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FirstNational Bank

0 AND TENTH STREETS.

Capital, $400,000.00.
Surplus, $100,000,00.

OFFIVERN

BA HARWOOD, President,

CHAR A HANS A, Vies President
F.M 00K, Cashier

O R LIPPINCOTT. Assistant Cashior
H oS FREEMAN, Assistant « nahier,

Columbia 4+
«Llational Banlk;,

LI INC lll N, NI—H

CAPITAL, $250 000.

Officers and IMrectors,

Jomx 0 Waiony, President,
T, B Masprus, Viee Prosident,
J. 0 My, Cashior

F E Johnson, WP Lan,
R. i, Riger, . W Lowsry,
W. L Dayton

Qenoral Banking Business Treansaoted,
COLLECTIONS A BPEOIALTY.

American
Exchange

hom Coohran,

LM Ravsonn,

Veowlilont

" 1L K. TroMesos
Viee Prealdent

+

- MM HowsiaM,
Cashilar
.
I, Winn,
2 Awnl, pahilor,
- —

Wichard's Woak, Corner
Eievenih and O S,

Bank
LINCOLN. NEB.

Qapital, §250,000,

Dinmovonn: | N Kaymond, Lewin (iregory, N,
.

H. Barnham, W bowery, 0. G Dawes, (0 N,

Morriil, A .l rmnnr. kK Brown, 11 W,

Little, 8, W, Burnbham, . W. Lambertson,
. K. Thompaon,

Glerman National Bank

LINCOLN, NEB.
Capital, $100.000.
Surplus, 20,000,

Josern Bornmeg, President,
Herman H, Scuanena, V-Prest,
Cuas. E. Warre, Cashier,
Gro, H, Scuwakk, Asst, Cash,

8 per cont on Deponite Pata at the

Lincoln Savings Bank
AND SAFE DEPOSIT I:IIlFlI‘
Cor, I and Eleventh Bta.

THE ONLY SAFE DEPOSIT VAULTS IN LINCOLN

DIRECTONN,

N. 8, Harwood. D, Hathaway,
" & Nroek, J. 2. Nriscoe,
Wm. MelLaoghiin, o Ernat,
:.1"" leck, :l. W, llrown,

o HOoEem, L, O, il
AW, Webater, KR, Nllll'.w
#:l':'m?“'“ lI:--m'_\' E.llm

Ama, vaury K, Lewls
Rachel Lioyd,

NEBRASKA
Savings Bank. |

CAPITAL, - - -  $2560,000.00.
Stookholders' Lintliities, $500,000,

Pays interest on anvings accounts and time
deposite.  Furvishes exchange free
o costumers,

Jobha Taylor, Presiden
Jumiee Kllhum. Vlu Pnﬂ
ulu Caablor,

Real Estate Loans

On farms in Eastern Nebraska aad improved
property in Lincoln, for a term of years.

Lowest Current Rates.

R. E. & J. MOORE,
RICHARDS RLOCK,
Corner 11th und O Ktreets, Lincoln,

CAPITAL

Steam Dyeing

AND CLEANING WORKS,
No. 113 N. Twelfth St.

T. C. KERN, D. D. 8.

Dentist,

Rooms 25 and 26, Burr Block,
LINCOLN, NERR.

PHOTOGRAPHER

Hna at great exponse
replaced hia OLD ins
stroments with & uew
Dallomyer, direct from

CAPITAL OITY

COURIKR.

ON EVEAY BOLDIER'S GRAVE,

It lonesome  sort o lonessme (1 & Sund'y
Ay ta me,

It pears llke - more'nany day | nearly ever see|

Yie, with the stars mned sivipes above, n-fut-
terin in the nir,

On ev'ry soldier's grave ' love to lay s Hly
thare,

They say, though, Deceration days Is glner'ly
ol vedd

"Most ev'rywhinros enpeshinlly by soldier boys
thst's pervell

But me wnd mother's never woni
gt mway

In pint o fact, we'ro allus home on Decoration
dny

we selilom

They sy the old boys marches through the
sreets in colum's grand,

A-follerin the old war tunes they're playin on
the band

And eitievnns wll Jindn o owodd o ehithdren
| (1

All marchin under shelter of the old red
w it ol bl ue,

WE'VE THIED THAT

With  rowen!
tivw il

And erowds o' e giels In wihidte, Jest fairly
laided down]

Oh! don't the boys know It, from thoyr ciig
nerost the Wiy

Don't they see theyre comneds comin and the
ol flnge wavin still?y

ME AND MOTHRY "

rosesl roses! evirybody in the

Oh, ean't thay hear the bogul sod the rattle of
the drum?

