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Weak Throats-Weak Lungs 
Cold after cold; cough after cough! Troubled with this 
taking-cold habit? Better break it up. We have great 
confidence in Ayer's Cherry Pectoral for this work. No 
medicine like it for weak throats and weak lungs. Ask 
your doctor for his opinion. He knows all about it. 
His approval is valuable. Follow his advice at all times. 
No alcohol in this cough medicine. J. C.Ayer Co Lowell, Aft ass. 

I 1st! 

( ' •  -J 
Always keep a good laxative in the house. Takeadosewhen yourcoldfirstcomeson. What 
is the best laxative for this? Ayer's PiMs. Ask your doctor his opinion. Let him decide. 

4!/' 

I 

FRESH CUT FLOWERS T 
— FOR ANY AND \LL OCCASIONS P 

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 

I . "  r  

Piles FISTULA—Pay When CUREG 
All Rectal Diseases cured without a surgical^, 
operation. No Chloroform, Ether or other gen- i! 
eral aneasthetic used. CURE GUARANTEED 
to last a LIFE-TIME, (^examination free. 

WRITE FOR BOOK ON PILES AND RECTAL DISEASES WITH TESTIMONIALS 
PW. E. B. TARRY. 224 Be* Building, Omaha. Nebraska I 

44 9 fuel Without a Fault? 
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 

Solvay Coke 
" Tho Ideal Domoatlo Fu&l" 

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 used in any stove, range, heater or grate 
adaptable for hard coal. 

FOR SALE BY| [ 

Stewart Lumber Co. 
DENISON, IOWA. J 
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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 

subscribers 

Paying in Advance 

«8li 

old 

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

Review Publishing Co. 

vr 

W. R. Temple Co. 
7^ 

Owl Cement beats 
all the Cement 
we ever handled 

ife-m We have for sale three of the best 

Hog Wire Fences on the market to-day. 
Call and examine them. Also red and 
white Cedar Posts at rock bottom prices. 

^ Poultry netting from 3 to 6 feet high. 
Sewer pipe from 3 to 24 inch—And every

thing to |)e found in a first class Lumber and Coal Yard. 

W. R. Temple Co. 

Raymond Shipm 
ndrews 

Co/oyr/pA£ , 

&oS£>3 -Afcrrj// Co. 

morulas—couldn't disappoint the ba
by," said the steady voice. 

I know," the clergyman agreed. 
I'm In the same box. Yet," he 

harked back, "it's taking too much 
risk. You have no right to run such 

risk. How much are you carrying?" 
"Three thousand dollars." 
The man outside drew a sharp 

breath as if the distinct words had hit 
him. Three thousand dollars' 

The clergyman inside repeated 
them. "Three thousand dollars! It's 
too much to carry after dark through 

nest of banditti." 
"Banditti!" The other's tone pro

tested. 
But Dr. Harding persisted. "At least 

leave the money in town." 
"Where?" Maxwell asked. "The 

banks are closed. The men's wages 
must be paid the twenty-sixth. I'll 
carry It safe enough—the Maxwells 
have carried their employes' wages to 
Maxwell Field for five generations." 

The clergyman's reply was serious. 
'With two Maxwells killed to discour
age the practice," he said. There was 
silence for a moment. Then, "I see 
what can be done," the older man 
spoke. "Give me the money. I'll take 
it to the rectory to-night, and to-mor-
row you'll all be over to service and 
you can fetch it back. How is that?" 

"You've a lonely drive, too." 
"Only two miles," said Harding. 

And there's no danger for me. No
body suspects a parson of money." 

Maxwell considered, hesitated. "I 
think I'll accept your offer, doctor," 
he said at last. "Quarles, the man
ager, objects to my landing with a 
bag which I carry carefully myself, as 
I must when It's loaded tthis way." 
The man outside, strained forward, 
could imagine the manufacturer's 
hand laid on the stout bag on his 
knee. "My dress-suit case I throw 
at somebody to be put into the trap, 
and I think no more of it, but this I 
keep by me, and I'm so well known 
about the country that they are fa
miliar with my ways." 

