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The
Strength of Lincoln

50 women connected with the Sani-

tary commission met in Washing-
ton to “talk it over.” Afterthe business
had been concluded, about half the
gelegates decided to call upon President
Lincoln. To one of their number, at
least—Helen Evertson Smith—the in-
terview offered & wonderfully impres-
elve illustration of Lincoln's trust in
God, and the strength and comfort he
derived from it.

There was no special reason for the
call, except, perhaps, a pardonable
curiosity on the part ol the women to
see “0Old Abe' at close hand. and to
hear his veice. The demand upon his
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“LADIES, GOD BLESS YOU ALL®

time was a matter that probably had not
occurred to them.

Long, lank, haggard and embarrassed,
the president certainly looked as if, in
the depths of his generous heart, he
were silently wishing that this addi-
tional burden had not been laid upon
him. His sorrowful dark eyes were far
sunken under cavernous eyebrows, His
thick, dark hair lay wildly at cross-pur-
poses over his head. His large nose
loomed above a wide mouth set in a
heavy, muscular froming which looked
as if It had never smiled.

The Youth's Companion
each one of the
hands with him, had tried to say some
pleasant thing, and he had gravely and
perfunctorily replied with an expres-
sionless “Thank yoiu." The moments
were getting fearfully long, and trying
to the president.

“Could we not get out?” a lady asked,
fn a whisper,

Just then a dear old Quaker lady took
the long-suffering glant's down-
stretched hand. She had to rise on tip-
toe, and as she did It her sweet voice
uttered some words diffiealt to catch,
But their effect casy 1o sep, As
when the lights suddenly blaze hehind a
cathedral window, g0 the radiance {l-
lumined those rugged features and
poured from the wonderful eves, The
gaunt form straightened, " The mouth
became beautiful in its sweetness, 1t ig
Dot posgible to give the words of either
exactly, but this was theiy support:

“Yes, friend Abrabam, thee need not

says that

WAS

women, as she shook |
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think thee stands alone. We are al
praying for thee. The hearts of all th
people are behind thee, and thee canno
fail. The Lord has appointed thee, ths
Lord will sustain thee, and the peopls
{love thee. Yea, a8 no man Wwae eve)
loved before, does this people love thee
We are only a few weak women, but wi
represent many. Take comfort, frieng
Abraham, God Is with thee. The peo
ple are behind thee.”

“lI know it." The great, soft volcs
rolled solemnly and sweetly forth fron
the trembling lips. “If I did not havs
the knowledge that God is sustaining
and will sustain me until my appointes
work Is done, I could not live. If I dig
not believe that the hearts of all loyg,
people were with me, 1 could not endure
it. My heart would have broken lonj
ago.

“You have given a cup of cold wate)
fo a very thirsty and grateful man
Ladjes, you have done me a great kind-
nessg to-day. 1 knew it before. 1 knew
[ that good men and women were praying
! for me, but I was so tired | had almos'
forgotten. God bless you all!”

Lincoln to the Jury.,

| Mr. T. W. 8. Kidd says that he oncq '

heard a lawyer opporsed to Lincoln try:
ing to convince a jury that precedent
was superior to law, and that custom
made things legal in all cases. When
Lincoln arose to answer him he told the
jury he would argue his case in the samd
way. Said he: “Old 'Squire Bagly, from
{ Menard, came nto my office and said:
Ir‘l.in.-u]n, I want your advice as a law
ver. Has a man what's been elected
| Justice of the peace a right to lssue g
| marriage license? [ told him he had
{not; when the old 'squire threw himsel)
| back In his chalr very Indignantly and
| sald: ‘Lincoln, [ thought you was g
{lawyer. Now Bob Thomas and me had
a bet on this thing, and we agreed to let
you decide; but if this is your opinjon
{1 don’t want it, for | know a thunderin
sight better, for | have been ‘squire now

{ sOme

| cused of coarseness,

The

Humor of Lincoln

INCOLN was remarkable for his

humor and his fund of anecdote,

both In his conversation and his
public addresses, uged to
point or argumont he was en-
deavoriog 1o Impress upon the mind of
his hearers. He has often been ac-
sometimes wvul-
Jdn this respect. Secretary
Seward once said In reply to this
charge: “l am convinced' that Mr,

garity,

illustrate 1

| this regard.

Lincoln has been greatly wronged in
In all his intercourse

iwnh men, embracing governors, seni-

| consolate

tors, congressmen and othera [ never
heard him utter a remark that would
have heen out of place if uttered in
the presence of ladles. The trouble i
that many foul-mouthed men in the
country have put these vulgarities in
Mr. Lincoln’s mouth in thelr own
imagination, using his name to glve
force to their attempls at wit. Mr

Lincoln was the purest-hearted man
with whom | ever came in contact.”
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THE BOY AND THE COON
Davis, its presldent, had been cap-
tured, and confined, the govern-
ment was worried with the ques-

tion as to what they should do with him,
and It came to be a pretly general re-
mark that “we had an elephant on our
hands.” He was guilty of treason and
hanging was the punishment for this
crime, but there were few of our states-
men who favored that, although It was
hard to see how they could consistently
{give him his liberty., One day a leading
| minister called on Mr.

l Jeff Davis.

