THE IVORY PALACES.
i)r. Talmage on the Ghlriu d the
World to Come.

ﬂ- Attractivencss of Christ, Whe
Opens the Way for His Faithful
Followers—The Christian’s
Guide to Heaven.

[Copyright, 1899, Louls Klopsch.]
Washington, July 3.

In this discourse Dr. Talmage sets
forth the glories of the world to come
and the attractiveness of the Christ,
who opens the way; text, Psalms, 45:8:
“*All thy gatments smell of myrrh and
aloes and cassia out gf the ivory pal-
-aces.”

Among the grand adornments of the

ity of Paris is the church of Notre
Dame, with its great towers and elab-
-orate rose windows. and scupturing of
the last judgment, with the trumpet-
: ing angels and rising dead; its battle-
aents of quatre foll; its sacristy, with
ribbed ceiling and statutes of saints.
But there was nothing in all that great
building which more vividly appealed
to my plain republican tastes than the
" costly vestments which lay in oaken
presses—robes that had been embroid-
<red with gold and been worn by popes
and archbishops on great occasions.
There was a robe that had been worn
by Pius VIL at the erowning of the
first Napoleon. There was also a vest-
ment that had been worn at the bap-
tism of Napoleon II. As our guide
opened the oaken presses and brought
wut these vestments of fabulous cost
and lifted them up the fragrance of the
pungent aromatics in which they had
been preserved filled the place with a
sweetness that was almost eppressive.
Nothing that had been done in stone
more vividly impressed me than these
things that had been done in cloth and
embroidery and perfume. But to-day
I open the drawer of this text, and I
look upon the kingly robes of Christ,
and as I lift them, flashing with eter-
nal jewels, the whole house is filled
with the aroma of these’ garments,
which “smell’ of myrrh and aloes and
«<cassia out of the ivory palaces.” .5
In my text the King steps forth. His
robes rustle and blaze as he advances.
His pomp and power and glory over-
master the spectator. More brllh}mt is
' HethanQueen Vashti, moving amid the
Persian princes; than. Marie Antoi-
nette on the day when Lounis XIV. put
upon her the necklace of 800 diamonds;
thdan Anne Boleyn the day when Henry
VIII. welcomed her to his palace—all
beauty and. all pomp forgotten while
we stand in the presence of this im-
perial glory, King of Zion, King of
<arth, King of Heaven, King forever!
His garments not worn out, not dust
bedraggled, but radiant, and jeweled,
and redolent. It seems as if they must
have been pressed a hundred jycars
amid, the flowers of Heaven. The
wardrobes from which they have been
taken must have been sweeter
with clusters of camphire, and frankin-
<cense, and all manner of precious wood.
Do you not inhale the odors? Aye,aye,
“They smell of myrrh and aloes and

—cassia out of the ivory palaces.”

Your first curiosity is to know why
the robes of Christ are odorous with
myrrh. This was a bright-leafed Abys-
sinian plant. It was trifoliated. The
Greeks, Egyptinns, Romans and Jews
bought and sold it at a high price. The
first present that was ever given -to
Christ was a sprig of myrrh thrown on
His infantile bed in Bethlehem, and the
last gift that Christ ever had was
myrrh pressed into the cup of His eru-
cifixion. The natives would take a
stone and bruise the tree, and then it
would exude a gum that would saturate
all the ground beneath, This gum was
used for purposes of merchandise. One
piece of it ro larger than a chestnut
would whelm a whole room with odors.
It was put in closets, in chests, in draw-
ers, in rooms, and its perfume adhered
almost mtermmnbly to anything near
1t. So when in my text I read that
Christ’s gartents smell of myrrh I im-
mediately conclude the exquisite sweet-
ness of Jesus.

I know that to many He is only like
any historical person—another John
Howard, another philanthropiec Ober-

