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THE LOST LETTER,

I hiave lost the Jore ous letier
I'hat the mail hrought yesternight;
Lo<t it walking throueh the meaidoswy
Wihere the clovess are in white,

And if van shouid chanceto find it—
But you would not dream it mine
l(‘l MY nane s Pl Lt IT
Only “Dearest” in each line,

Who would tell me that he loves me,
Who would iy my lips are sweet?

Who would dream the wild wood blossoms
Only wake to woo iy feet?

That he funcied threads of golden
In my brown hair's warmest glow,

You might think his eves were dazzled
By a dart from Cupid’s bow.

When he says my eves have told him
He is dearest of all men,
You would think my checks would crimson
Bo they'd never pale again.
But my name is not upon it,
Only “Dearest” in each line;
And if vou should read the lettes
You would never dream it mine.
—Coura A. Matson, in the Current.

“I PROMISE.”

“Viva! Vival

“You shall not!
pelong to me!™

The beautiful little creature stamp-
ed her tiny foot on the turf, asshe
spoke: her eyes flamed with anger, a
flush shot up into her dark cheek.

“I belonged to my country before I
ever saw you, Viva,” answered Tom
Creighton, in a sad but steady tone.

“You shallnot go though! .Ah! dear,
dear, darling Tom, canyou leave your
little lassie to die of fear? Don’t you
love me?"”

She gathered the tall fellow’s hands
close to her heart, and clasped them
there with passionate
strength. Tom stooped and lifted her
to his bosom as if she had been a tiny
child.

I could not love thee, dear, so much

Loved 1 not honor more,”

he said, slu'.\l‘\'. bending his head to
her ear. A splendid head it was,
erowned with close eurls soon to fall
before the shears, and its symmetry
to be hidden by a forage cap; and the
face did not belie the head; its st rongs,
!'v;:l[]:ll‘ features, 1ts sleft chin, and
resolute lips. ail “gave the word as-
surance of a man,” while the expres-
sive gray eyves revealed humor, tender-
ness, pathos, passion, and a possible
tlash of rage.

“Don’t talk to me about hono "
sobbed Viva, hiding her face on his
shoulder. *I shall die if you go away
from me! Ican’t—I can’t bear it!”

There was no heroism about Gene-
vieve L' Estrange; Lier French descent
had given her inexpressible charms of
aspect and manner; she was as slight
as a girl of ten years, and no higher
than her lover's shoulder, but the
contours of her exquisite figure showed
the roundness and grace
hood. and her piquant,
was alight with all the fire ol an in-
tense feminine nature. There was
nothing childisliin thered, mobilelips,
the delicate,
orilliant dark eves that sparkled or
melted according to her mood, the
abundant, silky black hair that fell to
her feet when it escaped from the heavy
coils thar seemed too weighty for the
lovely little head they covered.

She was *-pmlwi irom her babyhood,
beingthe only child of wealthy parents;
not a wish had the wiliul creature ever
been denied; never had <he wanted a
luxury, or failed to indulge a caprice;
indeed, it was & caprice that this very
Summer had taken her to the White
Mountains before the great hotels were
opened, to a small house near the vil-
lage of Franconia. She wanted tosee
the Spring blossoms of the North, to

gather thedawn pink arbutus, shehad
so often bought in Broadway, fromits
lurking-places under the pine necdles
of the forest; she had heard of “the
shy Linnwza,” the white wintergreen,
and many another early flower that
fades before tashion comes to ex-
plore its haunts, from a school
friend who lived in northern New
Hampshire; and so, weary of
the early terrors of the great war
was looming blackly in the distance,
tired from the two years in Europe
what followed her school days, and
the long winter of dissipation in the
city. she hadintimated to her obedient
parents her desire to visit Franconia;
and they took Ler to the Pine Hill
Honse accordingly.,

I must go!”’

You shall not! You

strange,

clowing face

irregular features, the |

ling would be

Here she mer Tom (Creighton; his |

father and mother lived on a farm
near by, and the handsome young

lawyer from New York had come up |

hz ltl
and

to say zood-by to them: for he
enlisted in a volunteer regiment
ds li]\' l‘\]:tt el orders to ‘l]lt‘ front.

