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Weak Throat—Weak Lillys 
Cold after cold'; cough after cough! Troubled with this 
taking-cold, habit? Better break it up. 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 thlS COUgh medicine. /. C.Ayer Co.,Lowell,Masi. 

Ah¥ayskeepa good laxative in thehouseTTakeadwewhef^ourcoldfirstcomMon^Vhat 
H roe best laxative for this? Ayer's PiHs. Ask your doctor his opinion. Let him decide. 

iM' * Vt 

FRESH CUT FLOWERS 
FOR ANY AND \LL OCCASIONS ' 

Roses, Carnation* and A»tor» Carried in Stock 

Floral Designs Made to Order on Very Short Notice 

BARTCHER & EWALL -
C. C. Phone 112. Iowa 175. Residence 384 or 490 
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FISTULA—Pay When CORES 
All Rectal Diseases cured without a surgical| 
operation. No Chloroform, Ether or other gen
eral aneasthetic used. CURB GUARANTEED 

| to last a LIFE-TIME. CjTexamination pres. 
WRITS FOR BOOK ON PILES AND RECTAL DISEASES WITH TESTIMONIALS 

W. t W. TAWRY. 224 Bee Building, Omaha, Nebraska 
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\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 Coko 
t. 
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" Tho tdoal DomomUo Fuol" 
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. 
DEN1SON, IOWA. 
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SPECIAL 
NOTICE 

FROM NOW UNTIL APRIL 1st. 
We will give 

s?.; 
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The Orange Judd Farmer < 
One of the oldest and best Farm Papers 
in the west ABSOLUTELY FREE 1118111818; 

to all new subscribers and to any old 

subscribers , , -i/,/ 

-

Isp1'-". Paying in Advance 
This is in addition to The Review 

Magazine which go<» to All_ Advance. 
Paid Subscribers. '" 
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Review Publishing Co. 
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W. R. Temple Co 

Owl Cement beats 
aU the Cement 
we ever handled 

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. 

^"V'% 

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

thing to be found in a first class Lumber and Coal Yard. 

W. R. Temple Co. 
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^ HEUE is the tree?" whis
pered Mrs. Philander aux-
iously as herbusbaud shook 

% the snow from his coat and 
carefully wiped his feet on the brand 
new doormat. 

"Couldn't get one," returned Philan
der moodily. 

"Couldn't get one! Why not, James 
Philander?" 

"I forgot it, Bella, until just as 1 got 
off the train, and as that was the last 
train from town I couldn't very well 
walk back and look up a tree. By that 
time the shops would all be closed 
and"— 

"Walk back! Such nonsense! Of 
course if you haven't thought enough 
of the children to buy them a tree"— 

"My dear," interpolated Philander 
desperately, "don't say another word. 
I'll find a tree somewhere tonight if 
I have to rob the church of the Sun
day school tree!" 

He thrust his arms into his overcoat 
and grasped his hat, but Mrs. Philan
der put out a detaining hand. 

"James," she said seriously, "you 
cannot find a tree In Rose Heights to
night. You know there is not a shop 
In the Heights, and where else would 
you look for a tree?" 

"1 shall walk Into the woods and dig 
one," returned Philander, with dignity. 
/'Well, you could do that. James, but 

It Is 11 o'clock now and there is no 
moon. You will lose your way." 

"Nonsense!" returned Mr. Philander. 
"1 hope I know my way around Rose 
Heights. I saw a very handsome pine 
tree in that strip of woods back on the 
Turkey hill road. 1 could walk there 
blindfolded and lay my hand upon thai 
tree." he asserted rashly. 

"Very well." returned Mrs. Philander 
reluctantly. "I hate to have you go. 
Janies. but the children will be so dis
appointed. The presents are all ready, 
and I have been up In the attic and 
got the base for the tree and all the 
ornaments—in fact, everything is ready 
except the tree." 

"The tree will soon be here." said 
Mr. Philander grimly as he jerked on 
his arctics and turned up his coat col
lar. "Just bring me the spade from 
the woodshed, please," he added. 

"A spade. James! I thought they 
chopped trees down. The ground is 
frozen." 

"Of course, the ax by all means," re
plied Philander irritably. He was 
vexed with himself for having forgot
ten to order the tree, which was one 
of the necessary adjuncts to the Phil; 

ander Christmas. He had never for
gotten it before. He meant to order 
it that morning and have it sent to his 
suburban home later in the day, but 
an important business matter had driv 
en the remembrance of the festival 
from his mind until his wife's greeting 
when he opened the door recalled it to 
his attention. 

