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LET'S HAVE A VOTE !

The Farm Journal is well known everywhere in the United States
as one of the very best Farm papers a perfect gem of a Family paper. It
is cream, not skim-mil- k; it is the boiled-dow- n paper; chuck-ful- l of
common-sense- ; hits the nail on the head every time. Every one who has

a horse, or cow, or pig, or chicken, or has a larm big or little,
or a garden patch, ought to take the Farm Journal. The
fact that it has a round million readers bespeaks its wonderful
popularity. It is the one paper that guarantees its advertisers
to be honest, and protects its readers against fraud.

LET'S HAVE A VOTE!
It cost you nothing to vote, The Farm Journal ior oneyear costs noth-

ing; tlie presidents' portrait calendar costs you but 10 cents, to merely
cover the expense of printing, wrapping; mailing etc., provided that you
subscribe at the same time for The Herald. Our clubbing terms with
the farm Journal are such that we can furnishWeekly Herald - - - $1.50.

Farm Tournal, : - - .50
President's portrait calender, - .25

Total, .... $2.25
all for $1.60, but ten cents more than our usual subscription rate: or, if
your subscription to The Herald has been paid up in full, we will send
you the Farm Journal, 1 year, the presidents portrait calendar (your
chioce for president) for 35 cents. Make remittance direct to us without
delay as this is a special and extraordinary offer.

Don t forget in ordernng calendar to state wno is your cnoice
tor President, and which calendar you want,
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Drs. Betts& Betts
PHYSICIAN, SUBGEOHS ud SPECIALISTS,

1409 DOUGLAS ST.,
OMAHA, NEBRASKA.

Office honrs fmm 9 a. m. to t p.m. Sunday
from 10 a. in. to 1 p. m.

Specialists in Chronic, Nervous, Skin and Blood
Ditieasee.

Consultation at office or by mail free.
Medicines sent by mail or express, securely
packed, free from observation. Guarantees to
cure quickly, safely and permanently.

The most widely and favorably known special-
ists in the United States. Their long experience,
remarkable skill and universal success in the
treatment and cure of Nervous, Chronic and Sur-
gical Diseases, entitle these eminent physicians
to the full confidence of the afflicted everywhere.
They guarantee:

A CERTAIN AND POSITIVE CUBE for the
awfnl effects of early vice and the numerous evils
that follow in its train.

PRIVATE, BLOOD AND SKIN DISEASES
speedily, completely and permanently cured.

NERVOUS DEBILITY AND SEXUAL DIS-
ORDERS yield readily to their skillful treat-
ment.

FILES, FISTULA AND EECTAL ULCERS
guaranteed cured without pain or detention
from business.

HYDROCELE AND VARICOCELE perma-
nently and successfully cured in every ease.

SYPHILIS. fiONORRHCEA, GLEET. Sperroa-torrhce- a.

Seminal Weakness, Lost Manhood,
Night Emissions, Decayed Kneel ties. Female
Weakness and all delicate disorders peculiar to
either sex positively cured, as well as all func-
tional disorders that result from youthful follies
or the excess of mature years.

QtripflIPP Guaranteed permanently cured.
removal complete, without cut-

ting, cauntic or dilatation. Cure effected at
home by patient without a moments pain of
annoyance.

TO YOUNG AND MIDDLE-AGE- D MEN

A ClipA PnrP Rw'nl effects of early
OUI G rice which brings organic

weakness, destroying both mind and body, with
all its dreaded ills, permanently cured.

Rpftfi Address those who have impar--Ul

Om eti themselves by improper in-
dulgence and solitary habits, which ruin both
mind and body, unfitting them for business,
study or marriage.

MARRIED MEN, or those entering on that
happy life, aware of physical debility, quickly
assisted.

Cy8end 6 cents postage for celebrated works
on Chronic, Nervous and Delicate Diseases.
Thousands cared. t$fA friendly letter or call
may save yon future suffering and shame, and
add golden years to life. Cf?No letter answered
unless accompanied by 4 cents in stamps.

