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"Well, I never saw mih a Thanksgiving!" 
*'• Why, the times aWfeo hard, you know, , 
-We can't have a turkey or chicken— ; « 

]Jo—nor hardly indulge in a crow! 

For, yesterday, father was saying " '' -
"No poultry for dinner this year!" i . 

than he just talked firstratc to us children, 
A n d  g e n t l y  c a l l e d  m o t h e r ,  ' ' M y  d e a r ,  

And he said though he'd lost all his'money 
And couldn't buy much that was good, 

He hoped we'd be happy and thankful, 
And we Just shouted out that we would. 

Weil, now, atat it queer how things happened ? 
For only just one year ago. 

We lived at the top, let me tell you,- -
And went in for splendor ana show! 

And 'twas only last year at Thanksgiving 
Our table was gorgeous with plate, 

And every conceivable dainty *? • 
That ever was longed for we ate. 

But we never once thought to be thankful. 
For we fared just the same every day ; 

Anil we children were cross and complaining, 
And wanted things just our own way. _ 

And father—I hardly dare tell, you 
How angry and dreadful be grew! 

For he sat long at wine after dinner, 
And that was the cause, we all knew. 

And mother looked wretched and tearful 
When we went to say our good-night, 

For father was raving so wildly 
That she hurried us out of his sight 

Well, that was last year; when the crash came 
And father's great for tune was gone: 

And from all of his hundreds of thousands 
Not a dollar was left as his own.. 

At first, he just broke down entirely, 
But mother stood up like a man, 

And encouraged, and cheered him, and helped 
him— 

111 tell it as loud as I caa. 

Let a man only get into trouble-
Then see what a woman will do! 

How quick she'll forget her own sorrows, 
And help him to carry his, too. 

Well, father took heart; now we're living 
In three little roomB—all us four! 

But, will you believe it? We never 
Were a quarter so happy before! • 

Every night we all kneel down together, 
And father thanks God for us all— 

His "treasures on earth"—so he calls us, 
And prays that whatever befall, 

"We all may have treasures in Heaven, 
Where naught can corrupt or destroy"— 

Prays for each one of m as we kneel there, 
His wife and his girl and his bay. 

Well, I own to a weakness for turkeys, 
And chickens and ducks—no, not croios; 

And I really enjoy a plum-pudding, 
And oyster and creams—and all those. 

But whatever we do have at our house 
Shall be seasoned with love and good-cheer: 

And if that doesn't make a Thanksgiving 
We'll try to do better next year! 

"A WINTER LILY/' 
A Thanksgiving Story. 

Thanksgiving eve! 
A clear, beautiful night, with the least 

touch of frost in the delicious air, and a 
brilliant indigo sky, thickly studded with 
stars, like sparks of flame. 

In a small, neat room on the uppermost 
floor oi a six-story tenement, a pale, pe
tite, young lady stood at the one window 
thoughtfully watching the motion and 
glitter in the street below. 

On a couch on the othor side of the 
apartment lay a weak-laced woman evi
dently ill, on what is worse, thought her
self so. And, in truth, Mrs. Maria Carll 
was one of those dependent, clinging, 
unambitious creatures, whom the world 
pities sometimes, and'despises always. 
She had been reared in the unenviable 
grade of society known as "genteel pov
erty"—that peculiar, superficial class 
whose heads aud hearts are as empty as 
their stomachs, and whose gilded idleness 
is poorly suggestive of "Solomon's lilies^' 
inasmuch as neither one nor the other 
toils nor spins. At twenty she had sold 
herself to a rich old' husband, whose 
childless widow she had been for years. 
Mrs. Carll, who could not make her own 
eaps no more than she could earn them, 
and who^could not]tell a mortgage Irom a 
loyc letter', woke up one fatal morning 
and found herself as poor as she had been 
in, the days of her girlhood. She felt 
that the only roU of life left her was that 
of "interesting invalid in reduced cir-
umstances," and she assumed it accor
dingly. . 

"It was a crushing blow, my dear Mrs. 
Grundy, I assure you, and I shall never 
recover from it—never," she was wont to 
say, pathetically, behind her handker
chief of worn and ancient lace. 

On this Thanksgiving eve she awoke 
from a prolonged slumber, and saw her 
niece, Lmnie, standing, pale and pensive, 
l>eside the window, blurred by the deli
cate frost-tracery of the early night. 

"Have you made up your mind yet, 
Linnie?" she inquired, fretfully. 

