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PUT TRUTH IN SECOND PLACE

Baleaman, Like Some Oldtime Adver-
tisers, Must Have Had a Strangle
; Hold on Conscience,

Feank Irving Fletcher, the New
York advertising expert, sauld In an
address to advertisers:

“Another fuult that is fast disap.
pearing I8 exoagperation—Ilying, you
know, Bome of the advertisements
of the past remind me of a dlalogue
between a salestan and a patron. It
runa lke this:

“*“What's the price of the article?

“‘One dollar, sir)

“Pought direct from the manufac-
turer, 1 presune?

“iNo, glr, we got 1t at a sheriff's
gale of the manufacturer's stock.'

“'Why did the manufacturer bust
up? ~

“*Through selling this article at a
dead loss,'

=i suppose he'd pnld too much for
bis raw material, eh?

“'Oh, no; he stole the raw materinl,’

=‘Gee whiz! Wrup me up balf a
dozen.'”

Of No Use to Him.
Hewitt—"Why ddon't you get his
goat?" Jewert—"What for? 1 am a
vegetarian.”

One of the lenst understood things
in the world 1= money,

There 18 alwoys room for one more
oyrter In the soup,

“IT SAVED MY LIFE”

PE-RU-NA

READ HER LETTER-IT WILL DO YOU GOOD

“Pe.-ra-na has been a Godeend to me,
In waying that It paved my Hife
and miserable when I commenesd taking Pe-ru-na,
bitt am on the road Lo regovaery now,
yoeu too mueh.”

RE. CHARLES ANSPAUGH,
R F. DN

A letter 1ike thin brings hope and tha promise
of health to every slek and suffering woiman.
haps you know what It means to have your dally
duties & misery, every movement an effort, stemach
Aersnged, pains in the head, back and lolns most
of the time, nerves raw and guivering—not & mo-
ment day or night free from suffering

Do as Mra. Anspaugh did. Take Pe.ru-na. Don'd
walt but start right away.

Foeeling Tributo of a Woman te

I feal nafe
1 wus all run down

I cannot thank

v. 1, Lugrange, Indlans.

Par-

ISMITHERS AND THE LIVERS

8ynonymous Symposium That Re
sulted in a Change In the Custom
of Many Years.

e —

liver inte Lhils month., Smithers always
hus Hyvers for dinoer. And bhe demands
his livers in small slivers,

Sudenly a frown owne over his face,
“Garcon!” he demanded,

. Hmithers was proud of his French
necent,
The walter slipped softly to his side,
“'hese livers are not cut koto small
eneigh slivers.”
The walter became confused, He was
nll apologies; In fact, he was one large
npology.
“Monsieur Smilthers wants his slivers
In smaller lvers”
“No! No! 1 want my livers In small-
er smithers”
“You meuan your glippers In slivered
Hvers?"
ul.\‘“!
slippers,”
“Oh! Stivers of slithers smithered In
slippered livers?”
| “No! 1 say, slippered slivers In
| smaller smithers,”
I *Oh, yes, smithered slippers of slip-
'pered slithered Nvers”

Smithers chunged n custom of years.
{*Bring we a kldney,” he cronked.—
"Harvard Lampoon,

Smithers llvered In slithered

Business Methods,
When the agent brought Mrs. Tar-
| ley her fire lnsurnnee polley he re-
marked that it would be well for her
to make her fivst pnyment at once.

“Mow much will It be?" she asked.

“About $100. Walit a minute and I'll
find the exnct amount."

“Oh, how tiresome!” she exclalmed.
“Tell the company to let it stand and
deduct it from what they will owe e
when the house burns down."—The
American Leglon Weekly.

Fatal Turn of Affairs.

“Mrs, Wiges,' sald Mr, Huggins, “T
asked your daughter to marry me and
she referred me to you."

Mrs. Wiggs—I'm sure that's very
kind of Sadie, she always was a dutl-
ful girl.
no thought of marrying agoln at my
uge, but If you insist, suppose we
muke the wedding day next Thursday,

No Need of Reason.

Juck=—Papu, whant 18 reason?

Fond Parent—Reason, my boy, 1
thut which enables o man to determine
what s right,

Juek—Aund what Is Instinet?

Fond arent—Instinet is that which
tells 0 woninn she is rvight whether
ghe I8 or not.—8Sirny Storles,

infallicle Signs.