Address, cr call on

DRS. BETTS & BETTS,
1409 Douglas St.,

OMAHA, - - NEBRASKA.

Scientific American
Agency fort

CAVEATS.
TRADE MARKS,

DESIGN PATENTS
V11 COPYRIGHTS, etc

For information and free Handbook write to
MUNN CO.. 361 Broadway-- , New York.

Oldest bureau for securing patents in America.
Every patent taken out by us is brought before
the public by a notice given free of charge In the

Scientific Jlmmcau j

Largest circulation of any scientific paper in the
world. Splendidly illustrated. No intelligent
man should be without it. Weekly, 83.00 a

$1.50 six months. Address MUNN & CO
'Itbubhxbs, an Broadway. New York.

weakness
OUsOKLY, THOROUGHLY. FOREVER CURED

Dy a new penectea
scientific method thatcannot fail unless the
case Is beyond human
aid. You feel improved
the first day, feel a bene-
fit every day : soon know
yourself a king among
men in body, mind and
heart. Drains and losses
ended. Every obstacleto happy married life re-
moved. Nerve force,
will, energy, brain power,
when failing or lost are
restored by this treat-
ment. All small and weak
portions of the body en-
larged and strengthened.

Victims of abuses and
excesses, reclaim your
manhood ! Sufferers from
folly.overwork.ill health,
regain your vigor! Don't
despair.even if in the last
stages. Don't be disheart
ened if quacks have rob- -
Dea too. iet us snow vom
that medical science and

business honor stilt exist: here go band in band.
Write for our Book with explanations proof k,
mailed aemletl free. Over JB.OOtt reference.
ZBIB MEDICAL CO. . BUFFALO, IT. 7.

RfiL DIEFFENBAClJ'G
rSSv PR0TA6ra CAPSULES,

TSW' kTOL proved by re porta of lead tag ptiy-isieia-ns.

State age in ordering.
1 Price. SI. Catalewoe Free.a sale and speedyGfiG cure for Gleet,

trletsire and all
annatural discharges. Price
jiREEK specific urr
Uand Skta Diseases, Sen

loae sJeree adSypkllltle AsTeetloas, wits
out mercery. Price, St. Order from
THE PERU DRUG & CHEMICAL CO. 2.

189 Viseoasio Btsset, sHXWAUXM, WI,

runkenness
fir ths Llauor Habit, Positively Curet

BY AOUIUISfECIwO DR. MMWIV 00 LIE II SPECIFIC.
It can be alvcn in a cud of coffee or tea. or in ar

Kcles of ood. without the knowledge of the per
son taking it; It Is absolutely harmless and will
effect a permanent and speedy cure, whether
Miepatientisa moaeraie uriuseror an aiconoiie
wreck, it NEVER FAILS. We GUARANTEE

complete cure In evsry Instance. 43 page book
FREE. Address In confidence,
VCESi nPBOFIC CO. ,18$ Rae St. Casalmtl

CWdreo Cry for Pitcher's Cartorltv.

Wbea Beby was sick, we gave her Castoria.
Wbea she was A Child, she cried for Csstorl
When she became Xls. h- - cJur to Cattor,
"'nenshehadChil n s?it ;v tli"m Cuj oria

A Bttidjr In Synonyms.
I was asked by my sweetheart to mizzle, to

budge.
To cut sticks, to make tracks, and to tramp.

To evaporate, to paddle, and trudge.
To vamoose, disappear, and decamp.

I was fiercely requested the double to tip.
And the twig lu at winkle to bop.

And to gallop my rage, and my cable to slip.
To abscond, and to vanish kerllop.

I waft ordered to slope and to seek a fresh
lodjfK,

To avaunt, to pack off. and to start.
To aliHiiutulHta, Hiiattl.iK'rHrriliilate, dodge.

To divergo, deliquesce, and depart.

I wa orvi to make beef, and to speel, and
to guy.

Ac my rnahoiranii's slick.
Ami (

ti . lit; it, and book it, and stop it, and
Yes, to pike, elimr, and trot double quick.