Viva had met him often in society,
and the two opposite natures, in a
measure counterparts, had been mu-
tually attracted. Tom Creightonwas
a typical New Englander, strong ob-
stinate, enduring with a ricid sense ol
duty as his dominant trait. He did
not entirely approve of the war, jor
he was naturally conservative; but he
ronsidered that lie ouecht to oo and 20
he would. It was a thorough surprise
to both the p:li:: this meeting among
the mountains: and it was the last

thineg Tom Creighton intended, to tall
in love with Miss L'Estrange, much
less to let her k |H‘-'.' it, but he could

not help himself; with characteristic
impetuosity she lost her heart n
t hese solitudes, where all the ‘I‘l‘{l]
character of the vouug man showed
itself. no longer overlaid by the cus-
toms of society. She saw how true,
how tender, how brave he was: Low
superior to the society men who had
bored her in New York. She had in-
deed distinguished him there from a
rertain superior ity of aspect, but now

she knew and loved him, and showed |

it with such naive simpheity that
Tom. for all his good resolutions,

broke down and fell at her feet. Oniy

a Jday had theirengagement been made |

fnown when the summons Tom ex-
pec ted came. Viva was almost fran-
tic. It was the first time in her life
that her will had been use Jess; butnow
it beat against a roc k.

Tired with the vain strugele, repeart-
ed til! Tom’s heart ached toitsdepths,

e at length recomnized that his
strength of chiaracter must dominate
ners: and after a lonz, wild flood of
tears and . convulsion of sobs, she
<aid at last:

“If you will go—if youn must—promni-
ise me to live, to come }l:l#'l-.'"

“I promise to come back it [ dolive,
Viva., How can I say I \\I]]ll\t That
15 the chance of war and the will of
God.”

“Promise, promise!” she shrieked.

“You must promise me to live! Ishall
die here, right in your arms, unless
vou do!”

Her pallid face, her streaming eyes,
the sobs that seemed to rend herslight
shape, the piteous curve of her red
lips, took him by storm. The lovely,
unreasoning, wiflful creature, torn by
a passion of love and grief all for him,
shook his strong soul to its centre.
What man ever resisted such over-
whelming passion, or thought it fool-
ish when he was its object? Tom
Creighton's soul blazed in his eyes as
he held that tiny figure closer to his
im ast.,

“l promise,’” he said.

So he went and she stayed. The

fortunes of war befell him; but in
battle he seemed to dodge the bullets
that rained upon him, manfully as he
fought, for he felt Viva’s imploring
eyes upon him. “Crieghton’s luck”
was the jest of the decimated regi-
ment; but no man charged him with
cowardice. The tnrill and splendor of
this new life had swept off his con-
servatism; the war justified itself by
its dash and valor. He rejoiced in the
clangor of trumpets, the roar of its
guns, the rush of its charges; and
when the miasma of the marshes
where he lay encamped defied and
seared his flesh with fever, when he
lay half-conscious for many a week in
the hospital, the will to live, the in-
tent to keep his word to Viva
saved him. The nurses wondered to
hear but two words in the low mut-
ter of his delivium: “I promise—I
promise!” but those words were his
talisman.

Once in the field he became a wonder
of alertness; hairbreadth escapes
seemed to be lus Jorte. One day,
when the battalion were entrenching
themselves, and the commanding
general, weary with the march, had
dismounted and thrown himself under
a tree fora moment'srest, Col. Creigh-
ton—for he had been promoted—dash-
ed up on his black mare and salated.

“General,” he said, *shall I ride out
beyond the lines and reconnoitre the
lay of the land?™”

“Do =0."” said Gen. B., springing up;
“and I will go with you.”

As they both trotted past the in-
trenchments a colonel in command
called out to them:

“The evening is not far off.
risk your life, general.”

The general smiled and looked at
Creighton, who laughed; and on they
went. Soon the pickets were passed,
but no enemy was sighted, and, led
on hy the beauty of the way, as a de-

Do not

: | sire to grasp the situation, they trot-
ol woman- |

ted fast down a wood road, turned a
short corner, and behold! twenty or
thirty men, a picket guard, or, rather,
a reconnoissance of the fce. Quicker
than a lightning flash, no pause to
think, no word said, except that “I
promise,”” branded on his inward ear,
Creichton’s sabre Hashed from its
sheath; and whirling it round his
head, he looked over his -\imuldcr and
shouted. “Forward! Charge!™

And putting spurs to his horse flew
forward, the general instantly second-
ing his ruse and close beside him,
rushed upon the startled enemy, who
fled like sheep. Onece out of sight the
two men turned and ran their horses
to the lines; but that swiit maneuvre
saved a general to the army and a
loverto Viva.