1-Ie sallied forth, bearing the ax, and 
waded through the newly fallen snow 
to the corner of the street, where he 
turned toward Turkey hill road. The 
snow was only six inches deep, and 
the walking was not so bad. Gray 
clouds hung low, and there was a thick 
flurry of flakes as Philander turned the 
corner. When he reached the strip of 
woods it was snowing heavily, and he 
could only guess at the location of the 
particular pine he had in mind. 

He whistled cheerily as he walked 
along, for his spirits were rising. He 
felt a warm glow stealing over his 
tired frame as he anticipated th<? de
light of the three small Philanders 
when they beheld the seifsanie tree 
that they had so warmly admired a 
short while before set up in their own 
parlor, ablaze with candles and rich 
with gifts. 

Mr. Philander stopped and thrashed 
himself vigorously with his arms. 
There was a faint grayness in the air 
that was reflected from the fallen 
snow, and there was the tickling rush 
of flakes in his eyes. When he reach 
ed the very opening in the woods 
where they had admired the tree he 
turned around aud looked carefully up 
and down the road. Of course he 
could see nothing, nor was there the 
faintest tinkle of bells. It was a 
very lonely spot. 

Mr. Philander knew that the strip of 
woods was private property, and he 
also knew that he could make It all 
right with Lake, the owner of the 
woods, on the following day. as Lake 
lived four miles away and it was im
possible to ask his permission now. 

A Ithough Mr. Philander had stated 
that he could put his hand on the tree 
In the dark, he found it rather a diffi
cult thing to do after all. He los; 
himself several times in the dense 
thickets, and all the tree trunks seem
ed unfamiliar to Ills touch. Then, all 
at once, he emerged from the under 
brush, and spicy boughs of pine brush 
ed his face. 

"Hit it. bv Jove!" he exclaimed, lie 
dug the snow away from the trunk and 
with a few lusty blows laid the tre» 
low and dragged it trailing through 
the snow. He lost Ills bearings once or 
twice, aud finally, at a moment when 
be almost despaired of reaching home 
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that night, he found himself standing 
before his own gate. 

He carted the tree around to the 
back door, and with Mrs. Philander's 
help it was taken into the house and 
set up in the parlor. 

Mr. Philander thawed himself out in 
front of the kitchen stove and quaffed 
fragrant coffee that his grateful wife 
had prepared. 

"It is a beauty, James." she said 
gleefully; "the finest we ever had. 
How delighted the children will be. I 
am sorry, though, you are so tired, 
dear." 

"Oh. I'm ail right now, Bella," said 
Philander cheerfully. "I was worried 
after I found that I had forgotten the 
tree, but I closed out that deal with 
Weils today, and 1 was busy every mo
ment." 

"How lovely that you got tho con
tract, James!" cried his wife excitedly. 
"That is a fine Christmas present for 
you!" 

"You bet your life it is," returned 
Philander jocosely. "Now let us get 

the tree ready for the kiddies. Every
thing handy?" 

"There isn't a thing for you to do. 
dear, save to hang them on the tree." 
said his wife, leading the way to the 
lighted parlor, where the tree stood, 
its symmetrical branches glistening in 
the light and exuding a fresh balsamic 
odor. 

"By Jove, it is the handsomest tree 
we ever had!" exclaimed Mr. Philan
der. surveying the shapely conifer ad 
mlringly. 

They were soon at work, and pres
ently the beautiful tree blossomed 
forth in glistening festoons of gold and 
silver tinsel. A radiant star tipped 
'.he highest point, while daintily dec
orated gifts burdened the branches and 
wore heaped at the base. ' 

It was with unusual satisfaction that 
the Philanders retired that night. They 
were loth to leave the resplendent tree, 
but utter weariness drove them to bed. 

It pas daylight when the first de
lighted shriek from a small Philander 
awoke his tired parents. Mr. Phllan 
der groaned dismally. He ached from 
head to foot, and he was sick from 
lack of sleep. Mrs. Philander was 
equally tired: but. with the self al> 
negation of mothers in general and 
mothers in particular on Christmas 
morning, she got up and went down
stairs to enter into the joys of the hap
py children. 

When Mr. Philander came down
stairs to breakfast the children gath
ered about him eagerly. 