I was pressed to embark, to woisrh anchor, to
.'l!f!c.

To w itlidraw, to move forward, to flit.
To ascend ulkcr's ' bus, MiunUs' pony to

To aroj ut mo, to quit, ami to git.
I was bidden to clear, and to sheer, and to

But I answered, with lienrt beating low,
'1 II In M.iti.ilir u . f, i, ' . ill., .r- - i.iV ill
I will merely, and mournfully, go."

Imdoii Fun.

SA3FS STRATEGY.
Farmer Kemlrick had brought in an

armful of snow-covere- d lo;s from the
woodpile at the north end oi the house,
throwing them down on the stone
hearth" with a noise like a small earth
iiuake, when Carrie Hrown started up.

"Five o'clock! Oh. I had no idea it
was so late. I must be going home

"Allow ine to accompany you. Miss
Brown.

"You will let me see you home,
Carrie?"

(.'apt. Lo''sn and Fred Jones both
spoke at once, but Carrie shook her
head.

"I prefer to walk alone," she said,
eravlv.

"About the sleighing party to-m- or

row night? said t red, anxiously.
"1 I have Mt!f promised Capt. Lo

gan," said th village beauty, a rosy
tint sutliifing her cheek.

"But, Carrie, I thought it was set
tled between you and me two weeks
ago!' exclaimed bred, with a frown.

"Was it? I'm sure I had forgotten
it."

Fred was silent. Capt. Logan's
smooth, soft-tone- d voice broke the si
lence.

"I exact no promises," he said, gal
lantly, "but if I am not punctual to
the hour and the spot Miss Brown may
draw her own conclusions."

And Carrie went home.
fcihe was very pretty, this bright- -

eyed, Kew England damsel, bred
Jones had loved her ever since they
were children together, and Capt. Lo-

gan, who had come down to spend the
Christmas holidays with his cousins.
the Kendricks, had become so fond of
those bright, blue eyes and golden
hair that he had prolonged his visit in-
to January.

"Pon my word, she's a regular
beauty," said the captain, staring
through the liny window-pane- s at the
retreatir.g fnrure of Miss Brown.

Fred Jones looked quickly up at
him, as if he would have liked to
knocked him over into the fireplace,
but he refrained from any such dem-
onstration.

"A beauty," went on the captain,
"and it's a thousand pities she should
be wasted on any of the country
bumpkins who vegetate among these
wildernesses. Sam, you 3'ouhg vil-
lain, are those boots of mine blacked
yet?"

Farmer Kendrick's hired boy, whe
had just'eome in to warm his purple
hands at the merry red blaze, looked
glum.

"No, thev ain't," said Sam, crossly.
"Well, w'hat's the reason?"
"'Cause I ain't 'ad time."
"See you find time, then, and that

quick, too," said the captain. And
Sam glowered after him as he went
gayly up the stairs.

"Just wish I had the firin' of him
out," said the boy, gloomily. "It's
Sam do this,' and Sam do that, and
Sam, where's the warm water?' and
Sam, what the deuce do you mean by

lettin' my fire go out?' and not a red
cent has he guv me yet no, nor so
much as a pleasant word. I wonder if
he means to stay here always."

"You and I are about equal in our
love of him, Sam," said Fred Jones,
laughing.

"I heerd him talkin' with Miss Car-
rie about goin' sleigh-ridi- n'

night," said Sam shrewdly. "I'd jes'
like to put 'KickingTom' in the shafts;
I would if it weren't for Miss Carrie.
He don't know nothin' about horses,
that there militia cap'n don't." And
Sam chuckled.

"I say.Mr. Jones," he resumed,awhy
don't you get beforehand with him?
Miss Carrie don't really care for him;
she's only dazzled like."

Fred Jones frowned slightly; honest
Sam was not exactly the kind of Gany-
mede he cared to have meddle with
his love affairs.

