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ANCIENT PHOTOGRAPHS. 
A Collection Gathered From the Tomb* 

of Egypt. 
A collection of portraits two thou- 

•anti 3'ears old makes an interesting1 
exhibit, not only to art connoisseurs, 
but to everybody curious enough to 
know what manner of men and women 

once inhabited this old earth. The 
Theodor Graf collection of unique 
Greek portraits, now hung at the Acad- 

'*emv of Fine Art, gives for the first 
V time an idea of the work of the por- 
trait painters of the second and third 

centuries R C. 
These paintings were not made for 

the ‘“family galleries” of old Egyp- 
tians, proud of their ancestors, but 
were “mummy faces.” It was the an- 

cient Greek custom to represent the 
countenance of a dead person at the 
head of a mummy or coffin, somewhat 
like the Indians of Peru,*and in the 
Greek-Roman epoch for the plastic 
head with conventional features was 

substituted a real portrait of the dead. 
One entire “face mummy” is shown 

in this exhibit, brought, like the other 
“faces,” from the cave cemetery of 

Ruby at, in Central Egypt Ages ago 
thieves ransacted this celebrated 
necropolis throwing away these 

painted panels upon the desert sands. 
The ninety-six exhibited in Grafs col- 
lection are thin panels of wood, many 
now cracked and scarred, bearing the 
faces of a few' Egpytians, several 

Syrians or Phoenicians and many fixed 
features of that Greek epoch. 

They mostly belong to the higher 
classes, as is evident in the abundant 

jewels of the women, the golden 
wreaths of the men. the ribbons. Pom- 

peiian like shoulder stripe and Isis but- 
tons, and even the “Lock of Youth,” 
the ancient badge of the sons of the 
Pharaohs. The colors have mellowed 
like those of the old masterpieces, and 
Rembrandt himself would not be5 
ashamed of the strength shown in the 
best of. them. Some of the pictures 
shown of the oval-faced Egyptians and 
the dark, almond-eyed Jewesses are 

modern enough in spirit and treatment 
to be up-stairs with the sixty-third an- 

uai exhibit of the academy. The rion 
coloring and delicatet tints awakenefl 
even Meissonier's admiration. 

The collection reveals also in the 
most interesting manner all'the tech- 
nical expedients employed „by the 
ancients. They devised the art of 
painting with variously-colored wax 

and the process of burning it in. It 
has thus gained the name of “encaustic 
painting.” The wax was put on by 
means of a lancet-shaped cestrum or 

spatula. A brush was used sometimes 
as well as this graving tool, and there 
are exhibited several remarkable ex- 

amples of distemper. — Philadelphia * Times. 

IN A PEANUT FACTORY. 

How the Nuts are Prepared For the Market 

When ths peanuts arrive at the fac- 
tory they are rough and earth-stained, 
and of all sizes and qualities, jumbled 
together. The bags are first taken up 
by iron arms projecting from an end- 
less chain to the fifth storj’ of the faev 
torv. Here they are weighed and emp- 
tied into large bins. From these bins 
they fall to the next story into large 
cylinders, fourteen feet long, which re- 

volve rapidly, and bj’ friction the nuts 

are cleansed from the earth which 
clings to them, and polished so that 
they come out white and glistening. 

From this story the nuts fall through 
shoots to the third and most interest- 
ing floor. Imaginary rows' of long, 
narrow tables, each divided length- 
wise into three sections by thin, inch- 
high strips of wood. These strips also 
surround the edge of the table. Each 
of these sections is floored with a strip 
of heavy white canvas, which moves in* 
cessantly from the mouth of a shoot to 
an opening leading down below at the 
further end of the table. These slowly 
moving canvas bands, about a foot 
wide, are called the “picking aprons.” 
Upon the outer aprons of each ta- 
ble dribbles down from the shoot, 
n slender stream of peanuts, and on 

each side of the table, so close together 
as scarcely to have “elbow room,” 
stands rows of Negro girls and women, 
picking out the inferior peanuts as they 
pass and throwing them into the cen- 
tral section. So fast do their hands 
move at this work that one can not see 
wliat they are doing till they cast a 

handful of nuts into the middle divi- 
sion. By the time a nut has passed the 
sharp eyes and quick hands of eight or 
ten pickers, one may be quite certain 
that is a first-class article, fit for the 
final plunge down two stories, into a 

bag which shall presently be marked 
with a band which will command for it 
the highest market price. 