lin, another Confucius, a grand subject |

for a painting, a heroic theme for a
poem,, a beautiful formefor a statue,
but to those who have heard His voice
and felt His pardon and redeived His
benediction He is music and light and
warmth and thrill and eternal fra-
igrance, sweet as a friend sticking 1o
you when all else betray, lifting you up
- while others try to push you down, not
80 much like morning glories :hat
bloom only when the sun is coming up,
mor like “four o'clocks,” that bloom
only when thé sun is going down, but
like myrrh, perpetually aromatie, the
:same morning, noon and night, yester-
«day, to-day, forever. It seems as if we
cannot wear Him out. We put on Him
all our burdens and afflict Him with
:all our griefs and set Him foremost in
all our battles, and yet He is ready to
lift and to sympathize and tohelp. We
have so imposed upon Him that one
would think in eternal affront He
would quit our soul, and yet to-day He
- addresses us with the same tenderness,
<dawns upon us with the same smile,
pities us with the same compassion.
There is no name like His for ps. It
ds more imperial than Caesar's, more
musical than Beethoven’s, more con-
-quering than/Charlemagne’s, more elo-
-quent than Cicero’s. It throbs with all
dife. It weeps with all pathes. It
groans with all pain. It stoops with all
-condescension. It breathes with all
perfume. Who like Jesus to set a
‘broken boqe, to pity a homeless or-
phan, to nurse a sick man, to take a
prodigal back without any scolding, to
dllumine a cemetery all plowed with
graves, to make a queen unto God out
wot the llltmn. to catch the tears of
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away our sorrow, such a hand to snatch
us out of the fire, such a foot to trample
our enemies, such a heart to embrace
all our necessities? Ist le for some
metaphor with which to express Him—
He is not like the bursting forth of a
full orchestra; that is too loud. Heis
not like the sea when lashed to rage by
the tempest; that is too boisterous.
‘He is not like the mountan, its brow
wreathed with the lightnings; that is
too solitary. Give us a softer type, a
gentler comparison. We have seemed
to sea Him with our eyes and to hear
Him with-our ears and to touch Him
with our hands. Oh, that to-day He
might appear to some other one of our
five senses! Aye, the nostril shall dis-
cover His presence. He comes upon us
like spice gales from Heaven. Yea, His
garments smell of lasting and all per-
vasive myrrh.

Would that you all knew his sweet-
ness! How soon you would turn from
all’ other attractions! 1f the philoso-
pher leaped out of his bath in a frenzy
of joy and clapped his hat.ds ond rushed
through the -streets because he hed
found the solution of & mathematical
problem, how will you feel leaping
from ‘the fountain of a Saviour's merey
and pardon, washed clean and made
white as snow, when the question has
been solved: “How can my sour bé
saved?" Naked, f{rostbitten, storm-
lashed soul, let Jesus this hour throw
arbund thee the “garments that smell
of myrrh and aloes and cassia out of
the ivory palaces.”

Your second curiosity is to know why
the robes of Jesus are odorous with
aloes. There is some difference of opin-
ion about where these aloes grow, what
is the color of the flower, what is the
particular appearance of the herb. Suf-
fice it for you and me to know that
aloes mean bitterness the world over,
and when Christ comes with garments
bearing that particular odor they sug-
gest fo me the bitterness of a Sa-
viour’s sufferings. Were there ever
such nights as Jesus lived through—
nights on the mountains, yights on the
sea, nights in the desert? Who ever
had such a hard reception as Jesus
had? A-hostelry the first, an unjust
trial in oyer and terminer another, a
foul-mouthed, yelling mob the last.
Was there a space on His back as wide
as your two fingers where he was not
whipped? Was there a space on His
brow an inch square where he was not
cut of the briers? When  the spike
struck at the instep: did it not go clean
through to the hollow of the foot? Oh,
long, deep, bitter pilgrimage! Aloes,
aloes!

John leaned his head on Christ, but
who did Christ lean on? Five thousand
men fed by the Saviour. Who fed
Jesus? The sympathy of a Saviour’s
heart going out to the leper and the
adultress; but who soothed Christ? He
had a fit place neither to be born nor to
die. A poor babe! A poorlad! A poor
young man! Not so much as a taper to
cheer His dying hours. Even the can-
dle of the sun snuffed out. Was it not
all aloes? Our sins, sorrows, bereave-
ments, losses and all the agonies of
earth and hell picked up as in one elus-
ter and squeezed into one cup that
pressed to His lips until the acid, nau-
seating, bitter deaft was swallowed
with a distorted countenance and a
shudder from head to foot and a
gurgling strangulation. Aloes! Aloes!
Nothing but aloes! All this for Him-
self? All this to get the fame in the

