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A BECRET BONG.

O mo ibird | snowbird)

4

thy note when maple boughs are bare;
Thy mercy twitter, thy emphatio call,
ko sllver trumpets plerve the freezing air,

What time the radiant flakes begin to fall

We know thy secret.  'When the day grows dim,
Far from the Lhomes that thou hast cheered so

long,

Thy chirplng changes to atwilight hymn!

O spowhbird, soowbird, wherefore hide thy song?

O snowbird! snowbird!
In it & song of sorrow nons may know,’

An aching memory? Nay, too glad the note!
Untouched by knowladge of our human wos,

Claarly the arystal flutings fall and float.
Wa hear thy tender sestasy, and ery:

“Lend g thy gladness that can brave the chill™
Under the splendors of the winter sky,

O sncewhird, snowbird, carol to us still
~EHzabeth Comtwycks Roberts in The Century.

MISS MARTIA.

Miss Martha Balley—known through-
out Roseville simply as **Miss Martha"—
sat by one of the windows of her cozy
sitting room, putting the last stitches
into a flannel skirt for old Mrs. Bodley,
who suffered terribly with the rheuma-
tism, which was not improved by the
weekly serubbings she gave the offices in
the brick block on Main street.

Miss Martha had just sewed a stout
horn button on the waist belt, and was
ahout to fold the skirt up, smiling at the
thought of the old woman’s delight when
ghe should receive the gift, when the
hall door opened without the ceremony
of a preceding knock, and a neighbor,
Mrs. Marsh, came in,

“You ought not to sew by twilight,
Miss Martha,” she said, as she entered
the room, “vou'll ruin your eyes. But
that's not what I came here to say; Mrs,
Norcross died an hour ago.”

The smile faded from Miss Martha's
face, and her eves grew humid.

“Poor woman!"” she said, in her low,
aweet voice, “So she has gone at last,
She suffered a great deal.”

“¥ea, and she was pglad to go. But
she had every attention, in spite of being
a stranger here. Dr. Edgecourt visited
her every day, and never charged her a
cent, T know: and gll the neighbors sent
things to eat. Cancers are terrible
things. She was a mighty patient
woman. 1’oor soul! But now,” with a
sudden change of tone, “what's to be
done with Eva?”’

“Has she no relative at all?”

“No one.  She is too refined and pretty
to do housework, even if she was strong
enough, which she isn’t. She can’t go
to the poorhouse, of course, and she
hasn't a dollar—there's to be a subscrip-
tion to pay the burial expenses.”

Miss Martha stood smoothing the {lan
nel skirt with her white, thin hands, her
face wearing an expression of deep
thought mingled with anxjety. Once
she opened her lips as if to speak, then
hesitated and closed them agein.  Ought
ghe to make this saCrifice which seemed
urged upon ber? it would be sellish not
to do so. She raised her head and said,
ina firm, sweet vOLoe:

“The girl must come to me, since there
is no one else to take her. I have plenty
for one—I can make it enough for two
by exercising economy.”

“That’s just like you, Miss Martha! 1
knew you'd make the offer, The girl
has got a first rate education, and she
can study up enongh to take a school by
next fall. Of courss youwon't want her
around after yvou are married.”

A deep flush came into Miss Martha's

waturally pale face; she droppod her eyes,

and turned s2way from Mrs. Marsh, with
some murmured excuse about making
the flanne] skirt she held intoa bundle to
be sont awayv.

The neizlibors agreed that Eva Nor-
cross could not have found a better home
than she had at Miss Martha's. The lit-
tle cottage stood in a large garden, well
filledd with fruit trees and shrubs. In
the summer it was gay with flowers of
very many varieties, and sweet smelling
honeysuckle wandered over and nearly
concealed the fence and front piazza.
Miss Martha had lived in the cottage
with old Hannah for twelve years. For
three of these yvears she had been en-
gaged to Dr. Tom Edgecourt, whose
practice was yet {oo small to enable him
to marry. LUe was o year younger than
Aliss Martha, and this fact often stung her
very keenly. Shesometimes stood before
her looking glass and attentively studied
her face, wishingz she was 20 instead of
80, and had the bloom of ten years be-
fore. Her hair was still glossy and
abundant, her eves still bright; but the

dumpness and bloom of her early girl-
}lﬂﬂd lll:'\.I fledd forever.