So it was in the prison where scores
of men died of untold aconies: for in
those dreadiul depths Tom Criegton

lived., When his heart and flesh failed
he seemed to see Viva's upturned,
woful face, and he said to himself,

"

“[ promise,”” with fresh strength each
time; for he had learned faith in him-
self. At last the war was over; but
thoroughly wedded to a soldier’s life,
and because a proverh among men for
couraze and quick resource, he was
transterred to the ranks of theregular
army, given a furlong of six months,
and flew at once to Viva.

Poor Viva! the war had spared her
Tom, but both her parents had died
during his absence, and she was
quite alone. To describe their meet-
sacrileee; it was
even as the meetine of those who
arise together at the rising of thedead
and look at the dawninz of that
heaven which they shall spend to-geth-
er. Naturally Tomdesired to hasten
their marriage, and Viva did not re-
fuse: for except o salaried rhnpr-r-'-n.
she was qni.v alone in that loneliest
of positions, the inmate of a fashion-
able boarding-house.  She did not
eare to waste her time or her strength

on an elaborate troussean, she left al | X 3
| Bromitield's

that to Mrs. Merwin; it seemed to her
that she could not exist out of Tom's
presence.  Yet one day she could not

see him; she was ill; she only saw the | ]
| male

doctor. anold man, who had watched
her from childhood.

“Viva,'” he said to her,
on his gloves after an
bedside, and as the nurse
called in, had left the room on
needful errand.

“Yiva, you must tell Capt. Creigh-

as he drew
hour at her
hurriedly
S0

| ton."”

“I willnot!™ she nn.-'n\'vred. angrily.

“But vou must!

“f never will! After all these wretch-
ed years of waiting, do yon think I
will throw my life away, Dr. Sands?”

*If vou do not, -11.|I] =

“You won't! you can "t

“But Ishall. Tt ismy rlu._\. Iivoudo
not tell him before Saturday—this is

Tuesday—I shall.”

The doctor’'s voice was stern, but
the nurse came in; he said no more.

Next day eame Tom with startling
news: he was ordered at once to Fort
Stilling, the earrison there was needed
in a strugzle with the Indians; fresh
troops must man the fort; there was
not a day to spare.

“Viva, will you go with me”

She sprang up from the sofa where
she lay, pale and sweet, after her way
of escape from Dr. Sands.
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i ealled Dick,

=
“Yes indeed, T will. You shall not |
leave me again, Tom!”’

S0 the pext morning early, like a
pair of eloping lovers, they were mar-
ried in the near chureh and took the
morning tram for the far West: on
and on the rashing wheels bore then:
day after day they endured the se-
paration of theerowd, till «t last they
arrived at St. George one Winter night
in January. The snow was deep, but
Tom must report as soon as possiblea,
and Viva would not let him go alone.

“It is too cold, dearest,” he said.

“Not with you Tom."

“Forty below zero, Vival!”

“If youcan live in it I ecan. ‘I
promis¢’ Tom,”

He could not refuse her after that
word with all its memores. Rolled
in furs, veils, searfs, with hot bricks at
her feet, they set out on their
twenty-mile  journey. Warned not
to  speak, for the air was
not fit for their lunes to admit in.
all its chill, silently they sped along
The glittering fields of sparkling snow,
on which the moon made a long wake
of glory, the black shadows, the creak
of their swift runners, the snorting of
the horses, whose nostrils were hung
with icicles, all added a strange terror
to the drive, a drive that seemed end-
less, but at last it was over.

