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AUTHORIZED CAPITAL,

$100.000.

GEORGE HOCKNELL, President.

B. M. FREES, Vice President.

A. CANFPBELL, Director. S.L. GREEN, Director.

W.F.LAWSON, Cashier.

—DOES A——

Collections made on all
directly on principal eities in Europe,

OFFICERS:
V. FRANKLIN, Prosident,
A. C. EBERT, Cashier.
CORRESPONDENTS :
The First National Bank. Laneoln, Nebrska.
The Chemeal National Bank,

aceessible  points,

[he Citizens Bank uf Mcﬂuuk

Incorporated under State Laws.

Paid Up Capital, $50,000.

General Banking Business.

Drafts drawn
Taxes paid

For non-residents. Money to loan on farming
lands, eitv and personal property.

Tickets For Sale to and from Europe

JOHN R. CLARK, Vice Pres,
THOS. 1. GLASSCOT'T, Ass, Cash,

New York City,

BANK OF McCOOK

Paid Up Capital, $50,000.

General

Interest paid on deposits by special agreement.
MOII&)‘ loaned on ptfl’.‘illllill property,
or satisfactory collateral.

Drafts drawn on the principal ecities of the United ‘

States and Europe.

C. E. SHAW,

President.
CHAS. A. VANPELT, Cash.

Banking Business

good signatures

W
OFFICERS : b
JAY OLNEY, Vice President. o3
P. A. WELLS, Ass. Cashier.

GOOD :

How often this term of parting greets our
ears, and pains our hearts; but you ean buy
TrHIBUNE STATIONERY DEPARTMENT
the ingredients to heep memory green until

at TaE

you meet again.

STATIONERY.

GOOD

THE TRIBUNE.

BYER!

PLACE TO

BUY

grudge the few cents which it costs.

WITHL ATEST NPROVEHENTS

SoLo 8Y FURNITURE, CARPET AND HARDWARE

gives satisfaction. On flsors, tables, and painted work

shines after it, and even the children delight in using it in
to help around the house.

Send back such articles and insist on having just what you orderod.

A REAL LUXURY'!

Looking out over the many homes of this country, we see thousands
of women wearing away their lives in household drudgery that might be
materially lessened by the use of a few cakes of SAPOLIO.
| is saved each time a cake is used, if one less wrinkle gathers upon the face

If an hour

| because the toil is lightened, she must be a foolish woman who would
hesitate to make the experiment, and he a churlish husband who would

If. your grocer sends you anything in place cf SAPOLIO, send it
back and insist upon haviig just what you ordered. SAPOLIO always

it acts like a

charm. For scouring pots, pans, and metals it has no equal. Everything

their attempts

I Grocers often substitute ch .per goods for SAPOLIO to make a better profit.

JACK DWY

“OUR COUN

It is one of fz’“-, Jinest

| Try this popular brand.
| on sale 1n McCook.
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oL GARELY SWEERER GO. GRANG RAPIDS, MIOH. | THE POSITIVE CURE.

PRICE §3.00

| ELY BROTHERS, 68 Warren 8t New York. FPrice@etr

 No other Weekly Paper gives so great a Variety of Entertaining and Instructive Reading at so low a price.”

‘THIS
S\.IP

_..._-‘___

FREE TO JAN. |, 189l

To any NEW SUBSCRIBER who will cut out nnd send us this slip with name and
nddress and 81.75 (in Postal or Erpress Money Order or Registered Lefter at our sisk), we will send
THE YOUTH'S COMPANION FREE to January, 1891, and for a Full Yenr frem that Date.
This offer includes the FIVE DOUBLE HOLIDAY NUMBERS for Thanksgiving, Christmas,
New Year' Easter and Fourth-of-July, and all the Illusirated Weekly Supplements.

Address, THE YOUTH'S COMPANION, 41 Temple Place, Boston, Mass.

$1.75
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A BONG OF FLEETING TIME.

‘When love was rich and young, my dear,
And all the world was ;

‘What musis Seautiful and
Made summer irn the mir.

Tha roses blushed arcund your door,

The sunshine srembled o'er your floor
And blessed you unaware—

From dawn till eve, from fall till spring

Life offered you each royal thing.
Yes, you, who did not care

When love was rich and young, my dear,
And all the world was fair.