"Miss Brown must choose for her-
self, Sam," he said, and Sam went
back to hia work, secretly wondering
how a young lady; gifted with ordi-
nary sense, could hesitate for a mo-
ment between the captain and Fred
Jones.

The next night came a perfect
night for sleighing expeditions and
rustic love-mukin- g, the roads hard and
well packed and a glorious moon shin-
ing down whitely, as if a rain of silver
were deluging the whole world.

"Couldn't be better weather," said
the captain. "Sam, where are the
sleigh-bells- ?"

"Dunno," said Sam. "There's them
old jinglers in the garret that used to
belong to Deacon Joe Kendrick that
was in the revolutionary war, and
there's the two cow-bel- ls that Mary
Jane might scour op with ashes

"Pshaw!" said the captain. "Do you
take me for Rip Van Winkle? There's
a pretty little string somewhere, for I
saw them when Mrs.. Kendrick went
out day before yesterday."

"I hain't seen nothin' cm 'em," said
Sam, stolidly.

"Come, come, Sam, don't make your-ie- lf

out any stupider than you- - be by
nature," said the farmer, laughing
nevertheless, for. the captain's airs
were fast wearing out his welcome,
and he secretly sympathized with the
much-abuse- d Sam.

"I guess they're out in the barn

captain. If you expect to nnd 'era our
Sam's dreadful thick-heade- d when he
chooses to be."

"Come along, my fine fellow," said
the captain, collaring Sam and march-
ing him off in the direction of the old
red barn. "We don't need any lantern
in this moonlight, that is one com-
fort."

"Where are the stairs?" demanded
the captain, as they entered the barn.

"Ain t none, said Sam. "It s a lad-
der."

"Up with you, then," said Logan,
but Sam shrunk back.

"I wouldn't, not for said Sam.
"Old John Kendrick hanged himself
from the middle beam fourteen years
ago, and folks say he stands up there
with a rope round his neck every
moonlight night."

"StulT and nonsense!" cried the cap-
tain, in accents of contempt. "You
cowardly lout, stay where you are,
then, and I'll go myself."

He sprung lightly up the rounds of
the ladder aim disappeared through
the trap door.

"Where is it?" he called.
"The ghost? Right under t lie mid-di- e

beam by the windy was the place
where "

"Blockhead! I mean the string of
bells."

"Look for 'em yourself," said Sam,
sulkily. "I don't know where they be,
and, what's more, I dou't care."

"I'll settle with you, my line fellow,
when I come down," said the captain,
threateningly, as he grop:-- d about in
the dim light which came through a
cobweb-drape- d window at either end
of the barn chamber.

"Don't hurry vmNi lf, cap'n," re-
joined Sam, in a jeering tone.

As the captain plunged into a dark
corner there was a jingle, and the
string of bells, suspended from a nail,
hit him directly on the neck, so like
the grasp of death-col- d fingers that he
could not but start.

"Oh!" said the captain, nervously.
"Here they are. Catch 'em. Sain!
Hal-lo- ! Where's the trap door?"

And it took the worthy captain fully
sixty seconds or more to realize that
the trajwloor was closed and fastened
on the lower side. He rushed to tho
window and threw it up only to see
Sam speeding up the hill.

"Hal-lo-o-a- !" yelled Capt. Logan.
"Come back, you scoundrel! You

lout! You imp of evil!"
Sam turned around and executed

that peculiar gyration of the fingers in
connection with the nasal organ which
is supposed to express the extremity
of scorn.

"You'll find the ladder on the barn
floor, cap'n," hooted this young rebel,
"an' don't be afraid o' the ghost; it's
very harmless if you let it alone."

"But, Sam Sam, come back! I'm
to be at Mr. Brown's at 7:30."

"Don't worry!" bawled Sam. "Miss
Carrie won't wait long afore Mr.
Fred'll be on hand."

The captain danced up and down on
the floor in an ecstasy of rage as Sam
disappeared over the crest of the hill.
He knew very well if he possessed the
lungs of Boreas he could make no one
hear.

