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R ead This Carefully

I am making lots of Farm Loans.

There are reasons for this. 1 can close a
loan for you in three days after taking your
application, for these reasons:

You do not have to wait and pay for a
man to examine the land. My company has
oceans of money. You do not wait for them
to sell your loan in New York or London
before getting the cash,

Yon can Pay Off at Any Time,

without giving a day's notice of your inten-
tion so to do. All other companies require
from 30 to 60 days notice on this point.

I have so many different plans for making
loans that some one is bound to suit. No
one can give better rates. o i C——J o

J H. BAILEY"Red=Cloud.

Embt;oidered Collgrs

We have this week received an elegant
line of the very latest patterns in Embroid-
ered Collars, which will be sold at honest
prices. To make room for our new spring
stock of Laces and Embroideries we quote
the following prices on embroidery and lace

Remnants and 0Odd Pieces:

2¢ Laces and Embroideries at...................... 1@
8¢ Laces and Embrolderies at..............coviniis 2c
70¢ Laces and Embrolderiesat................ .. 8¢
28¢ Luces and Embroideriessat.................. 13¢
80¢ Laces snd Embrolderiesat. . ................ 28¢

» $1.00 Luces and Embroideriesat............... 80¢c

Fancy - Combs - and - Halrpins

of the latest styles, and at lowest prices.

F. NEWHOUSE.

R.obinson
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CHAPTER B8IX-—~Continued,

“Isn't It good to be an American?”
asked Jessle, an her hand stole Iinto
John's. Just then a full-rigged ship,
making from Boston Harbor, spread
her salls and stood out past them.
Joaste looked at her as Loheugrin
might have looked at the swan, and
whispered:

“Wasn't It Longfellow who stood
bere and felt with us:

"" noul Is full of longing

or the mecret of the sea;

And the heart of the frnnl peean
Bands a thrilling pulse through me?

“Yes, Jessle, not only Longfellow,
but Emerson, Hawthorne, Thoreau and
Channing dreamed here,” sald John.
But, Jessle, poetry makes poor feeding.
I'm hungry.”

“S8o am 1" laughed Jesale. “Come
on, I'll race you to the inn!" amnd
she sprang to her saddle before John
could aasist her.

Plcking their way carefully down
the steep hill, they reached the hard
roadbed. Then Jessle spoke to her
horse and dashed ahead. Bhe was a
good rider, and, though it was a close
race, John gallantly conceded defeat.
In the dinlng-room were many guests
from Boston and they united to make
& merry party. It was three o'clock
when they started again for Nantas
ket. The five miles they covered at a
cantar.

As Jobm helped Jessle from her
horse at Nantasket some one touched
him on the shoulder, John turned.
“Haou de ye dew, John?" exclalmed
a strange figure of a man, standing
there all grins. "I swan, I'm glad ter
g®e yo up an’ ‘round agin! Haou de
ye dew, John? Haou alr ye?"

“All right, 8am,” sald John shaking
hands.

Bam was the country sport of Rocky
Woods, with a fame extending to Co-
hasset and not wholly uaknown in
Hingham. It was Baturday, and Sam
was Io gala attire. He was tall and

awkward, Hig Iarge, good-natured
mouth, wide open, displayed rows of

& Burden

'

WHITE” OUSE Staple and Fancy
. COFFEE '  GROCERIES

with your breakfast. It hasa flavor that's all
ita own—you don't get it in any other brand,
8

't in nold L d a-pound cans unly.
t’u.tll J :-mymu:n:i.;lull?::d full !I.n‘l'gnh{.

OWINELL-WRIGHT CO.,Boston.

TELEPHONE No. 4.

i Coal.

i SAY, MNISTER :
3
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Do you know that it will |Imy YOU, as

woll us USRS, to buy your Buailding Ma :

terial and Coal at ouryardsy Not only ]

that our prices AVERAOE lower, or ut S

lenst as low, ns those of our compaotit-

ors, but sEcAUSE we take especial care !

of and protect ull ean be classod as -
E
g
1 3

REGULAR CUSTOMERS,

FREES CO. 5
Lumber. ¢
$
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PLATT &
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TRADERS LUMBER CO.

