Nebraska Telegraph News.

One special advantage to readers of
I'he Lincoln State Journal is the fact
that twilce as much space s devoted
to telegraph items from over the state,
If anything happens in Nebraska you
Are more likely to read about it first
In The Lincoln State Journal. It costs
a lot of money to pay correspondents
in all the small towns, telegraph tolls,
bat it's the right system, ag is shown
by The Journal having the largest cl-
culation among state readers. The
Journal alms to chronlcle every death
and every marriage In the state. In
fact, it's & daily record of the dolngs
not only of the people out over the
state, but of all the detalls of the state
institutions, most of which are located
In Lincoln. It's your state university,
your agricultural school, your hospital
and your penitentiary, Thousands of
officers here nnd over the state are
spending your money and The Journal
will best keep you posted on what you
are gotting for it. Nearly all of the
troubles In state affairs In the past
have oceurred because cltizens—may-
be just like yourseif—have not pald
much attention to what was belng
done. By the direct primary the hum-
blest citizen Is now just as much a
part of the government as his more
fortunate neighbor, and If things go
wrong you yourself may be entitled
to part of the blame. In these times
what you want to read Is a paper that
dares to tell you the truth about all
things and all parties, There are no
strings on The Lincoln Journal,

Farmers should all have telephones,
Write to us and learn how to get the
best aervice for the least money, Ne-
braska Telephone Company, 18th and
Douglag strects, Omaha. “Use the
Bell”

Nuts for the Health,

One very great advantage which
nuts posseass over most foods Is thelr
absolute freedom from adulteration.
When you buy nuts you always know
what you are getting. Of course, those
bought In the shell are also absolutaly
clean. And what a beautiful source
they come from! How beautiful to
picture the trees upon which they
grow, on the outermost branches,
dancing in the sunbeams.—London
Good Health,

Qreat Mexican Tree,

At Tule, Iin the courtyard of the
church of Banta Maria ia the great
Tule tree. The tree Is 14 feet in cir
cumference six feet from the ground.
More than a hundred years ago, when
Humboldt was traveling through Mex-
ico, he cut out & section od the bark
and In It affixed a tablet bearing an
fnscription dedicated to the tree. This
tablet can sull be seen, although near-
ly covered by bark.—Mexican Herald

The “Eternal Feminine.”

Among some African tribes, when
A man professes his love for a woman
and asks her in marriage, she invari-
ably refuses him at first lest it should
appear that she had been thinking of
him snd was eager to become his
wife! By so doing she maintains the
modesty of her sex, as well as tests
the love and abases the pride of her
lover~—lLondon Wide World Magasine,

Ruse That Didn't Work.

“I've walked many miles to sea you,
slr,” began the tramp, "because peo-
ple told me you was very kind to poor
chaps like me.” “Indeed?” sald the
genlal, white-halred old man., “Are
you going back the same way?" “Yes,
sir.” “Ah. Well, just contradict that
rumor as you go, will yeu? Good
moerning."—Mllwaukee News,

Yucatan Sponges.

A supply of sponges from Yucatan
may be looked for ere long. There Is
a large growth of fine sponges left un-
touched so far, as the native divers
do not usually take sponges at a great-
er depth (han 16 feet. The better class
grow in the greater depths, and these
are now to be gathered,

Formation of Character.

Experience has proved that man
bas always been the creature of the
circumstances In which he bas been
placed; and that it {s the character of
those circumstances which Inevitably
makes him Ignorant or (Intelligeat,
viclous or virtuous, wretched or
bappy.

. Virtue.

If we take a general view of the
world, we shall find that a great deal
of virtue, at least outward appear-
ance of It, I8 not so much from any
fixed principle, as the terror of what
the world will say, and the liberty it
will take upon the occasioms we shall
glve It

A Fault Concealed,

When yom try to conceal your
wrinkles, Polla, with paste made (rom
beans, you deceive yourself, not me,
Let a defect, which is possibly but
small, appear undisguised. A fault
concealed Is presumed to be great.—
Martial,

Disqualified.