The peanuts from the central aprons 
fall only to the second story, where 
they undergo yet another picking on 
similar tables, the best of these form- 
ing the second grade. The third grade 
of peanuts, or what remains after the 
second picking, is then turned into a 

machine which crushes the shells and 

separates them from the kernels. These 
are sold to the manufacturers of can- 

dy, while the shells are ground up and 
used for horse bedding. No part of this 
little fruit, vegetable, or nut, which- 
ever it may turn out to be, is finally 
wasted, but all serves some useful 
purpose.—Blue and Gray. 

She—Her heart is like a novel—easy 
to read. T 

He—Yes; and like a novel in a circu- 
lating library—not to be kept longer 
than two weeks.—Judge 

ft Can’t Be Done. 

Mrs. Takmin.—How do you like the 
folding-bed, Mr. Nubord? 

Nubord— It would be all right if you 
would only take the folds out of it. 

Tom—I can never get her picture off 
my mind. « 

Jerry—Printed there by her own 

negative, I suppose. Truth. 

at Norfolk. 

Fickleness. 

She Said Him Nay. 

15 T me the offering 
tear,” she asked. 

And on the little 
face 

mest wish of 
young heart 

Laid its own ten- 
der grace. 

She was the youngest lamb or au 
The flock I called my class; 

As lair as any Easter bud 
Was the wee. winsome lass. 

So in her little dimpled hands / 
I placed our “offering*’ lair, ( 

Sweet rosebuds, white and pure, and badl 
Her to the chancel beat 

These emblems of her precious sell, I 
A bud for Heaven grown. I 

And destined on scuno glorious day j 
To bloom before the Throne / 

I watched'the little figure speed / 
Along the marble aisle, / 

Her eyes like stars, her crimson £Kcc!:s 
All dimpling with a smile. / 

I saw her lift her “offering” up,\ 
And then—all Joyously— 

The baby voice rang put: “Please dhre 
These Towers to Dod for me: 

And tell Him all us little dirls 
Send Him our love!” and then. 

Withihappy eyes, my little maid 
Came tripping back again. 

Content to feel that she had done 
With us her little part. 

And given, with her sweet "offering,’* 
•Also her precious heart 

To the dear Father, for whose sake 
The Easter bells so clear 

Ring out the tidings: * Christ once dead. 
Is risen and is here!” 

—Mary O. Brine, in Chicago Advance. 

v"i. 

T was the only 
child of the 
stately house 
who was car- 

ried s 1 o wly 
out that au- 

tumn day with 
a wealth of 

fragrant roses 

heaped on the lia of the white casket 
which shut from sight the face of the 
little lad who so short a time before 
had been in truth the sunshine of the 
home. And as the tear-filled eyes of 
the mother, walking closely. behind in 
her deep mourning1, rested oh the six 

heart going out to the little grave j 
under the: folded drifts. Shutting her- 
self up from Outside inter st and occu- j 
pation, daily she tore op n her grief 
afresh, day by day she sal and looked 
not beyond the grave, but into it, 
shrinking from every child face as if it 
were a blow, and to all r emonstrances 
of husband and friends taade answer; 

“You can't enter into my sorrow; you 
don’t know what / feel” 