DEALERS IN

Lumber and Coal,

BUILDING MATERIAL, ETC.
Red Cloud, - - - Nebraska.

and cross
Srom Mother Grasy's Saoet Powders 1
children

To Mothers In this Town, -

Children who mie deliente, feverish
will get Immedinte pe :--!‘

For

agninst Fire, Lightuing, Oy

They clennse the stomineh, clones and Windstorms, see

mebl on the liver, making s sickly

sivoug nnd henlthy
for worms
S ample free, Addres<, Allen 3. Ol
ated, LeRoy, N Y,

M

child
A eertnin |||»..l JNO- .0 ST‘NSER,
Bold by all droggists, 250 | agent for the Farmers Union Insur
unee Co, Lineoln, Neb,, the boest in
sursnce company in the state

white teeth; his small blue eyes twin.
| kled shrewdly, and his ears stood clear

| of & mass of red halr.

John glanced at Jessle and the
‘laughter In her eyes was a sufficlent
| hint.

“Mlss Carden, let me present Mr.
Rounds, a schoolmate and neighbor.”

Sam doffed his cap with a sweeping
bow.

“Dellghted ter meet ye, Mlss Car-
den,” he exclaimed, with a sincerity
| which did not belle hils words. He ex-
tended a huge hand. “Have often seen
'ye ridin' by and heerd all erbout that

alr runerway., 1 swan, that was a
' mighty ticklish shave fer ye, Miss
Carden, Tell ye what let's do! Let's
have some sody waler an' lee eream,
It's my treat to-day! Sold a hosa this
mornin' an’ made forty-two dollars
clean profit on him, IU'm great on
hosses, Miss Carden., John, here, runs
ter books an® studyin’ an’ all that. But,
as 1 say, my strong holt Is hosses,
They say we all has our little weak.
nesses—present company, of course,
expected, Let's go an' git that sody
an' fee cream.” And Sam led the
way to a pavilion and Impressively or-
dered the suggested refreshments,
F Jossle engaged Sam in conversation,
langhing merrily at his odd remarks
and storles, He pointed to an old
farmer who drove past In a rickety
wapon.

“Thoere gooes olid man Shaw,” sald
Bam., “He lves down the road from
our house, an' he's & greal character,
Yosterday mornin® Mrs, Shaw told the
old man the elstern orter be eleaned
out. It hadn't ralned fer so long that
the water was all gone, and she 'lowed
It wag & good ehance tow clean It ont,
Old man Bhaw ‘lowed she was right,
bt sald Pis rheamaties was so all
fired bad It wonldn't dew fer him tew
go down intew no damp place lke a
cistera: Jo he lowered the old woman
an’' sent her down a pall of water an'
some soap an' a scerubbin® brosh,

"I go down tew the postofilee
an’ see i thare's a letter, an' then
come back and pull ye out.” he hollered
down the openin'. She said, *All right'
an' went tew work., Old man Shaw
wont tew the postofice, ashed for a
letter, an' of course, thare warn't none

IN su RAN CE He started back, an' was just passin'
i the cobbler's plaee, when he mel

Jones,

“Whare ye goln't he asked old man
Blhiaw.

““The old woman's cleanin' the cla-
tern, an' I've got tew go home an' haul
ber out,’ says Shaw.

“'‘She aln't got it done yet,' says

All righta CoryRionT, 1Wd. BY
ﬂ:lﬂ A J.,l!‘llli BioppuLm
re—— - i’

this noaccount Jones. ‘It takes a pow-
orful long tie ter clean a clstern out

proper. Bill an’ Gus is down stalrs
waitin’ fer ye. Let's play 'em one
game, an’' then ye can go bhome an'
pull the old woman up.”

“As | sald before, it's always dark
down In Jones' basement, an’ none on
‘em took any account on what was
goin' on. You know how It ralned
yesterday mornin’? It started in tew
pour ‘long about uine o'clock.” Sam
paused to laugh. “When old man
Shaw came out er Jones' basement,
the gutters was full of water an’ the
raln was comin' down in sheets. For
three hours it had been rainin’ cats
an' dogs!

“0Old man Shaw was plumb scared
ter death. He ran all the way home.
Every time he looked at a gutter-spout
he nearly fainted away. He come tew
his place an’' ran ‘round the back way.
He looked down the hole an’ saw noth-
in" but water.

