
children's wardrobe, The carousing party
has burned up the boy's primer. The
tablecloth of the corner saloon s in debt to
the wife's faded dress. Excursions that in
& day make atour around a whole month's
wages; liulies whose lifetime business it in
to “go shopping;” large bets on horses
have their counterparts in uneducated
children, bankruptcles that shock the
money market and appal the church, and
that send drunkenness staggering across
the richly figured rarpet of the mansion
and dashing into the mirror and drowning
out the carol of music with the whooping
of bloated sons come home to break their
old mother's heart.

A BAD PTORY. '

I saw a beautiful home, where the bell
rang violently Iate at night. The son had
been off in sinful indulgences, His com-
rades were bim home. They car-
ried him to the . They rang the bell
at 10'clock In the morning. Father and
mother came They were waiting
for the wandering son, and then the com-

as soon as the door was opened,
threw the prodigal headlong into the door-
way, crying: * re he is, drunk ns a fool!
Ha, hen men go into amusementa
they cannot afford they first"borrow what
they cannot earn, and then they steal what

they cannot borrow, First they go into em-
M,mu:mu%..:g?:
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PLAGUES OF THE CITIES,

STRONG DISCOURSE PREACMED BY
REV., T. DE WITT TALMAGE,

——

Palefnl  Amusements e Sabject - A
Greal Conconrse Present The Speak.
er Npevifies Amusements That Are
Marmful and Those That Are Not,

New Youx, Maroh 15 —The series of ser-
mons Dr. Talmage Is preaching In this city
and Brooklyn on “The Plagoaes of the
Cities™ is sttracting weneral attention,
At the morning service in Brooklyn and
st the evening servioes hold under the
ansploes of The Cheistian Herald, in this
elty, the number of persons who coms to
hear the sermons is far larger than either
of the bulldings ean accomimodiate,
wermon todday, which is the fourth of the
series, I8 on “Daleful Amusemonts.” The
text was I1 Samuel, 1, 14: “Let the young
mun now arise and play before us"

There are two armies encamped by the
pool of Gibeon. The time hangs heavily
on their hands,  One Army proposes n game
of awond fencing. Nnthlu* oould be more
healthful and innocent. The other army
aoccepts the challenge.,  T'welve men against
twelve men, the sport opens, But some-
thing went adversely. Porhaps one of the
swordsmen got an unlneky olip, or insome
way hind his ire aroused, and that which
opened in sportfulness ended In violence,
ench one taking his contestant by the halr,
and then with the sword thrusting him in
the side, 8o that that which opened in in-
nocent fun ended in the massacre of all the
twenty-four sportsmen, Was there sver a
better illustration of what was true then,
and Is true now, that that which s inno-
cent may be made destruotive?

What of & worldly nature is more im-

¢ and strengthening and innocent
an amusement, and yot what has count.
ed more victima? 1 have no sympathy with
a straltjacket religion, This s & very
bright world to me, and 1 propose to do all
I can 1o make it bright for others,
YOUTH'S SPORTIVENESS SHOULD XOT DE sV
PIESSED, .

1 never could keep step to n dead march.
A book years ago Issued nays that a Chris-
tian man has s right to somoe Amusements,
¥or instanoe, it he comes home at night
weary from his work, and feeling In need
of recreation, puts on his slippers, and
goes into his garret and walks lively
round the floor several times there can be
no harm in it. [ believe the church of
God has made a tremendous mistake in
trying to suppress the sportfulness of
youth and drive out from men their love
of amusement, If God ever implanted
anything in us he implanted this desire.

t Instead of providing for this demand
of our nature, the church of God has, for
the maln part, ignored it, As in a riot, the
mayor plants a battery at the end of the
streot, and has it red off so that every.
thing iscut down that pens to stand In
good as well as the bad, so
there are men In the church who plant
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pell not fit for publie gazse. intw theft;: and when a man
effroutery places usemen as that he does not stop short of the peni-
m;hl: :ﬁ b ;::: tentlary. There is not a prison in the land

where there are not victims of unsanctified

amusements,

Merchant of Brooklyn or New York, Is
acoounts?

