CAPITAL AND SURPLUS:

$60,000.

Improved Farms in Red Willow Gounty

SamE s e o T

GEORGE HOCKNELL, President. B. M. FREES, Vice President.

A. CAMPBELL, Director.

8. L. GREEN, Dicector.

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL:
$100,000.

Neer”

W. ¥. LAWSON, Cashler.

4

A. C. EBERT, Cashier,

‘ The Gitizens Bank of McGook,

INCORPORATED UNDER STATE LAWS.

Paid Up Capital, $50,000.

General Banking Business.

Collections made on all sccessible points. Drafts drawn directly
on principal cities of Europe. Taxes pald for non-
residents. Money to loan on furming lands,
eity and personal property.

TICKETS FOR SALE T0 AND FROM EOUROPE

V. FRANELIN, Presidens,

. CORRESPONDENTS:

The First National Bank, Lincoln, Nebraska.
The Chemical National Bank, New York City,

DOES A

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

BANK

ment,

United States

Pald up Gapital, $50,000.00.

General Banking Business.

Interest paid on deposits by special agree-

Money loaned on personal property, good sig-
natures or satisfactory collateral.

Drafts drawn on the principal cities of the

C. E. SuAw, Pres.
CHas. A. Vax Pevt, Cash.

- OF - McGOOK..

—}D{—

——‘]0(—'

—)o(—

and Europe.

OFFICERS:

JAy OnxEY, Vice Pres
P. A. WeLLs, Asst. Cash.

PETER PENNER

wishes to anncunce that his stock of_

Summer Lap Robes and Blanks

is complete, and also directs attention to his line of

WHITE RUBBER TRIMMED HARNESS,

finest ever brought to Western Nebraska.

West Dennison St. McCOOK, NEBRASKA.

FSO,000.00!

TO LOAN ON

83 AT 8% PER CENT. 8j)

gfo %Gfﬂ/lg. %O’Hﬂkf o g‘fa%b -
McCook Loan and Trust Co.

I 0OrricE 1IN FirsT NATIONAL BANE.

CircleFrout LiveryStablc)

GRAY & FIKENBERRY, Props.

The Best Equipment in the Republican Valley.

s . el ot

—————DEALERS IN—/—

[LUMBER!

‘Sash, Doors, Blinds, Lime, Cement,

SOFT COAL.

HARD AND

C. H. BOYLE,
LAND - ATTORNEY,

8ix years’ experience in Government
and Cases,

Real Estate, Leans and Iesarance,

NOTARY PUBLIC.

{= ™ Offce upstairs in the Beott bullding,
south of Commercial Hotel, McCook, Neb.

THE - COMMERCIAL - HOTEL,

GEQ. E. JOHNSON, FProp.
MceCOOK, = DNEBRASKA.

This house has been complately renovated
and refurnished thronghout, and 1s first-clase

in every respect. Rates reasonabel.

A. J. RITTENMOUSE, W.R. STARR,
MeCook. Indianola.

RITTENHOUSE & STARR,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW

OFFICES AT
McCOOK and INDIANOLA.

J. BYRON JENNINCS,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW

Will practice in the state and United Stateg
courts, and before the U. 8. Land offices,
Careful attention given to collectic
Office orver the Nebraska Loan and Banki
Co., MecCook.

THOS. COLFER,
ATTORNEY -AT-LAW

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.

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

HUGH W. COLE,
LAWYER.
MeCOOK, - NEBRASKA.

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

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

DI’. Al P. WELLES,
HOMEOPATHIC

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
McCOOK, = NEBRASKA.

Special attention given to diseases of Wom
and Children. The latest improved methods o
Eleetricity nuged in all cases requiring such treat
ment. Office over McMillen's Drug Stors. Res-
idence, North Msin Street.

B. B. DAVIS, M. D, |

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON |

McCOOK = NEBRASKA.

OFFICE HOURS: 9tol11a m., 2to5p. m.,T |
to9 p. m. 1have associated with me in practice,
Dr. C. H. JONES,

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

BUCKLIN’S ARNICA SALTE.

