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i=or Coughs—Take This

Do you know a remedy for coughs and colds nearly seventy
years old? There is one—Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. Once
in the family, it stays. It is not'a doctor, does not take
the place of a doctor. It is a doctor’s aid. Made for
the treatment of all throat and lung troubles. Ask
your own doctor his opinion of it. Follow his advice.
No alcohol in this cough medicine. JC AyerCo., Lowell, Mass.

You cannot recover promptly if your bowels are constipated. Ayer’s Pills are gently lax-
ative; act directly on theliver. Sold for nearly sixty years. Ask your doctor all about them.
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FRESH CUT FLOWERS

——FOR ANY AND ALL OCCASIONS——
Roses, Carnations and Astors Carried in Stock
Floral Designs Made to Order on Very Short Notice

BARTCHER & EWALL

C. C,Phone 112, Iowa 175. Residence 384 or 490

FISTULA—Pay When CURED

]
All Rectal Diseases cured without a surgical
operation:; No Chloroform, Ether or other gen-
eral aneasthetic nsed. CURE GUARANTEED
tolast a LIFE-TIME. W& EXAMINATION FRER.
WRITE FOR BOOK ON PILES AND RECTAL DISEASES WITH TESTIMONIALS
DR. E. R. TARRY, 224 Bee Bullding, Omaha, Nebraska

“Fuet Without aF ault”

The verdict of every one of the 100,000 users of
Milwaukee Solvay Coke.

A clean, healthful fuel—the heat element of the mix-
ture of excellent coals from which it is made. No
waste, no clinkers to clog, no smudge nor smoke—no
ashes to sift. .

BUY MILWAUKEE

olvay Goke

* Tho Ideal Domestio Fuel’’

It makes a safe and even oven fire—just right for
baking. Women like it because it is odorless and
clean—light in weight—lightens housecleaning work.

Men like it because it costs less than hard coal and
goes farther—saves one-fifth of the fuel bill.

Solvay Coke does not burn out fire-pots or grates
. - _and can be in any stove, range, heater or_grate
adaptable for | coal. ; *

FOR SALE BY, ' 1

'Stewart Lumber Co.
b DENI?ON, IO\HI.\’.

SPECIAL
NOTICE

FROM NOW UNTIL APRIL 1st.
We will give

The Orange Judd Farmer

One of the oldest and best Farm Papers

in the west  ABSOLUTELY FREE

to all new subscribers and to any old

subscribers

Paying in Advance

This is in addition to The Review
Magazine which goes to All Advance

Paid Subscribers. .

Review Publishing Co.

Do You Feel This Way?

Do you feel all tired out? Do you sometimes
- think you just can’t work away at your profes-
sion or trade any longer? Do you have a poor spe-
tite, and lay awake at nights unable to sleepP Are
. your nerves all gone, and your stomach too? Has am-
bition to forge ahead in the world left you? If so, you
might as well put a stop to your misery. You can do it if
you will. Dr, Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery will
make you a different individual, - It will set your lazy liver
to work, It will set things right in your stomach, and
Lwr mrﬁu will come back. It will purify your blood,
there is any tendency in your family toward consumption,

it will keep that dread destroyer away. Even after con-
sumption has slmost gained a foothold in the form of s
w% bm:‘oln.i“ﬁl, or blleo?‘m( lt:‘}ulm‘o, it':;igrbli l;out (]
oure in 98 per cent. cases. It is a remedy prepared » R. V. Pierce,
whose advice is given free to all who wish to write him.
ocome b!'mn his m:': experience -ngn varied practice, 3
wheedled a penny-grabbing dealer to taking inferior substie
Dr, Pierce’s medicines, recommended to be *‘just as | "' Dr.
medicines are or XNOWN comrosITION. Their every i t printed
wrappers, Made from roots without aloohol, Coatsin no ]
drugs. World’s Dispensary Medical Association, Buffalo, N, Y.

