GAPITAL AND SURPLUS:
$60,000.

GEORGE HOCKNELL, Président. " B. M. FREES, Vice President.
A. CAMPBELL, Director.

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL:

$100,000.
e

W. F. LAWSON, Cashier.

S. L. GREEN, Director.

"3 Paid Up

residents.

—=

' H Collections made on all accessible points.
; on prineipal cities of Europe,

V. FRANKLIN, President,
A. C. EBERT, Cashier,

C
The First National Baunk, Lincoln, Nebraska,
The Chemical National Bank, New York City,

_The Gitizens Bank of McGook,

INCORPORATED UNDER STATE LAWS.

Capital, $50,000.

DOES A

General Banking Business.

Drafts drawn directly
Tuxes paid for non-
Money to loan on farming lands,

elty and personal property.

ICKETS FOR SALE TO AND FROM EUROPE

OFFICERS:
JOHN R, CLARK, Vice Pres.
THOS, I, GLASSCOTT, Ass. Cash,
ORRESPONDENTS:

- — i

CAPITAL

C. E. SHAW,

NEBRASKA

Loan and Banking Co

McCOOK, NEBRASKA.

President.
CHAS, A, VAXPELT, Treasurer.

= s B
L}

ﬁ“\

PAID IN, $50,000.00

General Banking Buasiness Transacted.
Prompt Money for
Malke Farm and City Loans at L.owest
Cuarrent Rates and Pay Money When the
Title is Complete.

Everybody. We

OFFICERS:

P. A. WELLS,
Vice Pres’t.

JAY OLNEY,
Cashier,

PETER PENNER

wishes to announce that his stock of

Summer Lap Robes and Blankets

is complete, and also directs attention to his line of

WHITE RUBBER TRIMMED HARNESS,

o finest ever brought to Western Nebraska.

West Dennison St. McCOOK, NEBRASKA.

BSO,000.00!

TO LOAN ON

\mproved Farms in Red Willow Gounty

AT 8% PER CENT. 8%

?ﬁo EDGBCHJ %O‘Ht‘!t‘f on g'tamb
McCook Loan and Trust Co.

IS5 0rFrFicE 1IN FirsT NATIONAL BANE.

CircleFrout LiveryStable
GRAY & EFIKENBERRY, Props.

The Best Equipment in the Republican Valley.

G Hockaell Lmer (0

LUMBER!

Sash, Doors, Blinds, Lime, Cement,

HARD AND SOFT COAL.

— e e TEOF W

C. H. BOYLE,
LAND - ATTORNEY,

Bix years’ experience in Government
Land Cases.

Real Estate, Leans and Irsarance.

NOTARY PUBLIC.

{3 Office upstairs in the Beott building,
south of Commereial Hotel, McCook, Neb.

THE - COMMERCIAL - HOTEL,

GEO. E. JOHNSON, Frop.
McCOOK, - NEBRASKA.

This house has been completely renovated
and refurnished throughont, and is first-clase
in every respect. Rates reasonabel.

A. J. RITTENHOUSE, W_.R. STamg,
MeCook. Indianola

RITTENHOUSE & STARR,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW

OFFICES AT
McCOOK and INDIANOLA.

J. BYRON JENNINCS,
ATTORNEY -AT-LAW

Will practice in thestate aud United Stateg
courts, and before the U. 8. Land offlces,
Careful attemtion given to collections
Otfice over the Nebraska Loan and Banki
Co., McCook. :

THOS. COLFER,
ATTORNEY - AT-LAW

AND NOTARY PURLIC.

Real Estate Boucht and Sold and Collec-
tions made. Money Loaned on real estate
and final preof. Agent Lincoln Land Co,
Office in Phillips-Meeker bloek.

HUGH W. COLE,
LAWYER.

McCOOK, - NEBRASKA.

Will practice in all courts. Commercial
and Corporation law a specialty.

MONEY TO LOAN.
Rooms 4 and 5 First National Bank Building.

Dr. A. P. WELLES,
HOMEOPATHIC

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
MeCOOK, - NEBRASKA.
Special attention given to diseases of Women
and Children. The latest improved methods of
Eleotricity used in all cases requiring such treat-
ment. Office over McMillen's Drug Store. Res-
idence, North Maln Street.