But at last the winter t as past.. The 
crocus were budding on the lawn, and 
the Easter lilies in the sc any bay-win- 
dow were unclosing the r wnite flow- 
ers. Spring had come and Easter was 

at hand. And looking at the lilies 
Helen Denby could but r emember how 

only a year before Bay had watched 
their unfolding; and wit n what eager- 
ness Easter morning he hud carried the 
great sheaf of snowy, fragrant bells 
for his class table in the Sunday school. 
Ray had always loved Easter. From 
the first time, when hart ly more than 
a baby she had taken him to its serv- 

ice, the music, the flowers, the whole 
atmosphere of the day had appealed to 
his sensitive responsive nature. That 
last Easter he had said to her: 
“Mamma, how beautiful it is!” And 
in the quiet afternoon, as holding him 
in her arms she hatT read to him the 
wonderful story of the first Easter, he 
had looked up in her fat e with bright, 
brown eyes, eyes that she now felt 
weie already touched with a light not 
of this world, and exclaimed: “What 
it must have been to nave seen the 
risen Christ; and to think that some 

day we too shall see Him!” 
And now the lilies were in bloom 

again; the morrow would usher in the 
gladness of another Easter; and Ray 
was in his grave, and the spring grasses 
were slowing springing over the low 
mound above which heart and faith 
found it so hard to rise. Iler tears 
were falling fast, but they did not dim 
the vision gf the face that a, year be- 
fore had bailed at her over the flowers 
that later were to cheer the sick room 

of a little classmate. For Ray with all 
the luxury and fondness that had been 
lavished on him was a sympathetic, 
generous little fellow, always ready to 
share his own good times and abun- 
dance with those less fortunate. And 
especially dear to the frail, delicate 

child, touched it may be with some 

faint intuition that this earth life was 

not to be his for long, had been the cirr* 
cle of his own who had made up his 
class in the Sunday school. 

Mrs. Denby recalled it now, and also 
with a pang that in all these months 
she had hardly given a thought to 
these boys that her own had loved so 

well, and who had returned his affec- 
tion and grieved for his loss, nay, 
more, that she had shunned the sjght 
of every one of them, for were not they 
spared while Ray Was taken? How 
had it fared with them, she wondered. 
And with the question dame the re- 
membrance that^Miss Davis, the teach- 
er, while ealling on her but a few 

MRS. DEXBY ENTERED THE BREAKFAST-ROOM. 

little bearers, Eav’s Sunday school 
class, from her heart throbbing in 
fierce rebellion rose the cry that her 

lips almost uttered: “The children of 
other mothers are spared; why should 
mine be taken?” 

For Helen Denby was passing under 
tlm shadow of her first grief. A bright 
girlhood, a happy marriage had been 
hers. From her childhood friends and 
wealth had softened life’s friction, 
lessened its care, made possible the 

gratification of its tastes and desires. 
To these a great. Crowning, joy had 
come in her child. From the first hour 
when she held him in her arms her 
whole existence had merged in his; 
her every hope and plan and ambition 
had been of his future. That he could 
be taken from her she had not believed 
till the la6t breath had fluttered out 
from the little' body. But God had been 
cruel, the stroke had fallen, Ray had 
gone, gone beyond her sight, her touch, 
her care. 

Always unconsciously selfish, in a 

grief as new to her as it was to the 
first mother of earth, Mrs. Denby felt 
it impossible that ever anyone had 
suffered as 6he did. And though a 

church member from early girlhood, 
and believing herself a truly Christian 

woman, the thought of submitting to 
God’* will, much less of accepting it, 
was far from her mind. So the autumn 
and winter passed, and still she kept 
Ray’s hat on the rack where he had 

hung it, his velocipede in the hall 
where he had last left it, and his pic- 
tured face looking down on her from 
out a funeral wreath. With the rains 
of autumn she wept thinking of her 

darling, so loved and sheltered, lying 
chill and alone under the beating skies. 