Wi
Ex

AN UP TO DATE
SANTA CLAUS

By SUSAN BROWN ROBBINS.

AUL FLETCHER was in the
P drawing room waiting for Lida
to come. Lida lived with her
brother. and 'every time Fletch:
er called to see her either the brother’s
wife or his children were in the room,
80 there/ was never a chance to say
anything to her alone.

At last, however, his opportunity had
come, It was the day before Christ-
mas, and Mrs. Safford and the children
had gone to her mother's for several
days. .

Now, with Lida left at home with
the two servants and her brother not
coming till evening, Fletcher could say
to her tho'se things he had been long-
ing to say, but which he could not
bring himself to write in a letter nor
to declare before the assembled famils.

At length, after what seemed a very
‘long waiting, some one was coming.
He stood up and looked eagerly to-
ward the doorway. The portiere was
thrust aside, and In walked Teddy—
Teddy, who, In Fletcher’s opinion, was

\| the worst pill in the whole box as far

a8 staying power and keen observa-
tion were concerned.

**Hello, Teddy,” he said, not very
cordially. *I thought you had gone to
spend Christmas with your grandma.”

“I didn’t go.” sald Teddy.

“Do you expect a visit from Santa
Claus tonight?'*

“*Oh, 1 8'pose 80,”” wearily.
like to see him, though!”
grew more animated.

“Why, what would you do?”

“I'd tell him what I think of him.”

“And what s that?”

“Oh, that 1 think he’s a fraud! Pre-
tending he comes in a sleigh when the
ground has been bare for a month!
And reindeers too! Who does he think
is goingito believe that? Why doesn’t
he come on‘a bicycle?”

“His fur overcoat would be rather in
the way,” said Fletcher gravely. “And

“I'd just
His manner

©%

“l don’t know how to say it.” he
burst -out desperately at length. *I
keep forgetting how 1 look, and if I
: say it the way I want to it will be per-
fectly ridiculous. And yet 1 must
say it, for 1 may never have another
chance.””

She avas looking at him, her startled
eyes dark and luminous in the star-
light.

“Perhaps you do not need to sgay it,"
she said gently.

“Do you mean that you understand
without my telling you?' he asked
eagerly.

“Yes,” she answered very low.

When they reached the house Fletch
er took Teddy In his arms and carried
bim in." He lald him gently on the
couch In the hall and tumied away,
thinking the child still slept.

*1 can stop only a moment,” Fletch-
ersaid. “Is it late?"

At that instant Teddy sat bolt up-
right, staring about him wildly. He
caught sight of his father in an ad-
Joining room., )

*Oh, papa!” he cried, his volce ring-
ing out clear and shrill. “Oh, papa,
Santa Claus is kissing Aunt Lida!"—
Boston Herald. ’

THAT CHRISTMAS PIE.

Confession of the Sinner Who
Doctored the Mincemeat.

It had been our family custom to put
‘brandy in all the mince ples and to
put in at Christmas time a sufficient
amount to enable the partakers thereof
to detect that there was really some-
thing in it. It often went so far as to
deserve the remark of my grandfather
that we put mince ple in our brandy.
With this as the family precedent,
Imagine the consternation when it was
learned that Rev. Jeremiah Scroggins,
our new minister and an avowed tee-

it;taler. had accepted mother’s Invita.
tion to Christmas dinper, A vote was

democratic household). and it was de-
cided that out of respect to our guest
the brandy would be omitted from the
big mince ple.

Now, each of us in his heart of hearts
felt that the ple would be improved it
Just a wee bit of brandy were added.
So I, for one,-resolved to do the deed.
Accordingly 1 sought out the big stone
crock in which reposed the mince.
meat and poured in what I thought
was a moderate quantity of brandy.

It's wonderful how true is the adage
about great minds running in similat
cof\nnels, iur every other miember of
thetfamjly, including my father, sur-
repti .louli 7 did the same thing. Later
we qu .« that the mincemeat must
bave; been treated to nigh unto a quart.
Mother rved her brandy  until
Christmasiday, when, before the pie

Falt
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.BANTA CLAUS STOOD BEFORE HIM.

he's pretty old, too, and maybe does
not know how to ride, and, besides.
how would he bring the presents?”’