The man who absent-mindedly mets
the alarm clock on Saturday night for
the usual time s in no frame of mind
to attend church when he comes 10 a
realizsing sense of the situation on Sun
day morning.

Onlon Sandwighes.

Take one cup of chopped onion
and cover with strong salt water. Let
stand three bours, drain and mix with
e good mayonnalse dressing. Butter
thin slices of bread and put a gemer
ous supply of the onlon between.

Camphor lce,

Tweo ounces of lard or nice mutton
tallow, the same of spermacettl, one
ounce of white wax, one-half ounce of
campher gum, one-quarter ounce of
glycerine. Melt all together with as
liittle heat as possibla

Aurmon of ‘Carn Em’ “Partnens of the Tioe”
Coprwront 807 A S BARKES axe Conpany
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SYNOPSIS.

Mr. Solomon Pratt began comical nar-
ratlon of story, Introducing well-te-do
Nathan Boudder of his town, and Edward
Van Brunt and Martin Hartley, two rich
Neow Yorkers secking rest. Because of
latter palr's lavish expenditure of money,
Pratt's first Impression was connected
with lunatics. The arrival of James
Hopper, Van Brunt's valet, gave Pratt
the desired iInformatior about the New
Yorkers, They wished to live what they
termed ““The Natursl Life.” Van Brunt,
It was learned, waa the successful sultor
for the hand of Miss Agnes Page, who
gave Hartley up. “The Heavenlies'' hear
a long story of the domestic woes of
Mra, Hannah Jans Purvis, thelr cook and
mald of all work. Declde to lat her go
and engage Bol. Pratt as chef, Twins
agres to leave Nate Soudder's abode and
begin unavalling scarch for another
domiclle. Adventure at Fourth ofsJuly
celebration at Eustwich,

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

Now I've been calling the place
where they had the races and so on
a fleld. Well, twa'n't really a field, but
just part of the course where they had
trotting matches on cattle show days.
There was a fence on each side of it
and across the ends of the section
they was using there was ropes
stretched. Back of the fences was the
crowd on foot, and back of the ropes
was more of 'em, but behind these
ropes llkewise was lots of horses and
wagons and carry-alls and such. Every
wagon was piled full of people, and
amongst 'em I could see the Barry
coach, with the four gray steppers
prancing up and down In front of it
and old Commodore Barry and his son
on the front seat, with the women
folks behind.

Well, when that plg started he
made a straight course for the lower
end of the fleld, but the sight of the
horses and all scared him, I guess, and
he jibed and back he come again. Half
a dozen of the pig-chasers—them that
was nearest to him when he come
about—ran Into each other and piled
up In a heap, squirming llke an eel-
pot. They got up in a Jiffy and
started over again, meeting the gang
that was coming back on the second
lap.

By the time that plg had made
three laps round that course he was
a candidate for the hoge' lunatic asy-
lum. Twice he'd been grabbed, once
by the ears and once by a leg, but his
lveliness and the grease had got him
clear. About half the boys had given
up the job, and was making for harbor
behind the fence; covered with sand
and groase, they was, and red and
ashamed. The crowd was pretty nigh
as crazy as the pig, only with joy.
Even Hartley was laughing out loud
—first time 1'd ever heard him,

That little chap with the red hair
had been right up with the mourners
ti] the third round; then he was stood
an his head in the scuffle and left be-
hind down by the ropes In front of
where the Barrys was, The rest of
the chosers were scattered around the
other end of the fleld, with the plg do-
fng the grand right and left in and
out amongst thelr legs. One of the
boys—that big lanky one whose
cheeks needed mowing—made a flying
jump and dove head first right on top
of the critter's shiny black back. In
a shake he was the underpinning, so
to speak, of a sort of monument of
boys, all fighting llke dogs over a
woodchuck.