The Beer SALVE in the world for euts, bruises,
sores, Dlcers, salt rheum, fever sares, tatter,
chapped hands, chilblains, corns, and all skin
eruptions, and positively cures piles, or mo pay
required. It is guaranteed to give perfect satis-
faction or woney ruiunded. Price 36 ecats per

bex. Forsale by 4. Mc¥illen,

“NOW I LAY ME.”

In the quiet nursery chambers,
Snowy pillows yet unpressed,
See the forms of little children
Kneeling, white-robed for their resat,
All in quiet nursery chambers,
While the dusky shadows creep,
Henr the voices of the children—
“Now I lay me down to sleep.”

:n the meadow and the mountain
Calmly shine the winter stars,

But across the glistening lowlanda
Slant the moonlight’s silver bara.

In the silence and the darkness,
Darkness growing still more deep,
Listen tn the little children—

Praying God their souls to keep.

“If we die'’—s0 pray the children—
And the mother’s head drops low
(One from out her fold is sleeping
Deep Leneath the winter's snow),
“‘Take our sonls;" and past the casement
Flits a gleam of ervatal light,
Lika the trailing of his garments
Walking evermore in white.

Little srouls, that stand expectant,
- Listening at the gates o life,
Hearing, far away, the murmur
Of the tumult and the strife:
We, who fight beneath those banners
Meeting ranks of foremen there,
Find a deeper. broader meaning
Ir your simple, vesper prayer.

When your hand shall grasp the standard
Which, to-day, you wateh irom far,
When your deeds shall shape the contlict’
In the universal war,
Pravy to Him, the God of battlcs,
Whose strong eye can pever sleep,
In the warning of temptation,
Firm and true your souls to keep.

When the combat ends, and slewly
Clenrs the smoke rom out the skies,
When far down the purple distance,
All the noise of battle dies,
When the lust night's solemn shadows
Settle down on you and me,
May the love that never faileth
Take our souls eternally.
—Hartford Times.
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MR. BARNES’ NEW WIFE.

From the New York Tribune.

' DECLARE she’s
R the han'somest
g woman 't walks
into the Ransom
meet'n house.
Barnes must of
had hiseyes open
when he picked
her out.”

It was Mr.
Whiting who ex-
pressed this opinion. He and his
wife were picking early peas in their
“nigh garden,” as theyv called the
patch nearest the house.

Mrs. Whiting did notreply immedi-

ately, but she went on with her work |

with such energy that the pen-vines |* _ ‘
[information she had gleaned. She

suffered at her hands. When her
husband repeated with unction “the
han’'somest woman,” she exclaimed:

“I heard you plain 'nough, Zenas.
You're jest like the rest of the men.
They all think they never seen noth-
in’ like her. ’N’ she does look well, I
ain’t disputin’ of that.”

Mr. Whiting, as he dropped a hand-
ful of peas into the pan. “’n’ her
walk. We ain’t seen no such in Ran-
som sence that woman from New

Orleens was boardin® down
Bankses. Where'd you say he found
her?”’

“Over beyend DBellin’ham, Sarah
Ripley said. She knows ofher folks,’
was the unenthusiastie reply.

After awhile Mr. Whiting brought |
another handful of pods, and said !

that, “Women was odd. He didn’t
see for his part, why they couldn™t

own up when they see a face ’n’ fig- | ;
wife. | state of beatitude.

er Jlike DBarnes’s new

g :

"Twouldn't hurt them none.”
Mrs. Whiting straightened herself

up ‘rom the viues. She looked in- |

tently at the current bushes and ap-
parently addressed her remarks to
them:

“*Taint no use to try and make
men know anything,” she said.
Then glancing down at her husband,
who was sittine on his heels and
very busy, she continued: ”

“I'm. thinkin’ of his first wife. |
It’'s jest thirteen

Poor Marshy!
months 'n six days sence she died;