“‘Sallie! Sallle!" he hollered.

“The old woman was standin’ on
top the bottom of the pall, up agin
the wall, The water was up tew her
chin, but she was mad all over, an' she
hadn't lost her voice.

“'Ye've come at last, Bill Bhaw,
have ye? sghe sald. ‘You haul me
outer here quicker'n scat, an' when |
gets up I'll seratch yer eyes out! Ye
done this on purpose! Ye haul me
out, an' I'll ix ye fer this day’'s work!’

“The old man lowered a rope, an'
after a hard tussle hauled her up.
The nelghbors say she mopped him all
over the yard, an' | say It sarved him
right.”

Sam related several other ineldents
in the career of the Bhaws, and Jessle
laughed until the tears ran down her
cheeks., They bid Sam good-day, and
watched him until he disappeared with
the famous trotter In a cloud of dust.

After supper they waited for the ris-
ing of the full moon. They saw the

stately orb of night break above the
ocean's rim and blend its white light
with the pink afterglow of sunset.
Bathed in her flood, they turned their
horses homeward, riding through a
shadowed and shimmering falryland.
The gnarled and wind-wrenched ap-
ple trees were etched in lines of welrd
beauty against the sky. The rugged
stone walls were softened, and faded
away Into dreamy perspectives,

In the years which followed, how the
scenes and incldents of that summer
came back to John Burt! Under many
skies he recalled the happy hours
spent with Jessle Carden. Agaln he
drifted with her In a boat, floating at
will of breeze and tide, her hand trall-
ing in the water, and the murmur of
her voice In hls ears. Again they
walked down the wooded path, while
the hlack of the night stood ke a wall
in front of them, and Jessle clutched
at his arm when an owl sounded his
solemn ery,

Jessle was golng to Vassar, and
John had passed the examination
which admitted him to Harvard, He
found that he could study much better
under the shade of the Bishop trees
than in any other spot, and Jessie
held the text-books while he recited.
The weeks glided by like a dream.

One day In autamn he stood by her
slde on the station platform in Hing-
ham. As# the traln rumbled in, some-
thing rose to his throat and a film
stole over his eyes.

“Good-by, John!"

“Good-by, Jessle!"

The traln glided out from ihe sta-
tion; a little hand fluttered & lace
handkerchlef from a window; a sun-
burned palr waved in reply., Jessle
had gone back to Boston,

——— e =

CHAPTER SEVEN.,
Arthur Morris.

When Randolph Morrls had amassed
a couple of millions in New York bank-
ing and stock manipulation, he decided
to' establish o New England country
place in keeplng with his wealth and
station. He selected a site pear 1ling
ham, overlooking Massachusetis bay,
with a distant view of the ocean, For
yonrs workmen wore busy with the
preoat stone mausion, Terraces, vers
urt in tuef gave begt. to the sur
ronding rock now  soltenod with
vines, Stables, conservatories, and
lodges lent new distinetion to the land:
soape,

'he eldest of the Morris ehildren
wus Arthur, the helr to the bulk of the
Morris fortunes., Ills nge was twen-
ty-four, and his experience In certaln

wan of medium helght and stevky build

| pade with a forelgn actress, but the

L of the great Russian
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with features of aristocratie mold, bul
weakonad and puffed as from hablton |
oxcesses. He had recently attalned |
the potoriety of an unconditional ex |
pulsion from Yale. His name hac
figured in New York prints in an eésca

story was denled and suppressed be
fore it reached the usual climax.

Commencement days were past. One
June morning Jessle Carden arrived
in Hingham, and was met by Mr. and
Mrs. Bishop in the old family ear-
riage. Arthur Morris also chanced to
be at the station. As Jessie Cuﬂeni
ran forward and affectionately greeted
her relatives, Arthur Morris gazed at
bher with a scrutiny too close to be
condoned as “s well-bred stare.” Bho;
wore & gray traveling dress, and look-
ed so charming that one might be
pardoned for an almost rude admira-
tion.