"I—I have not, aunty." faltered the 
young girl, sighing as she 'turned from 
the window and paused before a large, 
glass vase, in which a magnificent Span
ish lily had just burst into bloom. For 
Linnie, those green rich leaves, and the 
oder of the creamy flower aroused the 
memory of a love sweeter than lite and 
enduring as mortality itself. 

It was on one delicious April morning 
that Erie Warford brought her the young 
bulb with its green lea^plants just break
ing thiough the sand and water of the 
crystal jar, and bade her tend it carefully 
in memory of him. They were not quite 
so pocr as they were -now. They had 
pretty rooms, and she had plenty work 
coloring photographs in a dingy preten
sion of a studio; where she sans; all day 
long, and dreamed happy dreams of her 
lover and her future when she should be 
his wife. 

It was spring then, and. the days were 
long and wain, and she was satisfied 
with life^ and all it might bring, despite 
the peevish and eternal repimngs of her 
burdensome relative. r 

It was winter now, and the days were 
brief and dark, with- storm and trouble. 
She had no work, and the last' penny of 
her earnings were gone. All her hand
some dresses and precious trinkets were 
in the pawn-shop. The last coal was dy
ing out in the grate, and the last crumbs 

in the cupboard would not have fed "the 
one sparrow for whom God careth." 

Of Erie Warford she had not heard 
since the day on which he had brought 
her the souvenir; flower. He might be 
untrue or he' might be dead, -or the 
haughty eccentric old grandfather might 
have cajoled him into some loveless, sel
fish marriage. 

"Don't be uneasy about the future, lit 
tie one," Erie had said at parting. "The 
old gentleman has never relused me any
thing, and he will not oppose me serious
ly in such a momentous matter as mar
riage. Before] this lily flowers you shall 
be my wife, and he will be quite as proud 
and fond of you as he is indulgent to me." 

But that was very long ago; and as she 
thought of the inexplicable absence and 
silence of months, a big tear like a dia
mond dewdrop fell and flashed into the 
heart of the blossom. 

She had another suitor now—a wooer 
.old and odd and rich and persistent. 

(*You are a sensible young woman, Miss 
Linnie," he said one day, "and therefore, 
I think, not pleased with pretty speeches. 
On withered lips ardent love "is a bur
lesque; besides, our aristocracy does not 
believe in any emotion' whatever. Pas
sion is ignored'by the ton—a marriage of 
affection is ridiculous." 

Linnie looked at him curiously. Was 
he satirical, diplomatic, or simply ver 
bose? What did the queer twinkle mean 
in his jolly blue eyes? He went on: 

"£ need a wife. I have chpsen a lady 
who is young, good-looking, dutiful, and 
would make my home pleasant. The day 
she becomes my wife I shall settle up
on her unconditionally, one half my for
tune. What do you say, Linnie?' 

"I:" faltered the girl, pink from the 
bands of her dark hair to the ruffle of 
simple tulle that circled her pretty 
throat. 

"I.have chosen you, Miss Linnie," was 
the business-like rejoinder. 

"You wish to buy me?" she inquired, 
paling with sudden anger. 

Mr. Gilmour laughed in his jolly fash-
on, being neither hurt nor offended. 

"It is the mode nowadays for hearts to 
be bought and sold. Is there one pure 
and perfect love-marriage in a century, my 
girl? I should be kind to you always, 
Linnie. In our case there should be no 
pretty pathetic romance of the icicle 
freezing the rose and all that sort of non
sense. Think it over—thinkjit over, child. 
I wiil speak to your aunt, and you can de
cide—to-morrow evening, if not too soon." 

And the hour had come and her de 
ci6ion was not made, and her aunt was 
furious. 

"You have not made up your mind 
yet, you say?—and Mr. Gilmour expect
ed an answer immediately, I suppose 
you mean to refuse him," quavered Mrs. 
Carll, "and I must go on living this sort 
of a life, starving and freezing, as long 
as I stay in this cold, ungrateful world, 
which won't be long. After all I've 
done for you, Linnie, how can you be so 
cruel—so positively wicked!" 

"Don't aunty,'7 returned Linnie, faintly, 
her delicate form quivering as if from a 
blow, and another scalding tear drop
ped into the heart of the lily. 

"You thankless and unreasonable crea
ture," snapped Mrs. Carll. "Did I not 
take you when you were an orphand 
half-starved baby and bring you up as 
my own? Have I not clothed and educat
ed you and given you a home?" 