Oceasionally she wondered if Tom
would always love her, and tortured
herself with magining it a sacritice for
him to marry her. Would not a young
girl suit him better? She started like a
guilty thine when Hannal's tap at the
door or cail from the hall below inter-
rupted these meditations. She was
ashamod of herself that she thought so
much of her departed prettiness and the
differcnce between her age and Tom's.
Yet she could not drive away her harass-
ing doubts, sior would she try to set
them at rest by speaking of them to
Tom. She was shy and sensitive, and so
was he, and they were both very proud.

Eva Norcross found her new home a
very quict but not an unhappy one. She
was gentle and timid, and did pot care
for the so » of girls of her pwn age,
She likad nothing botter than to lie in an
easy thair sl dayv with a book or some
embroidory in lier white, pretty hands,
which AMartla was never weary of
admirinz. The dead mother had in.
dulged her one child, and never taught
her to machte herself useful. There was
no nexl for her to be active in the cot-
tage. At the outset Miss Martha had
told her that she would be uired to
do nothing but study, Han bein,
fully competent to do the eatire work o
the small establishment.

“¥ou must educate yvourself to teach,”
Mrs. Marsh said, one morning, as she en-
tared the cottage in her abrupt way and
found Eva embroidering a cushion.
#You can’t live on IMiss Martha all your
Jife, Next fall ve will try to get yon
the district school at Dodd’s Corner,”

Eva shuddered and grew a little pale,
while the work fell from her hand.

“I have heard that the children at
Dodd's Corner were very rough with the
last master,” she said, in her soft, low
voice. -

L]

to make a pro-
wa told him

for a moment, on his wa
feasional visit, and Miss
what Mrs. Marsh had said.

The young man sat down by Eva and
took her hand in his. Miss Murtha
watched him closely, wondering if he
noticsd how round and white was the
wrist on which he pressed his finger.,

“She is not sick,” he said: *“*all she |

needs ig fresh air and exercise;” and then
he proposed that she should wrap up and
get inte his sleigh at the door and drive
with him to the house of his patient,
two miles away.

“Can't you go, too, Martha, he asked.
“We will crowd you in somewhere.”

“Ido not care to go,” she said, and
Tom thought her manner rather cold
and depressing. e did not urge the
matter, for he was easily wounded, and
never asked her a second time to grant
hitn a favor. He was not a demonstra-
tive lover, perhaps becanse Miss Martha
never encouraged caresses.  She did not
think it modest or womanly to do so, yet
she often caught berself wishing that
Tomn would be more affectionate. They
had been engaged for three years, but
had seen comparatively little of each
other, owing to Tom's studies and poor
patients—of which there were many—
and they had pnever grown familiar, as
is the ease with most lovers,

Miss Martha watched the couple drive
away, Tom bent to arrange the buflalo
robe more closely about his companion,
and said something which made them
both laugh, and Miss Martha turned
quickly from the window with a pain at
her heart. The girlish face framed in
fleecey wool of the bleck hood was so
very lovely! Would lie mark the differ-
ence, and regret——

She took up her work and began to
turn down a hem; but she could not drive
away the haunting thoughts which tor-
mented her,

“Three vears!” she murmured, “Itis
a long engagement; and 1 have heard
it said that men are not patient waiters,
I wonder if he has ever wished to be free
aganin.”

The ride proved of much benefit to
Eva, who was brighter and gayer for
days after. Seeing this, Tom took her
with him frequently, never thinking that
he was causing his betrothed pain by so
doinz. Hecame oftener than ever to the
cottage, playing chess and eribbage with
Eva at the center table In the evening,
while Miss Martha sat by with her sew-
ing and wished she were Eva's age.

““Do vou think I will stand any chance
of getting the school ap Dedd’s Corner
next fall, Dr. Edgecourt?’ asked Eva,
one evening.

“You surely don't think of applying
for it!" cried Tom. *““Why, the l‘llliltll'('n
are little heathens, 'They throw ink
bottles and spitballs at the teacher and
swear like troopers. No, no; we must
not let you go there.”

“I must work for myself,” the girl
said. *1 cannot consent to remain de-
pendent on any one.”

“Wait until next fall comes before
vou begin to worry,” Tom eaid. *1t's
only Mareh, now, and something betier
may turn up in the next six months.”

Eva, as waa her custom, left the room
as soon 28 the game of chess was over.
Tom always had a few minutes alone
with his betrothed before leaving the
cottage.

