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In this discourse Dr. TaImage sets 
forth the glories of the world to eome 
And the attractiveness of the Christ, 
who opens tho way; text. Psalms, 45:8: 
-“All thy gat-ments smell of myrrh and 
-aloes and cassia ont pf the ivory pal- 
aces.” 

Among the grand adornments of the 
-city of Paris i.s the church of Notre 
Dame, with its great towers and elab- 
orate rose windows^and scupturing of 
-the last judgment, with the trurapet- 

•- ing angels and rising dead; Its battle- 
ments of quatre foil; 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- 
ered with gold and been worn by popes 
and archbishops on great occasions. 
There was a robe that had been worn 

by Pius VII. at the crowning, of the 
first Napoleon, There was also a vest- 
ment that had been worn at the bap- 
tism of Napoleon II. As oiw guide 
opened the oaken presses and brought 
Out 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 oppressive. 
Nothing that had j?een 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 tho drawer of this text, and 1 
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 “smell5 of mytrh and aloes and 
■cassia out of the ivory palaces.” jj: 

In my text the King steps forthV His 
robes rustle and blaze as he advances. 
His pomp and power and glory over- 
master the spectator. More brilliant is 
He than Queen Vashti, moving amid the 
Persian princes; than$ Marie Antoi- 
nette on the day when Louis XIV. put 
upon her the necklace of 800 diamonds; 
"than Anne Boleyn the day when Henry 
VIII. welcomed her to his palace—all 
beauty and all pomp forgotten whil$ 
■we stand in the presence of this im- 
perial glory, King of Zion, King of 
■earth, 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 years 
amid, the flowers of Heaven. The 
wardrobes from which they have been 
taken must have been sweeter 
with clusters of eamphire, and frankin- 
cense, and all manner of precious wood. 
Do you not inhale the odors? Aye, aye, 

/“They smell of myrrh and aloes and 

=-jeassia 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, Egyptians, Komans 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 info the cup of His cru- 
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 rio larger than a chestnut 
would whelm a whole room with odors. 
It was put in closets, in chests, in draw- 
ers, in rooms, and itsperfume adhered 
duuusi linerummuiv iu anyuung neur 

1t. So when in my text I read that 
•Christ’s gartvents 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 philanthropic Ober- 
iin, another Confucius, a grand subject 
for a painting, a heroic theme for a 

poem,, a beautiful formofor a statue, 
tout to those who have heard His voice 
•and felt His pardon and nedeived His 
benediction He is music and light and 

/ warmth and thrill and eternal fra- 
grance, sweet as a friend sticking to 
you when all else betray, lifting you up 
while others try to push you down, not 
■so much like morning glories *hat 
bloom only when the sun is coming up, 
nor like “four o’clocks,” t^»at bloom 
only when the sun is going down, but 
like myrrh, perpetually aromatic, the 
same morning, noon and night, yester- 
day, to-day, forever. It seems as if we 

•cannot wear Him out. W^ 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 to help. 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 us. It 
4s 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 
•life. It weeps with all pathos. It 
groans with all pain. It stoops with all 
•condescension. It breathes with all 

perfume. Who like Jesus to set a 

broken bone, to pity a homeless or- 

phan, to nurse a sick man, to take a 

prodigal back without any scolding, to 
Illumine a cemetery all plowed with 

graves, to make a queers unto God out 
of the lost woman, to catch the tears of 
human sorrow in a lachrymatory that 
-shall never be broken? Who has such 

an eye to see oar need, such & lip to kiss 
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? 1 struggle for some 

metaphor with which to express Him— 
Be is not like the bursting forth of a 

full orchestra; that is too loud. Be is 
not like the sea when lashed to rage by 
the tempest; that is too boisterous. 
Be is not like the raountan, its brow 
wreathed with the lightnings; that is 
too solitary. Give us a softer type, a 

gentler comparison. We have seemed 
to see Him with our eyes and to hear 
Him with'our ears and to touch Him 
with our hands. Oh, that to-day Be 
might appear to some other one of our 

five senses! Aye, the nostril shall dis- 
cover His presence. He comes upon us 

like spiee gales from Heaven. Yea, His 

garments smell of lusting and all per- 
vasive myrrh. 