L world of being a martyr? All this in

a spirit of stubboruess, because he did
not like Caesar? No, no! All this be-
cause He wanted-to pluck me and you
from hell. Becanse He wanted to
raise me and you to Heaven, [Decause
we were lost, and He wanted us found.
Beecause we were blind, and He wanted
us to see. DBecause we were serfs, and
He wanted us manumitted. O ye
in whose cup of life .the sacchar-
ine has predominated; O ye who
have had bright and sparkling bev-
erages, how do you feel toward
Him who in your stead and to purchase
your disinthrallment took the aloes,
the unsavory aloes, the bitter aloes?
Your third curiosity is to know why
these garments of Christ are odorous
with cassia. This was a plant which
grew in Inidia and the adjoining islands.
You do not care to hear what kind of a

flower it had or what kind of a stalk. It.

is enough for me to tell you that it was
used medicinally. In that land and in
that age, where they knew but little
about pharmacy, cassia was used to ar-
rest many forms of disease. So, when in
my text we find Christ coming with gar-
ments that smell of cassia, it suggests
to me the healing and curative power of
the Son of Ged. "“Obh,” you say, “now
you have a superfluous idea! \We are
not sick. Why do we want cassia? We
are athletic. Qur respiration is perfect.
Our wwbs are lithe, and on bright cool
days we feel wa sould bound like a roe.”
1 beg to differ, my brother, from you.
None of you can be better in physical
health than 1 am, and yet | must say we
are all sick. I have taken the diagnosis
of your case and have examined all the
best authorities on the subject, and 1
have to tell you that you are “full of
wounds and bruises and putrefying
sores, which have arot been bound up
or mollified with * cintment.”. The
marasmus of sin is on us, the palsy, the
dropsy, the leprosy. e man that is
expiring to-night in the next street—
the allopathic and homeopathicdoctors
have given him up and his friends now
standing around to take his [ast words
—is no more certainly dying as to his

body than you and | are dying unless’

we have taken the medicine from God’s
apothecary. All the leaves of this Bible
are only so many prescriptions from
the Divine Physician, written, not in
Latin, like the prescriptions of earthly
physicians, but written in plain Eng-
lish so that a “man, though a fool, need
not err thercin.” Thank God that the
Saviour’s garments smell of cassia!
hwnmmd&ynﬁﬁm

’qdmrmmm Anl bt
Daci1he Maling Eovtien o St e
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offered him and refuses to take it? If
he dies, he is a suicide. People talk as
though God took a man and led him out
to darkness and death, as though He
brought him up to the cliffs and then
pushed him off. Oh,no! When a man

off; itisbecause he jumps off. Inolden
times a suicide was buried at the cross-
roads, and the people were accustoined
to throw stones upon his grave. So it
seems to me there may be at this time
a man who is destroying his soul, and
as though the angels of God were here
to bury him at the point where the
roads of life and death cross each other,
throwing upon the grave the. broken
law and a great pile of misimproved
privileges so that those going by may
look at the fearful mound and learn
what a suicide it is when an immortal
soul for which Jesus died puts itself
out of the way.

When Christ trod this planet with
foot of flesh, the people rushed after
Him—people who were sick and those
who, being so sick they could not walk,
were brought by their friends. Herel
see & mother holding up her little
child, erying: *“Cure this eroup, Lord
Jesus! Cure this scarlet fever!™ And
others: *“Cure this ophthalmial! Give
ease and rest to this spinal distress!
Straighten this club foot!™ Christ
made every house where He stopped a
dispensary. 1do not believe that in the
19 centuries which have gone by since,
His heart has got hard. 1 feel that we
can come now with all our wounds of
soul and get His benediction. O Jesus,
here we are! We want healing. We
want sight. We want health. We want
life. “The whole need not a physician,
but they that are sick.” Blessed be
God that Jesus Christ comes through
this assemblage ‘now, His “garments
smelling of myrrh"—that means fra-
grance—"and aloes"—they mean bitter
sacrificial memories—*“and cassia"—
that means medicine and cure.