Aln't they no way under heavens they oan tlee
kollect us somie?

Al they no wiy woe ean coix e thirough the
rowies fost Liv nny

They know that ev'ry day on enrth's they
Deeoration day?

We've tried that - me and mother  whare Elias
takos his rost,

In the archurd, In his aniform, and haods
norost his birest,

And the flag he died for smilin and s-ripplic
In the breveo

Above lils grave, and over thint n robin In th,
troos!

And yitit's lonesome, lonesome - (' s Bund*
dny to me,
*poars lke —mor'n nny day | nearly ever ses)
ml Lo with the stars and stripes above, ...mn
torin in the alr,
On ev'ry soldier's grave 1'd love to lay o lily

thare.
~James Whiteomb Riley.

TOLD A'l‘ 'l‘llh GRAVE,

A BTORY FOR MEMORIAL DAY,

1Copy righty 188, by American Pross Associs-

tion.]

T THE baso of
& mountain spur
in northern Ar-
kansan s n grave.
There in an air of
subdued romanee
about the place,
an indescribable
something  that
broathes s hal
lowed  sadness.
The country is of
old but thin
settlement, Up
the narrow val
leya the ferna are
rank, and on the
hillsides  beflow-
ered vines c!inﬁ
to  the rugm
The grave {s under a willow that
It is the only
willow in the ueighborhood. Once
every year since the war n man and u
worman kave come from thenorth to dee-
orate this lone grave, At first the
woman, bright eyed and springy of step,
was exceedingly handsome, but latterly
time had ceased to be playful with her.
The man was sturdy and of sober mien.
He looked as if his life had always
held a secret suffering. This man and
this woman have rather n unique his
tory.

At the time of the breaking out of the
war John and Henry Archer, brothers
so nearly alike that they were often
taken for twins, lived in Lake county,
s, John was engnged to marry Tress
Pryor, and the day for the wedding was
appointed, but before the time came a
drum beat, and sturdy youug fellows
musterad on the grass,

It was evening, and Tress Prvor wos
standing on the veranda,  John rode up,
sprang off his horse and with & new ae-
cent in his manner-—a peculiar bearing
came up the walk.

“Tress,” ho said, *did you see the men
marching?™

“Yos"

“Do vou know what it means?

“They say it means war,"” she an
swered,

“It means more than that, Tress.

treos,
shudes an open space,

London, sad Is now better prepared than ever to | means that you are to marry a hero,”

do foe work, from a locket up to lile sise, Opes
room 10 aam. to 4 pm. Bundays,

STUDIO. 1814 O STRERT.

TURKI II BATHS

—_—AND—

MASSAGE PARLORS ™

Corner 18th and N Streets,
BEVERYTHING FIRST-CLASS.

§. 30.§T.

| sweetheart?

124.

NEB. | horoof vo 1 to be married
NGOLN. I You are not engaged to be married and

“1 don't know that | anderstund yon,"”
He langhed. **Are yon so dull, little
It means that [ s going
to the war."”

“It means nothing of the sort,” some
one exclaimed, and John, w hw-ling
about, saw his brother Henry standing

hat's the tronble with you, Henry?
“There's no trouble with me, [ am
simply sensible, and yon must not be
foolish.,” He pointed to the girl, “here
is your present duty, 1 am going to the
war. You are going to stay here, and
after awhile if we need you | will send

| for youn,”
“Well, now, this is a pretty come off,” '

John lared. “Yon would make n

yourself and a drudge of me,

wio therefore n patriot. Iam in love and
i consequently wcoward.  Tress, yon
pecdn’t say nword, 1 nm going to the
wir.”

“f hinven't gaid anything,”™ the girl re-
pli!'l‘

“Giood, and it meana that yon give
your consent.”

It means that yon mnst do what you
consider your daty.”