Through the storms of winter she sat 

by her fireside and shuddered, her 

weeks before* had remarked that* she 
was on her war to see Sammy Sloan, 
whose back had been so injured by an 

accidental fall that it might be 
months before he would be able 
to walk without crutches, or come 

the distance from his home to 

Sunday school. And to Mrs. Denby’s 
careless comment th|>t she should 
think he conic use a velocipede she had 
answered that no doubt he could, but 
that was something his widowed 
mother, on whose slender resources the 

necessary expense of his illness had 
been a heavy drain, was unable to af- 
ford. And the thought came to her, 
had Miss Davis noticed the unused ve- 

locipede in her hall? But no, no, she 
could not give that, she could never see 

another using what Bay’s touch had 
made sacred. If she had thought of it 
before, she might have bought him one 

and sent it as an Easter gift for Kay. 
But now it v as Easter eve, and so late 
that all the household save herself 
were asleep And in the lonely still- 
ness of the room, whose center of 
beauty and fragrance was the clustered- 
lilies, the grief of Helen Denby’s heart 
rose into a whelming flood. How could 
she bear it—how could she? Pacing 
restlessly up and down, her eye rested 
on the Bible out of which she so often 
read to Ray. With a yearning for 

something of comfort, of strength, she 

opened its 1 imiliar pages. 
“And God shall wipe away all tears 

from their ayes; and there shall be no 

more death, neither sorrow nor crying, 
neither shill there be any more pain, 
for the farmer things have passed 
away.” 

“And the city had no need of the 
sun, neither of the moon, to shine in 

it; for the glory of God did lighten it, 
and the E* mb is the light thereof." 

Gently she closed the volume and 
laid it down. And this was the “glory 
everlasting*’ into which Ray had en- 
tered; tenderness beyond a mother’s, 
freedom forever from death and sorrow 
and suffering, and radiant and eternal 
the presence of Christ Himself. It was 
the flash of a sudden revelation, and 
with it came the thought, the question: 
If this were so, ought she, dared she 
indulge in a grief so passionate and un- 
reconciled? A heart question whose 
answer required a strength above her 
own and a struggle that left her spent 
and weary when at last as she rose 
from her knees the chime of the clock 
told that a new day, another Easter 
day, had been ushered in. 

The next morning when Mrs. Denhy 
entered the breakfast-room her hus- 
band looked up with a start of sur- 

prise. In place of the unrelieved black 
of heavy mourning, she wore a dress of 
creamy white, with a cluster of the 
white stately Easter lilies in her hand. 
“You know,” she said, meeting his ques- 
tioning look with a smile—a smile that 
held the peace won only through tears 
and heartbreak—“this is Ray’s first 
Easter in Heaven, so 1 am wearing his 
favorite dress to show my gladness in 
the joy that he must feel to-day. And.” 
with lips that despite her efforts would 
tremble, “these flowers are for his Sun- 
day-school, and I have just fcent his 
velocipede and some of his books and 
clothes to Sammy Sloan. I knew you 
would approve, and I felt that Ray 
would wish ic” 

“Dear Helen,” said Mr. Denby, “I 
know what this has cost you, but it 
will bring a blessing.” 

“Yes, Henry.” she hid her tearful 
face against his shoulder, “it .has al- 
ready. I see now that my sorrow has 
made me blindly selfish to the world. 
Ray’s grave filled all my vision; that he 
was dead was all that I could realize, 
and so I lost sight of the Easter truth 
that I hope never to forget again, that 
the grave is but a sign of the resurrec- 

tion, and that it is through death that 
‘in Christ shall all be made alive.’ ”— 

Ela Thomas, in Christian at Work. 

PATTI AS A CHILD. 

How Slio Meant to Get a Beautiful Wax 
Doll from London. 

One day I was sitting oh our front 
stoop with my big wax doll in my arms. 

I was only allowed to have her to play 
with when I had been very good in- 
deed, and she was the biggest, most 
beautiful doll in the neighborhood, or 

that I had ever seen, even in shop win- 
dows. As I sat there Adelina caine 
towards me with her doll in her arms. 