“What's the use of presents, any-
way? [ never have anything that's
any good.”

“] think you have the blues today,”
sald Fletcher, and th'n he did nct
speak again, though Teddy tried to
draw him out. \

He seemed to be i{n a brown study,
and nothing roused him till Lida came
in, and even then he did not say much
and stayed only a short time.

It was in the evening that a card
was brought to Teddy. On it was
written “Santa Claus.” Teddy's eyes
Jparkled. *Tell him to come in,” he
said grandly.

A moment later Santa Claus stood
before. him, a tall, fur clad figure with
flowing bhair and beard. Teddy shook
hands and introduced the guest to his
aunt.

*Did you find it good sleighing?”
Teddy asked. *And how are the rein-
deers?"

**] did not come on runners, young
man,” said ‘Santa Claus. “Perhaps ydu
did not know that there {8 no snow on
the ground.”

“Bicycle?" asked Teddy.

“No; I came in a motor carriage.”

“A motor carriage!” cried Teddy in-
credulously. ‘Then he ran to the win-
dow and looked ‘out. “It is, Aunt
Lida,” he sald excitedly, coming back.
*You can see it just as plain out un-
der the electric light.”

“I did not bring you any presents,”
sald Santa Claus, ‘‘as I heard you did
not care for them, but I would like to
take you for a little rije. if your aunt
will go too. I came early.,” glancing
at the clock., “so that I can get back
and attend to the boys and girls who
like to have presents.”

“Of course we will go.” sald Teddy
promptly. *“I have never been in a
motor carriage.”

In a few mowments the three were on
thelr way, well protected from the
cold, bracing air by an abundance of
furs and wraps. There was no moon,
but after the lighted streets of the
town were past the stars shone down
on them brightly.

Teddy was wild with delight, and his
tongue ran on rapidly. At length there
were occasional pauses, then :longer
ones Interrupted by disjoluted remarks,
Fioally there was total sllence. Fletch-
er bent over so that he could see the
child’s face; then he looked at Lida
and smiled.

They went on for a little in silence.
Fletcher was trying to compose Lis
speech, i

. Witk learts as high as the flaky ple

BPust™ itselt we all watched mother
carve that ple and serve it.

The Rev. Jeremlah Scroggins, be-
cause of an expressed fondness for pie,
was given a big portion.

No sooner had we tasted of the fine
dish than we discovered that that pie
was nothing short of a small sized dis-
tillery. It was brandied as no other
pie had been since the birth of time.
You can imagine the cold chills which
went round th.t festal board as we
watched the Rev. Jeremiah begin to
eat. 1 believe .1 actually shivered as
the first forkful went mouthward.

The first mouthful.was followed by
a sécond and the second by a third.
Finally he had finished the whole por-
tion, and he sottled back in his chair.
We saw he was a bit embarrassed and
expected a real old fashioned temper-
ance lecture right then and there.

The Rev, Jeremiah Scroggins cleared
his throat, and, turning to mother,
said: *Ah—er—my good sister, permit
me to compliment you .pon the ex-
cellence of this pie. It has a most
deliclous flavor. I confess 1 never
tasted anything like it. Would you
think me overbold if I asked for an-
other plece?’—New York Mail and Ex-
press.

Bear Up Gracefully.

Don't take the tone that you are
“cut up"” if some one for whom you
have nothing gives you a present. The
thing 18 not supposed to be a matter
of bargaining. Preserve a decent sem-
blance of a Christmas spirit and repay
the obligation, not by a tardy respond-
ing gift, but in some other way at
some other time, if you waat to.

This Was In Denmark.