The beneficent woman uttered these 
questions glibly, as she ought, for she 
had asked them every day for the last 
twenty years. 

Linnie was silent and her heart was 
bitter. 

The most common servant would 
scarcely have cared for the sort of life 
Linnie had led with the capricious Mis. 
Carll. 

Yet, like all noble souls, Linnie had 
exaggerated every deed of real kindness, 
and in her gratitude forgot the petty 
wrongs, the senseless tyranny, and the 
unjust burden of responsibility imposed 
upon her young life. 

"What have I not done for you, Me-: 
linda? Are you deaf that you stand 
thfere like a stone idiot and never answer? 
Will you marry Mr. Gilmour, or will you 
refuse him and let your poor old sick 
aunt lie here and die of despair and 
poverty?" 

And then the sobs began to come, and 
she pleaded as only such a woman for 
such a cause can ptead. 

"O, be merciful my dear child. It. 
will save "my life, and it will be a bless
ing to you. Mr. Gilmour is an excep-
tionably fine man, and once his wife you 
would want for nothing. 

And thus she persuaded and expostu
lated, until the girl almost yielded quite. 

"Surely Eric Warford has nothing to 
do in causyig you to hesitate?" 

"Everything," answered Linnie. 
"Melinda, I am ashamed of you," cried 

her relative, roused into a fury of sham 
dismay. "Have you no self respect that 
you still care for one who has treated you 
infamously?" 

"He may be dead, aunty." 
"Dead! What a silly lunatic you are to 

be sure 1 Erie may have a rich grandfath
er, whom he will find it profitable to 
please in marrying. But it is. profound
ly evident to me that when the young 
man left you he did not intend to return. 
He is just the sort of man to amuse him
self in a flirtation of this kind. For 
gracious sake don't let Mr. Gilmour sus
pect anything of it." 

The girl turned, her dark eyes afire and 
her delicate cheeks aflame. 

"I shall tell Mr. Gilmour," she em
phatically, declared; "and then it he still 
desires me for a wife I will marry him." 

She had scarcely uttered her sudden 
decision when her" elderly suitor came. 

The gentleman looekd curiously doubt
ful and anxious: Perhaps his old heart 
was not an icicle after all! 

"Tnen I can never hope* that you will 
love met" he observed, after listening to 
what linnie had to tell him of Erie Wel-
ford. • •••• 

She turned upon him her proud, still, 
white face. 

Under that- impassive . mask she 
thought that to the day of her death she 
could carry a passion haunted heart: ; 

"Begging your pardon,", she replied; 
'was not this to be a business transaction 
only?" . 

He smiled at the ready response. 
"Which we must discuss and arrange 

in a sure and'proper way,'r he said, and 
made his departure only halt pleased. 
i Shortly after various and costly articles 

for a superb feast were sent up to the lit
tle room. ' 

"We shall have our Thanksgiving din
ner," said Mrs. Carll delighted, and that 
night her dreams were those of the grati
fied and self-satisfied. r4 

Not so the young girl who lay by her 
side; tor Linnie was wretchedly sleepless 
and remorsefully miserable, and all night 
through the dusk of the chamber her Uly 
flower gleamed just as ghostly white as 
he rown troubled face. 

Thanksgiving morning! And the merry 
bells poured out their peals on the sweet 
crisp air. Beautiful women in furs and 
velvets and diamonds passed by to the 
palaces of worship, or the mansions of 
feasting. And yet everywhere, even with 
in the sound of those gleeful bells, thou
sands of hungry innocents shiveied with 
cold, and thousands of homeless men and 
women could say with the persecuted 
one: "The foxes have holes, and the birds 
of the air have nests, but the son of man 
hath not where to lay his head." 

I wonder it the world is ever so thank
ful for the good it has done, a3 for the 
good it has received? 

Linnie thought bitter things that 
morning. All het life she had been 
hampered and fettered, and now she was 
a football of a destiny that it seemed im
possible to avoid. 

Much as she esteemed Mr. GilmOur, 
she shrunk from such a soulless union 
with him as she would have done from 
any other tiling that desecrates, , woman
hood. 
"Cursed be the social wants that sin against 

the strength of youth! 
Cursed be the social lies that wrap us from 

the living truth! 
Over and over again Linnie quoted 

this anathema from "Locksley Hall," 
marveling if ever she in the life to come 
should be strong and brave enough to 
"drug her memories." 