“Youaren brave girl, Temws "

“1f wot, I rhonldn't be worthy of you,
John. "

“That sonnds very well,” sadd  Henry,
“Hut withont common sense bravery is
but an simless piece of  foolishness
One #oldier from our  small famdly, |
shonld think, s enongh to prove our loy-
ulty to the government,”

“Henry, you needn't sny a word,
going to the war"

The next day Jolin and Henry were
musterad into the service, and it woas
not long before they woere nnder fir
Dne day in on skirmdsh not far fromw
Favetteville, Ark., John was shot while
staniding under o willow tree.  He was
so severely wonnded that it was thouglhit
ho conld Live bat n few hours, but when
the next morning hikd come he ghowed
signw of improvement,  Ho was taken to
the hospital, and his brother Henry wis
detatled to nttend him unti! nn advance
should be ordersd,  One da - there came
to the hospital w young woman from
Kentucky,  She had beon regarded e
& belle in the blue grass country, but
she gave up society amd went south to
purse wounded soldiers,  This young
wotnn  took  special interest in John
Archer,  She mado s romanes of ey
duty, and at times when the wounded
man seemed  brighter than asunl she
would sit near his cot and read poetry
to i, DBut upon this Henry began to
look with disapproval, and ones when
thie ghel bl gone to feteh another book
he wiidd to his brother:

Sl don't think that's right, John,"

“Don't think what's right™

SWhy, having that girl read love vierses
to yon,”

CShe's reading to herself as mnch ns
she is to me"

S don't know about that, Jolin"

"I da”

SAWell, bt 1 don't think it's right, nnd
I know Tress wouldn't approve it,"”

SThen why doesn't she come and read
to mer”

“She  doesn’t know  that you are
wonnded. [ haven't had the heart to
tell her™

“Hushi here comes Miss Bush,”

Henry withdrew, bt some one spoke
to him, and he hinlted within hearing dis
tance of his brother's cot,

1 didn’t suppose yon were so fond of
poetry,” said Miss Bush, speaking to
John,

*1 wasn't until I heard yon read ft."

“Oh, that's s compliment surely; but,
tell me, gineo yon ncknowldge that |1
have pointed out the beauty of"— Bl
hesitated,

“Tell you what?

“Oh, nothing.”

“Hut what were you going to say?™

“Something hardly proper, I fosr,”

“Tell e, he pleaded,

“Oh, I don’t suppose that it amounts
to nnything, I wassimply going to ask
if there had n® been o timo when some
girl stirred o poetic cimotion in your
hoart."”

A few moments elapsed before he re-
plied, “l worked so hard when I wie
at home that 1 had bat little time for'”-

"l"lll‘ love " she iihkl'll.

He nervously fumbled with the cover.
of the bed, and gently she arranged the
pillow for him,

“Near our place,” said he, **there is n
girl that I've known o long time.  1've
known her about all her life, T guess,”

“What about her?

“Well, T told her that she shounld
marry o hero. You see, I thought I'd go
homoe coverwl with glory,”

“Oh, you are engnged to her.”

“Yos, in n way,"

“Ina way! Why, what o funny sort
of an engagement that must be!  Shall
I read now?"

“1f you please.”

» ° -

After returning home it was some
time before Henry had the courage tc
call on Tress Pryor.  But one evening
he went to see her.  As ho entered the
gate he saw her standing on the spot
where she had stood when John came
dashing up to tell her that he was going
to the war. She reached out and took

his hands, and for a time neither of themn
spoke,
*“Tress, he died for his country.”

TOOK SPECIAL INTEREST IN JOUHN ARCHER.

*And for me,"” she said,

“Yee-a. He lny a long timein the hos-
pital, and we thnnght he was going to
get well, but a sudden change eame, and
he died, He begged to be buried under
the tres where he fell, and we buried
hun there."”

“But did he send no word to me

*Oh, yes, he talked about you a great
deal. He was brave, and if he had come
Jback you would have married a hero.”
| And it was Henry Archer and Tress
Pryor who went every vear to decornte
the grave under the willow, They be-
came well known in the neighborhood,
"tndl school ehildren nsed to climb high
ap the mountain side and get strange
towers for them.,  Henry moved to the
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porthwest, tmt on time every vear e gl sand, Tookinig “You “a re in

would get off the train at the wilk st
tion near Tross” home,

Unoe thine when he came she said to
him:

It doesn’t ook right to dreag von
awny from your business every your,
My time, yon know, doesn't mmonnt tw
anything."

“Mine doesn't amount to so very
much,” ho answored; “and besiides it isa
great pleasure to go there,"

“Yes, it is.  But tell me, Henry,
In it you have never married?"”