"Father." asked Jack, the eldest. "Is 
this the very tree we saw last Sunday 
when we walked along Turkey hill 
road? is this the very tree?" 

"Who told you that, Jack?" asked 
Mr. Philander sharply. 

"Oh, mother did. I told her I had 
seen it somewhere before, and she said 
It was that very tree." 

"I fought Santy Claws bringed it!" 

wailed Bessie, dragging her new doll 
remorselessly by its flaxen hair. 

"An' I linked it came that way, too!" 
protested Itobin indignantly. 

"It's a Santa Claus tree, babies, so 
don't feel bad about it. Run away 
and play," said Mr. Philander reassur
ingly. Then he turned to Jack, "Yes. 
it's the very same tree, my boy," he 
said proudly. 

"It doesn't look like it, father," said 
Jack bluntly. 

"Doesn't, eh? What's the matter 
with It?" 

"Oh, nothing. It's fine, but it Isn't 
(lie tree we saw," insisted the boy ob
stinately. 

"Never mind, never mind," returned 
Mr. Philander good naturedly. 

He sought his wife, who was helping 
Xorah with the breakfast. "Our tree 
was a great success, my dear," he said 
genially. 

"it is beautiful," replied Mrs. Philan
der happily. "The children are so de
lighted." 

"Well, I'm glad of that. 1 was tell
ing Taylor yesterday morning going 
down on the train that Christmas was 
not Christmas without a tree, aud he 
said that it wouldn't be Christmas at 
their house, then, for they were not 
going to have one." 

"How strange!" uttered Mrs. Philan
der. "Why not, pray?" 

"Oh, I don't know, ne said some
thing about hard times. lie said the 
good, old fashioned Christmas suited 
them well enough; that they would 
hang their stockings before the fire 
and all that, you know." 

"Dear, dear! 1 think the children 
prefer a tree just the same." said Mrs. 
Phllauder regretfully. "Poor little Tom-

JACK. 

my Taylor! We must invite him over 
to see the children's tree this after
noon." 

"Yes, Indeed, that will be an excel
lent plan. Suppose we invite a few 
people to spend the evening and enjoy 
the tree with us. We can put on some 
small remembrances and have a jolly 
time," said Philander, warming up to 
the subject as he proceeded. 

"That will be delightful," agreed 
Mrs. Philander. "Let us ask the Tay
lors." 

"Sure, we'll ask them!" chuckled 
Philander. "I'll show Taylor the way 
to keep Christmas." 

That afternoon Mrs. Philander busied 
herself in preparing for the evening's 
entertainment. The Taylors had ac
cepted gladly, and so had the other in
vited guests, and Mr. Philander, who 
was the soul of hospitality, walked 
about and rubbed his hands with pleas
ant anticipation. 

He made sundry trips to the cellar 
for apples and cider and cracked great 
bowls of nuts. He carried in huge 
nrm loads of wood for the fireplace and 
surveyed the roaring blaze with com
placent satisfaction. 

It was at that moment that Jack 
Philander burst noisily in. "Oh, fa
ther, what do you think"— he began 
breathlessly. 

"Well, my boy, what is it now?" ask
ed Mr. Philander indulgently as he 
warmed his coattails comfortably. 

"I heard Mr. Taylor telling some men 
that somebody chopped down the tree 
from his front lawn last night!" 

"What tree?" asked Mr. Philandei 
absently. 

"Why, that tree—you know, the Nor
way pine that stood on their front 
lawn!" 

"What a pity!" exclaimed Mrs. Phi

lander. "Mrs. Taylor told me It was 
the pride of her husband's heart." 

"How did tt happen. Jack?" asked 
Philander, with Interest. 

"Mr. Taylor said his wife beard somt 
one chopping about half past 11 last 
night, but she didn't think anything of 
it, and this morning they found the 
tree was gone—only the stump left." 

"That's very strange." observed Mr 
Philander. "Hard luck for Taylor." 

"And, father," continued Jack ear
nestly, **I was in the woods on Turkey 
hill road today and that little tree we 
saw last Sunday Is there yet. You 
didn't cut It down. I knew that one 
wasn't It!" 

Mr. Philander paled slightly. 
"Why. father," pursued the terrible 

Jack with a directness born of sudden 
revelation, "this is Mr. Taylor's tree! 
I knew I'd seen it before!" 
« Mr. Philander shrank from their hor
rified gaze. 