The Thanksgiving feast, that she had 
scarcely tasted, was over, and her relative, 
taking her siesta in an easy-chair, when 
Mr. Gilmore came. Linnie shivered as 
she saw him.. 

"My dear child, do you repent yet 
of your promise?" lie asked her kindly. 

"A promise is to me a sacred thing," 
she replied, evasively. 

"Granted. But were Erie Warford 
still living?" 

"He has broken his vows to me," was 
the laconic response. 

"Perhaps so. Perhaps he is living, 
and is true. Perhaps he is on his way to 
you even now." 

She struggled to her feet and fixed 
her startled eves upon his face. 

"You have something to tell me, what 
is it?" she cried. 

For answer, the gentleman opened the-
door and admitted Earle Warford. 

"I have brought my grandson to call 
upon you Miss Linnie," he said. 

But the girl heard nothing except her 
lover's fond and passionate words, and 
saw nothing but his dear face, so un
changed and true. 

"You forget yourself, Melinia," ob
served Mrs. Carll, greatly shocked. 

"You are mistaken," retorted Mr. 
Gilmour; "she forgot herself when she 
allowed you to direct her judgment and 
her heart. She would have gone to the 
alter like a lamb to the sacrifice after 
you had convinced her it was her duty. 
You would have sold her to me that you 
might live in idleness and self-indulg
ence.. Erie, don't be selfish; I want to 
have a word with the little one." 

Linnie turned and put out both her 
pretty hands, .with a gesture of coaxing 
depreciation. 

"Forgive me, child," he began, be
fore she could speak; "I was bitterly 
dissapointed when Erie refused to mar
ry a rich woman whom I had chosen for 
him. Finally I made conditions with 
him. He was to stay there, looking to 
my business, while I was to come here 
and see you. If you proved to be all he 
represented I agreed to withdraw my ob
jections. The boy believed you so true 
that no length of silent absence could 
make you forget or accept another, eh? 
But, my child, I never had a thought of 
allowing you to sacrifice yourself, and I 
am very fond and proud of you, my 
children." 

So they weie all happy except Mrs. 
Carll, who considered herself the most 
vastly abused of all womankind. 

"This is the happiest Thanksgiving of 
my life," said Linnio's handsome young 
lovor, after they were all calm again. 
"And by-the-way, I fancy this lovely lily 
kept back its blossom tor my return. It 
should have bloomed weeks ago. Did it, 
too, with my love, whisper 'I wait?' Was 
it a long waiting, dear?" 

"Very long—very sorrowfully long," 
she returned; and a tear, for a past unrest 
and present bliss, dropped again into the 
white heart of the winter lily. 

r. A Deadly Breakfast. 
At Lexington, Va., James Johnson, 

a well-known negro, made a bet at the 
breakfast-table that lie could eat more 
fruit than any one present. Silas Jones 
and Peter Lindsaytook up this bet; and 
all three set to work eating peaches, 
apples, watermelons, and grapes. John
son won his bet, having eaten a whole 
watermelon and a half* one dozen 
peaches, twelve bunches of grapes, and 
four large apples. He was taken sick an 
hour after and died the same evening. 

TEXAS has more mineral wells and 
mineral springs than any other State In 
the Union. 

CATARRH 
THE EYE, EAR and THROAT 

' Seooeeshitiy Treated wttfi 

SMFORD'S RADICAL CURE. 
many miserable failures, means undoubted specific 
cnrsllTB properties in tba remedy used. JkKji 
8a**obz« JUDICAL CCB*fbr Catarrh possess such 
properties? The ovldenee.tai.ttao shape orur.soli-
clted testimonials from tho nrostrcspcctablopconlo 
la all stations of life, most bo coneluaivc on this, 
point. Never, wo beilcvo. In the history or popular 
medicines has such valuable testimony been of
fered, finely offered, In flavor of any remedy than 
that in the possession of thewonrktors of BA»-
TOXD'S RASICAII CUBS. AndYaTuatjlonBltls.it does 
not represent a thousandth part oftno recommend
ations which are to-day offered by fWends to Wcnels 
In its flavor. People or wealth andreflncment in all 
partsofthoeoimtrydaflyndmttltsBupei'iorityoTcr 
any method of cure known to the r*«rulor medical 
protation, bat shun the publicity Incidental to a 
published statement. Hencethe testimonials in 
our possession represent oat a small part of 
thorf withheld for the reason mentioned. Tho 
following, unsolicited testimonial from Hmr 
WxuaTKsq., of Wells, firgo & Co."s Exprw, is 
an outspoken Indorsement of which we arc Justly 
proud. 