He sat shivering down on the hay,
starting nervously at the sound of
horses' feet below, and thinking how
disagreeably a bar of moonlight, which
streamed down from a crack in the
roof, resembled a tall, white figure
standing under the center beam. He
could almost fancy the rope round its
neck. Pshaw! And the captain jumped
up again, with starting dew on his
temples, even in the freezing atmos-
phere of the barn chamber.

"What is to be done?" he asked him-
self. And echo, if echo had had any
common sense, would have answered:
"Just nothing at all!"

Sam had outwitted him. And pretty
Carrie, and Fred Jones, with his red
cutter and great chestnut-colore- d

horse! The captain was wild at the
thought; surely he was vanquished.

"I won't wait another minute for
him," said Carrie Brown, coloring up,
with the tears in her blue eyes. "Go
on, girls, I shall spend the evening at
home."

"There's plenty of room for you in
our sleigh, Carrie," coaxed her brother.
"Bessie Andrews will be glad to have
you along."

".No, she won t, either, pouted Car
rie. "As it l would spoil an ner iun:
No; if I can't have an escort of my
own I'll stay at home and mend stock
ings; and 1 never, never will speak, to
Capt. Logan again."

Charlie Brown was on the point of
arguing the matter with his sister,
when the door opened and in walked
Fred Jones.

"Not gone yet, Carrie? Where is
the captain?"

"I don t know," said Carrie, tartlv.
"and I don't care. Am I Capt. Logau's
keeper?"

"Will you go with me?"
"Yes. I will." said Carrie, her eves

lighting and shy smiles dimpling her
face.

"Of course," said Fred, "I can't ex
pect to make myself as agreeable as
the city captain, but "

"Ihe captain, the captain!" cried
Carrie, a little irritably. "I'm sick of
the sound of his name. I never want
to see him again. W'hat a nice new
cutter this is, and how easy the wolf
robes are!"

"Carrie," whispered Fred, as he
touched up the horse and felt her nest-
ling close to him, "is it for always?"

"Yes, always, she answered.
e

"Jerusalem!" said Farmer Kendrick.
It was past 10 o'clock at night, and the
old gentlemnn had come out as usual
before retiring to rest, to see that the
dumb members of his family were all
safe and comfortable. "I do believe
that's old John Kendrick's ghost come
to life again, poundin' like all pos-
sessed on the barn chamber floor!"

"It's me-e- ! It's me-e!- " bawled the
captain. "Unfasten the trap door and
let me out!"

Slowly the farmer lifted the ladder
to its place. With rheumatic awk
wardness he climbed the ' creaking
rounds and undid the hook from . its
hasp.

"How in all creation came you here?"
he demanded. "Why, I thought you
was out with the gals."

"It was all the doing of that villain,
Sam!" rasped 'the infuriated captain.
his teeth chattenne with mine-le- rae
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j tning. i-- h icave tne place
"As you please," said the farmer, to

whom the nrocpeCt of loslnir his euest
was not unpleasant. "I'm dreadful
sorry this should have happened,
though, and I'll talk seriously to Sam."

"So will I," gnashed tho captain.
"I'll break every bone in his body."

But Sam had takeu particular care
to go over to his grand mother's, six
miles across the snowy fields, to spend
the uight.uud the only person the cap
tain saw was old Mrs. Kendrick bitting
by the kitchen tire.

"You've lost your chnnoo, captain,"
said shrt, gooi!-hu:iioredl- y. "Dorcas
Smith lias just gone by on her way
home from t lie sleighing parly, and
she says Fred Jones brought Carrie
Brown in his new cutter, ami they're
engaged."

The captain loft next day. and Mrs.
Fred Jones lias never seen him since.
And when the affair came off Sam got
a piece of wedding cake big enough to
give hi ni the dpi"psia for a week.
Hoztoii A'fvx.

LOVE CROWN COLD AND DICTATED.

A 1'erlidtouH Man's Kxprdfi-n- t to Cause
the ItrcukliiK of an KiiKU.K'm-iit- .