“How far have yvou studied English
history, Joln?" Inquired Miss Cross,
the new governess, ns she and John
ond sundry slsters settled down to
thelr first lesson together,

] “Just us far as my history book s
dirty, Miss Cross," sald John,

If one 18 Incompetent, can he learn
competency ?

e

The “Block

Signals

Are Working —

In some

“get there"

s, human experience
is like n.ilmuling.

Every moment of the business and
social day the block signals are giving
right of way to keenness and alertness
—while the slow and the heavy must
wait on the sidetrack for their chance

to move forward.,

The ability to “go through” and to

depends much on the poise of

body, brain and nerves that comes with
correct dict and proper nourishment.

That's why so many choose Gra
Nuts for breakfast and lunch. Served
with cream or milk it is completely
nourishing, partly pre-digested, and it
supplies the vitnr
necessary to full nutrition,

Grape-Nuts has a rich, delightful
flavor, is ready to serve on the instant
~and is distinetly the food for mental
and physical alertuess and speed. At

all grocers.
*There’s a Reason”
for Grape-Nuts

mineral salts so

Really, Mr, Huggins, 1 had |

Smithers sut slyly sipping slivers of |

|

RFD CLOUD. NEBRASKA, CHIEF

CHAPTER XXV—Continued.
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On his return bome Lincaln con-
feased that we had soon to denl with
that question,

I was In his office when Herndon
anld:

“I tell you that slavery must be

| rooted out.”

“What mnkes you think so?"
Lincoln asked.

“I feel It In my bones,"” was Hern-
jon's answer,

After that he used to speak with
respect of “DBIIl Herndon's bone phil-
asophy.*

His term In congress having ended,
he came back to the law In partner-
ship with Willlam 1L Herndon—a mnn
of charncter and sound Judgment,
Those days Lincoln wore black trou-
sers, cont and stock, a walsteonst of
satin and a Wellington high hat. IHe
wns wont to corry his papers In his
hnt, Mary bad wrought a great
shange In hls external appearnnce,

They used to call him “a dead square
nwyer.,” I remember that once Hern-
don hnd drawn up a fictidous plen
founded on a shrewd assomption. Lin-
coln earefuly examined the papers,

“1s It founded on fact? he askad.

“No" Herndon answered,

Lincoln serntched his head thought-
tuly and nsked:

“Billy, hadn’t we better withdraw
that plea? You know (t's a ghum and
generally that's another name for n
le. Don't let It go on record, The
cursed thing may come staring us In
the face long after this sult has been
forgotten,”

On the whole he wns not 8o com-
munleative ns he had been In hig young
manhood, He suffered days of depres-
slon when he sald little.  Often, In
goed company, he seemed to be think-
ing of things In no way connected
with the talk, Mary called him a
rather “shut-mouthed man,"”

Herndon used to say that the only
thing he had against Lincoln was his
habit of coming In mornings and
sprawling on the lounge and reading
alond from the newspaper,

The people of the town loved him.
One doy, ns we were walking along
the street together, we came upon 0
girl dressed up nnd erying in front
of her father's door,

“What's the mutter?" Lincoln asked,

“1 want to take the train and the
vugon hasn't come for my trunk,” sald
she,

Lincoln went in and got the trunk
and carried It to the statlon on his
banek, with people laughing nnd throw-
ing jJokes at him ns he strode along.
When 1 think of him, his chlvalry and
kindness come first to mind,

He read much, but his days of hook
study were nearly ended, IHis learn-
Ing was now got mostly In the school
of experience, Herndon says, and |
think it Is true, that he never read
to the end of a luw book those days.
e study of authorltles was left to
he Junior partner. His rending was
nostly outside the law. His knowl
ge of sclence was derlved from
Chambers' Vestiges of the Natural
History of Creatlon,

He was still afraild of the Aholition
Movement In 1852 and left town to
avold a conventlon of s adherents,
He thought the effort to resist by
force the luws of Kansas was criininal
and woyld hurt the cause of frecdom,
“Let us have peace und revolutionize
through the ballot box,” he urged.

In 1854, a little quarrel In New York
began to weave the thread of destiny,
Reward, Weed andSreeley hud wielded
declslve p®yver In the party counclls
of that state. Seward »a3 a high-
headed, popuwdar ldol, Ilis pians and
ils triumphant progress absorbed his
thought. Weed was dazzled by the
splendor of this great stur. Nelther
gave a thought to thelr uble calleague
—a poor man struggling to bulld up
a great newspnper. An office, with
fair pay, would have been a help In
those days. DBut he got no recognition
of his needs and talents and services,
Suddenly he wrote a letter to Weed
in which he sald:

“The firm of Sewnrd, Weed and
Greeley 18 hereby dissolved by the res-
ignation of {ts junlor member™

When Greeley.had grown In power
and wisdom until his nanme was known
and honored from ocean to ocean, they
trfed to make peace with Llm, bot
in wvaln,

Then suddenly a new party and a
new Lincoln were horn on the same

Mr.