According to my text, He comes “out
of the ivory palaces.” You know, or,
it you do not know, I will tell you now
that some of the palaces of olden time
were adorned with ivory. Ahab and
Solomon had their homes furnished
with it. The tusks of African and Asi-
atic elephants were twisted into all
manners of shapes, and there were
stairs of ivory and chairs of i ivory and
tables of ivory and pillars of ivory and
windows of ivory and fountains of
ivory that dropped into basins of ivory
and rooms that had ceilings of ivory.
Oh, white and overmastering beauty!
Green tree branches sweeping the
white curbs. Tapestry trailing the
snowy floors. Brackets of light flash-
ing on the lustrous surroundings. Sil-
very musiec rippling on the beach of the
arches. The mere thought of it almost
stuns my brain, and you say: *“Oh, if
I could only have walked over such
floors! - If I could have thrown myself
in such a chair! 1f I could have heard
the drip and dash of those fountains!™
You shall have something better than
that if you only let Christ introduce
you. From that place He came, and to
that place He proposes to transport you,
for His “garments smell of myrrh and
alves and cassia, out of the ivory pal-
aces,” What a place Heaven must be!
The Tuileries of the French, the Wipd-
sor castle of the English, the Spanizh
alhambra, the Russian kremlin, are
mere dungeons compared with it! Not
so many castles on either side of the
Rhineason both sides of the river of God
~-thé ivory palaces! One for the an-
gels, insufferably bright, winged, fire
eyed, tempest charioted; one for the
martyrs, with blood red robes from un-
der the altar; one for the King, the
steps of His palace the crown of the
church militant; one for the singers,
who lead the one hundred and forty
and four thousand; one for you ran-
somed from ‘sin; one for me, plucked
from the burning. Oh, the ivory pal-
aces!

To-day it seems to me as if, the win-
dows of those palaces were illumined
for some great vietory, and I look and
sce climbing the stairs of ivory and
walking on floors of ivory and looking
from the windows of ivory some whom
we knew and loved on earth. Yes, I
know them. There are father and
mother, not 82 years and 70 years as
when they left us, but blithe and young
as when on their wedding day. And
there are brothers and sisters, merrier
than when we used to romp across the
meadows together: The cough gone.
The cancer cured. The erysipelas
healed. The heartbreak over. Oh, how
fair they are in the ivory palaces! And
your dear little children that went out
from you—Christ did not let one of
them drop as He lifted them. He did
uot wrench one of them from you. No.
They went as from one they loved well
‘to one whom they loved better. If 1
should tike your little ehild and press
-1z ®oft face against my rough cheek,
# might keep it a nttle while; but when
You, the mother. ‘came along it would
struggle to go with you. And so you
stood holding your dying child when
Jesus passed by in the 100mi and the
little one sprang out to greet Him.
That is all. Your Christian dead did
not go dowd into the dust and the
gravel and the mud. Though it rained
all that funeral day and the water came
uptothe wheel’s hubas you drove out to
the cemetery, it made no difference 1o
them, for they stepped from the home
here to-the home there, right into the
ivory palaces. All is well with them.
All is well. :

Queer Coll of Batt

The wife of an English clergyman
has made a collection of all the buttons
placed in the offertory bags during the
last two or three years and has fastened
them to cardboard in various cunning
shapes of animals, birds and flowers.
As a bazaar is shortly to take place in
connection with tte church work, she
has had these button pictures photo-

graphed and copies will be on sale

is lost, it is not because God pushes him

READING HER PALM. |T

66
says,” she promised, lai
uﬁold’thlnhthmt::ltg

and passed on to fill her appointment with
palmist.

ring which he had placed there:

He heard the door open . and turmed
quickly. She was coming, and there wasa
troubled smile on her face

“l suppose he told you some very nice
things?" he queried, as they walked up the

avenue.

“Yes—that is—Bruce do you believe in |

it?" She looked at him with almost an
entreaty in her

“No, I don’t.” He said it hlundy as if
in reassurance. “l dom’t kmow anything
about at, but if he said anything to tmuhle
you, it's all bosh.™

She smiled at his vehemence. "It might
be the truth, ®yen if we didn't like it, you
know,” she \&tured “Just because we
diglike it we- ought not to disbelieve it, I
suppose. I—that is—well, he thinks—"
She gave him a quick glance. “He thinks
we ought nét to get married,” she continued,
with an ‘effort.

“The—" He stopped in time, but a flush
rose in his face.

“He read my hand very correctly,” she
went on, looking straight ahead of her anfl
walking rapidly. “He told me about my
loug sickness two years ago, and the trip to
Europe, and all about me, my character
and all, and the little affair with Rogers,
and ahout you and everything.”

“Did he say you were jealous?” This,
mischievously.

“Yes—but that T was too constant in my
love, yust the same, so that ought to bulanee
t ”»

They laughed together.

. ind s0 he doesn't want you to marry
me,” he said, as .the door closed behind
them and he took her impulsively in his
arms. “The idea, Edna! Tell me about
it. He objected? It must have been a
case of love at first sight.”

The troubled look returned to her face,
and she attempted to draw away.

“No, tell it to me here.” He drew her
down to a seat beside him.

“He told all about our mecting, and my
visit to him, and this—this trnubie.