An Englishman having business In a
certain Danish town arrived at the
rallway station. He inquired of a
group of men standing near the way to
the house he wanted, whereupon one
of them offered to go with him and
show him. With recollections of what
such a service meant in England he
seid, “I don't want a guide” “But
furely you asked us to show you the
way.” said one of them. “Yes. bnt I
don't want a guide.” *“My dear siv, I
am not a guide; 1 am the bishop."

Romance In High Life.

| “So that heiress is engaged to a mo-
bleman.” '

“Y(’S."

“And you say the affalr was roman-
tic?”
i “Oh, very. Why, the duke wns even
too poor to hire a lawyer.”—Kansas
City Jourssi.

Afraid of Consequences.

Dog Hater (tremulously)—S8 e, here,
sir!  WIIl that dog bite me? Dog
Owner (scornfully)—Do youn suppose he
has no instinct of self preservation?—
Baltimore American.

The sagaclous are generully luckyr.—
Blackwn A

. was _}),gk %, she added a generous,
amor . maaocKBtUll,
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One Christmas in
the Mountains

By EARL MARBLE

EE L]

Two or three days before the “holy
heliday,” as Christmas h#5 not inaptly
been termed, the
dense, almost sol-
id-snow cloudsset-
tled down over the i
Rocky mountains |
and the adjacent |
region, as though
buryingthem
mountain deep
with the feathery
flakes that came
silently and swirl-
ingly down, stead-
ily and persistent-
ly busy, as though
building a new
range of moun-
tains of solid and
never-ending pearl
stretching away
seemingly in anj
endless chain, and
creeping up ° to-
ward the zenith in
an ambition to
outdo Nature her<
self. Watersprouts
have been known
in a few moments
of time to inun-
date valleys and
even hills them-
selves; and such
a display of the
forces of Nature as this seemed to be
& snow-spout, if such a word may be
coined.

Just before entering the SNOWY
realm on an east-bound  train,
Harold Lancaster had telegraphed to

(Copyright.)

‘taken at the family table (we were sl Hollyville, a pretty little village in

| Illinois, that he was on his way home,
| and would be there in season to as-

sist in the church festivities on Christ-

mas, after which the train had plunged
| into the mountain region. He did not
know that his.telegram was not sent,
as before it was dispatched the wires
had broken under the weight of the
| snow, and all communication with the
east was suspended. The train plunged
ahead, assisted occasionally by a con-
venient snow-plow, and was making
fair progress toward the summit,
where it was expected it would meet
with less obstruction than on the
western slope.

Harold had gone on a trip up
through the wonderful Canadian
country in ‘the fall, promising to re-
turn to assist in giving a Christmas
entertainment in the church, of which

- mOprauo, -as he was the temor. He
bad written a little musical skit, in
which he was to essay the part of a
trumpeter and messenger, to announce
to the Christian world—or the soon-
‘to-be Christian world—the birth of
the Baviour; and his announcement
of that event was to be greeted by the
beautiful soprano voice of Miss Low-
ell in a welcoming aria, which K had
been composed with particular refer-
ence to her exquisite method of bird-
like trililngs, which was one of the
features of her voice that made her
80 popular with those who listened to
her voice Sunday after Sunday.

As Christmas approached, and day
after day passed without any word
being received from young Lancaster,
she seemed buried in gloom as deeply
a8 were the foothills and even the
peaks as well as the canyons of the
great dividing range of the country.

All this time, out in the Rocky
mountains, a train was creeping along
slowly, and a muffied tenor voice was
murmuring, almost muttering, in oec-
casional voicings, “A son {s born to
the Highest!"” and again, “Glory Halle-
lujah!” as though in rehearsal of the
event in the little church in Holly-
ville.

At last Christmas eve arrived, and
the congregation in their seats were
expectant. The choir singers seemed
to take thelr cue from Miss Lowell,
and a small modicum of success only
was anticipated.

Everybody was ready for the start,
and there was a pause. The blast on
the trumpet sounded, which was the
signal for Edith to rise and be ready
to greet the tenor announcement.