“Oad, but she's a beauty!" he ex-
claimed, as Jessie stepped Into the ear-
riage. “Thank God there's at least
one good-looking girl In the nelghbor.
hood! Who the devil is she? Stranger, |
I suppose. James," he sald in & low
volce, addressing his tiger, “get In and '
be ready to take the horses If I tell
”u'u

“Yes, sir,” repllied the boy solemnly,
ralsing a gloved hand to his hat. Un-'
der a strong curb the horses followed
the Bishop vehicle.

Delighted to return to the country,
Jessle Carden little suspected that her
arrival bad so aroused the blase blood
of the banker millionaire’'s son. It
was a long drive, but at last Arthur
Morris saw the carrlage turn Into the
Bishop yard. He drove leisurely past
the place till he regained the main

On the old bridge spanning the
creek he met a young man in a light
road wagon. Morris balted his team,
and signaled the driver with a wave
of his hand.

“] say, who lives in the big house to
the south, on this side of the road?"

“Mr. Bishop lives there—Mr. Thom-
as Bishop,"” replied John Burt.

“Thanks,” sald Arthur Morris with
a short bow. “Any daughters? I'm
a new comer in this lotallty,” he ex:
plained with a smile meant to be con
fiding.

“Mr. Bishop has no daughter,” sald
John, proud to give information on a
subject so dear to him. “The young
lady In their carriage was probably
Miss Carden. Bhe spends the sum
mer geasons with them. Bhe's ex
pected to-day from Boston."

“Carden? Carden?” repeated Monr
ris, as If the matter were merely of
passing moment. “I fancy I've heard
of her people.”

“Her father is a Boston banker.”

“Ah, yes; | know, Lovely old place
—that of the Bishops—isn't it? Fine
old gables, and an air of age—Pilgrim
Fathers, and all that sort of thing,
don't you know. Think I'll try to In-
duce the governor to buy it. Lovely
day! Delighted to have met you, Mr.
—Mr. Brown. Git up, you brute!" and |
the tandem was lashed past John
Burt. |

That evening after dinner Arthur
Morris found his father in the II-;
brary. For some time both smoked
in silence.

“1 say, governor,” sald Arthur, as if
the thought had suddenly occurred to
him, “do you know any Cardens In
Boston?"

“] know Marshall Carden, the bank-
er,” growled the millionalre. “What
about him?"

“Oh, nothing much,” rejoined the
son carelessly, “What's he worth?"

“He's worth more than he'll be
agaln,” sald Randolph Morrls grimly. |
“He's In L. & O. stock up to his neek.
If you knew as much about stocks as
you do about trousers, that would
mean something to you—but it doesn't.
Carden Is supposed to be worth half &'
milllon. When he gets through with |
1. & O, some one else will have the |
money and he'll have experience, What |
do you want to know about Carden?
Has he a daughter?’ The old man
looked sharply at Arthur Morris.

(To be continued.) ‘

One on Senator Overman.

Senator Overman was recently im
North Carolina to act as attorney for
defendants in a murder trial. He
climbed into a bootblack's chair in
Sallsbury one day. The negro boy
was rather bright and the senator en-
gaged him in conversation.

“Who I8 the governor of this state?”
asked the senator.

“l doan' no', boss,"” was the reply,
for which the senator chided the boot-
black. Gov. Charlle Ayecock 18 very
popular in the old North state, and
Democrats think everybody ought to
know his name.

The polishing of the senator's shoes
proceeded, and the negro lad seemed
to be In & mental abstraction. But he
soon broke the sllence.

“Boss,” he inquired, “who am the
gubehnor of Mississippi?"

The senator had to admit that he
could mnot remember.—Washington |
Post.

Advisers of the Czars,

The great czars of Russin, somebody
gr'Yy when hey want a man, go out
into tne street and find one, It 1s
another way of saving that the ezar's
ministers spring from nowhere. It is
almost true. Russie has had an em
press who hegan life ag « peasant and
Jda Sweldlsh dragoon and It wag
an Armenian who all but destroyed
the autocracy of the eczars and sef
Russin among the progressive natiorg
Soercius De Witte, descondant of a
Dutchiman, started at a wavside ralk |
way statlon on a carcer which has
brought him almost at the head of the |
state, 8o, too, with the man who to
day holds the key of all the mysteries
war machine, |
Alexel Nicholalevitch Kuropatkin be |
gan life as a sublientenant.—Londom |

Wi

walters that of o man of forty. He

Answers, '
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Thousands Have Kidney
Trouble and Never Suspect it.