Would that you ajl knew his sweet- 
ness! How soon you would turn from 
all other attractions! If the philoso- 
pher leaped out of hi$ bath in a frenzy 
of joy and clapped his ha fids 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 mercy 
and pardon, washed clean and made 
white ns snow, when the question has 
been solved; “How can my soui bfc 
saved?” Naked,v frostbitten, storm- 

lashed soul, let Jesus this hour throw 
around 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 to me the bitterness of a Sa- 
viour’s sufferings. Were there ever 
such nights as Jesus lived through— 
nights on the mountains, qights 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 gib 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 Saviours 
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 poor lad! 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 clus- 
ter and squeezed into one cup that 
pressed to His lips until the acid, nau- 

seating, bitter draft 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 \he 
world of being a martyr? All this ip 
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, Because He wanted to 
raise me and you to Heaven. Because 
we were lost, and He wanted us found. 
Because we w ere blind, and He wanted 
tis to see. Because we Were serfs, and 
Ho 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 
ium wno m your steau ana to puicnase 
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 India 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 God. “Oh,” you say, “now 
you have & superfluous idea! We are 
not sick. Why do we want cassia? We 
are athletic. Our respiration is perfect. 
Our wrnbs are lithe, and on bright cool 
days we tfeel wt, c^uld bound like a roe." 
I beg to differ, my brother, from you. 
None of you can be better in physical 
health than 1 am, and yet 1 must say we 
are all sick. I have taken the diagnosis 
of your ease and have examined all the 
best authorities on the subject, and I 
have to tell you that you are “full of 
vvounds and bruises and putrefying 
sores, which have not been bound up 
or mollified with ointment.” The 
marasmus of sin is on us, the palsy, the 
dropsy, the leprosy. I'he man that is 
expiring to-night in the next street— 
the allopathic and homeopathic doctors 
have given him up and his friends now 

standing around to take his last words 
—is no more certainly dying as to his 
body than you and 1 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 therein.” Thank God that the 
Saviour’s garments smell of cassia! 

Suppose a man were sick, and there 
was a phial, on his mantelpiece with 
medicine he knew would cure him, and 
he refused to take it. what would you 

hj of him? He its suicide. And what 
do you say of that man who, sick in sin, 
has the healing medians of God’s grace 
offered him and refuses to take it? If 
he dies, he is a suicide. People talk as i 

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 
is lost, it is not because God pushes him 
off; it is because he jumps off. In olden 
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 learu 
what a suicide it is wh%n an immortal 
souf 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. Here 1 
see a mother holding up her little 
child, crying: “Cure this eroup, Lord 
Jesus! Cure this scarlet fever!” And 
others: “Chre this ophthalmia! Give 
ease and rest to this spinal distress! 
Straighten this club foot!” Christ 
made fvery house where He stopped a 

dispensary. 1 do 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 
Cod 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, 
if 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 ivory and 
tables of ivory and pillars of ivory and 
windows of ivory and fountains of 
ivojry 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 music 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 1 could have thrown myself 
in such a chair! If 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 
aloes and cassivout of the ivory pal- 
aces.” What a place Heaven n\ust be! 
The Tuileries of the French, the Wind- 
sor castle of the English, the Spanish 
alhambra, the Russian kremlin, are 
mere dungeons compared with it! Not 
so many castles on either side of the 
Rhine as on both sides of the river of God 
—th& ivdry 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 victory, and I look and 
see climbing the stairs of ivory and 
walking on doors 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 79 years as 
when they left us, but hlithe 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 take your little child and press 

soft face against my rough cheek, 
1 might keep it a little while; but when 
you, the mother, came along it would 
struggle to go with you. Arid so you 
stood holding your dying child when 
Jesus passed by in the looiri and the 
little one sprang out to greet Him. 
That is all. Your Christian dead did 
not go down into the dust and the 
gravel and the mud. Though it rained 
all that funeral day and the water came 

upto the wheel's hub as you drove out to 
the cemetery, it made no difference to 
them, Tor they stepped from the home 
here to-tbe home there, right into the 
ivory palaces. All is well with them< 
All is well. 

Queer Collection of Button*. •* 

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 dowers. 
As a bazaar is shortly to take place in 
connection with the church work, she 
has had these button pictures photo- 
graphed and copies will be on sale a§ 
the fair* I 

READING HER PALM. 
{ { Jt ND of course 111 tell you all that 

be says," she promised, laughiog, 
as she left him in the outer oflice 

and passed on to till her appointment with 
the great palmist. 

It rather foolish of Edna to in.tist 
upon having her hand read, but then, it 
didn’t matter. Everyone was doing it 
sow. Indeed, it was quite the fad, and if 
Edna wanted to be told again some of her 
adorable qualities, it was all right. Of 
course they never told anything else. 

It was taking a long time, too. But, 
pshaw! It was only a matter of business. 
At'least, if he held her hand for the study 
of lines, he could not fail to see the diamond 
ring which he had placed there; 

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

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

xes—mat is—uruce ao you oeueve in 
it?" She looked at him with almost an 
entreaty in her eyes. 

“No, I don't." He said it bluntly, as if 
in reassurance. “1 don't know anything 
about it, but if he said anything to trouble 
you, it’s all bosh.” 

She smiled ajt his vehemence. “It might 
be the truth, %yen if we didn’t like it, you 
know,” she ventured. “Just because we 
dislike 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 ndt to get married,” s^e continued, 
with an effort. 