“There isn’t any trouble,” he exclaimed,
bending to kiss her. “We never had any
trouble, dear.”

“He said 1 would be very unhappy,” she
continued.

“Uncomplimentary—"* .

“No!” she pouted. “It wounldn't be
your fault, you see. It is I. I—I would
be jealous, and exacting, and unreasonable;
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and there were very strong lines, showing
that I would be very miserable. - See—
There!”

“But you dan’t bélieve this, Edna—do
you? Not this?

“I don’t know.” The tears were begin-
ning to fall now. “Your lines are just the
same there,” she sobbed, studying his hand.
“Don’t you see?! We would both be dread-.
fully unhappy.”

“No, we wouldn’t. I couldn't be with
you, dear.”

“You might.”

“No—it would be 1mpuss1b]e wd

“But I'm not going to marry you.”

*What ¥ -

“I'm not going to marry you. If "twas
just myself alone, it wouldn’t be so bad, but
you would be unhappy, too. I couldn’t
stand that.”

“But if theé lines are there, I don’t see
but I'd have to be unhappy, whomever 1
married, and Id rather be unhappy with
you than not.”

“What do you mean by, wlmme\'er you
married?” She stared at him with wide-
opened eyes.

“Why, if you wouldn’t marry me, and I—
well, if after awhile, I'd get desperate and
marry someone else, you know, I'd be un-
happy with her also, so it would be just as
bad.”

“Could you marry anyone else? She
looked at him fairlyindignant. .

“1 might get desperate, you see.”

“Oh!” She drew away with-a dignified
motion and rose to her feef. “That set-
ties it. It is very clear to me,” she said in
a rather trembly voice; “for when a man
can talk as you do about marrying some
one else when he pretends to love me, it is
a decided indication that we have made a
dreadful mistake and been utterly wrong.
I can only be too glad that I have found it
out in time.”

He attempted to speak.

“I wish you wouldn’t,” she said, looking
at him with entreaty. “If you think that
you love me, I want you to go.”

There was a great deal of interest mani-
fested in young Bruce and his projected
western tour. It was quite the talk of the
club, for he was going in regular pioneer
fashion, only with appointments up to date.

They were all invited out to inspect the
big house wagon in which he was going to
make the trip.

It eerta:n]y was very convenient, and de-
cidedly unique; and the women of the par-
ty gloried in the complete kitchen furnish-
ings, with the aluminium utensils and tiny
stova,

Edna was one of them. They had long
since become ‘“‘just good friends, you
know,” as she explained to her friends.

Now she was peculiarly interested in this
wagon, and she was perhaps a trifle pale
as she looked about and took in all {he ap-
pointments. Indeed, she and Bruf® had
Elumed this very th:ns one glorious night

v the sea. It had been ordered then, and
here it was done—and he was going alone.

If she had been gomg, there would
have been a long mirror in place of the
little square one, and more hooks, and—
well, it didn’t matter. She had no especin]
interest in it now, of course..

“I suppose you don’t. mind taking the
trip alone,” she heard one of the men sug-
gest. “Of course you'll pick wp plenty of
folks on the road. You may turn itintoa
traveling hotel, before you know.”

“His stars predict that he won't take it
all alone,” another said. “But then, you
don’t believe in astrology, do you?®”’

Edna did not wait to hear the reply. She
suddenly pushed the canvas aside and

.stepped quickly out among them

“Of course he doesn’t,” ghe answqre& for
him, “or even in palmistry. I don’t either.”
She glanced at lnm. shyly. “l don’t be-
lieve in it atall.”

He pn a sudden bmmd and ltood by

E. WOOLSEY,

Attorney at Law.

All business promptly attended to. Colleo-
Iloun romptly made and remitted. Abvstracts
tle a speeml' ¥. Office 1p Frank’'s build-

i.ug. oppoau.e Tess office, P‘e:emhurx. Ind.

T. ™ Bice,
Physician and Surge_r!

iatty.
ate Elauk Petaasbarg,

Chronle Diseases a s
OmMice over Clilzens’
ludiana.

T W. BABINGER,
Physician and Surgeon,

' Office over Bergen & Olipnant‘u drug slore,
reom No. 9, Petersburg, Ind

All calls promptiy a answered.

Telephone No. 42, office and resldenoce.

H.STON ECIPKER.

bental Surgeon.

OfMee In roome 8 and 7, in Carpenter build-
Ing, Petersburg. Indiana. Operations frst-
cluss. Allwork warranied. Angestholies uged
for painless extraction of teeth, z

C.MURPHY, _
Dental Surgeon.

