WHO SHALL BE PRESIDENT?

Is it Harrison ? Is it Cleveland ?
Is it Blaine? Is it Hill?

OR 1S THERE ANY OTHER MMAN YOU WANT FOR PRESIDENT OF
THE UNITED STATES?

NAME YOUR CHOICE!

The Farm Journar has, at large expense,
designed and printed a hmuufnl Counting House
Calendar for 1892, containing portraits of the leading
Presidential [:r)h%ihl]iluw : Clevel: wnd, Harrison, Hili
Blaine, McKinley, Gorman, Boies, Rusk, and €risp, also Postmaster-Genenw.
Wanamaker. These
portraits arcin
themselves beautiful
works of art, really
splendid pictures,

FARM

This space is occupied
with engraved portraits of either
HARRISON, CLEVELAND,
BLAINE, HILL, CRISP,
WANAMAKER, McKINLEY,
GORMAN, RUSK, BOIES,
Whichever you may select.

PORTRAIT '1

after the Calendar
is done are suitable
for framing. They
are sold, with or
without the Cal-
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as fine as any steel
engraving, and in
no way an adver-
tisement. They will
be an ornament to
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endar, for 25 cents
cach, to mnon-sub-
scribers to FaArM
JOURNAL.
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50 CENTS

This v a muimiatuve of the Calendar.
The size 15 5% by ola inches.

any parlor, or office, .
wall or desk, and 25 CENTS

If ynu are a Cleveland man you will want a Cleveland
alendar: if a Dlane . order a Blaine -l"=nrn, ila 10l man order a I

(.'alcml;lr; if a M Hu-Icy man order a McKinley Calendar, and so on.

LET'S HAVE A VOTE!

erywhere in the United States
t Farm papers—a perfect gem of a Family paper, It
i he boiled-down paper; chuck-full of

head ry time.  Every one whp has
or chicl Cll, O hns a t.\rm——i:ig ar !i!lll‘.
ke :h- Fary Joursarn. The

a u:unl million readers besj enks its wonderful
t i5 the one paper that pu nrmlu s its advertisers
and protects its readers against fraud,
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or a garden p
fact that it has
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LET ’S HAVE A VOTE!

It cost you nothing to vote. The Farm Journal tor one year costs no th
ing; the prrmdvnts 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 ¢ Iuhlnng terms with
the farm Journal are such that we can furnish

WEEKLY HERALD - - -
Farm Journal, . - %
President's purlra!t ca (l'lldt'l'. - 2D

hwnest,

$1.50.
a0

Total, - - - $2.25
all for $1.60, but ten cents more than our wvsual 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 orderring calendar to state who is your choice

for President, and which calendar ycu want,
ADDRESS,

THE HERATD

PLATTSMOUTH, NEBRBSKA.

Circulation Large,

Rates Reasonable
Returns Remunerative,

PLATTSMOUTH HERALD

Is ¢ Weelly Pyblicgtion off -
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A. B. KNOTTS
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801 Cor Fifth and Vine St.
/ONESTER'S &wan. RED CRO&S DiAMOND BRAND

NEBRASKA
PERRIRGYAD * Pions”

YNI OIRCIHII. IND dl‘hl.lﬂlt fkl'l]' Ao, Rare, and rediabie Pl o enin.
Ladies, sk Drugsist Piarsend Brasnd in Red sud Qoli meiallie
dnlml'lﬂmﬂm lee L L] .l-hal' kind. RBeuwae Sulatilutions cn
pasebeard beuwee. 5ok WF‘-" umter&-iu. .u Deuggiets, or send ar
Il B S s letier. by return Mail

AT,
CBiewesrcn Cm‘m ,‘.‘--‘:'p‘_

mad 1liena.

ald, Y 1§ od
on feel improw
the firat day, feel a bene-
14 l!?Ol;% dlymnonl:lt:o'
Onrse a ng
yeu in_body, min nna
oart, s and louel
ended, Every obstacle
to bappy married Jife re-
moy Nerve force,
will, anm brain pawer,
when ng or lost are
restored by this treat-
ment. Allamalland weak
mlnm of the body en-
ed and strengthened.
Victims of abuses and
excosses, reclaim  your
muanhood! Safferers from

Her Wit Devised

folly overwork, i health,
reguin your vigor! Don's
tlf spaireven if in the iast
upres. Don't he disheart
pn--d if quacks have rul-
bed you. Letusshow yon
that medical science and
nsiness honor gtill exist; here go hand in hand.
Vrite forour Book with ¢xpianations & proofls,
alled senled fres. Over 2,000 references,

