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to—the great Bargain Sale that all the people of

THE COURIER.

The Great Semi-Annual Event that all

the E‘eople of Lincoln look forward

coln attend.

GOMMENCES HERE MONDAY MORNING JULY 9.

Here are a few sample prices.

See Yellow Circulars for full particulars.

C——

 All summer wash goodﬁ.
over values, yard..

All summer wash g-mds.
88c values, yard......

All summer wash goods,
and 22c values, vard..

~ All summer lawn, yard..

80c and Our Usual Semi-Annual 8ilk
dxsnsss 0 Sensation.
25c and 1,500 yards of Corded Kai Kai Silks,
coensns. 100 etc., value regularly 50c.
18c, ch 500 yards on sale Monday, 8

. 8c]  A.M., yard.. ; ¢

.. 21500 yards on sale Tuesdav 8

A. M, yard.......... 12, 18, zﬁlgbftamped Linen Dmlu;z. <

s : - 500 yards on sale Wednesday A worth to » c 3

. ‘cp:::tihtyagir& ! Sh'ﬂmgzm 8A M yard.. . .. ) Wash Emb’y Rove Sllkm odd %had? '

o, skein . . S O
6c Dark Dress aud Shirting Summer Dress a.ud F SBCY Wa"‘t 25c Tapest:y Cushi Tops and
R Rl i e v R S o[ oy Gt T
6 German Blue, yard .. ........ 43| Summer Dress and Fancy Waist Fancy Taffeta Ribbons . . 15c
8%c A 3 yCh Gi g Silks, values to $2.00, yard... 75c|50c Fancy Taffeta Ribbons . . 25¢
. Pm’:_da“ eviot “‘g"‘& 78c Fancy Taffeta Ribbons . . 38c
= S yard........ivhnnnnnn 4C Fancy Parasol Blaught,er. Embrmderleh. widths to 7 inches,

9c Bed Ticking, yard...........53c All Fancy Parasols in the Hou tanﬁocstly short lengths, ‘-alue} to !

y S 1 ouse, wue #

6c LL Nublea Muslhn, yard..... 47sc cepind peice§8 8. ... - $3.00 el SRS . 3

All Summer Colored Shirt Waists,

worth to 7dc.. .. 49¢
All 98¢ Colored Shirt Waists. . ..75¢
All $1.50 Colored Shirt Wmsta.tl .00
All $1.98, $2.25, $3.00, $3.50..$1.50

Denim Homespun and Linen Dress
Skirts, worth $2.00.. . 98¢

Canfield Dress Slneld (seconds)
firsts worth 28¢c and 38c, pair. 8¢

Pulley Stock Collars,
soiled, worth to 75c.

8¢ Silk Hair Nets.......

 GOSTRLTPEOIFOSIPIT 0B COIPIIPNT SLDIPRBGDIGoD

to $6

slightly to $4.

choice.. 10c¢

...23 for 3c] to $2.

All Fand) Parasols wo:th $4.50
All Fanc 06 Parasols \mrth 33 00
All Fanc 65 Parasol- worth 81 50

ds

.-$2.00
..$1.50
..$1.00
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THE AFFAIR AT
GROVER STATION.

(Continued from Page 5.)

bead of a plaster cast of Parnell, Larry's
hero. His dress suit was missing, s0
there was 0o doubt he had dsessed for
the party. His overcost ay on his
truok and his danciog shees were om
the floor, at the foot of his bed by hie
everyday ones. I knew that his pumps
were a little tight, he had joked sbout
them when I was down the Sunday be-
fore the dance,but he had ornly one
pair, and he eouldn't have got another
in Grover if he had tried himeeif. That
el me to thinking. He wasa dainly
fellow about his shoes and 1 knew hie
collection pretty well. I weet to his
closst and found them ail there. Even
grantiog him a prejudiee agaiost over-
coats, I couldn't conceive of his going
out in that siinging weather without
shoes. | noticed that a surgeons case,
such as are carried on passenger trains,
and one which Larry had once appro-
pristed in Cheyenne, was open, and that
the roll of medicated cotton had been
pulled out and recently used. Each
discovery 1 made served only to add to
my perplexity. Gracted that Freymark
had been there, and granted that he
had played the boy an ugly trick, he
could pot bave epirited him away with-
Mhhﬁh@dmmm'

©  “‘Duke, old doggy,’ I eaid to the poor
spaniel who was sniffiog and whining
sbout the bed, ‘you haven’t done your
duty. You must have seen what went
on between your master and that clam-
blooded Asiatic, and you ought to be
able togive me a tip of some sort.’