there a disarrangsment in your
Is their s leakage in money drawer?
Did not $he cash nt come_out right
last night? I will tall you. a
mu man in your store wandering off
3 ve him may meet expenditures,
| anlcun‘:m h yOu can | gl'mlghlllufdbdu in which he
Judge of the moral any amuse- | has entered, and be by theft that
ment by ita result or by its bale- | which you do not give him in lawful

ful reaction. There are who seem .
made up of hard facts. mnm- How brightly the of unrestrained
binstion of mal u‘l-nd-u. Amusement opens. young man says;
tistiea. If you them an exquisite | “Now I am off for a good time. Never
pleture they will begin to discuss the pig- | mind economy. T'll money somehow,
menta the coloring. If you | What a flue road! What & besutitul 1-:
ﬁ'ﬁ:&u"" Tt o | el - O Sy MEE soae
‘ a which is : ¢ ol
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health, planty
Hard working
hear the clatter of the hoofs and look

£

There great tides of feeling pay: “"Why, I wonder where those

m;"u:ma - ~woul | n: E&' money from! We have to

:ﬂ- blilow of re ng lsugtiter.-| Soil drudge. They do nothing.” To

They seem as if nature had built them by lh-" “ﬁ:‘«mmlm'?t
contyact and made a bupgll b of it. men an

' Bat, 4 e ok of turn are stared at. The watch chain

’uln The cap foams. The cheeks

ush. The eyes flash. The midnight hears

thelr guffaw, They swagger. They jostle

decent men off the sidewalk. They take

name of God in vain. They parody the
ymn they learned at thelr mother's knoe:
ictures of coming disaster they
ho cares!” and to the couusel

Prssing along the street sume night you
hear n shriek in n grog shop, the rattle of
the watchman's elub, the rush of the
What is the matter now!? Oh, this
n&l:-c y».u‘n: man Iu:lhn:o killed l: l:

p t. Carry him me to
&ﬁm Parenta will come down

I.lie to have come to your house; they are
the people I like to have come to my house.
iIf you but touch the bhem of their gar-
ents you are
Now it s these exhilarant and sympa-
anl warm hearted people that are
most tempted to pernicious amusements,
In as & ship is swift it wants a
strong helmsman; in proportion us a horse
is guy, it wants a stout driver; and these
of exuberant nature will do well to
&t the reaction of all thelr amuse-

menta. [f an amusement sends yon home | The prodigal has got home at Mother
at night nervons so that you cannot sleep, | Will go to her little garden and get the
and you rise up in the , nol be- [ ewestest flowers, and twist them into a
CAILSO yOU aro out, but becauss your |ohaplet for the silent heart of the wayward
:.mm y::. wu'lmh'"h{“ ‘b::. aadpuahhl::utm mnhmhrm-
ve w| you ought not to have long locks were onoce pride,

o the air will be rent with the agony

LIFE AN EARNEST THING.

1 go further, and say those are unchris-
tlan umusements which become the chief
business of & man's life, Life is an earnest
thing. Whether we were born in a pal-
ace or hovel, w we are nﬂus:l or
pinched, we have au not
sweat with toll, you # with dis-
ease. You have a sonl is to be trans-
figured amid the pomp of & judgwens

day; apd after the sea has sung its Ingt
chant wid the mountsin shall have come
down In an svalanche of a rock, you will
live and think and act, high on a throne
whure seraphs sing, or deep In a dungeon
whore demons howl, In s worll where
thore i o mueh to do for yourselves, and
#0 much to do for others, God pity that
man who has nothing to do,

Your sports are merely tmeans to an end.
They are alleviations and helps. The arm
of toll is the only arm strong enough Lo
bring up the bugket out of the deep well of
pleasure,  Amusement s only the bower
where business and philanthropy rest while
on their way to stirring achievements.
Amusements are merely the vines that grow
about the nuvil of toil and the blossoming of
the hammers, Alas for the man who spends
his life in lnboriously doing nothing, his
days in hunting up lounging places nnd
loungers, his nights In seeking out some
wan lighted foolery! The man who alwiays
has on his sporting Jacket, rendy to hunt
for game In the mountain or flsh in the
brook, with no time to pray or work or
remd, In not so well off as the greyhound
that runs by his side, or the fiy bait with
which he whips the stream.

A man who does not work does not know
how to play. If God had Intended us to
40 nothing but laugh he woukd not have
given us shoulders with which to lift, and
hands with whioh 86 work, and brains with
which to think, The smusements of life
nre mervly the opohestrs playing while the
gront tragedy of life planges through Its
five ncts-~infaney, ehildhoci, manhood, old
age and death. Then exit the last earthly
opportunity, Enter the overwhelming real

ities of an eternnl world!