“Oh, I don't know. Becanss thers
have been so many divorees, 1 suppose™

“That's n queer renson,  But it isn'y
the reason, and you know it," she addea,
looking him full in the eye.

why

HE HAD BHIZED HER HANDS,

STWell," he replied, avoiding her gaze,
“if that isn't the reason I don't know
what it is. Perhaps 1 had a canse o
good while ago."

“And you have forgotten what it
was," she said, laughing, but in her
laugh there was more of sadness than of
mirth., After o time she asked, *Do vou
think & man's love s as constant s n
woman's?"

“Not always, but sometimes,” he an-
swered,

“Buat do you believe that a man or a
woman can love twice with equal devo-
tion?’

“Idon't know how it may be with
others,” he answered, “but 1 could never
love but onee.”

*Oh, you huve been in love, then, have
you!"

“Tomorrow we start for the grave”
hier i,

“Yes, but you have not answered my
question.”

1 will answer it at the grave.”

- - L] L] - -
It was the 30th of last May, Henry
and Tress sat under the willow, An-

other generation of school children had
brought violets from wild places and hul
gathered blossows on the wountain side,
The grave was abluze with red roses,
white dogwood blossoms and bluebells,
The sun was low, The cows, ringing
their bells, were going home, Henry
told o story which so often he had re-
liatend:

CThe skinmish was sharp, almost a
battle, and there was danger everywhere,
but John wis too beave to stand  behind
the tree. | wus not fur away, and the
bullets were buzzing thicker than bum-
blebees in our meadow, bat somehow |
wias not afraid of being hit—any mind
was centered onJohn,  What differeuce
could it have winde if 1 had been shot?

“Don't talk that wuay,” she inter-
rupted,

*But why shonld I have cared for my-
gelf? There was no one at home waiting
for me to come back u hero,” He punsed
for a few moments, “Anincrease in the
firing to the left cansed me to turn in that
direction, and when [ looked back John
was down."

“You have never pointed out the place
where the hospital stood,” she said,

He was silent for atime. I don't like

'to think of the hospital.”

SWhy?' she nsked,
“Oh, on account of a woman!"
“Yon have answered me at the grave,"

Wiy,
love with her”

“No, I wasn't, Tross,”

“Yeu, you were,”

S swonr | wasn't,"

*Yes, vou wers,"

“Tress, | hated her.”

“Hiated her!  What for?™

“Becuuse she was vour enviny,”

“My enemy! Henrey, T don't know
what you mean. How could she be uin
enemy”

“She loved John,"

“Oh, and is that alle"

“AlL" he  repeated,
enonghi

“To have mudo her my enemy? No™

“Dut—bnt—it"s got tocome now, John
loved her,"

“How do yon know? 8he was so
quict that he was surprised at her,

“1 might ns well tell yon all now,
Here” He took from his pocket an old
and fuded letter.  “He told me to give
you this, but I hadn't the heart, Read
it."

The letter was brief, It was the break-
Ing of an engagement,  Sherewd the let
ter and quictly handed it back to him.
He gazed at her in astonishment,

*lsn't  that

“Tress,” he ered, “on his deathbed
he married that woman.” She did not
unswer,

1 say he married her,”

“Well?

“Is it possible? Tress, I ought to have
tolld you—ought to have given you the
letter—but 1 thought you worshiped
bim. And why have you decorated his
graveo all these years?”

“Becanse he was your brother,”

“What! I—=I—dm't"—

“Henry, oh, how stupid yor have been,
you''—o

She did not complete the sentence. Hae
had seized her hands, *Meoreiful heaven,
girl, I have always loved yon!"

*And, precious, I never loved John, be-
cause | loved you, but I was afraid you
would despise me if I were not true to
his memory. Yon engaged me to him, 1
don’t know how, but you did."

The sun was down, and the musio of
the cowbells was far away.

Orie READ.

Tired of It.

They have an amateur dramatic society
ia Connenut, O,, that played s tragedy the
other night, in one scene of which Ronalda
thrusts his head out of the second story win
dow of a prison and eries to Madeline, who
s trylng to get him out;

“Fly, dearest!  Leave me to my fate!”