Next thing [ knew the plg shot out
from underneath the plle same as if
he's been fired out of & camnon. He
was squealing when he begun to fiy
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and squealing when he lit, but his
running tackle hadn't been hurt any.
Down the fleld he went and the only
one of the chasers in front of him was
that little red head. He makes a grab,
misses, and the plg keeps straight on,
right into the crowd of men and
horses and carriages,

“Look out!"™ yells everybody. “Let
him go!™ DBut that little shaver wa'n't
bullt that way. Under the ropes he
dives, right where the jam of wheels
and hoofs was thickest. The Barry
coach horses rared up and jumped
and backed. You could hear wheels
grinding and men yelllng and women
screaming.

I was one of the first over that
fence, but, quick as I was, that Hart-
ley invalld was quicker. As & general
thing he moved llke ‘twas hardly
worth while to drag one foot after
the other; but now he flew. I could
see his big shoulders shoving folks
over llke they was ninepins. Under
the ropes he went and in where the
tangle was the worst. And then It
closed up Into a screeching, kicking
whirlpool like. Down he went and 1
lost sight of him.

Everybody on the grounds was
orazy, but I cal'late I was the worst
Bedlamite of the lot. Somehow I felt
regponsible. ‘T'was me that told about
the Fourth of July doing first and got
him over there. 'Twas me that
coaxed him into staylng for the con-
sarned pig business. And I kind of
felt that 1 was his guardian, as you
might say, now that Van Brunt wa'n't
along. Yes, and by ginger, I llked
him! Course I thought of the poor lit-
tle boy, too, but I'm free to say ‘twas
Hartley that I thought of most.

For the dolngs of the pnext two or
three minutes you'll have Lo ask some-
body else. All's I remember real well
is catching hold of Issachar Tidditt's
Sunday cutaway and ripping it from
main truck to keelson. You see,
Issachar was trying to back out of the
tangle and 1 was diving In. Next thing
1I'm sure of |8 hanging onto the bridle
of one of the Barry horser and playing
snap the whip with my feet, up and
down and over and under.

She cleared up some finally and
there was a ring of folks jamming
and pushing and elimbing between
wheels and under wagon bodles, and
in the middle of the ring was Hartley,
kneelilng on the ground and looking
protty middling white and slek, with
a dripping cut over his eye, and with
that little shaver's red head In his lap.
And old Doc Balley was there, but how
or when he come I don't know. Yes,
me and the pig was there, too, but the
critter was out of commission, belng
dead, and 1 was too busy to think
where 1 was.

“How 1 he, doctor?" asked Hartley,
anxious.

‘The Doc dldn't anawer for a minute
or so; he was bending over the boy,
sponging and swabbing llke all pos-
sessed. Poor litle chap; he looked
white and pitiful enough, stretched
out there amongst that ecrowd of
strangers and not & soul of his own
folks around to look out for him, And
he was such a gritty little mite. |
looked at him; chalk white he was,
and still, with his eyes shut and his
breath coming kind of short and jerky.
And—well, my breath got jerky, too.

“How I8 he?" says Hartley again.

Just as he sald It the boy stirs and
begina to breathe more regular, The
doctor seemod to feel better,

“He'll come round all right now,”

gays the Doc. " 'Twas the kick that
knocked him out. The plg got the
worst of It and that sa~ved him.
There are no bones broken. But
he'd have beon trampled to death
afterwards If {t hadn't been for
you, slr, Betiter let me fix up that
cut.”

But the Twin shook his head kind
of impatient. “"Tend to the boy,” he
says. Bo the doctor went on with his
sponging and swabbing and prelty
soon the youngster opens his eyos.

“DId T get him?' says he.

“What's that?" asked the Doe, stoop-
ing over.

“Did T get the pig?
comin' to me?”

Well, you'd ought to have hoeard
the crowd laugh. Somebody sings
out, “Three cheers for the kid,” and
they give 'em with a whoop.

“What's the matter with youse?'
gays the youngster, setting up and
looking around, dizzy like. “Aw, cut
It out!" he says, when they begun to
holler gome more, “DId 1 get the
pig?”

“You bet you did,” says the doctor,
Inughing. “You're a spunky little
rooster. Whose boy are you, anyway?
Belong In Eastwich?"