“Come!"” said Tom, holding out his
arms as the driver drew up beiore the
officers’ quarters, where the light of a
fire blazed through the deep frosted
windows, but Viva neither spoke nor
moved. '

Mad with terror, Tom lifted her
from the sleigh and rushed into the
door, making his way by instinct to
the fire. Viva stirred not an atom.
Hasty hands unrobed her, kind hands
laid her on the sofa. Herface was set
and white, her lips parted, her eyes

slazed. The post-surgeon hurried in,
ie lifted one hand, it fell back, he put
a finger on her pulse. “My God! she
is dead!” he said, with a look of
dreadful pity.

Tom dropped beside her.

Was it a year? Was it a lifetime?
Was he in heaven when he awoke out
of that?

She was there, warm, sweet, rosy.

“You made me promise, Tom; I did
not die.”

Tom turned on his face and wept
like a very child; his heaven had come
on earth.

Post-surgeons do not know every-
thing any more than any other man.
The fact was that Viva had developed
in the last two years a tendency to
catalepsy—the result of an overworn
and overexcited nervous system; and
when Dr. Sands told her she must tell
Tom abonut it, she had just come out
of a serions attack wherein she had
lain for hours as one dead: but she
would not tell him, having anidle fear
that Tom might cease to love her.

The long journey and the cold drive
had brought on a severe seizure, and
she certai &y, in appearance, justified
the post-surgeon’s opinion; but before
morning she had come back to herself,
and was heart-broken to find Tomde-
lirious with grief and as unconscious
of her presence as she had been of his.

AViva,” he said, a few days after
they were fairly settled in the new life,
“my darling! my wife! think what

might have happened if 1 had never
known about this. Promise me. Viva,
hereafter to trust me. Tell me every-
thing!”

She looked up in his troubled, ten-
der face with a divine smile. and softly
said over his talisman, 1 promise.”"—
Rose Terry Cooke, in Exchange.

SILVER COLLARS.

Put Around the Necks of Slaves
Centuries Ago

In the March,
1685, thereis an adyvertisement to the
effect that a black boy of about 13
vears of age, named John White, ran
away from Col. Kirke on the 15th
inst. “le has a silver collar about
his neck upon which is the Colonel’s
coat of arms and cipher. He has up-
on his throat a great scar,” ete. A

London Gazette for

reward is offered for bringing him
bLack.
In the Daily Post of Aunzust 4,

1720, s asimilar notice: “Wentaway

the 22d of July last, from the house
of William Webb, in Limehouse Hole,
a negro man, about 20 years old
vellow coniplexion, woo
hair, about H feet 6 inches hizgh, hav
ing on hishreast the word *Harve' hurn
ell. Whoever brings him to the said
Mr. Webl =hall have half a4 eninea re-
ward and reasaonabile charees.”

Acain, in the Daily Journal for Sep-
tember 28, 1725, iz an advertisement
for a runaway black boy. It is ad-
ded that he had the wonds “My Laudy
blaek In Lineoln’s Inn
Ficld's” engraved on a collar round
his neck.

The derrading enstom of decoratine
aind female slaves in Encland
with 2 eollar bearing the name and
designation of their owners had the
example set for it in a hivh quarter.

There still exists at Hampton Conrs
the bust of a favorite “'Ii\l. of I\Ill;,
“'EHEHIH P1.. the besnd of wineh is of

ack .n:ll-. while encirelinzg the
‘[1;:11 it Is a2 earved \\i:.‘c'tn irble collar
with a III']I'NL\.III\LI\ respect lke a
metal dog collar.

In the Musenm of the
Society in Edinhurg there 1s a spect
men of those slave collars, althongh
in this ease the wearer of the collar
wasnot a black man. bnt a white.
The collar bears the followinginscrip:
tion: “Alexander Stewart, fonnd guilty
of death for theft, at Perth, Deecomber
5, 1701, Gifted by the Justiciaries as
a perpetnal servant to Sir John Er
skine, of Ava.”

That a collar was considered as es-
sential for a black slave as for a dos
is shown by an advertisement in the
London Advertiser for 1756, in which
Matthew Dyer, working goldsmith at
the Crown in Duck lane, Orchard
street, Westminster, mtimates to the
public that he makes *silver padl yis
tor blacks or dogs, coll: s, ete,

Antigquarian

QUANTRELL, THE MYSTERY.

A Short Sketch by One Who Knew
Considerable About Him,

The public never seemed to havea
correct idea of Quantrell, says T. J.
Younger, an Osceola (Mo.) corres-
pondent of the St. Louis Republic.