B. B. DAVIS, M. D,

PHYSIC1AN and SURGE ON

McCOOK - NEBRASKA.

OFFICE HOURS: 9to11a.m., 2to5p. m.,T
to @ p. m. Ihave associated with me in practics,
Dr. C. H. JONES,

who will answer calls promptly in town or
country. Rcoms: Over First National Bank.

BUCKLIN’S ARNICA SALVE.

The Besr SALvVE in the world for euts, brulses,
sores, ulcers, salt rheum, fever sares, tetter,
chapped hands, chilblains, corns, and all skin
eruptions, and positively cures piles, or no pay
required. It is guaranteed to give perfect satls-
faction or .ioney refunded. Price 35 cents per
box. Forsale by A. McMillen.

T T W T T e ——

Death in the Desert.

It has just come to light that a
party of Chinese, who attempted to
smuggle themselves into the United
States from lower (aliiornia, got
lost on the desert and had a terrible
experience, one of the party dying of
thirst and exposure. They found
the frontier so closely gnarded that

they stole a march toward the east”
ward and got into the desert. Here
they got lost and wandered aimless-
ly around for several days, suffering
unutterable agonies.

One of the Mongolians wasa youth
of some 14 years. He gave out un-
der the terrible suffering and became
erazy. In his ravings he imagined
the blistering sands were limpid wat-
er and eagerly filled his parched
mouth with the burning particles.
This only added to his horrors, and
pretty soon he lay down to die, his
companions being in too pitilul a
condition to render him any assist.
ance. Here they heaped a pile ol
sand upon him and left him alone to
| sleep his last long slumber, whila
they, with swollen tongues, aching
limbs and heavy hearts, continued
their aimless wanderings—lost in a
tragless desert. It is asserted that
they at last reached therailroadand
soon reached Los Angeles, minus
everything thev had attempted to
bring into the country except the
clothes upon their backs. They had
thrown away the bundlescontaining
the many things the Chinese hold
dear, all of which mark their track
upon the waste sands.

As the almond eyed ones have a
system of spreading information
among themselves, it is quite likely
this terrible experience will prevent
any more of them attempting to in-
vade the United States via the desers
route.—San Diezo Union.

-—_-_._—-—*y.-b————-—-—
y He Forgot Eighteen Thousana
Dollars,

About 9:15 o'clock on Tuesday
morning A, D, Westfield, a wealthv
resident ot New York, was ferventiy
congratulating himself on the recov-
ery of $18,000, which came very near
startling and sorely tempting some
Palaco hotel chambermaid. On gce
ing to bed Iate Monday night West-
field placed SI8,000 in bills under
the mattress of his bed, and when he
arose Tuesday morning shortly be-
fore the departure oi the overland
train by the southernroute he foroot
this money in the haste of his prepa-
rations for leaving in company with
a party of acquaintances with whom
he had expected tomakehisoverland
trip.

He had just crossed the gangplank

he suddenly turned pale and exclaim.
ed: “My God! I forgot something."”’
He rushed back, jumped into a car-
riage and ordered the driverto hurry
him to the Palace. When hereached
the hotel he dashed up to his room.
No servant had as yet enteredit, and
all was as when he left. He quickly
turned up the mattress and there
was his money right where he had
pet it. His satisfaction quite over-
balaneed his annoyanee at missing
his train and friends and he did not
objeet a bit at waiting for the even-
ing train, which he took alone.—San
Franciseo Chronicle.
———ll) - & E———————
The Stove of the Future,

“That fooks neat,” was theremark

to the stove man. “What 9’

is it?
“It is the new gas stove. The day
will come when all the world who can
get at it will want te do its summer
coaking by gas, and maybe its win.
ter cooking as well. This stove, yon
see, has burners for all the stove
holes and two ewvens. It admits air
into the gas at the point of eombus-
tion and makes s bunsen flame of
each. We ran all the burners full
blast for twe: heurs the other day,
having the meter taken before and
after, and it eost exaetly twelve
cents. We ean raise & kettle of cold
water to boiling in seven minutes
and all you have todo is touch a
match to the gas and your fire is
eoing. Handseme, too, isn't it?
Looks like a stylish fancy r1ange.”’—
Lewiston Jeurnal.
—_———— - E—

Brave Though Wealthy.