' day In 18540, af & great meeting In

Rloomington, Illinols, There his soul
was to come Into Its statellest man-
slon out of lis lower vaulted pnasi.
For him the fulness of time had ar
rived. He was prepared for It. His
intellect hnd also resched the fulness
of It power. Now his great right
hand was ready for the thunderbolts
which his spirit had been slowly forg
Ing. God called him in the volces of
Vs crowd He was guick te answer.

A STORY OF THE BUILDERS oF DEMOCRACY

— e e

O BACHET e

He went up the =teps to f™a platform.
I enw, a8 he conme forw®™d, that he
had taken the cross upe®™ him, Obh,
ft wus a memorable thing to see the
smothered flume of his s®™rit leaping
into his face. His hunds vere nn.hlu
hipg, e seemed to grow faller as he
advanced. The look of Mwm reminds
we now of what the fwanus bronze
founder In Paris snld of *he death-
musk, that It was the mes® beautiful
head and face he hpd ever seen. Whnat
shall 1T sny of his words =uve that
it seemed to me that the volee of God
wias In them? The reporters forgot
to report, It Is A lost gpeech, There
Is no record of . 1 suppose It wns
seribbled with a pencll on seraps of
paper and on the backs of envelopes
at sundry times, agreenbly with his
habit, and committed to memory. So
this great speech, ealled by some the
nolilest effort of his llfe, was never
printed, I remember one sentence, re-
lnting to the Nebraska bill,

“Let us use bollots, not bullets,
ngainst the weapons of violence, which
are those of kingeraft., Thelr frialts
dre the dying bed of the fearless Sum-
ner, the rulng of the Free State hotel,
the smoking timbers of the Herald of
Frecdom, the governor of Kansas
vhnined to a stake llke a horse-thief.”

In June, 1858, he took the longest
step of nll, The Hepublican state con-
vention had endorsed him for the Unt.
tedd Stutes senate, It was then that
he wrote on envelopes and seraps
of paper at odd moments, when his
mind was off duty, the speech begln-
ning:

“A honse divided against itself must
fall, ©Our government can not long
endure part slave and part free"

1 wins among the dozen friends to
whom he read that speech In the State
house lbrary, One snld of those first
gentences: “It Is a fool utterance.*
Another: “It 18 ahead of Its time™
Another declared that it would drive
away the Democrats who had lately
joined the party, Herndon and I were
the only ones who approved It,

Lincoln had come to another fork In
the rond. For a moment I wondered
which way he would go.

Immediately he roge and sald with
un emphasis that sllenced opposition :

“Kriends, this thing has been held
buck long enough, The time has come
when these senthments should be ut-
tered, and If It s decreed that T shall

He Was Bullt for a Tool of God in
Tremendous Moral lssues.

go down because of this speech, then
let me go down linked to the truth,”

Hia consclence prevalled, The
speech was dellvered, Douglus, the
Democratie candidate, eame on from
Washington to answer it. That led
to Lincoln's chuallenge to a Joint de-
bate. 1 wns with him through that
long campalgn. Douglas was the more
finlshed orator. Lincoln spoke as he
split ralls, His conscience wns his
heetle. e drove his arguments deep
Into the souls of his hearers, The
great thing about him was his con-
sclence, Unless his theme were blg
enough to give it play In noble words
he could be ns commonplnce as any
one. e was bullt for a tool of God
ln tremendouns moral Issues, He was
awkwird and diflident in beginning a

speach, Often his hands were locked
behind him, lle gesticulated more
with hig hend than his hands, He

gtood square-toed always, He npever
walked about on the platform. He
seored his points with the long, bony,
index finger of his rvight hand. Some-
tlmes he would hang a hand on the
lnpel of Lls cont as (f to rest it. Per-
splration dripped from his face, Hia

welce, high pitched at first, mellowed
in*o a plensant sonnd,

Cne gentence In Lincoln's speech at
4tnwa thrust “The Little Glant” of
Tiinois eat of his way forever, It was
this pregnont query:

“Can the peopde of a United States
territory In  any lawful way amd
ngainst the wigh of any cltizen of the
United Stntes® exclude eluvery from
Its limits prior to the formation of u
state constitution?”