He came to Missouri a mystery,
lived a life of mystery, and died un-
known even to his most intimate
friends.

He had but little to say
career, and what he did say could not
be strictly relied upon.

The only thing that was positively
known of him was that he was reared
in Ohio, and went from that state to
Kansasg, and from there to Missouri.
He came to this State with a  deep-
seated enmty toward Kansas and
Kansas men.

After gathering together a band of
chosen followers he proceeded to wage
a terrific warfare on Kansas and all
who took sideswith them in the bor-
der trouble. )

The secret of his success was in the
fact that every man in his command
was carefully selected and drilled in
the use of the revolver, then given to
nnderstand that he must fizht when
ordered to do so, selecting his own
method, saving himself as much as
possible, and inflicting as much dam-
age on the enemy as possible, retreat-
ing or advancing as circumstances de-
manded.

If he had aman unfitted for his work
he was sent to the regular army, and
in this way he selected until a full
company of tried men were banded to-
gether.

He had no diseipline, rarely ever

gave a command, and when he did it
was to the point. Ie watched the
movemen*s of the enemy, knew when
to strike, laid his plans, and depended
upon his men toexecute them. Wkhen
all was ready for a fight his only com-
mand was “Fight them, boys.”” when
peilmell they wonld go at the enemy
with such fury that few, if any, cver
withstood their charges.

He was not a tactician or an eduncat-

about his

ed soldier, but simply a good judge of |

human nature. He knew what to ex-
pect of each and every one of his men
under any and all circumstances; also
what the enemy would do under any
given circumstance.  His men had ab-
solute confidence in Lim and he in
them. Hence they went to the enemy
as an earthquaketo arearingeyclone.
Quantrell was not communicative
even to his best friends, except when
absolutely necessary. Many of his
most daring undertakings were o pro-
found secret to his command until
they were in the swim, and then they
only knew they had aduty to per-
form and leaye the rest to Quan-
trell. There were few if any of his
men knew where they weregoing when
they made the Lawrence raid. They
were calied together, Quantrell turned
his horse in the direction of Lawrence,
and they followed. The result is well
known. When he destroyed Blunt's
command, near Baxter Springs, not a
man ol his knew what he was up to
until they were head over heels in bat-
tle.  After Price’s raid he gathered up
twenty-five of his old gnard, started
from Jackson county, Missonri,
crossed the Osage river at Linn Creek,
Mo., thence to Poeahontas, Ark,
thence to the Mississippl river, cross-
ing over into Tennessee, thence to
Kentucky, passing himself asa federal
officer, drawing supplies at the posts
as they went until some of his men
got drunk and shot some of his feder-
al otficers, thus letting the cat out of
the wallet and his disguise, resulting
in his death.

He was wonnded at old man Walke-
field's and taken to Louisville, where
he died under the care of the sisters of
eharity, and was buried in the Catho-
lic cemetery, and to this day no living
man has any idea what took him into
Kentucky or where he wias going from
there, or what he expected to aceom-
plish. His men had followed him
with blind contidence. knowing hie was
on some kind of a desperate mission,
with willing hands to execute his or-
ders. His death left his intention a
mystery, and thus the ereatest zuer-
rilla chieftaim of modern times flashed
across the military skies. He camea
mystery, oririnated the most de-
structive band ever knawn, and died
leaving them mystified.

Finds ofa Hotel Clerk.
“For a little while recently,” said
Walter Conner, cashier of the Hotel
Cadillae, one evening. “I thouzght I
was out just S20 in good money. A
guest came to pay his biil and handed
I took it with-

over a $20 gold piece.
out leokinz at it
when I came to balance up I received
a severe shock. Wi
$20 gold piece I found it
siderable different {from the reculation
piece anthorized by Uncle Sam. In the
place where the word “Liberty’ ap-
pears was ‘Kellogz & Co., and on the
reverse =ide where -United states’
ouzht to be was ‘San Francisco, Cal?
I naturally concluded at first thought
that the coin was nothine more than
an advertising piece, but as it appear-
ed solike untogcold [ concluded to ask
people better posted on money than I
was. I went toa banker. of course,
and from.him [ received
that the coin was gennine, in fact thas
it was worth
banker explained that tlie piece was
one which Kelloge & (o, of San
Fracisco, were authorized by thae
Government to coin about the
1854, He said that
few in circulation at the

very closely, but

wen I examined the
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thiere were very

present

the news |

more than S20. The |

oy, !