"Naw,"” says the little feller, llke
he was plumb dlsgusted. “N'York.”

Hartley smiled. " “A brother out-
cast,” says he, looking up at me,

Major Phinney had been shoving
through the erowd and now he was In
the front rank, where, so they tell me,
he used to be In war time—after the
fighting was over.

“He's one of them Fresh Alr boys,”
eays the major, pufling, but pompous.
“Thero's & summer achool of ‘em
been started just outslde the town
here. Couple of New York women
brought the tribe down Iast week.
This one's one”

Little red head turned to Hartley.
“Say,” he says, “don't you tell her."

“Tell who?" says Martin,

“The teacher. Miss Agony.”

“Miss which?"

And just then hera comes lssachar,
his cutaway hanging graceful and or-
namental from the collar and pllot-
ing a mighty pretty and stylish young
woman to the [front. She breaks
loose from him and runs for'ard and
flops down on her knees.

“Why, Dennis! Why, Deunis!"” she
says. “How could you run away and
behave like this? Are you hurt? Is
he_-'l

She looks up at Hartley as she be-
gine to ask the last question. And
he was staring at her as white as a
sheet of paper.

“Why, Agnes!"” he says. And she
went white, too, and then red, “Oh!"

Ie the fiver

says she. And then *“Oh!" again.
“Oh, Martin!"
CHAPTER V.

The Cruise of the “Dora Bassett.”

After that there was a kind of tab

leau, same as them they have at
church soclables, Here was Hartley
gtaring at the young woman, and the
young woman staring at him, and the
boysstaring at bothof'em,and me star-
ing at the three, and the crowd around
dolng grand double-back-action staring
at the whole of us. Then the party
broke up, as you might say,

Hartley, red as a beet now, got up
and bowed. The young woman got
up too and held out her hand In a
doubting sort of way. But afore he
could take it, she seemed to remem:
ber something, or changed her mind,
for she dropped the hand and turned
to the boy, who was on his feet by
this time looking down at the relles
of his clothes. And between grease
and sand and dirt and rags they made
A ruln that was worth looking at—
made you think of a rubbish plle with
a red danger lantern on top.

“You naughty boy!" says she. “How
could you do so? If you knew how
frightened Miss Tallord and I have
been. Are you hurt, dear?”

“Naw,”"” says the dear, brisk and
disgusted. “Bure I ain't"

The young woman fidgeted around
him, petting and “pooring” him and
pinning him together, so to speak.
Hartley fidgeted too, not seeming to
have his bearings at all. He acted
to me like he wished he was ten thou-
sand miles away; and yet I cal'late he
didn't really wish it neither. The
doctor and Major Phinney were fuss-
Ing around and the crowd kept getting
bigger and closing in.

“If you'll excuse me, miss,"” says I
Interfering as usual where ‘twas none
of my aftairs, I think perhaps ‘twould
be a good Idea If we went somewheres
where ‘twan't so popular. Maybe weo
might go Into one of the rooms at
the hall or somewheres."

“Why, of course!" says Hartley,
grabbing at the notion like 'twas a
rope I'd thrown out to him. “We'll
g0 to the hall. Ag—Mlies Page, lot
me present my friend, Mr. Solomon
Pratt.”

So ‘twas the Page girl, after all,
I'd guessed as much, though how she
come to be In Eastwich when shed
ought to have been In Europe was
more'n I could make out. Bhe looked
up at me and reached out her little
hand with a kid glove on it. Like-
wige she smiled—not with her mouth
alone, same as an undertaker meet-
ing the relatives of the departed, but
with her eyes too. 'T'was the right
kind of a smile. I'm vaccinated and
not subject to women folks as a rule,
but I'd bave done conslderable to ges
a deckload of them smliles.

“I'm very glad to know you, Mr.
Pratt,” says she, just as though she
meant it. And we shook hands—
really shook ‘em,

Afore 1 could get over that shake
and smile enough to be sensible, Ma-
jor Philander shoved her arm Into
his and headed for the hall. Drat his
figurehead! You never could beat
that old Ilmage when there was a pret.
ty woman around. Hartley looked

kind of set back 11'a #Ihen he takes
the boy by the hand and falla Ioto the
mijor's wake, Me and the doctor
tralled along behind.