When love was rich and young, my dear,
Anid all the world was fair,
It was a heavenly thing to hear
Your laughter bless the air.
To pote your dainty ways, and mark
Your eyes make starligint of the dark,
To know that everywhere
Men's hearts went with you, every one,
Like Aztees followinz the sun
Whaosa flecting left hea~ven bare—
When love was rich and young, my dear,
And all the world was fair,

Now love is poor and old, my dear,

And all the world grows gray.

There is no music left to cheer

The curfew tiie of day.
About your lonely door 1 see
Tuw shadows Mailing silently,

Like lwown leaves from the spray;
Flown are the roses and the light,
Gay hearts have Lidden you good night

And gone upon their way.

Now love is poor and old, my dear,

And all the world grows gray.

Now love is poor and old, my dear,

And all the world Frows gray.

Heart breaiing is it but to hear

The laughter onee so gay;

To mark your faded charms and know
The rose has had its tima to blow,

And joy to pass cway.

One thing, one only, of the past
Abideth with you to the last,
Your poet’s song still holds you fast

And keeps you fair alway.

Now love is poor and old, iy dear,

And all the world grows gray.

—Elvira 8. Miller in Louisville Courier-Journal

THE MAD LOCOMOTIVE.

“A story of railroad adventure, ¢h?”

“If you please,” I answered the vet-
eran engineer, as we sat in the cool
ghade to the east of a big Providence
roundhouse. I may say that Peter
Hank, the narrator of this exciting inci-
dent, is well known by me and esteemed
as 2 man of truth by everybody who
knows him.

“] never had but one son. All my
boys were girls. But when little Burn-
side was born I tell you we “vere happy.
Yet I never supposed that chap wowuld
save my own life and lots of other peo-
ple’s. That's just what he did, how-
ever.
press. We got a big engine some years
ago on the road.
any machine we ever used before. 1
never liked her when I saw her in the
shop, that giantess, No. 643. She never
had any nome.
liked me. All because of this.” The
engineer took his pipe from his month
to look me squarely in the eye. *I was
in the shop one afternoon just to look
her over. That's when they were paint-
ing her up. The painters and varnish-
ers were crawling all over her.

“Of course she wasn't firel up. An-
other engineer and I just were walking
round her huge body. 1 said: ‘Jake,
that critter will heat the first trip, and a
hot box on her will mean lots of work.
I hope I may never be asked to run her.’
Well, sir, believe it or not, I know she
heard it and was mad.
into her cab, just to look at her there, I
naturally enough took hold of her re-
verse lever. She threw that lever over,

gir, quicker’'n lizhining, and caught my |
legz just under the knee, taking out a bite |

as big as a walnut. My! How she pained
me! It was weeks before my stiff leg
was all right.”

Then he resumed his pipe while that
soaked into me,

“Now, yon newspaper men o not
take any stock in such things, I know.
But no railroad man wonld say I was a
fool if 1 thought hard of the machine,
And all railroad men have seen engines
act just as if they had spirits in them.
There ain’t an engine on our road or any
other which will work as well for one
man as she will for another. Every en-

gine has her favorites, for whom she will |

do anything, and her enemies, to whom
she acts like a she demon.”

A fact, by the way, which the writer
has since verified on considerdble inquiry
among locomotive engineers.

¢#“Well, sir, if you believe me, that No.
643 hadn’t been out o' shop a week be-
fore the master mechanic sent for me
one night to take her. I remember 1
was eating supper. It was my two days’
lay off. Little Burnside was sitting in
his chair beside me. He was just 8 years
old the Thursday before. It was a very
hot August night. T was asked to put
the big engine through for a special.
There was a party of big fellows from
Washington who were returning from
the White Mountains. I was to drive
'em down to Wickford Junction for
Newport.

* ‘God help me, Susie!’ I said to my
wife, pushing back my chair. ‘I don't
know why, but I'd rather be killed by a
pistol shot here at home than to go.’

“+Yon foolish fellow!" she replied.
*What ails yon?

“+] don't know,' I said. ‘But that
machine hain’'t been ruon a dozen times,
Besides she hates me. This 1s to be a
show off run, like lightning, and I know
she'll kill us all.’

“My wife she just rose up then. Be-
ing a good Christian church member as
[ ain’t, she exploded on me.

«+Pate, I'm ashamed of you!
the best runner on the road, and
an honor. Do you want to get dis-
charged and lose our daily bread? God
will take care o' my husband. Here!
It’s a hot night, and you'll be back by
11 o'clock. Take the boy. He's always
wanted a night ride.’ $

“That got me. I just rose up.
put on the boy’s little cap and gave me
his coat, and I went off, taking the boy.
I remember how he laughed. I carried
him over the rails in the dark yard on
my shoulder, and he kept patting iy
cheek and kissinz me till I boosted him
into the cab of No. 643. How proud he
sat up there on my box between my legs!