"The Taylors will be here in a few 
minutes. James," said Mrs. Philander 
coldly. 

"My dear, I must have got turned 
around In the storm, but the Lord 
only knows how I got in Taylor's 
yard." 

"It's on the other side of the woods, 
father." said Jack sympathetically, 
"and I guess you walked right through 
and Into Mr. Taylor's yard." 

"I- must have done that," groaned 
Mr. Philander. Then with sudden In
spiration he stripped the tree of its 
ornaments and candles and carried it 
through the house into the back yard. 
He scratched a match, and In five min
utes the Philander Christmas tree was 
a charred ruin. 

"Too bad. old chap," said Taylor 
comniiseratively as Philander agi
tatedly explained the absence of the 
tree. "That's one reason why 1 don't 
believe in Christmas trees. They are 
apt to take fire, and there you are. 
I am glad it happened before we ar
rived!" 

"So am I," ejaculated Mr. Philander 
But all the little Philanders agree 

that it was the most beautiful Christ
mas tree they ever had. 

is the trade
mark which 
is found on 
every bottle 

of the genuine 

the standard Cod Liver 
Oil preparation of the 
world. Nothing equals 
it to build up the weak 
and wasted bodies of 
young and old. ' * 

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 

Send 10c., name of paper and this ad. for 
our beautiful Savings Bank and Child's 
Sketch-Book. Each bank contains a 
Good Luck Fenny. 

SCOTT * BOWNE, 409 Pearl St.. N. Y. 

FOR SALE! 
50 Choice Snaps in Woodbury 

County, Iowa, Farms 
- •-

Around Correctionville and Anthon 
and Oto, and between Oto and Sioux 
City. 

W|) kpree wIth eood buildings, no hills, 
OC.V nuca gently rolling, d»/J-7 IJA 
price, per acre ^Dl.uU 

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

7AA*lkpn>C w"b two sets of buildings, fine 
""I** land, mrfl anil nr- $65.00 

' land, no 

$60.00 

lacd, grove and or
chard, at per acre 

QA Af>rAe nearly all fine vaUey land, no 
OV nuca rough land. 
Price, per acre 

240 Am»C wilb two sets of buildings. One 
" ttW Co grove orchard, grove, $80.00 

on easy terms, per acre . 

1 fi0 Arr»C wlth cboice buildings, fine land. 
1UV nUC»KroTe orchard, close $75.00 
to town, price. 

OA Arrpc with fine buildings, land gently 
ilvlCo rolling, choice soil, £QA AA • 

grove, orchard, a snap at per acre.. 

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

COHRT & ANDERSON 
CORRECTIONVILLE. IOWA 

/ * The Maid's Chance. 
"Do you ever lose that umbrella of 

yours?" asked the maiden. 
"Xo; I don't," replied the man stern

ly. ''The persou who takes that um
brella will have to take me." 

"Do I understand that to be a pro
posal of marriage or a threat?" in
quired the miss sweetly.'—Philadelphia 
Inquirer. 

The Woman Question. 
T.ittle Willie—Say. paw, what is the 

"woman question?" Pa—It's numer
ous, my son. For example: What shall 
I wear? How does my Lair look in 
the back? Is my hat on straight? etc. 
—Exchange. * 

Minnesota Land 

Lands for Sale! 

We have acquired the 
sale of several corn and 
stock farmsi 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, 

, Rosemofsnt, Minn. 
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Up and Down. 
Algernon Arduppe—Can't you make 

me any better rate for room and board 
than what you advertise—$5 up? Mrs--. 
Ilamand—Yes. In your case it will be 
?5 down.—Chicago Union. 

Knowledge is proud lhat he hiss 
earned so much. Wisdom is humble 
that he knows no more.—-Cowper. 

The Horse Trade. 
"I can't say I'm stuck on him." 
"You will be if you buy him, sir!"— 

Judge. 

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

#81 

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 Sanfarimi 

DenUon, Iowa. Phone No. 1100 

G. KAPLAN 
Wholesale and Retail Dealer in 

.. .Scrap Iron and Metals.. 
Bring in your old Iron. Price $6 per ton. Offle* 
and yard one block north of Northwestern Fit. 
•enger Depot.jDENJfr "OWA. 

To Avoid Death from Fright. 
Death from fright in the first stagoa 

of ether and chloroform, before con
sciousness is lost, is best avoided br 
letting the patient hold and inhale th# 
stuff himself. 
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