The Doe kept talking about what
A brave thing the Twin's diving under
the horses was, but I didn't hear more
than half of it. I was watching the
Page girl's hat and thinking how
much prettler 'twas than the ones
them boarder girls at the hotel wore.
And yet there wa'n't a quartor so
many feathers and ribbons and doo-
dads on it.

The little chap was chirping up to
Hartley all the way. What worrled
him was when he was golng to got
hi¢ five dollars. Martin told him he'd
get It all right., He'd advance It
himself and collect It afterwards.

“What's your name, son?" says he
to the youngster,

"Denny,” says the boy.

"Denny? Deunis, you mean? Den-
nis what?"

"Aw, T don't know.
I guess.”

“Where do you llve In New York?™

"Over around Cherry stroet most of
the time. Mo and the old man used
to hang out In the back room of Mike
Donahue’'s place on Mott street till
he got sont up, Then I got to sellin'
papersa and doln’ shines and things.
Sometimes I'd take a shy at the News-
boys' Homo nights, That's where Miss
Agony—MIiss Page, | mean—found me,
I'm one of the Fresh Alr kids over to
her place."

“Many more lilke you over thera?

“Sure! nine or ten of us; girls and
all. We been here a week now, 1
skinned out of the window this morn-
in' and hoofed it over here. Wanted
to see the show., Gee! what a gang
of jays! You're the guy what put up
the candy for me, aln't you?"

“Shouldn’t wonder. Do you llke
your teacher?”

“Bet your life. She's a peach. So's
the other one; Misas Talford ber name
in"

“*Humph! What do they call you
over on the east slde when you're at
home 7"

“Redny,” says the little gshaver,

Hartley looked down at him and
emiled one of his quiet grins.

“Bully for you, Redny!" says he.
“You're a brick.”

We got through the crowd and Into
the hall fNnally. Shutting the door
was A job. The folks outside seemed
to think they'd been cheated. I'd like
to have got rid of Philander, but you
couldn’t do that without a block and
tackle; he stuck to Miss Page like &
kedge anchor to mud bottom. The
doctor was putting a strip of sticking
plaster on MHartley's forehead. The
cut wa'n't nothing but a scratch, I'm
glad to say.

After a spell I ses my chance and
I cornerad the major and commenced
to talk politics. He was hankering for
the county representative nomination
and I knew his soft spot. Hartley and
the Page gir) got together them, but
they didn't seem to know what to say.

1 heard her explaining that she
hadn't gone to Europe at all. Her ma
had been took slck; nothing to speak
of, I judged, spell of “nerves” or the
like of that. So Agnes and her chum,
this Margaret Talford, had seen the
chance they'd been walting for and
had got thelr poor children tribe to-
gother and come down and took the
Lathrop place at South Eastwich.
Seems Migs Talford had hired it afore,
intending to go to the Fresh Alr
v'yage alone, long's she couldn't get
Agnes to go it with her,

“But bhow s It that you're here?”
says she. *“I thought you were at the
mountains."

Hartley explained that, at the last
moment, he had decided to try the
seashore. He was at Wellmouth for
the present, he sald.

“But you should have known I was
here,” she says. "l wrote to—to Fd,
of course—before I left the city. Oh,
1 see! I sent the letter to your Adi-
rondack address. But it should have
been forwarded.”

Hartley stammered a little, but he
sald quiet that he was afraid perhaps
Van Brunt hadn't thought to send
word to have his mall forwarded.

“] see,” she says. "That's llke Ed.”

Martin seemed to think 'twas too,
but all he sald was, “He's written you
very faithfully. His letters, of course,
have gone to Liverpool."

Well, that was about all. We had
to be going. 1 sald good-by and we
started for the door. Miss Page came
over and held out her hand.