Mr. John Collins Wood, of Kem
tucky, is perkhaps, the richest Jack
tar living, having had many vicissi-
tudes. The death of his father and
reverses of fortune making him adry
goods salesmanin New York. the
death of a rich unele in Paris gave

and sent him to Atlantic City in
search of lost health. Here he lives
in ahotel, but belongsto the life sav-
ing crew, wears surfman’s garb, and
serves recularly in the life boat, al-
leviating the hardships of his com-
rades with his free purse.—Harper’s
Bazar.
—_—— S E—
Manners of Men.

A fool laughs at his own tolly and
a wise man puffs up in trying to look
unconcerned when hie hears of his own

wisdom.
It makes no difference how good
people are to a man, they are never

used to know.

The trouble of it is that n man is
never so busy taking back things
| that he does not find time to say uew
| things to take back.

You never know until the big man
wholicked you has turned the corner
how many men there were in the
crowd whose sympathies were with
you in the fight.—Atekison Globe-

of the ferryboat with hisfriends when !
f the ferryvboat with hisfriends when satomakers:

hitn an Immheritance of $2,000,000, '

as eood. in his eyes, as the folks he |

{

| thing romantie enough!

THE BLOOD-STAINED GLOVE.

“Now you will coms into my own lit-
tle work-shop, and then you will have
got over all thesight seeing," said Cap-
tzin Featherstonhaugh, bending ten-
derly toewards the lady at his side.
“Preliminaries are very fatiguing, 1
know, to our sort,” he went one hum-
orously. “Introductions to sisters,
aunts and cousins, and all the ‘sugar’
and ‘salt’ that accompanies an en-
gagement; beginning with a kiss from
Aunt Miriam, and ending with a pres-
ent from the house-keeper.
are getting on very well, yon must
allow. You have been here just
—let me see.” And Captain Feath-
erstonhaugh took out his watch
and looked at the time. “Just two
hours. In that compass you have
been stared up and down by the Mater,
Pater, and [uture sisters-in-law, and
come through all like a statue. Even
Aunt Miriam's kiss didn’t melt you.”

“I'm very odd, I know,” laughed
Miss Boscowitch, tossing aside the
white Russian furs which evelvoped
her. “I want anewsensation. Iread
people off like story books, and it is
always the same story. The only dif-
ference is the binding.”

“I very well like the binding of this
book,” said Captain Featherston-
haugh, still more tenderly.

“Pretry speeches, said Miss Dos-
cowitch, looking rather absently out
of the window, “never mean
much.”

“How cold yon are,” said Captain
Fatherstonhaugh. _
that yvou had hadsome absorbing at-
tachment betore—only I know that to
be impossible.”

“Why impossible?’
cowitch, throwing

said Miss Dos-
herself

ting it in motion.

“Becausevon would have told me,” |

gaid he, humbly, “I should have liked
you all the better for it.”

Miss Boscowitch made no reply,
but turned a large emerald rinewhich
graced the third finger of her left hand,
rather uncomfortably rouml and
round,

The man who stood before her was
the most desirable of men, and up to
the moment of entering that work-
shop—as hechose tocall thelonz, low,

luxurionsly-furnished room, which
was appropriated to him at Steppe
Castle—she had believed that the

dreams of other days had ghided out
of memory’s reach. What vibration
from the wing of destiny had touched
her now? What mystic chord had
the last few minutes spent in this
rocom set in motion?

They had met at the house of a mn-
tual friend that summer; the mutual
friend being, in this instance, one of
those unseltish individuals ealled
aidine and abetting
the promotion of other's happiness
with a heatty satisfaction. And it
was while Donald, the champion
dancer at the Blair Athole cames,
was executing a series of bewil-
dering steps, that Captain Feather-
stonhaugh had assured Miss Bosco-
witch of hisdevotion,and been assured
in his tarn of its acceptance. And

now she had come to stay at the ro- |
mantic castle of Steppe, in Perthshire, |

to be intreduced to the family of the
man whom she was abont to marry.

“Did you ever eare for anybody be- |

fore?” said Captain Featherston-

haugh, still humbly.

“Did vou?”" said Miss Boscowitch,

with a sudden flash of gaiety.