“] am so tired of boarding,” he said,
when, after some unimportant conversa-
tion, he rose to go. *I wish I had =
home,"” and he sighed.

For some minutes Miss Martha gtood
where he had left her, one hand bearing
rather heavily on the small hall table.
Could he only have known what stress
she liid upon his carcless words! She
mechanically repeated over and over the
last sentence he had uttered, and remem-
bered the bitterness pf his tone, Then
she walked slowly into the smal] parlor
again, and dropping on her knees {»y an
easy chair, buried her face in the soft
cushions.

“]1 am no longer young,"” she said in a
hoarse voice. *“He sees his mistake,
now that Eva is here to point a compar-
ison. And yet how can I give him up!
How can I offer him his freedom? Could
I live on withoug the hope thag I held so
close to my heart for nearly three years?
But [ must decide. Not now. will
wait just a little while, to be sure he has
ceascd to love me.”

Now was Miss Martha'’s chance to say
something tender and ¢heerful, but the
words refused to form themselves on her
lips. She was very shy, and lately she
and Tom had seemed to be drifting very
far apart.

Toin looked at her o moment, as if
expecting her to speak; but as she did
not o so he turned almost angrily from
her, a dark red flush of wounded pride
dyin'y his frank, fair face. He wished
he Lad not uttered that longing for a
home,

*Oh, I forgot to tell you,” ho said, as
he rcached the hall door. ‘“that my
Lrother Arnold is coming to Roseville {o-
vwrrow. He has some affection of the
head, and wants to put himself nnder
my care for a month or two, He will
leave his law business entirely in his
partner’'s hands, Poor Arnold! He has
other than physical troubles! There's
an old saying that women are at the
bottom of all mischief, and men are such
tool: sometimes! Good night, Martha;”
and the door closed loudly.

IEva noticed that Miss Martha was very
pale and distrait the following day, and
wis not looking her best when Arnold
Edzecourt came with Tom to call. She
had never seen this brother before, but he
vas s0 like Tom in every way that she
lized him at once, He was, howevey
more a man of the world than Tom, ami

while Tom’s face wore a look of frank | ing
| this morning,

ood nature, Arnold's was clouded by an
expression of melancholy and discontent.
This Miss Martha aseribed to those secret
troubles of which Tom had spoken, and
she wondered if some woman had jilted
the handsome lawyer.,

Soveral weeks passed by, and Miss
Martha was no longer her former bright,
chesrful self. She did not know what it

was now to be without that sharp pain

at Ireart, and the estrangement bet—een
heor clf and Tom seemed to grow greater
every day. He withdrew more and
mo-e into himself, and she made no ef-
fori to restore the old pleasant relations
between them, She watched him ¢losely,
and saw that he seemed pnnoved and

i tressed et Arnold's decided attentions
to Eva. Onceshe heard him remonstrate
witls his brother, but Eva's name was
tiic only word she caught distinctly. She
thought Tom jealous, and afraid that the
girl’'s heart would be von from himself.

1t must come,” IMiss Martha would
rrurpur to herself, *1 must ciffer him
his freedoms. Why cannot I be brave and
Co it ut once? He loves Eva, but ho is

| best damask and china.

| gage himself

| one,

| loose from the past, hoping to forgetit, but

gpending the rest of her life without
om’s love.
One evening the two yoang men came
by invitation to the cottage to supper.
Miss Martha sent them into the garden

 to amoke, while she, with Eva's ussist-

ance, was busy laying the table with the
Presently she
went into the parlor to get from the old
cabinet which stood between the win-
dows some silver spoons which had be-
longed to her grandmother, The shut-
ters were closed. but the windows were
open, and the low murmur of voices
came to her ears,.  She knew the broth-
ers were just outside on the rustic bench,
and she was about to close the calinet
and speak to them, when she heard
Tom's voice uttering words which seemed
to fall on her heart like drops of molten
lead.

It is a great mistanke for a man to en-
to a womun older than
himself. He is sure Lo repent soon or
late, I was a fool, and now that 1 love
Eva with all my heart, as 1 have con-
fessed to you, wish the other was in
Guinea. And what am 1 to Jdo? My
honor binds me to her—confound it all.”

Miss Martha did not wait to hear Ar-
nold's answer., She walked slowly and

falteringly from the room, and went up |

stairs to the spare chamber, where she
locked herself in.