How To Find Out,

Fill a bottle or commeon glass with your
water and let it stand twenty-four hours ;
asediment or set-
thing indicatesan
unhealthy con-
“ dition of the kid-
neys; if it stains
your linen it is
evidence of kid-
ney trouble ; too
frequent desire
to pass it or pain
in the back is
also convincing proof that the kidneys
and bladder are out of order.

What

To Do.

There is comfort in the knowledge so
often expressed, that Dr. Kilmer's
Swamp-Root, the ;fmt kidney remedy,
fulfills every wish in curing rheumatism,
pain in the back, kidneys, liver, bladder
and every part of the urinary ge.
It corrects inability to hold water
and ncnldil:,;'('rln in passing it, or bad
effects following use of liguor, wine or
beer, and overcomes that unpleasant ne-
cessity of being compelled to go often
during the dn{., and to ﬁt up many
times during the night. e mild and
the extraordinary effect of 5 Root
is soon realized. It stands the highest
for its wonderful cures of the most dis-
tressing cases. If you need a medicine
you should have the best. Sold by drug-
gists in fifty-cent and one-dollar sizes,

You may bhave a sample bottle and a
book that tells all
about it, bothsent free
by mail. Address Dr.
R?;Imer & Co., Bing-
hamton, N. Y., When RNomeof Svamp-Reot.
writing mention this paper and don't
make any mistake, but remember the
name, Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, and
the address, Binghamton, N. Y.

FEMALE
WEAKNESS

fosa oo,

Periodical headaches tell of fe-
- e weakness, Wine of C":!cull
res permanently nineteen ou
every twenty mel’ of irregular

aenm. beariﬂ do‘.mm;

Were welcomed to

Western
Canada

They are settlecd and settling

n the Grain and Gracing

nds there, and are healthy,
prosperous and satisfied,

Sir Wilfred Laurier, speakir
of Canuda, recently said: °
pew star has risen upon the
horizon, and It is toward it that
every Immigrant who leaves
the nmd of his ancestors to
come and scek a bhome for
himscll now turns his gase'"—

There Ia

Room for Millions.

FREREK llomesteads to every
hend of a Mamily, Mchools,
Churches, Rallwayes, Mar-
kets, Climate—everything to
be desired.

For a descriptive Atlus and
other information, apply teo
Superintendent Immigration,
Ottawa, Canada; or authorized
| Canadian Governmenst o

W. V. BENNETT,

-, 801 New York Life Bldg., Omaha, Neb,
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(Don'T BE FooLED!)

Uenulne ROCKY MOUNTAIN TEA

Is put up in wiite packages, manufactured

exclusively by the Madison Medicine

Co., Madison, Wis. Sells at 35 cents a
kage. Al otherd are rank imitations

and substitutes, don't risk your health b

taking them . THEGENUINE makes slc

wpia Well, Keeps you Well, All Honest
alers sell the Genuine.

\_HOLLISTER DRUG CO, Madison, qu

e e ———————
CHICHESTER'S ENGLIGH

NHVRGYAL BiLs

BAFE, Alwnyorslinbie. Ladles, ans Druggl
~r CHICHESTERS ENGLIS
in RED sod Gigld netallis boges sealed
#y - th blga ribbon. Tuke ne other, Tune
Dungerous Subistitutions nnd Imiie-
Usns, Buy of your Diruggist, or wend 4o, 1o
tamps ke Partlealurs, Testimonlals
and “Rollef for Ladles,™ in leiier, by pe.
all t‘q‘!.h“!.“. l'i:‘.iu:lu ||--I1'I1\;J!ﬂ|l':i|;‘;| iy
u s chester { hom e
Ll Madisow sauure, PHILA, PA.

PARKER'S
HAIR BALSA
et atid besutifies the ir.
wivsles & loxurisnt  growth.

Neover Fails to liestore Oray

Haulr to l:o ‘lomhm* 95 OF.
Cures sealp o m'".ﬁ halr failing.
S, wind g0 st Diruggisa

~
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