INVALUABLE. 
MeSMi.'W!KKS ft Poms. Wholesale Druggists, 

Boston, Mass.: Gentlemen,—! havo forsomo months' 
felt It a duty that I owe to Buffering humanity to 
write TOO,stating thegreat bcneflttnnt 1 havo de
rived from the tiso ORBAMROBD'S RADICAL Ccnn 
VOBCATABBB. Formorothan20 years I have been 
afflicted with thl9 very troublesome complaint. I 
have'tried nil tho remedies thotlconld And, bnt 
without material or permanent benefit. Last fall 
the disease had arrived at that state that I must 
havo relief or die. Tho entlro membranous system 
had bceomo 80 inflamed, and tho stomach BO disor
dered, that it was** doabtfhl matter whether I 
could go to thoPaclflecoast.or If Idid go whether 
I shonld live to coma backor not. I saw an adver
tisement of this modleino, and although beingvery 
Incredulous about specifics or nostrums or any 
k ind, yet in sheer desperation I tried this, and was 
at onco benefited by it. Tho changes of climate. 
& chronic disease of thollvcr,and my nge—over 79 
—may prevent my entlro restoration, but the bene-
fit I derive from its dally use is to mo, invaluable, 
and I am hoping to be completely cared, and at 
last arrive at a respectable old ago. 

If this statement of my case can bo of any service 
to tliose afflicted as I havo been, and enable you to 
bring this remedy into morogeneral use, especially 
on tlie Pacific coast (whero it is much needed), iny 
object in writing this note will be obtained. 

T • Very truly yours, HENTV5T "YVELliS, 
AVSOCA, N. Y., June, 1876. of Wells, Fargo «^ C a. 

Each package contains Dr. Bnnford'a Improved 
Inhaling Tube, and full directions for use in nil 
cases. Price $1.00. For salo by all "Wholesale, and 
Retail Druggists andPeaierathronghontthePnlted 
States and Canados. WEEKS & POTTER. General 
Agents and Wholesale Druggists, Boston, Mass. 

HGOUMSBI 
VOLTAIC PLASTER 

ALWAYS CURES. 
Enlarged Spleen. 

This is to certify that I have been using your 
COLLI:« B* YOI/TAIO PLA8TEES for Enlargement of 
llie Spleen and Depression in the Stomach, and 
they have given me more relief than any other 
romedy 1 have ever used. I would highly recom
mend them to all suffering ftoa tho effects of pain 
and Inflammation. _ • «_ 

J. W. SELLS. 
riCEEnnra, Mo., Juno 23,10T7. 

Severe Pain. 
Having occasion to use a remedy for n very sever*, 

pain in my side 1 tried ono of your COLLINS' VOL
TAIC PLASTERS, and in twenty-four hours the pain 
was entirely removed. J. B. 8AMMIS, 

Afo't Cashier First Nut. Bonk. 
Wnro^A, Mnrc., Juno 10, 1877. 

Weaknesses. 
Collins* Voltaic Piasters give tho best satisfac

tion here of anything thut has been tried for 
Lameness and Weakness of the Back. Please send 
more right away. JAMES LEWIS. 

Ur.VJTST, TI.T». Juno 16,1S77. 

I*rleo, 35 Cents. 

Be carcfbl to obtain COLT.IXS' VOLTAIC PLAS
TER, a combination of Electric and Voltaic Plates, 
tvith a highly Medicated Plaster, as seen in the 
above cut. Sold by all Wholesale and Retail Drug, 
gists throughout the United States and Canadus, 
and by WEEKS & POTTEE, Proprietors, Boston, 
Mass. 

SHERIDAN HOUSE 

Livery Stable 
First-Class in Every Respect. 

NEW AND ELEGANT TURN-OUTS 
Hacks to all parts of the City, Boats, Fort 

Lincoln MKI Mandan. 
Office rear'of Sheridan House. 

STOYELL & LATB, 
9tf Proprietors. 

MATHES, GOOD & SCHUBMEIER 
THE LARGEST' 

TAILORING 
ESTABLISHMENT 

In The Northwest. 
Importers and Jobbers of 

Fine Woolens And Trimmings 
82 Jackson St., 

Stl Paul, Minn.—9yl 

N. DUNKLEBERG, 
General Dealer In 

lumber, Shingles, lath, Doors, 
Mouldings Window Glass. 