This was Honaldo's first appenrance on
any stage, and he was considerably eon
fusedd. When he eame to the above scene,
be lost his bulanee nnd fell heavily to the
floor,  Ralsing himself partially npowml
guzing mournfully upon the audience, he
sadd {non sd volee:

“By gosh, Tdon't want to act any more!”
—Exchnnge

On a Plane,

As & magnificent steamer, the propety
of the Penlnsulur and Orientul compiny,
was steaming into Southampton borbor a
grimy conl lighter flonted immedintely in
front of it,  An oMeer o bonred the vessel,
observing this, shiouted;

“Clear out of the way with that barge ™

The lighterman, a native of the Emerald
Isle, shonted inreply, “Are ye the swptain
of thint vesse|*"”

UNO answered the officer,

“Then spake 1o yer niguals,” sald Pat
*1'm the captain of this.” —London Figaro.

A Remnrkably Gocd Boy,

Mother—1ow's this, sir?  The teachier
BAYS VoL Were ol mt wchool lllin}', and the
neighbors tell me you were playiog in the
plroal.

Little Jobupoy—Th' prencher salil we
musti't go where we'll hear anything im
progur,

“What would you hear at schiool, 1 shioulid
like to know?"

CTHY tenchier sald thut wuday we was Lo
begin on improper fenctions, " - Good News
Benting Dame Nature,
Drommer—It just beats all,  U'm travel
ing for an umbrella house, and every plac
U've struck bas been suffering from toe

drought,

Inventor—I am travellng with a r o pro
ducing apparatus, and every town ['ve
struck was Koee deep o mud,

Drummer
New York Weekly.

Clerk of e Seur Town -h:|v,

an affliotion my physiclan

pix hottlos.

|
s
é

I say, let's truvel together — |

42 Prescriptions Failed

BUr

Hood’s Cured

Scrofula - Lost 40 Pnundl In a Year

Mr. (Jao. w. wrwr
Kingshury
County, South Dakota, says!

“p eortify that T was slek for four years with

cilledd sorafinli

Blotches Came Out

all aver my body, and swelllng on the right siile
of the nock, and In less t
poutids i fesh.
Tonps, our deagglst, to try TTood's Barsaparida.

e 1 hadd lost 400
1. L.

iy
I wos indueed by

Ho Insisted on my giving it a Gl triad, by using

After taking the fourth hottle the
lotelies began W dispppear, a8 did also the
mp in my neek, and 1 soon hegan to

Cain in Flesh
I still contlnued to take the medicine for fone

months, and at the end of that thne there was

none of the disease in my system, il 1 wos as

HOOD’S

Sarsaparilla

CURES

well and streng as cver. [ ook upon Hoowd's

Barsaparilla as one of the greatest remedies of

tho day. " . W, Doxen, Oseeola, 8, Dakota.

‘| can Vouch for the Truth
Of the above letter from Goeorge Doner. T ean
sliow 42 prescriptions 1 put up for him, which
aid Bim no good, 1 perswaded him (o take
HMeod's Sarsaparitia amd he 1« entively eured.'
1. L. Tenns, druggist, Triguols (formerly of
tl-n- ecoln,) South Dakota,

Hoon's PiLLS cure tonstip |.III-II by restors
tng the peristaltic ae tlon of the wlliventary eanak

L T O L T TR
E/AFVUR AUE CAL 4 ¢ 4 o ¢ § DETDRD
SEEFRPR s A s s b el
SAFE, CLEAN,
ECONOMICAL,
and SATISFACTORY.

This refers to Gas, whether used
as a fuel or an illuminant. Recent
changes in the home plant ennble

The Lincoln Gas Co.

tor furnish the very finest gas at the
lowest figures  obtainable any-
where in the United States, under
similar conditions,

Fuel Gas is sold at the
ingly low rate of $1.35 per thou-
sand fect, and Humimating Gas at
£1.80 per thousand feet.

exceed-

Call up Telephone No. 75 and
arrange fora trinl of this unap-
proachable fuel.  House connec-
tions for fuel gas made without
charge to the consumer, There
are over 200 gasstoves in Lincoln,
costing on an averageless than $3
per month each for fuel,

e

DR. T. O'CONNOR,

IBgevvaniy et Lip Vhinrele

CURES CANCERS, TUMORS,

of Kulle,

a Siurise )

Wons and Fietulas withogt the gse
1 hilaraform

o JOHME AN At

LINLULN NEB.

STIFF HATS MADE T0 ORDER

From $2.50 to &4 50,

Lincoln Stiff Hat Factory,

N. W, Cor, 13th and O Sts.

Old Hats Blocked, Cleaned, Dyed, and
made as good as New. Al kinds
of Repair Work done.