RIE MEDICAL CO., BUFFALQ, N. Y.

 the

fure Core for Weak Men, na
proved by reportsof leading phy-
siciuns. State age in ordering.
p‘l'rlce S$1.
E& E cure for Gleet,
Sirvieture and all
nintural discharges. Price B2,
3 and Bkin Discases, Scrof-
aloas Sores andSyphilitie A Fections, with-
il mercary. Price, ; Order from e
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¢ ADLINNISFENKIC DR. HAINES' GOLDEN SPECITIC
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aruking it; it ia absolutely harmless and wils
L n permanent and speedy cure, wheiher

-IT NEVER FAILS. We GUARAN
ul.tc cure in every instance. 44 page mu
Address in confl lence,

n' nEd SPECIFIC CO.. 185 Racy '$t.. Cincinnsti.O

SCHIFFMIANN'S Asthma Cure
Never fails to give instant reli=! in the worst
eascs, and cffecis curea where others fall.
i mrm-g- FREE of Druppiets or by Mall
B'“‘{u""u‘ Nh St l‘n!.ll-.

Scientific American
Agency forgj

DlSION
COPYRICHTS, etc.

Por information and free Handbook write to
MUNN & CO., 351 BROADWAY, NEW YORE.
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vary paten en out by us
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Scientific Qmerican

drcn!.tlnu of any scientific paper in the
word.. Splendidl Illuat’rmd No intelligent

man should be without it. Weekl .00 a
ear; $1.50 six months. Address H&Ngl:& -
UTBLISHERS, 361 Broadway, New York.
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Washington, D. C..) Sprin old. Missourk

Chamberlain’s Eye and Skin
Ointmeant.

A oertain cure for Chronic Sore Eyes
Tetter, Salt Rheum, Scald Head, Ob
Chronic Sores, Fever Sores, Eczema,
Itch, Prairie Scratches, Sore Nipples
and Piles. It iseooling and soothing.
Hundreds of eases have been eured by
#after all other treatment had failed
Itisput up in 25 and 50 cens boxes.
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tators, but no equal. — /7
The Science of Life, or Se!f Preservation, is a

treasure more valuable than

Read it now, |
. and learn to

every WEAK and NERVOL 5 i
opyrighted.

l be STRONG . — Medical Reniew.

THE COLONEL'S DAUGHTER.,

the Clever Siratagem
thut Won Her Hand.

old Kentucky Colone)
'r of a lovely daughter,
ce young man in all respeects un-
objectionable,  All the girls and ma-
trons in the country syvmpathized with
the lovers, and the gossips prononnced
it the happiest affair in the line of
marrying that had been heard
a long time. But the Colone! was an
obstinate man, with a very red counte-
nance, lieree gre ay amd a nose
somewhat mottled in blue and purple
from the long habit of s pota-
tions of Bourbon.

The more heard of the caurt

maore Lie that h votilld have
no such puppy for sonu-is-law, and the
young man got into sueh wte that
he was afraid to sce his hetrothed ex-
cept surreptitiousiv. and  both
afraid to open the s to the
onel.

Happily, when the path
lovers does not viin simooth,
eruel parent, the
heirhtens the
wretelual, h:||l[1_\
s tens
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and so the
went on day by day,
I!ul]l‘ |u flllc
interview and  the
nd the agony
it suspense moule
hours glow  with remorse. Sut
anon, the Colonel loarned through one
of the gossips that he was likely to be
a4 father-in-law without his consent.

couple uf

sur=
and

The

stolen

| He stalked up and down the hall mut-

tering and growling something to the
effect that this was the first time in
his life that he had ever heen opposed,
and, by Jupiter and all the other gods,
it would be the last! Then he sent for
friend the Major, and the two
s discussed whether the pre-
rascal should be horse-
on sight or politely
slinghtersd according to the code.
The last method was ddetermined on,
amd  a  challenoe  delivered
enemy, with an "'\J": wnation of the ¢
vtcorded chivaul-
a lady’s WiLlS

wortli

sl

lo
1=

the
honor

.

HUSCUTIST
1= Lerms,
coneerned, sir.

But a woman's quick wit, always
sharper nnder the inspiration of love
aud romance, snggested w rising acl
of tragedy.  "I'wixt smiles and tears

“as
"

i the maiden implored her lover to obey
I her wishes, saying:

“You know, dear.
how obstinate papa is; the only way |
can getanything is to pretend not to
want it. and it was just so with
mammia when she lived. Now, do
you understand?”