The confident voice, the voice of a 
personage, went on, but the shabby 
figure outside relaxed, shivering a bit, 
against the wall of the station. He 
was thinking fast, but his listening 
now was less careful; he knew the 
rest; his data were collected. 

There was a whistle down the track, 
and a wave of humanity drew togeth
er; the train pulled in, the man hov
ering in the background waited to 
see Mr. Maxwell of Maxwell Field, in 
a fur-lined ulster with its collar and 
cuffs of sable, and the thin clergy
man in his overcoat a little gray at 
the seams, enter a car together, be
fore he sprang unnoticed into the car 
behind them. 

close against the woman between 
them; the girl's hair was spread od 
her mother's shoulders, and the boy's 
arm was around her and his head 
pressed her arm. 

"Say 'The Night Before Christ
mas' again mother," he begged. "You 
promised you'd say it next." 

"No, she didn't, Benny," objected 
the girl. "She only promised she'd 
say it again; she hasn't said 'While 
Shepherds Watched' at all yet, or tolo 
us the story of the beasts on Christ 
nias Eve. Have you, mother?" 

"My knee, Benny—you weigh a ton, 
dear," remonstrated the mother, push
ing a heavy foot. "We'll do this, 
Alice. Benny knows 'While- Shep
herds Watched' as well as I, and if 
he'll say It, then I'll do 'The Night 
Before Christmas,' and the story, and 
just anything you want." 

"I like your saying of it, mother, 
better than I do Benny's. He always 
makes the angels talk like people," 
Alice demurred. 

But the boy, undisturbed by criti
cism, began at once. His large brown 
eyes fixed on the fire, he recited, 
slowly and conscientiously, the two-
hundred-year-old Christmas carol; 
While Shepherds watched their flocks by 

night 
All seated on the ground, 

The angel of the Lord came down 
And glory shone around, 

the reedy voice repeated, and a listen
er might have understood what Alice 
meant. It was much as if John Jones 
had met William Smith and men-
tioried to him a matter of news about 
a mutual friend, an angel. But to the 
woman who listened with the boy's 
head against her shoulder, the incon
gruous inflections were sweet; the 
audacity of it seemed to bring so 
near, that it thrilled her, a night 
when, for another Child's sake, the 
skies had rung with a song that has 
echoed always. Benny's fresh tones 
disclosed, with careful conversational 
emphasis, more and more facts about 
angels, to him a shade less real, a 
shade more holy than his mother. 

To you in David's town this day 
Is born of David's line 

A Saviour, who is Christ the Lord, 
And this shall be the sign— 

was elucidated in a realistic manner, 
and the child proceeded to explain. 

"Thus spoke the seraph and forth
with appeared a shining throng of an
gels—praising God—who thus ad
dressed their joyful song." 

An atheist would have got an im
pression, hearing him tell it, that the 
boy had seen with his eyes and heard 
wiffy his ears what he related. There 
was a silence as the sturdy tones end
ed and Benny's eyes gazed on into 
the heart of the fire, as if they saw in 
a vision the still eastern night, the 
shepherds on the hills, the white flight 
of angels. 

"You repeated it very nicely," Mrs. 
Harding said sottly, and put her mouth 
against his head ug:tin. "Now you 
shall have yours." 

The big 11-year-old girl caught her 
mother's hand—a hand worn with 

••ery late—look! it's almost nine," 
and the girl and the boy cried out to
gether. 