She stopped and said: “Show me your 
dolly?” I held her up and expatiated 
upon her beauties. I confess now that 
I felt a keen and wicked satisfaction 
that her doll had only a plaster head, 
and I knew, from sad experience, that 
it was the kind that got grimy and 
had to be washed off with sweet oil 
occasionally, and very often had a 

cracked head, and that she was alto- 

gether of an inferior class from my 
dolly. “She’s pretty, isn’t she?” said 
Adelina. “She’s beautiful,” I said, 
hugging my treasure, for she was my 
very own child to me. “How much did 
she cost?” said Adelina. “I don’t know,” 
I said; “a lady sent her to me from Lon- 
don. See, her eyes open and shut,*’ and I 

gave a vigorous yank to the long wire 
which was concealed under her petti- 
coats. “Show me how her eyes go?” 
Adelina said. And after opening and 
shutting those very Inexpressive black 

eyes several times, she handed her back 
to me and said: “I shall have one like 
her to-night.” My fxwn eyes opened 
wide at this, and I said: “How will you 
get her?” “Oh, if Max don’t give her 
to me quick. Til scream.”—Ladies’ 
Home JournaL 

3 Her Stratagem. 
She met him at the door with a smile 

and a hug that brought a pleasant re- 

minder of his courti ng days. When he 
was out of his wraps she jollied him 
thus: “Henry, why is it that you never 

entered politics? You are thoroughly 
magnetic, have a beautiful command 
of language, a charming address and a 

wonderful ability to adapt yourself to 
circumstances. You had just as well 
be in the enjoyment of both fame and 
fortune. No longer hide your light 
under a bushel, dear, but shine as na- 

ture and cultivation meant you to.” 
“Now for the bill,” he said, and knew 

just what he was talking about, for she 
flushed guiltily as he conned the items 
of a forty-dollar Easter hat.—Detroit 
Free Press. 

An Easter Hymn. 
•* He is not here," the angel said 

To woman weeping at the tomh: 
** Behold the place where He was laid; 

Why stand ye here in grief and gloom?” 
Not here, hot risen is the Lord. 

Though on the tree He bowed His head. 
Forget not ye His spoken word, 

Nor seek the living ’mong the dead. 

Yes. Thou art living. Lord, we know. 
And to the world bast given life, 

ltd selfish will Thou bendest low. « 

Thou still’st the tumult, calm’st the strife 

Breathe on us. Lord,Thine own life’s breath, 
A weary road we long have trod; 

Give us the life that conquers'death. 
The life that’s hid with Thee in God. 

—Christian Life. 

Easter Bells. 

Rjqr, gladsome bells of Easter-tide, 
The Christian’s peean far and wide, 
From Russia’s plains of frozen snow 
To fields where Easter lilies blow! 

Christ is risen! 

Laughing beneath the laughing sun. 
1 

The merry brooklets tinkling run. 
And bursting buds reveal the sheen 
Of summer’s wealth of leafage green. 

Christ is risen! 

From the long nigh* of winter’s sleep 
To life the fair spring blossoms leap; 
So ’mid the night of pagan gloom 
New light and life shino from the tomb! 

Christ is risen! 
—Mary J. Salford, in N Y. Ledger. 
-—-- 

Accounted For. 

The Publisher—How is it that our 

circulation has dropped off all at once? 
The Circulator — Managing editor’s 

fault. 
“Managing editor’s fault!” 
“Yes. He insisted on running a fall- 

page cut of a seventy- five-dollar Easter 
bonnet in the woman’s department and 
half the married men in town have 
sworn oft having the paper."—Troy 
Press. 

O- Sz 2^/L 
OHIO & MISSISSIPPI RAILWAY. 

THU W+.S’Z' XSZSTB, 

EAST & WEST. 
* Solid, Doll; Trains to Ctaclnsstt*. 
4 Solid Dolly Train* to St, Loo it, 
* Solid Dolly Train* to LoatoriUe. 

Connecting In Union Depot*, with titlJt 
of all Jlneofor the East, West, 

-J- North and South. 

Through Vestibule my Coaches, Pullmaa 
Parlor Cars and Sloepers on all Trains, 

DOUBLE DAILr LINE. 