In the mean time the Colonel and
the Major prepared to make worms'
meat of the poor lover.

The proposed fatal morning dawned;
the gentlemen were promptly on the
ground and the eceremonies were
ubout to proceed as usual, when the
lover's friend approached the blood-
thirsty Colonel with great formality
and said: “Colonel, my friend has done
you a wrong which he proposes to re-
pair without the loss of his life, which
would only make the matter worse for
the young lady. It is true that he has
declined to marry her, and—

“Has declined to—" But the mon-
strosity of the thing choked the Col-
onel out of utterance.

“Yes; and he desires to offer an
apology and—"

“Apology!”  shouted the Colonel.
“Hang his apology! Refuse to marry
a hcntut‘k\ gentleman’s daughter! By
all the inférnal gods, we'll see aboul
that! Major, get me a preacher, sir,
and a church, and all that sort of thing,
mighty quick. There'll be a wedding,
sir, or a funeral in less than half an
hour. Not a word, gentlemen. 1
don’t like a puppy for a son-in-law, but
my honor shall be vindicated.”

Of eourse the Colonel had his way,
but if he ever finds out the hoax he
will burst a blood vessel or fall dead
of apoplexy. —Cincinnati Commercial
Gazette.

OLD-TIME PREACHING.

An Eccenirie Divine Who Was Given to
Loug Sermons.

Modern congregations, which often
feel themselves free to criticise and
condemn their ministers for very slight
offenses, would be ill at ease, no (louht.
if the old-time authority of pastors
over their flock were restored, says the
Youth's Companion., In the old-fash-
ioned days, two centuries ago, it was
the custom for the minister to criticise
and sometimes to harass his congrega-
tion, instead of permittine himself to
b harrassed by them. Some stories
told of an eccentric divine in Bristol,
Eng., illustrates this.

This elergyman was given to preach-
ing very long sermons—so long that
his congregation finally made a formal
remonstrance. He assured them that
he would take the matter into comsid-
eration.

Next Sunday, when the hour came
for the sermon, the pastor announced
that he would give them a “short sub-
ject.” His text, he said, was from Luke
xviii, 8—*“Neverthless.”

He began to preach, and the sermon
had already been half an hour longer
than usual when he said:

“And now I know vou are all fret-
ting and grumbling because your din-
ners are spoiling at home, but never-
theless ¥ shall go on.”

At last complaint was made
Bishop against the clergyman’s “ridi-
culous manner of preaching,” and the
personal remarks which he introduced
into his sermons. The Archdeacon and
the Bishop's Chaplain were directed to
w0 secretly to the church, and bring a
faithful report to the Bishop of what
they heard.

The clergyman, in spite of their
seerecy, gol wind of their presence and
errand, and preached from Genesis
xlii.. 91 “Ye are spies: to see the
niakedness of the land ye are come.”

The sermon, it is said, was so

to the

in-

{ #enious and forcible that a good re-

port of it was carried to the Bishop,
and for that time the pastor triumphed
over his enemies.

Finally, however matters went so
far that the c¢lergyman one day came
to blows with several of his p.msbmn-
ers. and conguered them all. giving
them a severe drubbine. Next San-
day he took for his text ir-h( miah xiii.,
25
and

of

“And I contended with them
cursed them, and smote certain
them, and plucked off their hair.”
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BECCINC THE QUESTION.

Mrs. Brown-Jones, a society leader.

Mr. Jones, her husband.

Mrs. Brown-Jones—“My dear (Mr.
Jones yawns and lays down paper), 1
want to give a german.”

Mr. Jones—“Give him what?

Mrs. Brown-Jones —“duo know
what a serman i=2"

My, Jones I supposad you referred ‘
to a2 native of Germg Ly but I perceive
by vour tone that gty has to do
l\u!h it. Now, why 1-[ give an En- |

erlish? \p.u are such a \ll-'I ) i
! Mrs., Brown-Jones l byrs _'U{\UHHHI |
|
|
{
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Mrs. Brown-
remark) -1 am oniv voine to
young people; and want to think
somaothine for the men's lavors.”

Mr. Jones —“What are they 27

Mrs. DBrown-Jones —~Oh, what the
rirls give to the men when they ask
| them to dance! Now, what would vou
stgoest ;

Mr. Jones —“] hardly like to inter-
fere. Let them give what they want. It
wounld take the present of a steam
yacht to make me dance.”