The typewriter girl in the Kiehelieu
looked up from her machine yesterday
afternoon and remarked to the
hotel lounger:

"I have been playing a very impor-
tant part in a very interesting rom-
ance."

"Oh, you have?"
"Yes,I have."
"What's it about?"
"Love, of course. What do you sujv

pose!"
"And were you one of the princi-

pals?"
"Well --yes. I think I did the most

important part. You see there were
'four of us "

"Double wedding?"
"No, not a double wedding there

isn't any wedding yet. Wait. There
were four of us three girls and one
young man. The young man lives
here at the Kiehelieu. lie hasn't been
in the city long. He came here from
a certain town in Connecticut whose
name I won't mention. He is a nice
young man and very wealthy, or at
least his family back in Connecticut
is wealthy. When he came here lie
was engaged to a young lady in his
own home. But he didn't love her.
He didn't love any one until he came
here "

"And met y "
"Wait a minute! This engagement

was one of those family affairs ar-
ranged by the parents of the young
folks you know how such things go

played together as babies, romped as
children, went to school together,
fathers old chums, mothers old school-
mates, both families wealthy, and so
the young couple become engaged.
You know how such things go."

"Oh, yes."
"Well, as I say, this young man

didn't love her. After he came here
they corresponded. Then the young
man met his ideal here in Chicago.and
fell in love with her. You can im-
agine in what a quandary he wa
planed already engaged, and then to
fall in love. Finally he hit upon a way
to break off his engagement, and to do
it honorably. He came to me and
dictated a letter to her just r.n ordin-
ary love letter just as he had been
writting to her, I presume. It was
hard work and nearly exhausted and
quite enervated me, but I finished it
and marked it 'dictated' and he signed
his name, and it was posted off to the
poor girl down in Connecticut. In a
few days he came back again and
said: 'That wouldn't work. She just
scolded that's all.' So he dictated
another on the same sort. Now, you
know no girl could endure two dictat-
ed typewritten love letters, and so she,
being insulted, broke the engagement.
And now he is free to marry the girl
he loves."

"Which is "
"A young lady way down the boule-

vard here. This is the third girl in
the affair.you see. And now the story
having reached Connecticut, her fam-
ily is furious, and his, I hear, refuse
to give him any money whatever."

REMEMBERED BY GRANT.

A Former Act of ISraverjr Saves a Negro
from I'uiii.tlimeii t.

John Johnson, better known as
"Bomb-proof- ," a demented but per-
fectly harmless negro, is dead, says
the N. Y. Times. He was well known
in Grand Arm circles and had lived
by the charities of Grand Army men
for the last twenty years.

Johnson received his queer sobri-
quet, "Bomb-proof- ," from General
Grant. When the union troops were
making their approach toward Rich-
mond artillery duels between the con-
federate stronghold. Fort Darling, and
the United States batteries at Harrison's
Landing were of frequent occurence.
It was not often that the confederates
shells did any harm but one day a
"screamer" fell among a number of
officers who were seated before their
tents. John Johnson, then an intelli-
gent young contraband and the ser-
vant of one of these officers, was
present. The shell rolled directly to-h- is

feet.
Each one did his best to get away

from the neighborhood of the unwel-
come visitor, except Johnson. He
stooped and attempted to roll the shell
toward the embankment, intending to
hurl it over into the ditch, but before
he could carry out his purpose it ex-

ploded.
The officers hastened back to where

the brave fellow had fallen, expecting
to lind him dead. He was merely
stunned, however, and bore not the
slightest sign of having been wounded,
but after he had recovered it was seen
tha't the shock in some way had affect-
ed his mind, although not enough to
make him unfitv'or duty.

Some time after this occurrence
Johnson was court-martial- ed for some-
thing he had done and found guilty.
The verdict of the court was sent to
Generat Grant for his approval. The-general- ,

who knew of the shell inci-
dent, sent the verdict back with thia
indorsement:

"Not approved. 'Bomb-proof- s' aref
not responsible."