" ol ™
e i b R 1 Oy . - -_--l--m P
| [

m— o

f

Ve |

but that eachof them contained more |

gold than any of the regular $20 zold
peices.  Any jeweller, he said.
pay more than its face valug for it.
—Detroit Tribune.

Pardonable Pride,
Sharpson—Phaltz, what makes your |
nose o red?
Phaltz—It glows with pride becanse
t never pokes itself mto other peo-
ales’ business.—Yankee Blade.

would |

|
|
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morpkine nor
other Narcotic substance. It is & harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil.
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness, Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,

cures Diarrhoea

and Wind Colic. Castoria relieves

- teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—tho Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

#® Castoria Is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children.™

Dz, G. C. Osaoon,
Lowell, Mass.

* Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihope the day is not
far distant when mothers will consider the real
Interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
stead of the variousquack nostrums which are
destroying their loved ones, by foreing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
ageuts down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves."

Dz. J. F. KvcEELOE,
Conway, Ark.

gastoria.

* Cagtoria is 50 well adapted to children thad
I recommend it as superior to any prescription

knowa to me."
M. A, Arcazn, M. D.,

111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

* Our physicians in the children's depart
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence In their outsile practice with Castoria,
and although we ozly have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
producs, yet wa are free to coufess that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon it."

Uxitep HosprTAL AND DispEwsany,
Boston, Mags.

Arrxw C, Surrn, Pres.,

The Centanr Company, Tl Murray Street, New York City.

TH E POSlTIVE CURE.

i ELY BROTHERS, 66 Warren Bt., New York. FPrie®icts

JAC K DWYI

‘0UR COUNTY-SEAT”

AFIVE CENT CIGAR.

Try this popular brand.
eve i‘

It is one of the finest nickel cigars
r..x.”i.t_.f.i on sale i

AL 2
JLCUO0R.

F. D. BURGESS,

PLUMBING,
Steam and Hot Water Heating,

North Main Avenus,
McCOOK, - - NEBRASKA,

B A stock of best grades of Hese, Lawm |
Bprinklers, Hose Heels and Hose Fiztures, |
constantly on band. Ailwork receives prompd |
attention.

J. S. McBRAYER,

House Mover ¢ Drayman,
McCOOK, NEB.

EF House and Safe Moving a Spee-
talty. Orders for Draying left at the
Huddleston Lumber Yard will receive
prompt atter attentmn

Di. HUMPHREYS' SPROFICS are scientifically and
carefully prepared preseriptions ; used f
yearsin prh‘ah-rrm tieewith suceess,and forovee
thirty years used by the people. Every siugle Spe-
eific i n speclal cure for the diease name ik

These Specifics cure without drugging, pure-

Ing or reducing the system, nod are In fact and
deedthe mn'erruzn rcmrduﬂ; oft Iu- “ drld.

LL‘-!‘ OF ™ K{'ﬂ‘:ﬂ AL NOS, CURES TR ES.

l Fevers, Congestion, infl: Il'l"l'ﬂ'l”u'!% 25
W OT IS, Worm Fever, Worm Colle.. . 2
Crying Colic ,anchhlh.!lf Infants,>
Dinrvhea, of Chlldren or Adults, ... .22
"r\lll'l'lll'r!‘-'-"li!lm, Billons Colle. ... o
oleran Moarbus, \.umlllr . .
Coughs, C .pld Eronchitis
Neuralgin, Toothnche Fi
I; cadnc lli'h- Slek He-adae
yapepsin, Bilious Stomae u : =
"lt:‘pi‘(""ﬂ.’l] or Paintul l'cnudn 22D
Whites, too FProfnse Periods, P -5
Cromp, Cough, Difflesit Breathl
=aft Rheam, Er-yipels, frll' 1.
Rheamnatism, BheaomatlePalns, . 23 1

PECIFICS

S 'l;-ac‘:.qa:.a

i

rmany |

KILPATRICK BROTHERS,

Horses branded on left hip or left shouider

P. O.address, Imperial,
= Chase County, and Heat-
rice, Neh. Range, Stigk.
ing Water and French-
man creeks, Chase Co,
Nebraska.