I go further, and say that all those
amusements are wrong which lead Into
bad company. If you go to any place
where you have to associnte with the in-
temperate, with the unclean, with the
sbandonel, however well they may be

dressed, in the name of God quit it. They
will despoil your nature. They will un
dermine your moral charncter. They will
drop you when you are destroyed. ‘They
will give not one cont to support your chil
dren when you are dead, ey will weep
not one tesr at your burinl. They will

chuckle over your damnation,
I hal & friend at the west—a rave friend,
He was one of the first to welcome me to
my new home. To fine personal appear-
ance he added n generosity, feankness and
ardor o! nature that made me love him
like n brother. But | saw evil people gath.
ering around him. They came up from
the saloons, from the gambling hells
They plied him with & thousand arts,
They selged upon his sovial nature, and he
conld pot stand the charm. They drove
him on the rocks, like aship full winged,
shivering on the breakers. 1 used to md-
monish him. 1 wounld say, “Now 1 wish
you would quit these bad habits and be
come n Christian,”  *Oh," he would reply,
“I wonld like to, 1 would like to, but 1
have gone so far 1 don't think there is any
way back." In his moments of repentance
he would go home nnd take his little girl
of 8 years, and embrace her convulsively,
and cover her with adornments, and strew
around her pletures and toys and every-
thing that could make her happy; and
then, as though hounded by an evil spirit,
he would go out to the eaflaming cup and
the house of shame, like & ool Lo the cor
rection of the stocks,

A DEATHBED BCENE.
I was summoned to his deathbed, 1
hastened. 1 entered the room, 1 found
him, to my surprise, lying in full every day
dress on the top of the couch. [ putout
my hand, He it excitedly and
sald, “Sitdown, Mr. Talmage, right there."
isat down, He said: “Last night 1 saw
my mother, who has been dead twenty
years, and she sat just where you sit now,
It was no dream. I was wide awake.
There was no delusion In the matter, 1
saw her just as plainly as I see you. Wife
1 wish you would take these strings off of
me, There are strings spun all around my
body. 1 wish you wonld take them off of
me."" 1 saw it was delirium,
“Oh."” replied his wile, “my dear, there
is nothing, there, there Is nothing there,"
He went on, and sald; **.Just where you sit,
Mr. Tulmage, my mother sat. She said to
me, ‘Henry, 1 do wish you would do bhet-
ter.” 1 got out of bed, put my arms around
her, and sald: ‘Mother, [ want to do bet-
ter. | have been trylng to do better.
Won't you help me to do bettert You
used to help me,' No mistake about it, no
delusion. 1 saw her—the cap, and the
upron, and the spectacles, just as she used
to look twenty years ago; but Ido wish you
would take these strings away. They
annoy me so. I oan hardly talk Won's
you take them away?' I kuelt down and
prayed, consclous of the fact that he did
not realize what I was saying. [ got up. 1
sald, “Good-by; I hope you will be better
soon." He sald, “Good-by, good-by.”
That night his soul went to the God who
gave it, Arrangements were mmsde for the
obsequids. Some sald, "“Don't bring him
in the church: he was too dissolute,”
*Ob," T maid, “bring him. He was a good
friend of mine while he was alive, and |
shall stand by him now that he s d,
Bring him to the chureh.”

LABT RCENE OF ALL.

As 1 sat Inthe pulpit and saw his body
coming up th i Lhe nisle I felt anif |
could weep tears of blood. I told the peo-
ple that day: "“Thix man had his virtues,
and & good many of them. He had his
faults, and a good many of them, but it
there is any man in this andience who Is
without sin let him cast thie first stone at
this coffin lid.”" On one side the pulpit sat
that little child, roay, sweet , 18 benn-
tiful as any little child that sat at your
table this mcraing, | warrant you. She
looked up wistfully, not knowing the full
sorrows of an orphan child. Oh, her coun-
tenance haunts me today like some sweet
face looking upon us through a horrid
dream. On the other side of the pulpit
were the men who had destroyed him.
There they sat, hard visaged, some of them
pale from exhausting diseass, some of
them flushed until it seemed ns it the fires
of Iniquity flamed through the cheeks and
erackled the lips. They were the men who
had done the work They were the men
who had bound him hand and foot. They
bad kindled the fires. They had poured the
wormwood and guli into that orphan's enp.
Did they weep! No. Did they sigh re
pentingly? Noo Did they say, “What a
pity that such a brave man should be
slain?'  No, no; uot one bloated hand was
lifted to wipe n tear from & bloated cheek,
They sat and looked at the coMu like vul-
tures gnzing nt the carcuss of u lnmb whose
heart they had ripped out! 1 eried in their
enrs as plainly as | could, “There is a God
wud a judgment day!"” Did they tremble?
O, mo, no, They went bagk from the
house of Gad, and that nighs, though their
vietlm lay in Oakwood cemetery, I was
told that they blasphomed, aud they deank,
and they gambled, and there was not one
leas 1 ustomer in all the houses of iniquity,
This destroyed man was a Sumnson in phys-
leal strength, but Delilah sheared him, and
the Philistines of evll companionship dug
bis eyes out und threw him into the prison
of evil habits. Butln the hour of his death
be rose up and took hald of the two pil-
lared curses of God agalust drunkennes:

and un<leanness, and threw himsell tor-
ward, «itll down apon him sad his com-
panions there came the thunders of an
oternal antantrophe,