The young men wondered why supper
was 80 late, but just as their patience
was entirely exhausted Eva came g call
them, and then went in to find Miss
Martha alresldy seated at the head of the
small table laid for four. She made no
excuse for delay, and the supper was so
excellent that the young men forgot all
about their vexation.

The evening passed very quietly, Miss
Martha evidently making an effort to be
entertaining; and seeing this, Tom and
Arnold left very early, the latter, as Miss
Martha noticed, having hardly spoken
to LEva since supper. She thought this
was out of respect for his brother's feel-
ings, which had so latdy bgen yevealed
to him.

The next day Tom was surprised in his
oflice by the appearance of old Hannuh,
who quietly luirﬁ a letter on his desk and
went out again,

The young doctor's face grew very
white as he read what Miss Martha haa
written. Without explanation or excuse
she requested that their engagement
wight be at an end, and said that as it
would be better that they should not
meet for a while at least, she was going
to an aunt’s in another town, to stpy sev-
eral months. Eva would remain af the
cottage with old Hannah.

For some time Tom sat gazing at the
letter, as if turned to stome. Then he
touched a lighted mateh to it and
watched it bum away ta ashes.

“That s over,” he saild, aloud. *I
have been expecting it. I have seen it
in her face, and yet I had not the cour-
agze to ask her about it."

It was a sultry July day, the railroad
journcy dusty and fatiguing, and Miss
Martha was very glad to step out of the
cars at Roseville, She walked slowly up
the dusty road leading to her cottage.
It was nearly three months since she
had left home, and during that time she
had neither written pog peceived a single
letter.  She had not given Eva her ad-
dress, and no one knew where she had
She had wished to cut herself

sho had not forgotten, and her heart had
not lost its dul‘l’ prin. Recollections pf
Tom stung her a3 she saw the familiar
streets unt‘ stores. Perhaps he and Eva
were marrjed. '

“You don't mean ta say that's ypn,
Miss Martha?” eried a familiar voice, and
Miss Martha paused beneath the shade
of a spreading elmy as Mrs. Marsh came
hurrying towards her. *“Wel}, you've
come too late. Lave Jaughs ap look-
smiths, you kuow. [t's all over—Eva's

. gone pff with him, and they're married

by this time, I haven’t a doubt,”

Miss Martha staggered back and put
her hand over her eves. The shock it
wus to her to hear of Tom’s marriage
showed her, tq her mortification, that
all hope had not been crus&;ed from her
heart, as she had thought.

“I—I expected it,” she stammered.

*“Well, it's more than any one else did.
He went off soon after you left, and no
one thought to see him again. But hack
he came yestepday, and eloped with Eva
late last gvening. ™ Oh, jt was wicked; it
was scandalous; and the whole story is
all over town. | wonder pow if you
know about Miss Somerhy?"

**No,"” said Miss Martha, white to the
lips.

e Vell, it scems he was engaged to this
Miss Somerby, a rich old maid. She is
il enough at being jilted. Somebody
telegraphed to her father, and he was
here this morning to learn the facts of
the case.”

*What! Tom engaged?” cried Martha,
in amazement.

“Who said anything about Tom? You
must be wandering in your mind. It is
Arnold Edgevnurtbl'm talking about."”

Without another word, without the
slightest excuse, Miss Martha broke
away from the hand of the friendly gos-
sip, and almost ran down the street.

| W hen nearly at her own gate she rushed

blindly against somebody, and looking
up with a hurried excuse, saw—Tom,

“Martha!” he gasped, forgetting for
the moment in his excitement the gulf
between them. ““You have heard it all!
I s¢e it in your face. Come right in; you
look really ill. I did not know you cared
so much for Eva., PBut the scandal will
all die put, and I know Arnold will be
good to her. He sent me a telegram sav-
ing they were married in Brierly early

He was to marry Miss
Somerby next month, but he never loved
her; he was tempted by her enormous
wealth,”

By this time they had reached the cot-
tage and gone into the little darkened
sarlor, where the shutters had been care-

ully closed by old Hannah to keep out
dust and flies.

“Tom,” said Miss Martha, laying her
hand on his sleeve, ““can you ever forgive
me?
It was not you I heard say & man wasa
fool to engage himself ta s woman elder
than himself, Your voice and Arncld's
are sa mucly alike, and [ did not know of
his engagement.” And then she told all
she had heard when she had gone to the
old cabinet for spoons the evening of the
Lupﬁ'r.