“The—” He stopped in time, but a flush 
rose in his face. v / 

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

“Did he say you w;ere jealous?” This, 
mischievously. 

“Yes—but that I was too constant in my 
love, just the same, so that ought to balance 
it.” 

They laughed together. 
“And so 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 
jase of love at first sight.” 

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

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

“He told all about our meeting, and my 
visit to him, and this—this trouble.” 

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

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

“Uncomplimentary—” 
“No!” she pouted. “It wouldn’t be 

your fault, you see. It is I. I—I would 
be jealous, and. exacting, and unreasonable; 
and there were very strong lines, showing 
that I would be very miserable. See— 
There!” 

“But you don’t believe this, Edna—do 
you? Not this?” 

“I don’t know.” The tears were begin- 
ndng 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 impossible.” 
“But I'm not going to marry you.” 
t’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 thet lines are there, I don’t see 
but I’d have to be unhappy, whomever l 
married, and I’d rather be unhappy with 
you than not.” 

“What do yon mean by whomever 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 fairly indignant. ] 

“I might get desperate, you see.” 
“Oh!” She drew away witlr a dignified 

motion and rose to uer teet. ltiat set- 
tles it. It is very clear to me,” she said it* 
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 1 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 certainly 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 
stove. 

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 Uie ap- 
pointments. Indeed, she and Bru* had 
planned this very thing one glorious night 
by the sea. It had been ordered then, and 
here it was done—and he was going alone. 

If she had been going, there would 
haw been a long mirror in place of the 
little square one, and more hooks, and— 
well, it didn’t matter. She had no especial 
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 up plenty of 
folks on the road. You may turn it into a 

traveling hotel, before you know.” 
“His stars predict that he won’t take it 

all alone,” another saidl “But then, you 
don’t believe in astrology, do yon?” 

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,” She answered for 
him, “or even in palmistry. I don't either.” 
She glanced at him, shyly. “1 don’t be- 
lieve in it at all.” 

He gave a sudden bound and stood by 
her side. ,7=?. c 

“Tell them you won’t be lonesome at all* 
—* little tremor crept into her voice—"be- 
cause 1 am going with you, Bruce.”- -Houae- 
wife. 
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Petersburg, Indiana. 

M. A C. L, HOLCOMB, 

Attorneys at Lam. 
Will practice In all courts. Prompt atten- 

tion given to all business. Office in Carpenter 
block, fit st door bp Eight h-tu, Pete is t irg. 

R. WOOLSEY, 

Attorney at Lam. 
All business promptly attended to. Collec- 

tions prompt ly made and remitted. Abstracts 
of Title a specialty. Office lg Franks build- 
ing, opposite P;.«ss office, Petersburg, Ind. 

R.RICE, 

Physician and 
Chronic Diseases a specialty. 
Office over Citizens' State Bank, Peteisburg, Indiana 

J W. BASINGER, 

Physician and Surgeon, 
Office overiBergen A Ollphant's drug store, 

room No. 9. Petersburg, Ind. 
All calls prompt ly answered. 
Telephone No. 42, office and residence. 

^ H. STCNECIPHER, 

Dental Surgeon. 
Office In rooms 6 and 7, in Carpenter build- 

ing, Petersburg. Indiana. Operations first-, 
class. All whrk warranted. Anaesthetics used 
for painless (extraction of teeth. 

Q C. MURPHY, 

Dental Surgeon. 
Parlors In the Carpenter building, Peters- 

burg, Indiana. 
Crown and Bridge Work a specialty. All 

work guaranteed to give satisfaction. 

NOTICE Is hereby given to all persons In- 
terested that 1 will attend in iny office 

st my residence 
EVERY MQNDAY, 

ro transret business connected with the office 
of trustee of Marlon township All persons 
having business with said office will olease 
take notice. T. C. NELSON,Trustee. 

Postoffloe address: Winslow. 

VTOTICE Is hereby given to all perlles con- 
Iv cerued that I will attend at my residence 

EVERY WEDNESDAY, 
To transuot business connected with the office 
»f trustee of Madison township. 

Positively no business transacted except on 
office days. J. D. BARKER. Trustee. 

Postoffice address: Petersburg, i nd. 

NOTICE Is hereby given to all parties In- 
terested that I will attend at my office in 

Blendal, i * 

EVERY SATURDAY, 
To transact business connected with theoffioe 
of trustee of Lockhart township. All persons 
having bitsiueBS with said office will please 
take notice. J. L, BASS, Trustee. 

NOTICE Is hereoy given to all parties con- 
cerned that I will ue at my office at Pleas- 

uttviUe, 
MONDAY AND SATURDAY 

Df each week, to attend to business connected 
with the office of trustee of Monroe township. 
Positively no business transacted only on office 
lays. J. M. DAVIS, Trustee 

Postoffice address Spurgeon. 