“Well, again,” continued Pete, rub-
bing a fresh match on his overalls,
“nothing cccurred as we LulllJlLd on and
ran quite a while. We drew four Pull-

You're
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mans besides the baggage car. It was

You know I always run the ex- |

She weighs more than |

And that machine never |

When I climmbed |

hot and dark. We had the right of way,
bidt were to approach Wickford cantions,
| for there we should find the reguli,r New
York express, which we should overtake.
No. 643 worked stiff, as 1 knew she
would, but she was so big that when she
got started nothing could trouble her
much, and she just tossed the load along
tae light as a feather.
t “] noticed that the throttle wvalve
[ worked hard when I had to shut off steam
|unce of twice slowing throuzh a station.
'8till I could jerk her in and out well
enough with one hand.,
ig a terrible thing, sir, though.
| gee, 4 man

For, you

|got stuck, full head on, going at fifty
/miles an hour, and you a-coming into a
'station, for instance, even if there was

[ nothing standing there, 1 tell yon, you'd |

| feel about as the Almighty would if the
| earth got loose and he couldn’t stop her.”
| Then Hank puffed smokeless whiffs.
| “Well, again,” he resumed presently.
| The excitement of his own memory had
| brought the sweat drops te hix forehead;

his pipe had gone out the third time.
| “That throttle vaive did stick on we!

That's just what did happen. We were,
{I calculated, about eight miles from

| Wickford. Somehow, thongh, ther

An ugly throttle |

can't be sure. Suppose you |
couldn’t shut off. Suppose your throttle |
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. NEWS.

The Duily News, of sgeventy-two columes,
bus & capncity for rending mutter egual to the
Inrge Bustern pupers. 1t wims to furnish all
tue news uf the day., complete I dewdl, yet
cote ge fir form, 1t I8 devoted o Western,and

i eapeehinlly to Colornde Snteresis,

Our sPECIAL TELEGHAFPH sERVICE Is
superior 1o that of any other Joufnal west of
st Leois,. Toe News emplo, es inore pgenls
| and Py s more for specinl dispatches than uli
‘ ulhor Westurn newspapers conbined,
| 'The News s Issucd every day o the §ear
| The Weekly News furnlslivs o eompendinm
| wnd whroad,
origingl and

ol every notubile evenr, at home
with w Hbernl supply of chulee,
| selected weticles, specinliy adupted to family
1% the best
i the

entertninment and istruction, It
weckly fmmily newspoper peldishbod
West.

A feature of both the Drily and Weekly ed
itions of the News, of the first fmportsnee to
the public, is our perfect system of market
reports. The abisolute reliability of pur com
mervin) Jdepartinent has o basen reog nized

by the Dusiness pien in the stute, il every

Isnue will continue o furmish o teue rellex of
I thig latest Kansas City, Chicngo wod S8, Louls,
_[“ilvllus luenl gy
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wasn't any station to slow me up, }t-l de s oAb R0