Agaln, any nmusement that gives you a
distaste for domestio life is bad, How
many bright domestio eircles have been
broken up by sinful amusements! The
father went off, the mother went off, the
ohlld went off. There are today the frag-
ments before me of blasted households, Oh,
it you have wandered away, I would like to
charm you back by the seund of that one
word, "home.” Do you not know that
you have but little more time to give to do-
mestic welfare? Do you not see, father,
that your children are soon to go out into
the world, and all the influence for good
you are to have over them you must have
now! Death will break in on your conju-
gal relations, and alas! it you have to
stand over the grave of one who perished
from your neglect!

AT NI8 WIFE'S DEATIRED,

I saw n wayward husbamd standing at
the deathbed of his Christian wife, and 1
saw her point to a ring on her finger and
beard her say to her husband, Do you see
that ring?" He u'l'bllnd. “Yeu, 1 soo it.”
“Well,” sald she, **'do ynu remember who
put it there!” “Yes," sald he, "I put it
there,” and all the past seemsad to rush
upon him, Hy the memory of that day
wﬁn. in the presence of men and angels,
vou promised to be faithful in joy and sor-
row, and in slckness and in health; by the
memory of those pleasant hours when you
pat together in your new home talking of
abright future; by the cradle and the joy-
ful hour when one life was spared and an-
other wiven; by that sick bed, when the
little one lifted up the hands and ealled for
help, and you knew he must die, and he
ut one arm around each of your necks and
rought you very near together in that
dying Kkiss; by the little grave in Gireen-
w that you never think of without a
rush of tears; by the family Bible, where,
amidst stories of heavenly love, is the brief
but expressive record of births and deaths;
by the neglects of the past, and by the
agonies of the future; by a Judgment day,
when husbands and wives, parents and
children, in immortal groups, will stand to
be canght up In shining array or to shrink
down luto darkness; by all that, 1 beg you
give to bome your best affections,

Ah, my friends, there is an hour coming
when our pust life will probably pass be
fore us iu review. Tt will be our last hour.
If from vur death pillow we have to look
back mud see n life spent in sinful amuse-
ment there will be a dart that will strike
through our soul sharper than the dagger
with which Virginius slew his child, The
memory of the _}mnl will make us quake
like Macheth. The iniquities and rioting
through which we have passed will come
upon us, weird nnd skeleton as Meg Mer-
rilies, Death, the old Shylock, will de-
mund und take the remaining pound of
flesh, nnd the remaining drop of blood,
and upon our Iast opportunity for repent-
ance anid our Inst chance for heaven the
curtain will forever drop.

A Polynesian Legend.

Tura, coming from over seas, found him-
sell in a land uvamed Otea, and leaving
his csnoe journeyed inland. Traveling
through the dense forest, he saw fuiries sit-
ting tuthe flowers of the climbing plants
and swinging on the llianas which tralled
from the high boughs across the vistas or
the wood. These fairies were curiously
shaped beings, having small heads and
large bodies, while their hands and feet
were attached to limbs so short that they
seemed as i extruding from their bodies,
Tura had brought with him the sticks
wherewith fire is produced by friction, and
he procesded to kindle a fire and to eook
some food, much to the astoulshment of
the fairies, who had always consumed thelr
food in its natural state, 'Tura fell in love
with one of the fairy women and married
her. His wife reciprocated his affection
and they lived happily together; but one
day when the elfin spouse was combin
out her husband's hair she suddenly eried
out, “Oh, Turs, what is this white hair
among the black onea?"’

He told her that it was a sign of age and
ui approaching decay, the forernnner of
death. Then his wife wept bitterly and
refused to be comforted. Itis a touching
story, the sudden surprise and grief of this
child of the immortals on her discovery of
that which to us poor sons of clay is so
common and obtrusive a fact. The old
legend has given rise to a proverbial say-
ing, "I'he weeds of Tura,’ as a synony-
mous expression for gray hair.—Longman’s
Magazine,

Queer Artistie Blunders.