Pullman Yestibnle Buffet Sleepers froi 
St. Louis and Stations on Mala 

Line 

pha and Hei York, with- 
I oat cftaoge,; 

EaSTWABO FkoX WASHIXOTOW. 
No A Accommodation 12 57 P, M. 
No. 2. l>av Express 4 16 P. M. 
No. 4. Night Express 1257A.M 
No. 6 Fast Express 2. 05. A. M 

WESTWARD FOKM WASHIirCTOST 
No. T Accommodation 12 42 P. M. 
No. 1 Day Express 12 57 P. M 
No. 3 Night Express 12 38 AM. 
No. 5 Fast Express 2 U5 A tn. 

Home Seekers 
MovinG WesT 

Should take this lino as It has less changes 
»f cares and better accommodations than 
other routes. 

Our Vestibule cars are a luxury, which may 
be enjoyed by all, without extra charges, and 
•very attention is given our passengers to 
make their journey pleasant and comforta> 
ble. 

Our agents will take pleasure tn answering 
Inquiries in regard to rates for both p&ssen* 

fers and freight, time, routes and connex- 

ions; call at vour home If desired and at* 
tend to shipping freight by the most direct 
routes and cheecklng baggage,without chargs 
for any assistance they may be able to ren 

N. B.—Passengers should purchase ticket! 
before entering the cars, as the ticket rat* i 
ten cents less than the train rate. 

Communications addressed to th* nndei 
signed Vi 11 receve prompt attention, 

THOMAS DONAHUE, 
Ticket Agent O. A M. R’y Washington Iud 

C. G. Jones, District Passenger Agt. 
Vincennes Ind. 

J. F. BARNARD, W B, SHATTUC 
Praa. and M'gT. Ge’n. Ps'iAg 

CINCINNATTI OHIO. 

F. A. SHANDY. 

piorairm 
FAMILY GROUP AND RESI- 

DENCES A SPECIALTY. 
All kinds of out-door work, por» 

traits, copying and enlargiugf rom 

r*ldj pictures &c. Birthday and 
surprise party groups a specialty. 

Satisfaction guaranteed or no pay, 
Giye me a call, or address 

F. A. SHANDY, 
Petersburg Indiana. 

H. J. BEADY, 

Photogranher 
Petersburg, Indiana, 

Will male you Photos in any number 
at most reasonable rates. 

fW^Remei 
ranted, l^oa want PORTRAITS enlarged 
call and Lave the work done-right. 

All work guaranteed to stand the test of 
ages and still be as bright as when taken 
from the gallery. 

Studio equipments of standard modern 
makes. 

Our motto—“The Best Is As Oood As 
Any,and Always the Cheapest.” 

M. J. BRADY. 
Gallery in Eiserfs Building, upstairs, on 

Main, between Sixth and Seventh 

Monuments 
Best material, most reasonable prices, sat- 

isfaction guaranteed at Pslersknti 91 sup 
ble U arUa J. A B. YOUNG, Proprietors 

THIS PAPER IS OX FILE IX 

CHICAGO INC NEW YORK 
AT THE OFFICES OF 

A. I. KELLOGG NEWSPAPER CO. 

flSH 
This Trade Mark 1* on the best 

WATERPROOF COAT 
Illustrated 
Catalogue* | In the World! 

A. J. TOWER. BOSTON. MASS. 

YOUNG MEN 
.... .m.tiOD. VH.J. D. BMWH,Mlllll. 

■rMAim mnwr ans* 

PROFESSION At CARM, 
~ 

J. T. S^MsTiTU, 

Physician and Surgeon, 
FETBRSRUBG, TNR. 

••“Office in Bank building, first floor. Wtfl 
be round at office day or night. 

GEO. B. ASHBY. 

Attorney at law 
"• 

.. _v. ; 
'• \ 

PETERSBURG, INDc 

Prompt Attention Grrea to all Baniniagt 
Office oyer Barrett A Son's store. 

Fkancis b. Possy. Dewitt q. CHirnu. 