Parlors in the Carpenter building, Peters-
burg, Indiana.

Crown and Bridge Work a specialty. All
work guaranteed to give satisfaction.

‘OTICE Is hereb;
terested that
st my residence
EVERY MONDAY,
To transrct business connected with the office
of trustee of Marlon township. All persons
having business with snld office will please
take notice. NELSON, Trustee.
PostoMoe address: Wmslow.

given to all persons in-
will attend in my office

OTICE Is hereby given to all pariles con-
cerned that I will attend at my residence
EVERY WEDNESDAY,
To transugt husiness cennected with the office
of trustee of Madison township,
Pusitively no business trunsacted exeepi on
office duys. . D. BARKER, Trustee.
Postoffice address: Petersburg, i nd.

NOTICI 18 hereby given te all parties In-
terested thal I wi
Btlendal,

| EVERY SATURDAY,
To transact business connected with the office
of trustes of Lockhart lownshi All persons
hlwin( business with ml.d o
notice. L., BASS, Trustee.

OTICE is hereoy givem to all partles com=

caru.d that I 1 ve at my office at Pleag-

ankv)
MONDAY AND SATURDAY
ot each week, to alltend to busines: connected
with the ofice of trustes of Monroo township.
Positively no business transacted ouly on office
J. M. DAVIS,
Spurgmon.

N OTICE 1s hereby given to all persons con-
urmd that [ will attend at my office
LVERY MONDAY
To transact business counected with the
eftice-of trustee of Jefferson townshi [:
L. E TRAYLOR, tee
MQ ldd!w A.Ig!m. Ind.

| SOUTHERN

attend at myy office In‘

ce will please |

J. F. Hurt, agent, Onkhmiiﬁty

INDIANAPOLIS
CINCINNATIL,
P1:TSBURGH,
WASHINGTON
BALTIMORE,
NEW YORK,
BOSTON,
Aub-—&i.:_i.__' POINTS

NORTEWZEST.

CHEAPEST RATES TO ALL POINTS IN THE

SOUTH, WEST. NORTH and

G. P‘.&T. 4.,

P.JEFE RI B
H.R. GRISWOLD, A.G.P.& T.A.
vansville, Ind.

E. B. GUNCKEL, Agsnt
mwm'.' Ina.

B.&O. SWRY

TIME TADIE -

Tralus leave Washington as follows for
EAST BCUND, WEST BOUX
6. ...3:08a m* No. 8. s

. 6217 n. m#¥ Y
T ITa. m* N

P
1 13 a. m$
No. li.arr 11:40 p. mt
* Daily. .
I D.:ljy except Sunaay.
= or detail lm’tlrmalri on mgam rling raton,
me on connecting lines, aplk low
cars, ete., uddress gt
THOS. DO\&HL?E
Ticket Agent, B, d'\al) SW. Rt

Ry..
i

2. CHlEl:‘meuﬂon‘ s
General Passenger Agent,
_ g Louis,

ILLINOIS CENTRALRY.
ANNOURGEHENTS.

Anew Iﬂﬂdlllon.euli!ﬂr
rewrman. aud tlﬂn. ncts
HOMBSREKERS' 5zt siherm
has just h«m iuusd itae
ZH-page illustrated pnm% *
mmuim a large number
e!uelrn fr::: nuritl?c ro farmere
now prosperously loca on the line of e
Itlihois Central rallroad in mmmotkz
tucky, Tennessee, Mississippi and Loutsinne,
and also a detalled write-upof the eitles,
towns and country on and nt to thas
line.  To homeseekers or thosé in search of &
farm, this pamphlet will furnish retlable in-
formation eoncernlnf the. mm:mlbutll
prosperous partlon o Free

can be had

m'i:ik;s‘fumdd il infor m;n rates
ckets an nforma ‘as to

connection with the above be had =

nts of the Central and conneeting lines,
w: MURRAY, Div. Pass. & np% v

g:)g‘nnﬁ- 3"91*;'[ Div. ) £
ATCH, !' Pass Alg“"l. inclopath.

G.FaT Sy a c.n.n.. Ennumn.l*
A. H. Haxsow, G. P. A., Chicugo. -
W.A-KELLOND, A.G. £.A., mm

Anyone md!n‘ a nh!eb

&ec.
froe. :gumy for
taken h

Ulﬂ-ul‘

appl,vlng to !.hqasuuln! the