He knew that Douglas would an
swer yes and that, doing so. he wouli
nllennte the South and destroy his
chunce to he President two years Inter,
That s exactly what enme to pnes
“The Little Glant's” nnswer woas the
famous “Freeport Heresy," He was
elected to the sennte, hut wns no long
er possible as a candidate for the
presidency.

1 come now to the last «tep In the
enreer of my friend and heloved mas.
ter, It was the Hepublican conven-
tlon of 1860 In Chicago, 1 wns n
delegate. The New Yorkers cnme In
white beaver hate, enthusiastic for
Seward, thelr fuvorite =on, Ile was
the man we dreaded most, Muany in
the great crowd were wearing his col-
ors, The delezationg were in enrnest
session the nlght before the balloting
hegun, The hotel corrvidors  were
thronged with exeited men, My fa-
ther had become a man of wealth aml
great influence In Minols. T was with
him when he went Into the meeting of
the Michigun detegntes and talked to
them. He told how he cnme West In
o wangon and snw the spirit of Amer
fea In the water floods of Niagarn and
snw agadn the gpicit of America in the
life of the boy, Abe Lineoln, then
flowing toward Its manhood,  When
he sat down, the Honorpghle Dennls
Flanngnn arose and told of meeting
the Travior party at the Falls, when
he wng driving an ox-tenm, In a tall
heaver hat: how he had remembiered
thelr good advice and cookles and
Jerked venison,

“Gentlemen,” he sald, “T am willing
to tnke the word of a mmun whose nnime
Ig hallowed by my dearest recollpe
tlons, And belleving whut he has sald
of Abraham Lincoln, T am for him on
the second ballot”

The grecn Irish lad, whom 1 remem
ber dimly, had become a great politi-
cnl chieftnin aud hiks words had mneh
effect.  There war u stlr among the
delegates. 1 turned and saw the tall
form of Horace Grecley entering the
door, His blg, full foee looked rather
serious, He wore gald-howed specta-
cles. e was smooth-ghaven save for
the sllken, white, thront beard that
came out from under his eollar, His
head was bald on top with soft, =il
vered locks over ench ear, They called
on him to speak. He stepped forward
and esald slowly in a bhighpitched
drawl:

“Gentlemen, this Is my speech: On
your second ballot vote for Abraham
Lincoin af Illinols."

He bowed and left the roomn and
visited many delezations, and every-
where expressed his convictions In
this formda, Dacked by his tremens
dous personality and influence, the
slmple words were hopressive, T donht
not they turned scorcs of men from
Seward to the greant son of lionls,

Then—the campialgn with its erowils,
Its enthusinsm, its Vesuvian mutters
Ings,. There wans a curlous touch of
humor and hisiory 1o its banners, Here
are three of them:

“Menned  County  for  the Tull
Sucker,”

“We are for old Abe the Glant
Killeg,"

“Link on to Lincoln”

Then—those last days In Springfield,

e cume to the oflice the afternoon
before be left and threw himsel! on
the lounge and tulked of bygone days
with Herndon,

“KEilly, how long have we been to-
gether?” he asked,

“Sixteen yenrs,"

“Never a cross word,"

“Never™

“Keop the old sign hanging, A li-
tle thing like the election of a Presi.
dent should make no change in the
firm of Lincoln and Herndon, If 1
Hve, I'm coming back some thone and
then we'll go right on with the prac-
tice of the law as if nothing had hap-
pened,”

Then—thmt Monilay morning In
Springfield, ot elght o'clock, on the
eleventh of February, the train hore
him toward the greant task of his life,
Hannah Armstrong, who had foxed
hilg trousers In New Salem, snd the
venerable Doctor Allen and the Brim-
stends, and Aleck Ferguson, bent with
uge, and Harry Needles and Bim and
their four handsome chiddren, and my
father and mother, und DBetsey, iy
malden slster, and EIl Frendenberg
were there in the crowidd to bid him
goodl-hy.

A quartet sang.  Mr. Lincoln asked
s friends and neighbors 1o pray for
hig suceess, He waos moved by the
sight of them and could not have suaid
much If he had tried, The bell rang,
The train started, He wuved hils Lhund
and was gone, Not many of us who
stood trying to see through onr tenrs
were aguln to look upon him, The
years of preparution were ended und
those of sncrifice hnd bhegun.