“If only Harold were here!” she
said sotto volce, as she arose. “It
will be hard for me to sing it.” She
stood expectantly. “I have no inspi-
ration without Harold.”

Following the trumpet signal, a fig-
ure appeared in the distance; but
Edith did not have the heart to look.
There seemed to be a little commo-
tion. ¢

“0, dear!” she exclaimed, “I hope
that end of it will not fail also, as I
fear this will.”

Then a clear, ringing voice sounded
forth, which acted on Edith like an
electric battery:

“A son is born to the Highest!"” she
heard, which was followed by “Glory
Hallelujah!"” taken up by both choir
and congregation.

Her inspiration had arrived. She
knew the voice so well, and her heart
leaped, a8 her voice rang out in the
opening notes of her aria, which in
turn was so inspiring that it brought
the entire audience to its feet, and all
remained standing, in deference to
her sweet delivery of the words and
notes alike.

i “It was a great trilumph!” said the
,0ld pastor, as he was being congratu-
Jated.

} “And love was the key-note,” said
‘s knowing young deacon.

“Yes, love to Ggd,” sald the pastor.
. “And to man,” added the deacon.

\

Edith Lowell, his sweetheart, was the | the

Nature makes the cures:
after all.

Now and then she gets
into a tight place and
needs helping out.

Things get started in
the wrong direction.

Something is needed to
check disease and start
the system in the right
direction toward health.

Scott’s Emulsion' of
Cod Liver Oil with hypo-
phosphites can do just
this.

It strengthens the
nerves, feeds famished tis-

sues, and makes rich
blood.
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS

Send 10c.,, name of paper and this ad. for oun
beautiful Savings Bank and Child’s Sketoh-Hook
Each bank contains a Good Luck Penny.

SCOTT & BOWNE, 409 Pearl St, New Youk:

FOR SALE!
50 Choice Snaps in Woodbary

County, lowa, Farms
Around Correctionville and Anthon

and Oto, and between Oto and Sioux
City.

320 Acres ™'t2 ®ood bulldings, no hills,

price, per acretenuy rOlllnm ............ “7&

Will carry back 810,000 at 5% per cent for
ten years.

zm‘A“es with two sets of buildings, fine
S deperacie oot 2 96500
80 Acm ‘nesrly all fine valley land, no

Price. per aer:).‘.l.‘.lf l nnd .......... m-m
ith f buildings, fine
240 Aﬂes :r;v.etovroc;::.‘:nove. sﬁ m
OD €8Sy Lerms, Per 8Cre ......oveees .
lm Am with choice buildings, fine land,
R prlcemve' orchard, cl?.u'o: $75.w

80 Amtwm: fine builgings, land gently

rolling, chole pil,
grove, orchard, a snap gopely W sso‘m
Remember, this ‘L.’ ey land
Write us about what ' we have
biggest list of lan n
the county. sure ore yom

COHRT & ANDERSON

CORRECTIONVILLE, IOWA

Minaesota faad
Farm Lands for Sale!

We have acquired the
sale of several corn and
stock farms, 15 miles from
St. Paul and Minneapolis,
at $75 and $85 per acre.
This land produces from
40 to 85 bushels of corn
per acre and is well im-
proved. Will give all the
information desired on ap-
plication. A fine invest-
ment.

J. W. Kelley, Real

Estate Company,
- Rosemount, Minn,

|

Number One---

One sixteen by twenty Crayon
Portrait of yourself or friend,

Number Two---

One Oil Painting (on glass)
Price $5, of yourself or friend.
Number Three---

A complete course in Crystal
Oil Painting.
I give free to every person makin
the 25th sitting, anypgt the 'abovg
prizes. Don’t delay. I have had
as high as thirty sittings in one day

You may miss the twenty-fifth sit
ting by delay.

Dean’s Art Callery,

Guarantes all Work First Cla
Stairs Old Court House. .D.'onlun un

e s ——.
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ointment that we positively guarantee satise
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