"Oh, the Beasts! The Beasts!" 
! They pressed against her, a head on 

either shoulder, and held her hands in 
i theirs, while she told them a tale of 
a boy in a German forest whose fa-

i ther and mother were so poor that 
there was not enough to eat in the 
house. She told them how he lay in 
his cot on Christmas Eve and heard 
them plan; how he listened as they 
divided what food was left into three 
portions for to-morrow's breakfast, 
th? largest for the boy; how he 
sobbed to himself in the dark as he 
heard them arrange tc kill his two 
friends, the old horse Friedel and the 
old cow Minna, rather than let them 
starve to death; how, lying awake 
late in the night, he could not bear 
to think that the dear horse and cow 
stood hungry in the barn, on their last 
night of life; how he stole into the 
kitchen and found the coarse bread 
and the milk that were saved for his 
own breakfast, and carried them out 
to the stable; how, as he came to tfee 
door, he heard strange hoarse voices 
speaking low, and listened and found 
that, it was Friedel and Minna talking 
together; how then he remembered 
that once a year, at midnight on 
Christmas Eve, dumb beasts may find 
speech in memory of the night when 
the Christ-ohild lay among beasts, in 
the manger; how little Hans listened 
to the thin old horse and the hungry 
old cow and heard them grieving for 
the poverty of their master and mis
tress and heard them speak of the se
cret which, if the beasts might have 
speech to tell it, would make every
thing right; how Hans went in boldly 
then and gave the animus his break
fast, and asked them to tell him the 
secret; how they told him, in unused, 

"Don't Go to 

Scttt's Emulsion 
is the original—has been 
the standard for thirty-five 
years. 

There are thousands of 
so-called "just as good" 
Emulsions, but they are 
not—they are simply imi
tations which are never 
as good as the original. 
They are like thin milk—* 
SCOTT'S is thick like a 
heavy cream. 
; If you want, it thin, do 
it yourself—with water— 
but dont buy it thin. I 

FOR SALE STALL DRUGGISTS 

Bend 10c., name [ok paper and this ad. for crap 
beautiful Savings Bank and Ohild'a Sketch-Book* 
Each bank contains a Good Luok Ponny. 

SCOTT & BOWNE, 409 Pearl St, NewYoffc 

FOR SALE! 
50 Choice Snaps in Woodbury 

^ County, Iowa, Farms 
Around Correctionville and Anthon 
and Oto, and between Oto and Sioux 
City. 

•>OA kprae with ^ood buildings, no bills. 
0£,V AMCd gently rolling. CA 
price, per acre yDl.DU 

Will curry back $10,000 at 5W per cent for 
ten years. 

200 Acreswlth two sets ot buil<iin(c3,606 

chard, at per acre 

80 Acres 

land, grove and or- $65.00 
nearly all fine valley land, 
rough land 

Price, per acre $60.00 
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"Say 'The Night Before •Christmas,' Mother, He Begged." 
The two big children and their small 

mother sat on the rug before the fire, 
the fire being an especial luxury for 
Christmas Eve. The nursery was a 
pleasant room; the spendthrift fire, 
light washed brightness over gay col
ors of coarse stuffs, over cheap prints 
of fine pictures, over the whitewashed 
walls and the peace of the two white 
beds folded back for the night. There 
was a homelike atmosphere, full of 
the alert leisure of a house where 
much is done. The children leaned 

housework anil sewing—jiufl held 
against her clieek. 

" 'Twas the night before Christmas, 
when all through the house," the wo
man began, and went on, as many 
women have begun and gone on with 
the charming old poem, to children on 
Christmas Eve. The fire crackled in 
the pauses, and the logs fell apart 
with gentle heaviness, an accom
paniment to the swinging sentences 

"Now just one more, children dear, 
and you really must go to bed. It's 

Sleep, Benny—Listen." 

rusty voices, that beneath the empty 
stall of the stable was a treasure of 
gold, buried a thousand years before 
by the Romans, which would make 
his mother and father richer than 
they could dream; and how just then 
the bells of the distant village rang 
for Christmas morning, and the poor 
beasts were dumb again, and Hans 
went back to his bed and waited for 
daylight to tell his father and moth
er, who dug for the treasure and 
found it and were happy with the 
horse and cow, and rich ever after. 

The story ended and the children 
were quiet, as if listening, thrilled, to 
those stammering hoarse tones of the 
good brutes in the chilly stable. 

"Now, chickens, you must go to 
your roosts," the mother broke their 
dream, and her words ended in a sigh. 
"Father! it's too bad to have him left 
out of Christmas Eve, isn't it?" 