'n’ a blessed release to her. 1 hope |
she’s with her son Barney. If there’s |
any justice in God's laws she's a- |

resting with her son.”
The woman spoke with almost

tearful earnestness. She turned and |

looked toward the tall white house

that stood behind its elms and lilaes

a short distance down the road.
“I tell you, Zenas, 'f I know any-
thing 'bout folks by their faces, Sam

Barnes ’ll have dif'runt time with his |
gecond wife from what he did with |
his first, I hope he will, 'n’ I shall see |

it. It'll do me a sicht of zood to see
him stan’ round. Let him take his
turn, I say. He's had most thirty
year bein’ boss.”

‘N’ yet Barnes is a good fair ’n’
square man to deal with, 'n’ reg’lar
member of the church,” said Mr.
Whitine.

“1 know all that,” responded Mrs,
Whiting, “but you ain’t never ben
his wife,”

“No more ain’t youn,"” said Zenas,
with his comfortable langh.

“Thank the Lord for that!” was |

the fervent answer.

Then the two glanced at each other
and in their eyes was something
which might have led an observer to
believe that, after all, marriage was
ot always a failure.

When both were steadily and si-

htly at work acain there was heard
2 voice from the otherside of the
wall where the load lay.

“I didn't mean to borrow so soon,
Mrs. Whiting, but will you lend me a
nutmeg? I want to make some dried
apple pie. Mr. Barnes is fond of hot
pie for supper.” .

The iran and womania the garden

stoad up =uddeniy.

|
]
s |

Leaning on the wall in an indolent
attitude was a tall woman whose
figure hinted somewhat at redun-
dance, but whose corset confined her
waist so that, as vet, the hint was
not too pronounced. Thedark, thin
gown was very plain, but it fitted
with a perfection never seen in Ran-
som, exeept perhaps in the case of
that “Iady from New Orleens.” The
people in this town were not in the
habit of seeing a woman’s shoulders
and hips accentuated in that way,
and to the feminine rural mind there
almost seemed something immodest
in a gown like that. “It was so
difrunt, you know.” But they
couldn’t help admiring the effect, and
envying.

Mrs. Whiting recovered her powers
of speech so that she could bid the
other “come right in,” for she had
plenty of nutmegs, and she knew
dried apples pies was mighty flat
things without a good deal of spice.

Mrs. Barnes went round to the
back gate and sauntered down the

ath. She stopped an4 spoke to Mr.

Vhiting, and smiled at him. She

was one of those whose voice and |
glance keep their special sweetness
for men. Without having a distinet-
ly formulated belief, shea waysacted
on the supposition that men might
be “worth while,” but that women
never were. Her eves were large and
dark, and they were both hard and
voluptucus. Her mouth was thin
and pale-lipped, but it was very ex-
pressive.

Mr. Whiting, replyine to her word |
and smile, watched her as she disap-
peared in the house. He wished to
follow her, but he kept on with his
work. He told himself that Sam
Barnes was a thunderin’ lucky man,
and he wondered if that was thekind
of women they had out beyond Bel-
lin"ham.

A few days later farah Ripley an-
nounced that not only had the *“‘new
Miss Barnes” been married before,
but that she had been married twice |
before. Her first husband had died
and was buried. The history of her
second husband was not, however,
sostraightforward. He had neglect-
ed to die and be buried, and was |
roaming at large in the world. He
had ran away from her. It was said

that he had declared before disappear-
ing that *‘il Charlotte wan't the devil
she was jest as good as the devil.” |

This was strong language, and no |
wonder the man had not returned
after having made use of it.