Now, we are at the foot of the Iast
hill, For a long time 1 had seen It
looming In the distunce, Those duys
it filled my heart with a grent feur.
Now, how besutiful, how lonely i
geemal Oh, but what a vineyard on
that very frultfol Lill!
when I think of It MHarry Neoedles
and | were on our way to Washlngton
that fateful plght of April 14, 1865,
We reached there at an early hour In
the morning, We mnde our way
through the crowded streets to the 1t
tle honse oppasita Ford’s theater, An
officer who knew me cleared & way for
us to the door., RReporters, statesmen,
citizens aud thelr famllles were

I spenk low !

massed In the street walting with o,r
stained faces for the end. Some of
them were sohbing as we pnased, e
vere admlitted without delny. A min
pister and the doctor sat by the hdsidg
The latter held an open wuteh o s
hand, I eould hear It ticking the last
moments In an age of history,  What
i silence ns the great soul of my friend
wis  “breaking camp to go home"”
Friends of the fumily and members of
the enbinet were in the room. Through
the open door of w roomn bevond [
saw Mrs, Lincoln nnd the ¢hlildren and
others.  We looked nt our riend Iyhig
on the hed. His kindly face wag pale
and hoggard. e breathed faintly and
at long intervals, s end wns near.

“Poor Abe! Haorry whispereid as he
lnoked down at hlm,  *“lle has had te
thie on the cross”

To mogt of those others Lincoln was
the greal statesminn. To Harry he was
the beloved Abe who had slfired hin
fure and his hnedships In many a long,
WMIry way.

The doctor put hig ear agninst the
breast of the dying roun. There wus

*“He Belongs to the Ages”™

a moment in which we could hear the
volees In the street, The doclor rose
and sald: *“le Is gone.”

Secretary Stanton, who more thnn
once had spoken Hghtly of him, came
to the hedslde and tenderly closed the
eyes of his master, saying:

“Now, he belongs to the ages"

We went out of the door. The sound
of mourning was In the streets, A
dozen bells were tolllng, On the cors
ner of Tenth street a quartet of ne-

groes  was  sluging  that  wonderful
Pruyer:
“Swing low, sweet chariof, eomin®

for to carry me home"”

One of them, whose rich, deep hass
thrilled me and all whe heard it wns
Roger Wentworth, the fucitive, who
had come to our house with Blm. in
the darkness of the night, long bhelora,

[THE EXND.]

KNEW WHEN THEY HAD BITE

Traveler Tells of Rats Who Used
Their Tails as Fishlines to
Catch Crabs.

Cuptain Moncton in his “Experis
ences of 0 New Guinen Wesident Mg
istrate,” relutes the followlng  incis
dent: “Having Inuded on an utterly’
barren island  formed of corul rock
and destitute of all vegetation, he
faund It to he the home of an epors
mous nmmber of rnts, There was no
trace of other smlmal e, and i1 wns
impossible 1o inongine how, except by
continual preying upon one another, '€
wis possibde for these rats to subsist,

“While seated at the water's wive,
turning over the problem in his mind,
he npotleed some of the rats going
tlown to the edge of the reef—Ilunk,
hungry-looking  creatures they were,
with plnk, unked talls.  He stopped
on the point of throwilng lumps of
cornl ot them, out of curiosity 1o see
what they meant to do.  His curiosity
wius  soon  gratiled, Rar after  rat
pleked o futtish plage and, squatting
on the edge, dangled s il o the
wianter,

“Pregently one rat gove a violent
leap of a yard, landing well elear of
the water, nnd whih g erah ellnging to
its  tpil, Turning around, the rat
grabibed the erab and devoured it and
then returned to the gtong, Othep
rils were soen repeating the performes
nnee,"

Many Had ldea of Velocipede.

The velovipeite wis the tuther of
the bleycle, The ligt of those whe
clalmed 1o have wade the inventlon
would fill a ecolumn, and a page would
hardly ncconmmodnte all those who de-
vised the lmprovemwents which minde
the velocipede a really useful means

I locomaotion,
Blanchard, the aeronant, who de-
seribed  the Innovation in demnil in

1770, 18 belleved entitled o tirst hou-
0rs,

The Frenchiuonn, Nlcephore Niepwe,
nppenrs a8 o good second In IS8,
Baror von Direals, & Germun,  tikes
third money with his “duandy horse”
or “dendsenn,” which he putented in
the sulne year,

Women Athletes Too Energetie.
With wowmen who ke up u'h!ﬁtl(‘l
the tendency Is e overdo 1, snve W,
L. George, Enginnd's forewost suliiors

ity vp athletie sworta