"Yes, it is," agreed Benny sturdily. 
'Nobody can say 'Peaceful Was the 
Night' 'cept father. It's too 
bad for father he had to go 
to the thing-ma-jig's funeral;" 
and, being Christmas Eve, Benny went 
unreproved for the description of his 
great-uncle. 

"Father'll be home before morning, 
won't he?" asked the girl, and went 
on. "Oh, I remember. You said some 
time in the night, but we can't tell 
when, 'cause the trains get late. Well, 
I hope he'll be here in the niornif.g 
when we wake up. It wouldn't be 
Christmas without father; would it, 
mother?" 

"I can't bear to have him out so 
late," the little woman said, and her 
tones were troubled. She went on as 
if thinking aloud—a way she had 
with her big babies. "Father isn't 
well—he ought to go south—I wish he 
could go," and Benny answered in 
stropg baby tones: 

"Oh, he can't go, mother. We have 
not got money enough—you said we 
hadn't." 

"No, dear, we haven't." she sighed; 
and the girl shook her mane ol hair 
back thoughtfully. 

"I wish 1 could find a lot of money 
like Mans, lor father,' she said. 

The fascination of the firelight as 
the children lay in their beds, their 
mother i^one, held the drowsy eyes 
open. The girl, the more aggressive, 
the more imaginative of the two, went 
back, with a thought working its way 
in her mind, to the story which had 
a hold on both, the story of how two 
dumb brutes may talk once a year on 
Christmas Eve. 

"Do you believe it's true, Benny?" 
she consulted her brother. "Mother 
didn't say it wasn't, you know." 

"Then it's true, and I believe it's 
true," said Benny stoutly. "I'm glad 
they can. I know Nigger would enjoy 
a talking. He looks like he wanted to 
talk when he squeals, and he squeals 
words sometimes. I heard him say 
'corn bread' one day." 

(Continued on Page 7) : : 

240 Arrpc with two sets ot build'hKs. fine 
tttv nil Co Krove orchard, grove, $OA AA 
on easy terms, per acre <pOU.Uv 

1 fifi Aft-PC with choice buildings, ttne land, , 
1 Wl nil Co grove, orchard, close AA 
to town, price ^lO.vv 

QA Ap^.-^with ane buildings, land gently 
"ura' rolling, choice soil. CQ(1 flA 

grove, orchard, a snap at per acre •. yOU.vU 

Remember, this is all line valley land 
Write us about what you want, as we have 
the biggest list of land at the lowest prices in 
the county. Be sure and write us before you 
come. It we have misrepresented to you we 
will pay your fare over and back.. - ; , i, 

COHRT & ANDERSON 
CORRECTIONVILLE. IOWA 

Minnesota Land 

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 tine invest
ment. 

J. W. Kelley, Real 
Estate Company, 

Rosemoont, Minn. 

Ladies and Children Treated at 
Their Home or at the Denison 
Treatment Rooms, 116 N. Main St. 

Baths and Water Treatments of eyery 
description, Massage, Facial Massage, 
Electricity, Physical Culture, etc. 

Instruction given in Nursing, Hygiene, 
and the Treatment of the sick. 

MRS. DR. A. J. HOENES, 
Graduate Nurse of Battle Creek Saniurim 

Denison, Iowa. Phone No. 1100 

G. KAPLAN . 
Wholesale and Urtall Dealer in m 

.. .Scrap Iron and Metals.... 
Bring in your old Iron. Price $6 per ton. Offica 
and yard one block ncrH. of Northwestern Pas. 
•anger Depot,JDENJ.T *•' "OWA. 

Useful African Tree. 
While the seeda of the dorowa, an 

East African leguminous tree, are ex
tensively used for food the pods and 
leaves form an excellent cement when 
mixed with crushed stone. 

"V » t i*. 

•  • '  •  »  • • • • ' . - *  '  * : •  .  
' * I ^ Slit 

i t- "1-
If, .^J,'• 

'  •  - v  

'm 
lit 