“} decided to go tobed and makes

fresh etart on the ugly business in the
moroiog. The bed looked as though
eome one had been lyingon it,ec I
started 1o beat it up a little before 1
got in. I took off the pillow and as I
pulled up the mattress, on the edge of
the ticking at the head of the bed, I saw
a dark red etain about the size of my
hand.
on me, and my hands were dangerous-
ly unsteady, as I carried the lamp over
and et it down on the chair by the bed.
But Duke was too quick for me, he had
seen that stain and, leaping on the bed,
began eniffing it, and whining lika 2 dog
that is beiog whipped to death. I bent
down and feltit with my fingers. It
was dry, but the color and stiffoess were
unmistakably those of coagulated blood.
1 caught my coat and vest and ran down
stairs with Duke yelping at my heels.
My first impules was to go and call
someons, but from the platform nota
single light was visible, and I knew the
seztion men had been in bed for hours.
I remembered theu, that Larry was
often troubled by hemorrhages at the
ncse in that high altitude, but even that
did not altogether quiet my nerves, and
I reulized that sleeping in that bed was
altogether out of the question.

Larry always kept a eupply of brandy
and soda on hand,e0 I made mysell a
otif drink and filled the stove and
locked the door, turned down the lamp
and lay down on the operator’s table, I
bad often slept there when 1 was night
operator. At first it was impossible to
sleep, for Duke kept starting up and
limpiog to the door and scratching at it,
yelping nervously. He kept this up
until I was thorougly uostrung, and
though 1I'm ordinarily cool enough,

I felt the cold sweat come out-

there wasn't money enough in Wyomicg
to bave bribed me to open that door.
I felt cold all over every time I went
pear it, and I even drew the big rusty
bolt that is never used, and it seemed to
me that it groaned heavily as I drew it,
or perhape it was the wind outside that
groaned. As for Duke, 1 threatened to
put him out, and boxed his ears until I
hurt his feelings, and he lay down in
froot of the door with his muzzle be-
tween his front paws and hie eyes shin-
ing like live coals and riveted on the
cruck under the door. The situation
was gruesome enough, but the liquor
had made me drowsy and t last I fell
asleep.

“It must have been about three o'clock
in the morning that I was awakened by
the crying of the dog, a whimper low,
continuous and pitiful, and indescrib-
ably human. While I was blinking my
eyes in an effort to get thoroughly
awake, I heard another sound, the grat-
ing sound of chalk on a wooden black-
board, or of a soft pencil on aslate, 1
turned my head to the right, and saw a
man standing with his back to me,
chalking something on the bulletin
board. At aglance I recognized the
broad, high choulders and handeome
head of my friend. Yet there was that
about the figure which kept me from
calling his name or from moving a mus-
cle from where 1 lay. He finished hie
writing and dropped the chalk, and I
distinctly heard it click as itfell. He
made a gesture as though he were dust-
ing his fingers, and then turned facing
me, holdiog his left band in front of his
mouth. I saw him clearly in the soft
light of the station lamp. He wore his
drees clothee, and began moving toward

the door silently as a shadow in his
bla-k stocking feet. There was about
his movements an indescribable stifness,
as though his limbs had been frozen.
His face was chalky white, his hair
seemed damp and plastered down close
about his templea. His eyes were color-
less jellies, dull as lead, and stariLg
straight before him. When hLe reached
the door, he lowered the hand he held
before his mouth to lift the latch. His
face was turned squarely toward me,
and the lower jsw had fallen and was
set rigidly upon his collar, the mouth
wide open and was sfuffed full of white
cotton! Then [ kpew it was a dead
man’s face I looked upon,

“The door opened, and that stiff black
figure in stockinge walked as noiselessly
as a catout into the pight. I think I
went quite mad then, I dimly remem-
ber that I rushed out upon the siding

.and ran up and down screaming, ‘Larry,

Larry,’ until the wind seemed to echo
my call. The stars were out in myriade,
and the enow glistened in their light,
but I could see nothing but the wide,
white plaioe, not even a dark shadow
anywhere. When at last I found my-
self back in the station, I saw Duke
lying Lefore the door and dropped on
my knees beside him, calling his name.
But Duke wae past calling back, Mas-
ter and dog had gone tfogether, and |
dragged him into the corner and cov-
ered his face, for his eyes were colorlees
and soft, like the eyes of that borrible
face, once so beloved.

“The biack board? O, I dido't for-
get that. I had chalked the time of
the accommodation on it the night be-
fore, Irom sheer force of habit, for it
isn’t customary to mark the time of

L