I can answer that question by
you a story. There was once a boy in
Springlield
after the novelty
great nuisance,
been nI‘m:gmg the coon through
streets with a rope attached to the ani-
mal's collar, he sat down on the curb-
slone completely fagged out and dls-
A man passing by stopped

and asked him wha*t was the matter.
| ‘Oh,” was the reply. 'the coon {8 such a

trouble to me." “Why don't you get rid

of him, then? sald the gentleman.
 "Hush,' replied the boy, ‘don’t you see
| that he Is gnawing his rope off? [ am
| going to let iim do it. Then I'll go home

wore off, became a

I and tell the folks thet he got away.' "

{eight vears and have done it all the
{tUme" ™
; Lincoln and is Boys,

It was a frequent custom with Lincoln,
this of carrying his children on his!

shoulders, He rarely went down street
{that he did not have one of his younger
boys mounted on his ghoulder, while
| another hung to the tail of his long coat,

The antics of the boys with their fa- |

ther, and the species of tyranny they ex.
| erciged over him, are still subjects of
| talk in Springfield.
| one of the best of the stories, He was
| called to the door one day by hearing a
|g:‘«'-m noise of children, and there was

| both of whom were walling aloud
“Why, Mr. Lincoln, what's the matter
| with the boys?" he asked.
“Just what's the matter with
| whole world,” Lincoln replied,

the

gol three walnuts, and each wants two.”

“Your eyes, my dear, and your smile
are intoxicating,” he told her in his
Jocular way when she critieiged the con-
dition In which he came from the ¢lub.

“Even if they are,"” sheretoried
never gave you that breath .-
Post,

|
J Her Retort,
1
|

Chicago

How They Hate FEach Other,

“Well,” sald her neighbor, "this is a
regular old-fashioned winter, {sn't fe?"

“Oh, Is 1t?" ghe returned “Really
vou know, I ean’t speak from experience
about old-fashioned winters, not having
been here when you used to have that
| Klud."—Chlcago Record-Herald,

" side."”
“I've |

f that's why I came here,'
‘they

{ plasters have

|

Mr. Roland Diller | qprithmetic."
who was a nelghbor of Mr. Lincoln, tells |
|

Mr. Lincoln striding by with the hoys, |

During the course of the war a friend
asked Mr. Lincoln one day how many
men the confederates had Iin the fleld,
“Tweive hundred thousand,” was
prompt and decided reply. The inter-
rogator In amezement exclaimed: “ls
it possible that they have that large
number?” *"Yeg, sir,” sald Mr. Lincoln,
“1,200,000; there is no doubt of
it. You see all of our generals,
when they get whipped, say the
enemy outnumbered them from three
or five to one, I must believe them.
Now we have 400,000 men in the fleld
Three times four make twelve. Don't
you see? 1t 18 a simple problem in

In the beginnin of the war, a Meth-

odigt friend once sald to him: *| hope |
that the Lord is on our side.” *“I am not
at all concerned about that,” said Mr. |

Lincoln, “for I know that the Lord {s
always on the side of the right. But it |
is my constant anxiety and praver that |
I and LLis pation should be on the Lord’s

Gettlng Away from 1,
"Here's your room,” sald the ;:mu!-:
natured landlady., “Now we'll try and |
make yvou feel at home."”
“Don't do it,"” replied the new boarder.,
“Everything at home made me tired; |
Philadelphia

Press.
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Draggist VES,

Mell Worn.
"“"His face has such a worn look!"

Lincoin and |
asked him what he was golog to do with ‘

“Well,” sald Mr. Lincoln, “I believe |
telling |

who bought a coon, which, !

One day, after he had !
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POOLEY'S VALENTINE

HERE was no good

the comic valentine
hurt young Pooley, but it did hurt
him, though he hugged the mortifi-
cation to hls bosom with Spartan for-
titude and laughed so much at it that
ne one in the family circle suspected
that he did not enjoy it as much as
they evidently did.