“Mr. Hartley,” says she, "I want to
thank you for saving Dennis; Major
Phinney told me about it. It was
brave., And I'm glad that you're not
huort,”

fhe was pretty nervous, but a good
deal less flustered than he was when
he took her hand.

“It was nothing, of course,” be says,

Plain Denny,

hurried like. “That youngster was
worth picking up. Good mornlng,
Miss Page.”

He stopped a second to say some-
thing about Van Brunt no doubt com-
ing over to see her In a day or so.
And then we left the hall and headed
for the street,

We walked along pretty brisk for a
wiys, nelther of us saying much of
anything. Whatever there was |
cal'late | said. By and by we come to
the rallroud crossing. And here Hart-
ley. stops short

“Sol,” says he, “I belleva I'll go
back by train. 1 don't feel llke a sea
trip this afterncon. That—er—that
crack on the head has shaken me up
some, 1 guess, Explain to Van, will
you? Tell him I'm all right, but that
I've got a little headache. Under

stand?"
(1O BE CONTINUED,)

Getting In,
Gonerally a man “enters"” politics
in about the same way that a six-dol

i lar-a-week clerk “accepta” a position.

This woman says that siok
women should mot fall to
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veget
Compound as she did.
Mrs. A, Gregory, of 2355 Lawrenoe
8t., Denver, Col., writes to Mrs.
Pinkham:
*I was practieally an invalid for afx
{carn, on account of female tronbles
underwent an operation by the
doctor's advice, but {n a few months X
was worse than before, A friend ad-
vised Lydin.E, Pinkham's Vegotable
Compound and il . «stored me to perfeot
health, such as I have not en in
man r8. Any woman £l ¥
1 did with backache, bearing-down
,:lnu,lnd rlodio pains,should not fail
use Lydia E 's Vegotable
Compound,”

I%mm;OR SICK ﬁ
or y Lydia
ham’s Vesetnl‘;lo Oomﬂggmd,
from roots and herbs, been the
standard remedy for llﬁ
and has positively cured thousands
women who have been troubled with
displacements, in uloera.
tion, fibroid tumors,
Erlodlo pains, backache,

g-down feeling, flatulency,
tion,dizziness or nervous
Why don't you try it ?

Mrs. Pinkham invites all sick
:&mltll to write heazor ulvh....

as usands

health. Lynn, Mass,
E——
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Cook (to her friend)—The proposal
that the wjdower made me was really
very moving. He brought his four

children with him, and they all knelt
before me,

BAD ITCHING HUMOR, .

Limbas Below the Knees Were Ravwes
Feet Swollen—8iesp Broken=—
Cured in 2 Days by Cutloura.
“Some two months ago I had a hoe
mor break out on my limbs below my
knees., They came to look llke raw
beefsteak, all red, and no one knowa
how they itched and burned. ‘They
were so swollen that [ could not get
my shoes on for a week or more, I
used five or six different remedies and
got no help, only when applylng them
the barning was worse and the |
less. For two or three weeksa the suf-
fering was Intense and during that
time 1 did not sleep an hour at a time.

not telt a bit of it since. The swelling
went down and In two days I had
shoes on and was about as
George B. Farley, 6Q South State Bt,
Coucord, N, H,, May 14, 1907,"

Explained.

“What's the difference between
valor and discretion?”

“Well, to go through Burepe without
tipping would be valor.”

ul m.tl

“And to come back by a different
route would be dlscretion.—
City Journal.

Catarrh Cannot Be Cured
with LOCAL AFFLIO&'I‘IO::.-
the seal of the disease. On L)
tutional

i

two Ingredioats ia what uces such wonderful res
"?"‘"‘"""r et Beed
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Take Hsll's y Pilis fur constipation.

perteet combination of

It's lurl;;rl_sl_n; _gt;wh_;;ﬁy friends
you have when they need you

W SELL GUNS AND TRAPS OHREAP
& buy Furs & Hides, Write for catalog 106
N. \3’ Hide & Fur Co., Minneapolis,

Lot's wife may have been peppery
before she turned to salt.
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Gratitude s the memory of the
heart—S8ydney.
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