'had a fe seling, an awlul feeling, tun““
I could not if I would shut he;
| “‘Pshaw!’ I said to myself, and I 1
| with the boy's curly head with m?
hand. But my left hand kept . 'ne
and trying that throttle hd.rde -
harder. I couldn't stir her! ﬁo
over and put my right hakyq | =
lever. [could notmove bér{ 3
my box. I seemed to¥ein
frenzy. I sprang nt the valy
(hands and all my weight.
move a hair! And the way v
ling! Probably we were flyiry
miles an hour. I yelled af
*‘Give us o hand, Geon
“He knew it all in & se#®
bled in from the t("ldsr S0
hands beside mine. 3,
“‘Now! I shouted.
“We threw our weight g
that old beast just shoo
jumped and jumped, as mue
“You can’t shut off my wind!
¢ ‘Pete!l’ cried the fireman,
Wickford on the switch! We £
two miles more to live!' /
“Then we struggled like twd maa
bulls. We pulle d. Then we shoved,
We planted our feet and pulled and
shoved. We had no air brakes in them
days. Butif we had, I vow I b'lieve to
have put 'em on wonld have knocked
out the cylinder heads or broke a driving
'rod, and sent us all to eternity.
“All this while there sat my pretty
boy. as calm, as lanzhing, because he
thought this was all play., But 1 knew
we'd all got to die, and I canght up the
boy. I held him, kissing him. It all
took but a moment. There, less'n a
mile ahead, stood the rear of the ‘New
York® on our track at the station. [
could see her red lizht. You better
blieve I forgot all about the big men
| behind. [ was thinking, should I throw
out my boy into the darkness?
[ ***‘Papa,” said Burnside.
yon look so?'
* ‘Becanse, boy, we een't
ensine. We're all going to be
a minute, unless I t6s3 yon ont there.’
*“No, papa,’ said he, reaching out his
pretty hand. ‘Let me try it.’
“Well, I did. I don't know why. 1
was holding him, yon understand. And
gir, the moment that child’s hand struck
that throttle valve, she shut off as easy
| as drawing yonr breath!"
The engineer said he actually tumbled
over on his seat as if he had seen a mir-
acle.
the brake whistle, and stopped just in
front of the station. The matter may
or may not have had any miraculous
element. The zood mother urged the
boy’s going. The behavior of the metal,
one moment bindiug by heat or other
| expansion, the next
[itself helped by the tremendous steam
pressure in the dome, is one of the many
well known curiosities of metal action.
“Would yon really have
boy from the cabif she
I asked.
“Certainly.

vela

stop the

Liad not stopped?”

It would have been the
only chance of saving his life. I should
have chosen a bunch of green, growing
brush and landed hia safeiy up against
the bending branches. Then I should
have jumped myself.
when we can do no more
My fireman has three tiines saved his
hfe so. I have once, of which Il tell
you some day. Good-by. Here's my
machine, just out of the yvard."—Rev.
Emory J. Haynes in New York Ledger.

o il ]l"r".

Sardon's Lucky Step.

Victorien Sardou, popularly called the |

born in
His

“journalist pla '-,.li_'_:r.'“ was
Paris on the Tth of S prember, 1531,

father was a teacher and the author of |
elementary text Looks. ittle success
met his efforts. and their early days
were days of prmivation and hardship.
Just over thirty years 1 4 cheer-
less wet night, he sougl r from
the storm in a do r v in the neighbor-
hood of the Medical ‘-irhu-;l of Puaris.

Feeling utterly wretched and with
thoughts of .-'i.ii"i'?.'.; floating through his
mind, he moved away from the door-
way which had afford: :1 shelter to him,
A water carrier immediately took his
place, audibly remarking:

“Ah, my friend, yom
when yon are well of

He had scarcely uttered the words
when a block of gramite fell from the
building and killed him. Sardou took
his deliverance from death as a good
omen and set to work with renewed
energy, and is today the foremost and
richest of living playwrights, and a reem-
ber of the academy.—London Tit-Bits,

do not know

Over the Dessert. I
Freddy (carefully rubbing the pretty
bloom from his bunch of grapes)—Say,
Mr. Youngbee, do these grapes powder?
Mr. Youngbee (fiance of Freddy's
suntie)—Why, no, my boy., What made
you think of that? {
Freddy—'Cause this rubs off just .J
ghe pink does from auntie’s cheeks,—
Jadge. l
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killed in !

The train slowed up in answer to |

moment releasing |

thrown that |

We always jnmp |
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Notice
named gee
to make fir,
cluim, and
Reglster ang
Suturday, J
| s
H. E. No. 5152
town. 5, nortlh
He nnmes the
I hmizeonbinugous
of, =nid &ul, v
Godurd, Squire
und Hobert Dun
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LASD OF
NOv
Notiee is herehy @
| numed settier has file
| to make final five year
clunim, and that said pr
Hegister or Receiver at
| urday, December 20th, 1
FRANK I' NIW
one of the heirs of !rnu
cegsed, forthe N, W,
2 and N, W, S, W,
north of range 30
| the following wilnesss
| bua residence upon, a
lund, viz: Archie Sp
! Charies 3. Ferris, Richa
(Conk, Neb . o -
LAND OFFICE
LB
Notice §s hereby given
marped sertler has flied oe
to muke final five-year pre
cluim, and that said proof
| Register or Keceiver at Mce
urday, December Bth, 1806, v
; SARAH A DUNCAS
tormer!y Sarnh A. Burdick, H. E
N. W, i, I W.1563. W
y irth Ol

the S
I in town. 5, ne
PN
prom

uliti

ar 1!!’!: -;-:I._. i
John H rrisor
! la[ MeCnok, \‘
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