*Martha,” eaid Tom, in his manly way,
*I never loved any woman but you. I
¢id not know you were older than I, for

00 never ce vour age, and it would
wave made no d:.&'e.mnce to me anyhow,

I see everything very plainly now. |

I Fame, like ligh

with her, and ended by eloping with rhe
r-ﬂl«r-luy evening. did not imagine
or an instant that you thought me in love
with Eva. We both labored under a
mistake, Martha, 1 noticed your grow-
ing coldness, and thought you were e
coming weary of your engagement to a
poor village doctor. You did not scem
to care for love making or caresses, and
I could not, of course, wish to force my
affection upon you."

“1 was wrong, Tom, for | do love you
dearly;” and then, ns he took her in his
arms and pressed her to his heart, kiss-
ing repeatedly the soft check, on which
there was now no lack of color,
| added, softly, “*and our engagement need
not be of longer durntion, Tom. Yoo
hesitated to marry me while 1 had vo
little, nnd you nothing: but yvou will not
hesitate now that I am rich, Yes"—
as he glanced at her black dress—"my
apunt is dead, and she leflt me S40,000, 1
have suffered enough for my mistake,
and what is mine is yours, dear Tom.”

And Tom's tender kiss gave cheerful
assent to all shie said. —Boston True Flag.

she

He i o Dad Memory,

Mra Verbosity wanted o package of
veast powder the other day.
| (i, dear,” she sizhed, *1 shall have
to sod Willie after thoat veast, and I
has sueh o bind memory! [ do declare |
pever saw such o forgetful ehild in my
life. e torments the soul out of me,
Every time | send him ta the store he
briasa bael something 1 didu't send hiim
for,’

1. ritlsing her volee, she called:
8O e

N es. "

“You comse here this minnte; I'm in a
great hiery, 1 want a yeast cake down
to the store, and 1T don’t swant you to for
get what I send you lur.
baking powder, same as 1 got vesterday
but a veast cake, One
cakes, Willie,™

*Yos, ma,"”

“Did you hear what | sajd?”

“No, mna."”

“Oh, you do try my patience sa, Come
here this minyte,”

The boy appears,

“Now, | want a yveast cake—how came
that mud on your coatr You're been
}rl;:_\'iu;.: in the dirt again; I'll tell yom
ather when he gets home, It's not
baking powder I want. Turn vour cont
collar down. Now don’t you eotue home
with nutmegs, like yon jlid yesterday,
nor with cinnamon, like you did the day
before, when you were told to get citron,
Your goat is buttonad wrong., Dap't
you forget, now."”

The boy escaped jo (he street, when
the anxious and painstaking matron
called put from the windaw:

**Now, don't you stop g play with
those Mantrdngialg baya, like yvou did
last weel, and keep outof French's back
yard—do you hemwr? It's yeast you're
going for, yeast; not turnips nor carrots
nor any kind of vegetables—I got them
this morning, vou know. Remember,
you've got a bad memoay, and don't"—

But the boy was out of hearing.

He brought back a can of presepyad
saches,
pllle had

Post.

a bad memory.—Pittsburg

In the Chinese Prisons.

A writer in The Chinese Times sayg of
Chinese prigsons that the amoupt of ex-
tortion that poes pn in them is amazing,
and the wapders and others display sur-
}:rinm;_( ingenuity in extracting money

rom the unhappy prisoners. The pew-
comer almest invariably f{orgets ta fee
the night watehman, The consequence
is that slegp is rendered almost L pos-
sible by the terrible noise which is kent
up outside his window all pight, and he
speedily apologizes for his forgetfulness
and mpkes poud the oversight, If the
soolie who cleans out the cell is not =atis-
Hed he collects !l the insects he can {ind
and introduces several hundreds into the
apartment of his victim, whoisthen only
%00 glad to call his services inta roguisi-
tion to get rid pf {heny again, even at an
exorbitant ppice. Many of the warder:
and servants are criminals who have es-
caped capital punishment by the omision
of the emperor to mark their names for
death when the list for the aufumn exe-
cutions is submitted to i,

This list, whiol sets forth the name and
condijtion of the criminal and the circun-
staunces of his crime, is divided into three
parts. The first contains the new cases,
the second those which vwere not marked
the previous vear, the third those which
hiave escaped marking for two years.
It is said that the emperor marks about
eight names in ten, and that a man who
escapes once is safe from subsequent
marking, although he has to go down to
the execution ground the two following
years., The list is brought from the pal-
ace direct to the place pf execution, and
until its arrjval peither criminals nor
officials knaw who are to die, the un-
happy victimis only being sure of their
fate upon hearing themselves called out
to pay the lust penalty. The prisoners
who have eseaped are imprisoned for
life, but they have a very casy exist-
ence, and as they are emploved in the
yrison and share in the extortions prac-
iced on other prisoners, they often
amass considerable
Times.