“You are evading the question,”
said Captain Featherstonbangh.

“My dear Hugh,” said Miss Bosco-
witch, laying & very pretty hand on
the voung man'sshoulder, “*when Iwas
atschool I hated Mangnall's guestions.
I never could answer one of them.
Please don’t be so tiresome as old
Mangnall. Show me vourtreasures?”’

Captain Featherstonhaich  was
head over ears in love with this sub-
tle, sophistieal, graceful girl, who was
indebted to her balf Russian parent-
age for her easy method of turning
his questions just the reads she de-
gired, and throwing such a brilliant
light on the breathing, palpitating
present, that the poor shrouded
ghosts of the past must needs have no
presence there.

“What shall I show yven first?"” he
gaid, drawine her hand within his
arm. *“I've made collections of all
sorts of bric-a-brae.”

“Show me your Beomerangs, and
dirks, and assegais." she sakl, laugh-
ing.

“Little savage,” returned ne, that
soft light, which is leve's peculiarity,
lluminating eachstrongly marked fea-
ture. “Come! 1 will show you some-
Something
that 1s more human than assecai.
Something I have ofren puzzled over,
and in my ewn elumsy fashion, twist-
ed many a little story out of.

Captain Featherstonehaugh moved
away to a eurious oak cabinet, which
completely filled a deep recess at the
end of the room, and after fumbling
in his pocket for a key, unlocked a

| drawer, the eontents of which he com-

menced to turn over, whistlineg an old
negro melody as a sort of accompani-
ment to his search.

Miss Boscowiteh did not follow him.
She remained at the mantlepiece, idly
touching first one little curio. then an-
other, not wholly happy nor wholly
sad; the normal condition of
nmany.

“Ah! here it 1s!”" eame from the ¢th-
er end of the room, in Captain Feath-
e:“‘"""ll"“- Iy Tz s | 33 N ‘

He was standinz facing Mizs Boseo-
witch and shakine something at ber.

“] was determinel not to lose it,”
he continued. *Who knows? Some
day I may find the owner.” Ashe
gpoke he came stridinz towards the
munt lepiece, where Miss Boscowitch
still stcod with an air of indolent
grace.

In his hand he held an ordinary run-
away match-box, which. with a hali-
amused smile. Mis: Boscowiteh held
out ner hand to receive. Captain

Featnerstonhaugh hesitsted a mo-
ment, then gaave it to her.
“*Well! what's in  13?” she said.

Still, we |

very |

“One would think |

into an |
American rocking-chair, and lazily set- |

the

Augh, 1 belleva

“Matches, 1 supposao
that you are piaymga jokeoffonme.
Aad then she drew the box from the
lid, and saw within a little erumplaed,
stitfened, blood-stained kid glove.

As the kid came into contact with
the paim of her hand,she turned dead
ly w?;iw. A question seemed to form
itself on lip and eye, but no words
came,

“How did it come there?” said Cap-
tain Featherstonhaugh, taking the
glova from her passive hand. “Why
don't you ask, Bertie?” :

“Teall me,” she said, simply.

“Df course .you know how aarrowly
I escaped the massacreof Isandlana””
said Captain Feat herstonhaugh. “T'he
First battalion of the second regiment
wits, as youn know, cat to pces.””

“Yes,” said Miss Boscowitch, me-
| chanieally,

“1 was =ent with a party of oflicers
to identify, if, possible, the slain,” he
went on. “On the bare, bleak field
lay the bodies of a score of men I had
{ known and loved. To identify them, for
the most part. was all but i possible.
I saw a potograph of Lady M———ly-
| ing near a wrecked traing 1 picked up
| & ring——-—"'
| Captain Featherstonhaugh paused;
[ he put his right foot meditatively on
| the fender, and gazed at the logs of
| pine which were blazing merrily and
contrasting comiortably with the child
autumnal light, which touched tha
outside landscape with its own pecul-
inr beauty. Miss Boseowiteh had never
stirred from the position into which
she had sunk. '

“I found the glove,” he continned,
meditatively, “lying at the side of an
officer bathed 1n blood. The name of
the officer was—--"

Miss Boseowiteh had
| despairing ery.

“Was?" she g?';.‘-lin'l{.