Mrs. Brown-Jones (severcly)
must supply the prescats,”

Mr. Jones (aftera proloneed whistle)

“That’s different — my purse is limit-
ed, and "

Mrs. Brown-Jones (calmly
ine) —“*We want somethine
ate for the men to hane on t

Mr. Jones (conlidenily)
tons are the most o

Mres. Brown-Jones

like searf-pins or

My, tartinge)
swieet wife, WO Wlr S
their o Now., if
thine on thal order, w
to a dozen neekties
| wiys wdmired
Mrs. Brown
at.all "

Mr. Jones —“Tl
it?”

Myrs.
was referring
nurks."

Mr. Jones —“So you ured
lar form. 1 thought by
the gserman.”™

Mrs. Brown-Jones
suggestions Lo offer?”

Mr. Jones —*Why not see Bob Van
Der Void? He can help you out.”

Mrs. Brown-Jones —“I've been think-
ing of him all the time. He's just the
one!”

Mr. Jones (slowly)—*“Then—why—
in the name—of —mud —did you ask
me for any suggestions?”

Mrs. Brown-Jones—“I—I—didn’t. I
merely said 1 wanted to give a serman
and that we lmnl Lo bu) some favors
for the men.”

Mr. Jones (smiling broadly)—*“Oh, I
berin to see! If you had said buy at
first I would have understood. So it's

a check, eh?”

Mrs. Brnwn-mer- (greatly relieved)
"Y-Y-Yes!”—Puck.

Kismet.
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It was onan eleetric ear. bound from
Harvard square to Boston. He was a
susceptible Harvard student, she as
pretty a girl as you could wish to see.
He wore an immaculate white scarf
and was arrayed like a lily of the field.
She had brown eyes that extended back
to her scul, and she knew how to use
them. She left the car at the central
gate of the Common, and he sighed
and watched her through the ear win-
dow until she was out of sight.

An hour later he was strolling
through West street viewing the shop-
pers with a eritical eye. Suddenly,
from the mysterious interior of a dry
goods store, a bundle in her hand, her
cheeks flushed with the ardor of the
chase, she eame forth, fairer than be-
fore. And wunderneath the immacu-
Jute searf he felt a joyous commotion,

At 1 o'clock he was at the Adams
House, and, as in duty bound, made a
cursory examination of the ladies’ din-
ine room. He had inspected scarcely
half the tables when his heart stopped,
and his eve was riveted. Just under-
neath a mirror she sat, divested of her
wraps, and nothing short of ravishing.

“It is fate,™ .'I.lll he, and stared at
her until there was danger of the head
waiter calling the police.

At 4 oclock he was hurrying up
Tremont street in the overture of a
threatening rain storm, bound for Park
square. In front of the Tremont
Theatre he thought of his immaculate

{ “entered my

Ill;;lnl,

l in".ult‘l'

| But IVis B

.Ill:ll

scarf and fine raiment, and sought

shelter in a lll)l‘l]"\\'ﬂ}‘_

Another moment and the world
around him grew misty. She stood
beside him, her skirts in hand and de-
spair in her face, without mackintosh
or umbrella to shield her from the
rain.

He glanced at her a moment, rolled
up his $12 trousers and departed on a
run. A few doors down thestreet was
a furnishing store. He dashed into it.

“(zive me an umbrelln, quick.” he
said.

“Here is one,” said the cle rh
genuine natural \umd and

“Hane the wood,” said he,

He dived into his pocket. A $2 bill,
two ones and 45 cents in change,

“Call it $4. l;. It's all I've sot.”

“All right.” said the clerk.

He threw down the mone 3
back to the doorway.

She was gone.

Then he raised his nombrella and start-
ed to walk to Cambridge. —Boston

Herald.
The Lawyer's Ghost.

“§4.50,

and rushed

A lawyer and a bishop (perhaps the
bishop should come first) were talk-
ing, and this was the manner of their
talk:

“I have
vinced,” said the lawyer,
ence of nocturnal apparitions,
have seen one!”

“Dear me!” exclaimed the bishop.
“I am very curious. Relate the story.”