Horseshoes Made of Strgw.

rious. Thers pomes one along the nar-
row business street of Tokio now. He is
led by a rope halter in the hands of y

round piece of clasely braided straw as
big around as a good sized parasol on his
head, His feet and those of his horse
are shod with straw, and the straw shoes
are in both cases tied around the ankles
with straw rope and are made of ordi-
nary rice straw braided, so that they
form a sole for the foot about half an
inch thick.
cent a pair, and when they are worn off
tht"‘? are thrown away.

Every "cart has astock of fresh new |
shoes tied to the horse or ta the frons
part of the cart, and in the country hero |
| it was formerly the custom to measure |
distance jargely by the number of Lorse-
| shoes j§ took to make the distance. So

many horseshoes made a day’s journer,

and the average shoe lasted, if my mem- |
| ory serves me, for about eight miles of

travel. Itis the same with the coolies. |

Theyr throw away their shoes when they |
. are worn out, and last night when I was |
| riding in one of these man power baby |
carriages my ostrich like steed stopped, |
threw away his straw shoes, and weng |
barefooted. As he did sa | watched the |
roadway and counted eight pairs of |
worn pu§ straw shoes in n single block.—

Frank G. Carpenter’'s Letter.

tning, generally strikes |
m who is not expecting it.—"Squize |

I dont want |

brown skinned old man, who has a flat |

| as sogn as tecth are extracted

These shoes cost about a |

We Want Your Attention

Long enough to tell you that our line of Fall

Dry Goods is unsurpassed.
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FTOOR OILCLOTHS
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‘Underwear of all Kinds

We have the

| LARGEST and BEST LINES
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line of White and Colored

BLANKETS !

Bed Comforts

Get our lllil" s before v i by
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Dress Goods

A .‘-s-.:l,.:i. L.tne of
Henrietta Cloth,
Dress Goods,
Tricots,

Broadcloths,

And Goods of Cheaper Qunlity

We

We have the best lighted store roomns in the St

N ¢braska.
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lon't Take a hack Seat

For Aunyone in Low Frices.

E. CG. DOVEY & SON.

A Wonderful Offer.

For many years Lhe
Dr. Sage’s Catarch Remedy have offerd,
i1 good fath, $500 reward for o
N: sal Catarrh which they

manafucturers of

cust ol
cantot cure.
50 cents It has fuirly attained a world-
witle reputation. If you have dull,
licayy headache, vhstruction of the nasal
passa zes, discharges gullivg  from  the
head mto the throst, sometines, ‘t-;n‘lli*".
watery, and scid, ot others, thiek, tenac
TOUs, Hucolls, 1 wurelieut,
ric; if the ey nuel in
flumed: if there 1s the
vdeafness, hacking ur conaghing to
the throat, coxpectoration of offensive
matter, together with seobs from
the voice being chaunged and hins a nasal
twang; the breath offensive; sinell
taste i:nlr.liri-t]; seusation of dizziness,
with mental depression, a hacking cough
and general debility, vou are suffering
from nasal eatarrh, The more
ented your disease, the grenter the nuam-
ber and diversity ol symptoms.  Thous
ands uf susez annually, withont manilest-

bluody and | ut
Bonle woeuk, watery
Fings s Ih Pars,

Clean
| PO
Hicers,

!lh{h

Nao

1!1‘1"‘1115‘.'.‘

consumption, and end in tue gIrnve.

disease 18 80 common,  more

unsuccessfully treated by physicians,

wealth.— London |

The cart horses of Japan are very cu- |

Raosident Dentist.

Preservation of the Nataral Teeth a
| Specialty.  Auesthetics given for Pas-
| LEss FiLLixe or ExTracmioN oF TeeTin
Artificial tecth made on Guli, ?';il"(.'l',
Rubber or Celluloid Plates, and inserted
when de
sired.
All work warranted.,  Prices reasonable,
FITZGERALD'S R 0K Puarrsynuya, NERH

WM.L. BROWNE,
LAY OFFICE.

P rsonal attention to all
‘o my care.