Bome very curious blunders may be seen
In old pletures. It Is related that Bar.
gonne in his *Travels in Spain" noticed n
painting where Abraham is preparing to
shoot Isanc with a pistol, and in a country
church in Germany the painter, in repre-
senting the sacrifice of Isaac, pluces a blun-
derbus fn Abraham's hand as argument
for obedience, and paints an angel coming
down to pour water on the Bnn

Huer has painted the Blessed Virgin
as resting on a velvet sofa playing with a
cat and a paroquet, and about to pour her-
self coffee from an engraved coffee pot.

In Durer's picture of St. Peter denying
the Saviour & Roman soldier inay be seen
smoking a pipe.—Providence Journal,

The Scotch Beadle.

Of course he was fond of his spuff, and
made free with the “mull,” ar the Scot
terms his snuff box, right and left, An
old beadle himself tells of having got a
sharp reproof from the pulpit because ot
his too devoted attention in this particu-
lar. “When the minister was preaching,”
says he, “'a neighbor asked a snuff, and 1
gave him my box. The minister saw us
and just leaned over the palpit, looked
straight in our faces, and sald, ‘There are
some of you more concerned about your
poses than about your souls' salvation.'
After that | was very careful never to puss
my box in church again."—Gentleman's
Maugnrine.

. Two Opinions of Southey,

One year when | was up in the Lake
country I was sketching at Rydal Water,
when a gentleman cume up behind me,
and nfter watching me as 1 paloted for
some time sald, *The man who can do that
should huve s name.” 1 answered just us
he moved away, "The man who can see
that ovghs to have a name, too," He looked
very peculiur, and I asked some men who
were working in n stone quarry close by
if they knew who he was. “Oh, yes,"” they
sald; “why, that's Southey, the poet, He's
a funpy fellow.” “How funny ! 1 asked.
“Why, he's mad,” they answered. T, Bid-
ney Cooper.

Batisfied,
Little Man (excitedly)—I'm hunting for
a man named Bibbs, who suid 1 was s toad-
stool,
Big Man (ealmly)—i'm Bibbs, but [ didn't

call you u toadstool, [ sald you belonged
to the mushroom aristocracy.

Little Man (backing off )—That's all right.
We'reall fond of mushrooms.—Good News.
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——The New Realistic Novel —

“HER HUSBANDS FRIEND,”

—By ALBERT ROSS —
The Latest out by this famous author. In Paper Edition goc. to be had at

THE GOTHAM, 11o1 N Street.

This is the Season of the year when

COAL 1s KIN

when Competition is Close and Everybody has the

best. Then is the time to go direct to Headquarters.

You need a supply for the Winter and as now is the
time to buy, why not call on

BETTS, WEAVER & CO.

and see their line and get prices. There you can get
the pure article direct from America'’s greatest mines
noted for their purity and excellent quality.

Call up Phone 440. - Office, 118 south 11th st.

H. W. BROWN
DRUGGSIT aw BOOKSELLER

D. M. Ferry's Finest
Flower and Garden Seeds.
127 South Eleventh Street.

The Choicest line of Perfumes.

Most Popular Resort in the City.

Exposition Dining Hall,

S. J. ODELL, MANAGER.

-0— 11'9, 1121 and 1123 N Street, —o-

Meals 25]cts.

$4.50 per Week.

Nobraska's Leading Hotel.

THE MURRAY

Cor, 15th and Harney Sts.,

OMEATITA, . TED.

STRICTLY FIRST-CLASS

All Modorn Improvements and
Convenlences.

B. SILLOWAY, Pro-ristor,
IRA HIGBY, Principal Olerk

THE DIRECT LINE ToO

Chicago, Peoria, St. Louis, St. Joseph, Kansas City,

And all points East and Bouth,

Denver and the Pacific Coast,
AlSMO TO

Deadwood, Lead Gity, the Gelobrated Hot Springs of Dakota

Anid all polnts in the Black Hills,

THROUGH VESTIBULE TRAINS

DAILY BETWEEN

DENVER, OMAHA g% CHICAGO

Pullman Palace Sleeping Cars.
Reclining Chair Cars, Seats Free.
Famous Burlington Dining Cars.
Bremen, Hamburg, Berlin, Vienna, Pans, London, Havre,
Liverpool, Glasgow, Dublin, Londonderry and all Buropean Points,

CAN BEST BE REACHED BY THE

EURLIINGTOINN ROUTE,

An it conneets with all the populur lines of oconn stemwrmst i ps.

A,C, ZIEMER, City Pass Agt., Lincoln. J. FRANCIS, Gen, Pass. Agt., Omaha, Neb

-