“I will, my lord. T will,” said the
law}'(-r. “It was between the hours of
eleven and twelve. I had gone to bed,
and was just falling into my first eom-

become thm-uughl_\‘ con-
“of the exist-

for 1

fortable sleep, when I was wakened

by a strange creakine noise. It sound-

ed as If some one was walking up
stairs! The steps sounded nearer and
nearer, slower and slower; solemn and
measured they were, and presently
they halted at my door. 1 drew the
sheet over my head, and lay there
trembling, not daring to move,
“Something,” continued the

room, and [ threw the
over my face, I felt rather
an saw o faint yellow glimmering
I could not move at tirst, but 1
presently managed to gain a little
courase, ] drew the shoeel o ,ullinll.‘-[y
down from my face, and - looked!”
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“And what did he say?”
bishop, fixing his r\n--~ UM
expression of the nwver's fao

“He said” —re I-m « the  lawyer,
speaking in a hoar whisper — “he
gaid: 1 beg yer pavdon, sur. I'm the
walchman of the street, an' |
thonght *twottid be best for me, sur, to
come up an’ tell yver that yer front
door stood open!  If vedo be luvin® it
that way, # it baed loek v'll have
Lie f Yueerng

Strianire
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of which was
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AMOUNT OF FUN.
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Coul uhe o '
Hivirot ot to e
his son Jed wmonnt the ox
ll]a the toneoae mnl coast
down the hill with a thunderous roar
antdl a clomd of dust. The old man
started on the trail down the hill, pick-
ing up a club on the way and yelling
for Jed to come back and take a lie I\-
inge. Jut the nearer he vot tha
trembling Jed the more the real now-
elty and humor appeialed  to him,
When he ol to the fool of the hill he
wasz grinning like

i"']l“—l'_ it
time Lo se

cart, hold

14y

a “chessy catl,” as
Jod afterward declared.

“What in timenation you daoin’
that ox eart. Jed?”

“By gorry, dad, I'm
hill in er, dad; and it’s more
de Injuns. Jest help me toost
hill and take a ride,” said Jed,
conrage from his father's grin.

“You sassy imp,” sputtere -l
“I'm a good mind to welt you.

“Oh, dad, come on; it’s slathers of
fun.”

*Not by a darned shot!
some one may see me.”

“(zit out; they won't neither. Take
holt here an’ we'll run ‘er up hill.”

The old man eouldn’t resist. Chuck-
ling, he helped push the cart up hill;
LI]II"‘\“I"I" still, he erawled in, and he
tittered as he full Jed to * “hold tight
an' steer straight.

Away they went. But they had just
got under headway when a team cine
ju-_?'_rin;: around & bend in the road at
the foot of the hill. The old ox cart
roared down in its headlonge rush. A
wicked smash-up scemed imminent.
The frichtened Jed, bewildered by a
volley of squawks and yells, yvanked
the tongue about, and the ﬂ_\ln-v cart
sheered for the fields. It ecarcered
wildly, hopped the highway gutter,
crashed over a stone wall and came to
a wrecked standstill, bottom upward.
Jed and the old man were beneath.

It was six weeks before Johnson got
the crick out of his back and recovered
the use of his battered members.  His
first llllt"w' at the end of those s5ix wecks
was to lick Jed, not passionately or in-
temperately, but thoroughly, consci-
entiously, earnestly, according to a
carefully matured plan and determina-
tion.

with

a-slidin® down
fun ‘an
‘er up
taking

Sam;

And ‘sides,

Moving a Big Rock,

One of the biggest rocks ever moved
in the course of railvoad construction
in this country was recuntly excavated
I‘il‘l the line of the Mexican Southern by

Col. Camar. The Lower Californian
says the giant bewlder was 12) feet in
height and measured 1,000 cubie
meters. Six dynamite cartridges were
placed under the rock after the men
had excavated as much earth as possi-
ble, and were fired one after another.
At the sixth explosion the big feliow
rolled over out of theway.

He Thought He Was Dead.

a wotnd received
in the cheek at the battle of Sharps-
burg, Senator-elect Gordon not long
aro tnlll a curious story which illus-
trates a feature of his character which
will come into play during his sen-
atorial rareer. It is the fact that Gor-
don never loses his head and that he
can think under any circumstances.
said Gen. Gordon:

“While I lay there wounded on the
field my mind went through a curious
rrnr.'v,-ri of reasoning. I thought I had
ween struck by a cannon-ball and 1
said to myself: ‘I have been struck in
the head with a six-pound solid shot.
It has carried away my head. I can
feel that there is a little piece of the
skull left on the left side. But mYy
brains must be gone entirely. There-
fore I am dead.  And yet I am think-
ing. And how can a man think with
his head shot off? And, if ]l am think-
ing, I cannot be dead. And yet no
man can live after his head is shot off.
Still I may have consciousness after ]
am dead. but my body cannot have
action. Now. if I can lift my leg, then
if must be that I am alive. 1 will try
that. CanI? Yes, I can. 1 see 1L
rising. I am not dead. after all, and
with that T woke up and found that my
head was still on, but [ reasoned as
philosophically and logically over the
matter though [ was in my office.”
—Pettsbury Dispatch.
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