“What does it matter to you,
Bertie?" saikd Captain Featherston-
haugh. *“Why do you look hke this?
What possesses you?" -

But she eanght his arm, and her eyes
sought his so wildly, whilst her lips
repeated that one word ‘Was' so en-
treatingly, that Captain Featherston-
hangh forzot his surprise and dawn-
ing wrath in fear for her.

“Trelawny, he said, il.lﬁfii:‘-.

“Prelawny!™ As if reiteration wers

with a

risen

necded! 1 knew it! ] felt it! Oh, my
love! This woas wmy glove?”’ she ex-
claimed, in deep emotion, and then

she fell baek into therocking-chair and
sobbed as if her heart wonld break.
Lookine at the bowed ficure of the

airl hefore him, Captain Featherston-
hauzh felt that strance mixture of sen-
timents which sprine from a =snddden
shock. Love and anger fousht hard
for the mastery within him. He had
told her, but a little before, 1t wonld
only make her even dearer to him.
Was 1t <o? A surging, tempes-
tuous passion of words  came
sweeping upwards to his lips. Why

had she not told him the mystery
of this glove? He moved away irom
her, and gnzed ont with a mighty ef-
fort, born of a strong control.

On the rough, wild, solitary moor-
lands which were stretehing away for
miles, a couple of large birds were tak-
ing lazy flight in that direction. He
seemed to hear the beat of their wings.
He was taking in each detail of the
well-known seene of his home life with

| that sharpness of sense which is born
of a new experience, whether of pleas-
ure or pain.

Between himself and this girl he so
loved lay this small, white, blood-
stained glove. Destiny had kept it
safely loczed away in its receptacle,
to bring forth at the moment of his
newly-found jov; to rob him of its
sweetness, by the torture of this sad yet
In sOIe Sort gracions memory.

It was Miss Boscowitch who broke
the stillness that seemed to fill the
room after the first wild paroxysm of
her grief had passed.

“T'he rlove is mine,” she said, brok-
enlyv. “Igaveit to Captain Trelaw-
ny, to whom I was engagel, on the
eve of his departure for that terrible
campaign. lle was to keep it always,
carry it inte the field of battle, and,
on his happy return, it was to be an
everlasting witness and badge of onre
love. I had not forrotten; but I had
let the present overlay the past, and
now, to-day, as if it were meant, I am

met on the very threshold of your
home by this strange, tannting ques-

ticn—How did it come there? 1 ask
it painfully, Hush,—Why did it come
thepe?”

Still not lookinzat Miss Bosceowiteh,
‘-':tp? ain Featherstonhaush moved and
picked up the poor little glove, which
iay at her teet. Anger and love had
fought hard with him,and love had won
the day.

“Did you really lovehim?” he askel,
VErY .-;1:1]:.‘,

“*Not as I love yvon—oh.not asIlova
you,” she eried, rising and clinzing to
nim. “I thonght 1 loved him, Hugh;
but when I met von, then I knew that
I had never really loved Arthur Trel-
awny.

He bowed his tall forn: before her,
p--:‘]mp-— i homage, perhaps to lude
the emotion which o verpowered him.

“Bertie, will vou let me keep the
glove?” he whispered. It =hall be
sacret; shall bind us more closely to-
gt'tl:t'l'. Whether you loved him or
not, this must be a sorrow to you.
Make this sorrow as much yours as
mine, as much mine as yvours.”

Miss Boseowitch could
then: but little \\Eli.’!" intuis
new, strange, subtle note of sympat
she ceased to wonder—why it had come
there.—Hon:e Journal (Boston.)

e —— -+ — —
Her Legacy Is Just.

A Kingston man left by will a lifs

interest to iris widow in alittleestate

vaiued at $£2.000, the property after

noc Temy

after a

her death to bedivided amone twelve
heirs. There heine asmall morteace
on this property foreslosure proceed-
ines followsl. ana the costs of court,
lnwver's made the jude-
ment foot up F1.999. During her
Iifa the widow will be entitled to the
interest of the remainine dol.ar, and
at her death two of the heirs will ra-
ceive 20 cents each, five of thery will
be oiven 4 cents each. four of them
will be wiven 5 cents each, and one ot
[ them will recieve the annual interest
lon 25 cents during his life.—XNew
| York Procs,
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