The points of resemblance between
the valentine clerk and Pooley were
not striking. Pooley's ears were of
normal size, and did not flap from the
sides of his head In & manner suggest-
ive of an alarmed elephant, nor was
he in the habit of decorating them
with quill pens. They would lLardiy
have known a quill pen in the office
if they had seen one. Then, he had
rather a good nose—long enough to
pxpress sagacity, but not sn long as
‘0 smear the columns of figures In the
ledger before him when he was work-
ing at his desk, nor was It of a bright
crimson color. He did not wear a
grass-green coat or red and Dblue
theckered trousers and purple-striped
shirt cuffs, and, being a rather mod-
¢8t and well-conducted young man,
the charges of apobbery and bump-
tiousness in Lhe atroclous doggerel be-

reason why
should have

So it happened that just before St
Valentine's day Pooley spent quite an
extravagant sum of money in the pur-
chase of an arrangement of laces, rib-
bons, violets and amatory verse, which
he directed with his gloved left hand,
and malled secretly. On the morning
of 8. Valentine's day he himself re-
celved a modest little card which
seemed to glve him Inordinate delight,
His sigter noticed it, and wanted to see
what his card was, but Pooley firmly
refused to gratify her curlosity.

“It's another comic one,” declared
the sister. “You're afraid to show it.”

Her remark somehow dashed Poo-
ley's pleasure. He was nervously ap-
prehensive for the rest of the time
that he was in the house., He start-
ed at the sound of the postman’'s sec-
ond knock, and felt an unaccountabls
sinking of his spirits when he re-
turned home that evening.

It was a pleasant surprise to
therefore, when he found nothing
worse than Margaret-—not that she
had the appearance of awalting him;
in fact, she seemed rather surprised
than otherwlse to see him, though, of
course, it was natural enough that he
should be at his own home.

The sister was good-natured, and she
went away and left Pooley to entertain
Margaret, The talk, somehow, turned
on valentines, and she sald she had re-
celved one that she llked very much
indeed. Bhe described It as consist-

liim,

~%

CALLED HIS FRIEND'S ATTENTION TO IT.

low
| flat

the wvalentine scemed singularly
and [nappropriate, But it was

Ing of violets, lace, ribbons and poetry.
The poetry, she thought, was sweet,

true that he was a clerk, and, though | but she blushed as she said it, and

| he had never considered that
graceful, It somehow seemed to him
now to afford ground for the sneer,

At the least, Pooley
showed that somebody disliked him-—
probably honestly belleved that

dis- | it sounded better than that,

thought, lt.lthlngs about it—and things In

Pooley
said he had recelved a valentine, too,
and he felt encouraged to say some
gen-
eral—that exceedingly

put them on

he | familiar terms in the course of about

{ was snobbish and bumptious, so that | five minutes.

| Margaret

his maligned ears tingled and he
burned with resentment every
the comic valentine met his cye.

That was quite frequently, for he had

i

time o diiferent

taken particular pains to have ({t
pinned above his little work table in
the sitting-room-—just to show how
little he cared. When friends came
in he was sure to call their attention |
to It

In addition to this, Pooley spent
much time specnlating as to who had
sent the thing. He compared the hand-
writing on the envelope that had con-
tained it with the handwritiog of his

“Well,” sald Pooley, at last, “this is
Valentine’'s day to last
year's to me, Did you ever, see that
thing? Do you think it leoks like
me? 1'd like to know what idlot sent {t."

The last words he spoke in a bhitter
tone. The pent-up resentment of a
year was in his volee. Then he looked
down at his new valentine. She was

white, and looked shocled and
frightened.

“What s it, Margaret?"” asked
Pooley, with much concern

“Oh!"™ she eried. bursting into

[tears, "It was I sent that horrld thing.

friends and acquaintances, and came |
1o many conclusgions, the result of |
which was that his frilends began to

complain among themselves of a cor-
tain change In his manner—a lack of
the old warmth and frank kindpess,
and a cold and distrustful air. The
evil influence lasted for exactly one
vear., I'or some months before the St

; Valentine's day following he had been

more than slightly under another in-
fluence. It had pretiy golden halr and
blue eyves and its name was Muargaret.
was a friend of his  sister,
and had been Lo Pooley's house several
times,

Wondered Whaont She Meunt,
Charley Litewate (1o his chum)
What the deuce do you suppose Miss
‘utting meant just now

George—Wby, what

Gawge?

did  she say,

“Ne¢ wonder; he hasg been traveling | “haolly?

20 Il lor uearly 40 years. —Luck ]

Charley — Why, when 1 asked her

|

I-—1 didn't know you then—and-—and
it—we were sending a lot of them—
the girls—and—anyway, I know it was
sllly, but 1 didn’t think it would hurt
anybody's feelings—and to think that
it was you! Oh, I'm so unhappy, and
I'll never

"Oh, pshaw!™ sald Pooley., “Yo
don't think 1 minded! Why, . though
it was a good joke—but it's a better
one this year."

Then he took down the comic valéen-
tine and gazed fondly on the atroclous
clerk, then folded v up renderly and
put it into his breast pockel.—Chlcago
Daily News

it 1 might be her valentine, she said:
"Hentimental or comic?"—Judge.

To nn Ol Sweethenrt,
‘Tla tme for valontines, my dear;
You Jilted me, | think, (ast year,
And | !-!'-Imi-t now revive the Nume,

Liul, goodness, 1've forget YOUF Bumme.
Detivit Free P'ross,