Brand as cut on side of
some animals, on bip and
gsides of pome, or Aoy

where on the animal.

ALLEN’'S TRANSFER,

=] Bus, Baggages? Dray Line.

F j = ALLEN Prop.,

McCOOK, NEBRASKA.

B Best Equipped in the City. Leave orders
at Commercial tHotel. Good well water fur.
nibhed on short notice.

Feveraud Ague, Chills, saarib. ... 340
Piles, Bliad ur Bleeding, R ' I
Ophthalmy. or Sore, or Weouk Eves 50 |
Catarrh. Intuenza, Cobil i the Hend 50
Whoaping Cough, Violeat Coughs, 350 [
Asthma, Oppressed Breathing .. .50
I.\.'ifra d Hl‘:l"hi'.: 1)
iz, Swelllng .00

Enr Discharges, 1

=crofuln, Enlargze

tieneral Debility,§ W W u.n--:.SlI

Draopsy, antl Scanty cretlo

sen Sichkness, Siekness from l”ding .50

KHidney Disen se.

Nervaus De hilhr ‘Seminal Weak-
ness, or ln‘n.lul tary Discharges.. . 1.00

a7
NI v SN LN

[N
o

29 8Sore Month, Canker =t
JO0iUvinary W l'll];n(‘ﬂﬂ.\\alilllulmi )
31 Painfnl Peviods. with Spasm 50
2iDiseasesof thie Hearo Palpltation .00
A3 JEpilepsy, Spasm, e, Vitns Dunee 00
SiiMmphthevin, e ratid Sore '.! ut 30
|33 Chreni: onge stions & Eruptions 50

Sold by Drugglsrs, or sen it lrr wtpald on reeelpt
(\f price, Do, “Huenrnney ASUAL, {14} pages)
richly hound In cloth e 1 gold, matled free.

HUMPHREYS'’ MEDICINE CO,,
Cor, Williamn and John Streets, New York.

H['\II‘HI’I-'\ S' VETERIN \I"l' R!',1- TFICS. —
Usedbynll ownersof Horse and Cat-
tle. A Complimentary copy of Dy, Humphreys’
Veterinary Manual 0 piages) on trestment and
care of Domestle Animals—Horses, Cattle, Shes Py

‘H ors and lnLi]lrs — Sent free.  HUMPHREYS'
Meprons C0., cor. Wiliam and John St<., N. 7.

Spring Blossom 2

J# 0t what Is usnally called a Bliters, the taking of
which. In many instances, Is e*ﬂy a pretext for drink- |
Ini, bt 1s free from aleobolle stimulanta, and Is as efll=
eacious in Its results to an !nfantas ‘o snadult. le |
willnot fall Incuring =ICK HEADACHK
gl any disesse arial g frupi @ disordered stusuaci

To cure B:Iinusnees. Sick Headache, Constie
pation, Malaria, Liver Complaints, taka
the safe and certain remedy,

SMITH'S

BILE BEANS

U'se the SMALL Size ({0]ittle Beanstotha
bottle). THEY ARE THE MOST COSVENIENT.
Suitable tor all Agems.
Price of either size, 25¢. per Boule.

""PHOTOORAYER
KISSING: 1710 s
Mailed for 4 2ta, (copperaariiamprie
J.F.SMITH & C0.Ma¥ersof“BILEBRANS, " ST.LOUIS MO,

FI]R MEN ONLY!

=P For LOST or PAILING OOD
Geasral and nuvous nn }
!“hl ens oi Body and Mind, !R
I:bl!t. Noble MANHOOD fally anmu u" md"r"m'
Yrengthen WEAK, UNDETELOPED ORGANS & P4 n's oF BODT,
.bulaulr safalllng HONE 'rsnnm Besefits fn g ¢.,.Z
Uem testily from [ O ereign Countries. Wrie
Duerfguu 3 Inluu nl prools malied (sealed

CAL CO., IU?'ALO. I.. V.

PRING BLOSSON
Curen DY SFPEPSIA.,