Businesr=s Entrust-
NOTARY IN OFFICE.
Titles Examined, Abstauers Comgiled, Ju-
wirice Written, Kexzl Estate Scold,

Better Fucilities for making Farm Loans than

Any Other Agency,

P ottty alia., - Yeabra ko

J. H. EMMONS, M. D.

HOMEOPATHIC

Physician z Surgeon

Office over Weseott's slore, Mmn street.
+ in Dr. Sehildknecht's properiy,
and Diseases of
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The Rem dy is sold by droggists at only |

compli- |

ing half of the abiove symptons, result in |

and !].’tlll__’t'l"rli-‘. less understood, or more |
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LEGAIL.

Administrator’'s Sale

Inthe distriet cour
ki In the mntte:
Lenver, deeised

Notice Is herehy viven that by virtue and in
puirsance of an order of st mnade an sald
matter by fhe Distriet coure of Cass eounty il

e dinth day of Nove ]
| dersigne, Albert M

flav of Decembwr A

Al plyes st gloor ool L3500 eonnt

oL, €% o

it oo DRV Resflavwiig eRerd

b Cass county, Nebrasin

d ke ot iowest o aarter
ship number twelve, poril .
T i) yes :-|,!-;--l‘£ £ )l lienx
thees Llhereon Fesrms of sple, cash,
Duted 3 i, Dece plier A, I 186N
ALBERT K, BrRAVER,
Ad e bentor

Nebras-
Miry L.

of s ©

of thie

TR
estute  of

H 4 tiie uwn

JIETRRY

BEynoy Cnank

Altorney for Estate 1

Administrator's Sale.
In the Mustricl Couret of Cass county. Nebras
K il Tu the matter of the estare of Peter 'l
Braver,
allee Is heveliy given that by vintoe and in
prrsianes of an order of lHeviee made In said
matter by the Distrer Caur of Cars county o
| the loth duy of November A I
the w dersigned Alliert . Benver wil, on 1he
29'h dey of December, A. 1) DER, nt one
oelek v ., ot the sonth dowr of 1he & urt
hous¢ 3t Platismonth ofler oy
F=adeal publice angs i thie I low e deseribued
d situnte d e Y. Nebrneka, 10-wik :
lwest Tourth of e northis est quag -
#9 Iractionn] Tot seven, apd the
Jourth of the =0onthens=t Guarier
ts [raetlonal ot nine, 321 o sferfon
X. lownrhiip Lhirn en, sorthh of rangs
tnd the east halt of the soeihw
rier « { seetion one in towuship twel
th of range twelve, and the esst half of 1
sttt heast feurthh of the 20
kuown = fractional ot éleven o section 1hir y-
Ase of township thirteen north of renge v elve,
And fractional lot two in section 1hirtv-ones of
townsh'p thirteen. worth of range thr - en
Sulij#et to all Hens and Incumbrnnees Lhereon,
lerms of sale, cavh
Duted th December, A D, 15588
LynroN CLARK. ALHENRT K. IIEAVER,
Attorney for Estale, 38-4 Adminlsir.tor.
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Nebrasita's Leading
Newspaper,
— "TELS —

(ans RepusLican

DAJLY EDITION.
53¢ Per Month., S1000 Pap ¥ enr.

WEEKLY EDITI0ON.
To January Isf, 1400, S1 (4.

This peli sble und fenrless jnurnsl ha+« eh»l-

:h-n_mi the admimtbn of e counbry in the
campnign

just closéd, It wns tho repressutn-
tive Ropublionan dally of Nelhirnsks, und 1s ous
Of the leading nowspapers of the eonatry

In the future as in Lthe pastthe B PUBIICASY
will continue to exeal ineverything, It prints
AL the news, It Is elght, elean, en et e
abnifl newsy

THE KErORLICAN appeals to its friemiln in
Fvery votfug precinet to cive (heir permenns
asapeianes ju o extendine irs eirenlation, Senag
!'.[.r sunple cop €5, Mull List of nstnes, Rt
el

IT IS THE PEOPLE’'S PAPER.

The WEEKLY B¥PURLTCAN —materinlly fin-
proved fer {=8g-published every Thussduy,
contains all the wews of the week jn & eon-
denged form. [T Is the hest and elieapest
weekly newspaper poblislied ans where,

Al rem lttances shon'd be wddressed 1o

THEOMAHA BEFUBLICAN Cu.,

Omali i, Nebrasks,

for
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