POSEY St CHAPPELL, 

Attorneys at Law, 
PETERSBURG, INIX 

Will practice in all the courts. Special at- 
tention given to all business. A Notary 
Public constantly in the office. JfcpOfflee » 

Ou first floor Bank Building. 

E. A. Eet. 8. G. DiTUffOn 

ELY & DAVENPORT, 

LAWYERS, 
Petersburg, Ind. 

rrOfflce over J. R. Adams & Son's drag 
More. lToiupt attention given to all bunt* 

E. P. PlCHARBSOX. A. H. TmOK 
RICHARDSON A TAYLOR, 

Attorneys at Law, 
Petersburg, Ind, 

Prompt attention given to all business. A 
Notary Public constantly in the office. Office 
in Carpenter Building, Eighth and Main. 

DENTISTRY. 

W. II. STONECIPHER, 

Surgeon Dentist, 
PETERSBURG, IXD. 
.' JV 

ofTce in rooms Sami* in Carpenter Build* 
ing. Operation1* first-class. All work war- 
ranie i. Ana»*tlsctlc* used (or painleaa ex* 
tract,uu of teeth. 

NELSON STONE, D. V. S„ 
PETERSBURG, IXD. 

Owing fes long practice and the possession of a 

fine library and case of instruments, Mr. 
Stone is well prepared to treat all 

Diseases of Horses aind Cattle 
SUCCESSFULLY. 

Ee also keeps on hand a stock of Condition Pow- 
ders and Liniment, which he sells at 

reasonable prices. s. 

Office Orer J. B. Young & Cc.’s Store. 
, 

Machinist 
AND 

Blacksmith, 
a 

I am prepared to do the best of work, with 
mtlslactlon guaranteed In all ktnda of Black* 
smithing. Also 

Moving and Reaping Machines 

Repaired in the best of workmanship 1 em- 
ploy none but Srst-class workmen. Do nod 
go from borne to get y<*ur work, but call eg 
me at my shop on Main Btreet, Petersburg 
Indiana. 

CHAS. VEECK. 

TRUSTEES' NOTICES OF OFFICE OAT. 

XJOTICE is hereby given that I will attend 
i.v to the duties of the office of trustee of 
Clay township at home on 

EVERT MONDAY. 
Ail persons who have business with the 

office will take notice that I will attend to 
business on uo other day. 

M. M. GOWEN, Trostee. 

N OTICE is hereby given to all parties in- 
terested that I will attend at my ofllea 

in Stendal, 
EVERT STAURDAT, 

To transact business connected with thw 
office of trustee of Lockhart township. AH 
persons having business with said office will 
please take notice. 

J. S. BARRETT. Trustee. 

NOTICE is hereby given to all parties eon* 
cerned that I will lie at mv residence. 

EVERY TUESDAY, 
To attend to business connected with thw 
office of Trustee of Monroe township. 

GEORGS GRIM, Trustee. 

XTOTICE is hereby given that I will be at 
i.V my residence 

EVERT THURSDAY 
To attend to business connected with the 
office of Trustee of Logan township. 

eyPositively no business transacted ex- 
cept on office days. 

SILAS KIRK, Trustee. 

XJOTICE is herebv given to all parties eon* 
it cerned that ! will attend at my residence 

EVERT MONDAY 
To transact business connected with the 
office of Trustee of Madison township. 

acyPosi tivdy no business transacted ex- 
cept office days 

JAMES RUMBLE, Trustee. 

N OTICE is hereby given to alb persons in- 
terested that I will attend in my office ia 

Velpen, 
EVERY FRIDAY, 

To transact business connected with the 
office of Trustee of Marion township. All 
persons having business with said offioe 
will please take notice, 

W. F. BROCK, Trustee; 

XTOTICK is hereby give* to all person* 
X- concerned that I will attend (ft sny office. 

EVERY DAT 
To transast business connected with the 
**« at Trustee of Jefferson township. 

MW. HARRIS, Trustee 