Sarah Ripley paid a visit to that
remotetown whence Mr. Barnes had
brought his wife, and when Sarah re-
turned she was much sought after by
the whole feminine neighborhood.
She was not reticent in regard to the

said that Mr. Fickett, the second |
husband, had Leen heard of *‘out west,
somewhere;” that Mr. Barnes had |
spent a pile of money in getting a
divorce from him for Charlotte, so

| that he,Barnes, conld wed Charlotte,
for he was
' with her. *‘There had never been no
[ man so bewitched before.™
SIN? Rerarapli? = oo -
N’ her figyer! " unwisely went on : whom she related the tale. *“Folks
did say he was jest like a man run
| erazy.
| by three dif'runt people that he'd
to | Spend every cent he'd got but that
| Charlotte should have that bill and

recularly bewitehad

Sarah
said confidently to each person to

He had been heard to declare

be free to marry. ‘N’ Fickett'd ben
jest so ’fore he got her. 1d’ know
what thereis ‘bout her, but some
women be sc.”

Thus Miss Sarah Ripley, concern-
ing whom no man, inall her forty
years of life, had ever “run erazy.”

For two or three months Mr.
Barnes went round like a man ina
He even soldhis
pigs for less than the market priee,

| having for the first time in his life

neglected to inform himself what the
“coin price” really was. Worsethan
that, when informed that the trader
nad taken advantage of his igno-
rance, he had smiled happily and had
replied that “he guessed it didn’t
miake no odds,” Several neichbors
were sharp enough to improve this
Inpse and get a few “rood barzains
out of Sam Barnes.”

There were changes in the house,
too; it was painted and papered and
refurnished. It wasopened also. The
sacred “‘south parlor,” wasasightto
see with its plush chairs in place of
| the horse hair chairs, and with its
' open doors and blinds. Mrs. Barnes
said she didn’t like to do heavy
housework., and thevy had a hired
girl who kept the neighborhood in-
| formed as to the progress of Sam’s
| infatuation. There were visitors,
{too, and brisk talk and lauchter
were heard from among thoseclumps
of lilac.

Mrs. Whiting watrhed all these
proeeedings with unfailing intensity
of interest. She said she wanted to
| see them folks over there git to the
| end of the rope. They'd git to it,
| and she thought it would be sooner
| rather thanlater. When Sam Parnes
| zot over his blindness he'd jest put
| his foot down agin’ 'n folks would |
| stop gigglin’ there.”
| In the course nf the summer it was
| rumored that Mr. Baraes had
| “moggidged his house.” Onthe very |
| snme day, at a Baptist picnic, there
ran a whisper all through the com-
{ pany that **Mis’ Barnes want to bed

every night with her face tied up in a
raw beefsteak.”
| “‘Porterhouse?” questioned the
| minister when this news was told
| him. But whether .the steak were
| porterhouse or plebian “round” was
| never recily ascertained, owing to |
| the remissness ot the hired eirl. |

In those days Mrs. Whiting re- |
turned, niter some flunctuations, so |
the belief that, after all Mrs. Barnes |
wonid be tco mueh for her husband

again. Sam was growing thin and

fore giving the

wife it was generally noticed that he
no longer sat so close to her in the
pew, and he did not look at her so
often; but her smile seemed just as
sweet, and she was often bestowing
that smile upon her husband.

“l guess things is kinder settlin
down over to Barnes’s,” said Mr.
Whiting, “but he’ll never be the same
man agin. Whose buggy’s that?”

Hestepped out from the back door
that he might see more plainly a
dashing black horse and glitteriqg
buggy which were stopping at his
gate. Mrs Whiting ran to the front
entry and peeped out. She saw a
man alight from the buggy and care-
fully hitch the horse to the post. He
wassmoking a very long, thick cigar.
He had on yellow gloves, with broad,
black stitching on the backs; also a
tall silk hat, so glossy that it seemed
to radiate black light: also dove eol-
ored trousers and a white waistcoat;
across the latter was draped a good
deal of chain which held slides and
dangling things ecalled charms. He
was fat; he had a long mustache and
“a goatee” so visibly dyed as to ap-
pear to be ready to soil anything
with which his face should come in
contact.

He walked up the path to the front
door =and knocked. Mrs. Whiting
had been peeping through the
side-lights, and she mnow opened
the door with unexpected prompt-
Ness, so that she received a
whiff of tobacco smoke directly in
her face and was seized with a fit of
couchine. The strancer threw his
cigar away and took off his hat with
a large flourish, which revealed a
bald headd.