NOTICE is hereby given to all persons con- 
cerned that. I will attend at my office 

f,- EVERY MON I* VY 
To transact business connected with the 
effice-of trustee of Jefferson township. 

I., E TRAYLOR, Trustee 
Postoffice address: Algiers, Ind. 

WB? THE 

Short Line 
TO 

INDIANAPOLIS 
CINCINNATI, 
PITTSBURGH, 
WASHINGTON 

BALTIMORE, 
NEW YORK, 

BOSTON, 
AND At|| FOiKVt 

EAST. 
No. Si. south 
No. 32, north 
No. 83, south 
No. 34, north 

.',^4,:.. 6:45 am 
10:35 a in 

0.9*. north .rflfe' 5:1 pm Fcr sleeping ear reservations, maps, rate* and further Information, call on yo*y nearest ticket agent, or address, 
F. P. JEFFRIES, Q. P A T. 4.. H. R. GRISWOLD, A.Q.P.A T.A. 

_ Evansville, lad. 
*• B. GUNCKEu Agent. 

g1 -r- ^SteiSburg, lad. 

B.&0.S-W.RY. 
’TTZ&Ei TASM; 4 

Trains leave Washington na follows for 
EAST BOUND. x«KST BOUND. No. 6 ... 2:63 a. m* No. I® I;2l a! ra No. 12 ... 6:17a. m+ No. 13,1’vcs 6:u)«. ta No. 4 .7:1. a. m* No. 5...„. 8:ot a. m No. 2 ..... 1:08 p.m* No. .12:49 p. nH No. 8 1:13 a. m+ No. ffc^. 1:42 p. m No. 14.arr. 11:40 p. m+ No. Wsk+li'M p, mf • Daily. * 

+ Daily,except Sunday. For detail Information regarding rates, time on connecting lines, sleeping, parlor 
cars, etc., address 

THOS. DONAHUE, 
Ticket Agent, B. A O. S-W. fty., 

Washington, Ind. 
J.Jd. CHESB ROUGH, 

General Passenger Agent, 
:. Loui*, Mo 

ILLINOIS CENTRALRy. 
ANNOUNCEMENTS. 

SOUTHERN 
HOMESEEKERS’ 
GUIDE 

A new iS&S.edUion.entirely 
rewritten, acsl giving facte 
and conditions, brought 

do-wn to date, of tb» 
Ceuttai's Southern 
Homeseekers’ Guide, 

has lust been issued n is a 
264-page illustrated pamphlet, 
contains a large number of 
letters from northern farmer* 

now prosperously located on the line of th* 
Ililbois Central railroad In th* states of Ken- 
tucky, Tennessee. Mississippi and Louisian*, and also a detailed write-up of the cities, 
towns and country on and adjacent to that 
line. To hoineseekers or those In search of * 
farm, this pamphlet will furnish reliable in- 
formation concerning the mast accessible and 
prosperous portion of the South. Free copter can be had by applying to (he nearest of th* 
undersigned. ?cv Tickets and fnU information as to rates In 
connection with the above can be had of 
agents of the Central and connecting line*. Wn. Murray, Div. Pass. Agt., New OrleesA John A. S"ovt. Dlv. Pass. Agent, Memphis. 8. G. Hatch, D,TjPp»%A,K|»«‘LC!ncinn*ti. 

G. P. A T. A., 1.0. R.R., Evansville, Ind. 
A. H. Hanson. G. P. a.. Chicago. W. A.Kellond. A.G. F.A., Louievilte 

Marks 
Designs 

Copyrights Ac. 
Anyone sending a sketch and description may 

ascertain our opinion free whether a* 

sent free. Oldest agency for securing patents. 
Patents taken through Munn A Co. receive 

gyeeioi notice, without charge, ta the 

Scientific American. 
A handsomely illustrated weekly. Largest eh* 
eolation of any scientific Journal. Terms, 93 • 
year: four months, 9b Sold by all newsdealers. 

MUNN A Co.36'8"*4**'- New Tort 
Branch Office. 629 T 8t» Washington. p. C. 

— "* 

Skin Diseases. 
For the speedy and permanent cars at 

tetter, salt rheum andiecsema. Cham- 
berlain’s Eye and Skin Ointment la 
without an equal. It relieves the itch- 
ing and smarting almost instantly and 
its continued use effects a permanent 
cure. It also cures itch, barber’s itch, scald head, sore nipples, itching piles, 
chapped hands, chronic sore ayes and 
granulated lids. 

®JT« CWrt Condition Powders fb* 
horses are the best topic, blood pnrifie* 
and vermifuge. Prtc*,»oeaU. leldi* 