BUILDING MATERIAL 
of *n Hnfr. 

BIBMAROK, P.T. 

FRANK J. CEIST, 
Dealer to 

WATCHES, CLOCKS & JEWELRY, 
Main St, Opposite Sheridan Honst i;;£ 

Repairing a ' Specialty. 
my31v7nl . 

:g|-, 

, . HKlHRf.lt BUSINESS MRCTtlL , 

/ BANK OF BISMARCK, f lil 
1 J W1 EATMOHD. Preet W. B. Bags* Cash. < 

•••l£1ftgRYU*HreraBBBY—Attorney. 
Wert lUIn StWrt. r Wert H— — 

-PAVN* STIWABT—Attonaaf rtLwr. 

JOHN A. STOYELL, Attorney at Law. 

n 

Chlromo Cards (perfect beauties) with 
nime, 10c Ontfit, 10c. TUBNBR CARD CO., 
land, Mm. 

_ .Fourth Street. 
OHN E. OAKLAND, Attorney at Law, sad 

County Attorney. T • 

^ T. BIGELOW, D. D. 8* 

t 1 i Dental Booms/ ; • -

No. 12 West Main Street. 

JJ F. SLAUGHTER, M. D, 

Pfiysician and Surgeon, . 
Office.at Dunn's Drug Store, 93 Main Street. 

Residence "Yillula." 

JJR H. R. PORTER, / - v i v 

Physician and Surgeon, 
Dfflce 37 Main Street, next to Tribune Block. 

U. S. Examining Surgeon. 
JpiIKST NATIONAL BANK OF BISMARCK.: 

WALTER MAUN, GEO. H. FAIRCHILD, 
President Cashier-

' CORRESPONDENTS : — American Exchange 
National Bank. New York; Merchants Nation
al Bank, St Paul. 

A. BENTLEY, ~~~ ~ • 

Physician and Snrgeon, 
Office Tribune Block, 41 Main Street. J 

JSF* Calls left on the slate in the office "will . 
De promptly attended to. 

g F. LAMBERT, ~ ' • 

Dealer in . * 
GENERAL MERCHANDISE, 
; • Jamestown, D. T. 

A verv full line of Groceries and Dry Goods 
and satisfaction as to prices and.goods guar
anteed. 

MOTELS. 

Sheridan House/ 
B.H.BLT, - - Proprietor. 

The largeit and beat Hotel In Dakota Territory. 

CORNER MAIN AND FIFTH 8TREETS, 

BI8JXARCK, - • JO. T. 

MERCHANTS HOTEL, 
Oor.Madja.sun.ca. 3d St.. 

BISMARCK, • • D.T 
L. N. GRIFFIN, Proprietor. 

Bafldlne new and commodious, rooms large, 
comfortable and tastily furnished. FiratrClaBBTn 
every particular. BUIB reasonable. ' 8-27U 

CUSTER HOTEL, 
THOS. MoGOWAN, Proprietor. 

Tilth Street near Main, 

Bismarcls, - TXT. 

This house Is a large three story bnlldlafc 
entirely new, weU lighted and heated, altnatml 
only a few rods from the depot, River men, rail* 
ro&a men, miners and army people will Una first 
class accommodations at reasonable rates. H 

Sherman House, 
FARGO, D-T. 

One block west of post office and U. S. Land 
Office. Opposite Railroad Depot. 

lOtf T. MARTIN, Proprietor. 
ARTHUR W. DRICCS, 

HOUSE, SIGN AND 

Carriage Painting, 
West Main Street. 

PAI-.VROTTJ.AF. ATTENTION PAID TO 

FINE CARRIAGE PAINTING. 

9tf 
RATES LOW. 

OSTLAND'S 

Livery & Feed 
STABLE, 

Cor. Fifth and Main Sts. 
jtfuggies and Saddle Horses for hire by the day 

or hoar at reasonable rates. 
My Buggies and Harness are new and of the 

best manufacture and style, and onr stock food. 
Parties wishing teams for any distant point eaa 
be accommodated at fair rates. 

My stable is large and airy, and accommoda
tions for boarding stock the beet la the coaatry. 

mm « 

JOHN YEQEN. 
BISUABCK D. T. 

CITY BAKERY. 
Bread, Pies, Cakes, Green Fruits, 

Ooxifteotioziery, Soo. 

(loods Choice and Fresh and Del!:«f*ed Rtee to 
any point in the Cltv. 