By this time Mr. Whiting had made
his way round to the iront of the
Louse and was standing close to the
g *pstone, filled with curiosity, but
der2rmined not to speak first.

“My mname is Fickett, Leander
Fickett,” said the man, as if he were
conferrine a favor.

Mr. Whiting nodded, and Mrs.
Whitting tried desperately to stop
coughing that she might hear the
better.

*I was told,” went on thestra ager
in a way perfectly in keeping with
his trousers and his chains and his
gloves, “that Mr. Samuel Barnes re-
sided here. Be you him?” looking
at Mr. Whiting, who said slowly:

*No, 1 2in’t him; 'n’ he don’treside
here.” -

“From that minute,”” said Mrs.
Whiting, in relating the inecident
afterward’ “*from that minute I knew
something was up 'bout that wom-
an.

That woman meant Mr. Barnes’
second wife.

“Can you tell me where Mr. Barnes
does reside?” was the next question.

“] ean,” was the answer. But be-
) information Zenas
thought he wounld ask a question:

“Who be you?”

“l told you, Leander Fickett.”
The two who heard him say this were
trying in vain to recall when they
Irad before heard that name.

“Yes, but who be you?” retorted
Mr. Whiting.

“Iam,” said Mr. Fickett, in his
Iarge way, I am Mr. Samuel Barnes’
wife's husband.”

Mr. Whitine whistled. He looked
at his helpmeet, who actually gasped
a8 she returned his glance,

“Can’t ye come in?”’ she inquired
in a voice which curiosity made cor-
dial.

Now Leander Fickett wasa man
who would rather talk about himself
than to do anyvthine else. He knew
he was well worth talkine abont.
His visit to the residence of Mr.
Barnes eould wait.

He accepted the invitation and
was soon sittine on the best hair-
cloth chair in the Whiting parlor.
The chair ereaked but it bore up.
The first thing Mr. Fickett told his
companions was that he was worth
more thana milliondollars, and that
in two years more he should be worth
double that sum—all out ofthe Lead-
ing Star mine. He had come back
atter his wile.

“He guessed them divorce papers
didn’'t amount tomuch. He guessad
he 'n’ Mr. Barnes could arranee it.
Charlotte always did like to handle
monev. He'd hadsome trouble with
Charlotte, but he kind of hankered
to give her the handlin’ of some of
that money. He didn't reckon
there'd be much difficulty. He con-
sidered that he could make it all
straight with Mr. Barnes. Folks
wan’'t so partickler 'bout such things
out where Lie’d ben. He was willin’
to do the fair thing: but he guessed
he'd take Charlotte back with him;
he rressed she'd w0

He was rizht in hissurmises. Char-
lotte did zo.

On this particular day Mr. Barnes
was absent until nightfall. When he
returned there was only the hired =irl
in the house. She told him that
*Mis” Barnes "d zone off to ride with
a gentleman, "n didn’t say when she
should come back.”

She did not come back. The next

| day Mr. Barnes received alettersign-

ed ““Charlotte Fickett.”” The letter

. explained that she, the writer, had

always feilt compunctions about

{ marrying another man while her

Imsband was still ivine, and that her
love for Mr. Barnes had overruled
her eonscience. Now, however, her
ronscience had become too mueh for
her and she could o arainst it mo
longer. She obeved the voice of du-
ty. and, at the same time, the voice
of Leander Fickett.

Mr. Barnes turned oflf his hired
eirl. He lives alone and does hisown
housework as well as his farmwork.
He looks seventy. People say he
“ain’t so sharp in a bargain s he
used to be,” and naturally thev

aud e would never resume his way | think he has “soit’nia of the brain ™

Mrs. Whiting asserts that if it

he had lost his benuified expression. | 'twas “soft'nin’ of the heart she
When he went to meet'n’ with his | should have some hepes of him.”




