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Santa Glaus Came In an Air Ship With My Holiday Goods. 
I am showing the finest line of holiday goods suitable for Christmas presents to be found in Southern Iowa. 

COME IN AND SEE THE B|G DISPLAY. , 

You Can Find Just the Present You Want, Whether It Gosts Little or Big Money 

SOME XMAS SUGGESTIONS 
Jewelry 

Watches, Chains, Charms, 
Rings, Stick Pins, 

Cuff Buttons, 
Silverware, 

Clocks. 

Haviland China 
An elaborate showing of 

China, Plates, Cups, Dishes, 
etc. 

A big line of the very 
finest Cut Glass. 

Leather Goods 
A complete line of Dress

ing Cases, Purses, Novelties, 
etc. 

Hammered Brass and other 
novelties. 

, Toys 
This store is headquarters 

for toys of all kinds. Every
thing for the children Don't 
forget to make them happy 
this year. 

Books, Etc. 
A big line of the latest 

standard books, fancy bind
ings, box stationery, etc. 

Pictorial books and book
lets for the little ones. 

A FOUNTAIN PEN MAKES AN IDEAL GIFT. A FULL LINE IN PLAIN, GOLD AND SILVER TRIMMED. 

J. R. BASHAW'S HOLIDAY EMPORIUM AND TOY CENTER 
• •  
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WHENJKMHOME 
By M. QUAD. 

ICopyrlght, 1909, by Associated Literary 
Press. J 

Jim Baker was lazy and shiftless as 
a young man. He didn't drink, and lie 
was good tempered. He had the repu
tation of being truthful and honest, 
"but everybody said he would die in 
the poorhouse. At the age of twenty-
four, to tine surprise of everybody, he 
jot married. No young woman in his 
locality would bave looked at him 
twice, but one twenty miles away ae-
toally fell In love with and married 
Mm. A thousand different times in 
after years she tried to explain to her-
aelf and others how it came about, 
bat she never satisfied any one. 

The father of Jim's wife gave her 
thirty acres of land with a cabin on 
It, and the couple went there to exist. 
For the first five years Jim was ap
pealed to, protested at and complained 
of for hU laziness. Then the hard
working wife re<\liwc! that it was no 
•\ise and gave it up. 

Jim Baker read and heard of the 
civil war when It broke out, and he 
«aw many of his neighbors enlist and 

marching away. He had no partic
ular interest in war. He was a patriot, 
tmt he didn't say much about it for 
fear he would be askod to swing his 
hat and cheer. That would have been 
hard work for him. It was only when 
the days of the big bounty came that 
he sat down under a tree for serious 
thought. He was thinking when a re
cruiting officer came along and sat 
down beside him and said: 

MJlm, if you want to enlist I can fret 
yon $700 bounty money. It looks now 
as if the war would be over in thirty 
days, and just think of earning all that 
money In a month." 

•Til think it over." replied Jim after 
a long time, and that evening his wife 
noticed that he was looking very seri
ous. When she asked if he felt ill he 
answered: 

"Num. Say, Bet. I'm thinking of 
going to war." 

She smiled at the idea, and he con-
tinned: 

"I allns thought It was mighty hard 
work, but that feller told me today it 
was dead easy. All you've got to do is 
to eat and sleep and shoot rebels. You 
have a nigger to cook for you and load 
your gun. I believe I could stand that, 
and I'll get $700 for going." 

Nothing more was said abont the 
matter that evening. Next morning 
the wife started for the fields, and Jim 
started for the village. She missed 
him at noon when she returned to the 
house, but she didn't worry. When he 
came hojne at sundown he tossed a 
big roll of greenbacks into her lap and 
•aid:," 

*Tve enlisted for a soldier and am 
going away tomorrow." 

She counted the money over slowly, 
laid it upon the clock shelf and re

plied: 
"Jiin. there's wuss husbands than 

you. I'll be mighty careful of the mon
ey, and I hope you'll come back all 
right." 

There was very little said next 
morning when he started off. ftho 
went to the plow and he to town, and 
the talk was all among the neighbors. 
After getting down to the front Jim 
wrote home now and then, but briefly. 
Sometimes he was mentioned in other 
soldiers' letters, but also briefly. The 
wife lived on alone. She missed the 
hushand, and yet she didn't. Pome-
times she wished him back, and some
times she didn't feel to care whether 
he returned or not. She was in this 
neutral state of mind when the war 
came to a close at last. The soldiers 
who survived it returned home, and 
one evening as she sat on her steps 
with her pipe in her mouth a veteran 
la uniform turned in at the gate to 
say: 

"Mrs. Baker, have you heard about 
Jim?" 

"Not a word." 
"He didn't come back with us." 
"Nor 
"Because he was killed in the very 

last battle. I was right near him 
when he fell. Mighty sorry to have to 
tell you." » 

"Thankee for coming," she said. 
And not a dozen more words wore 
said. In her way the woman felt her 
loss, but she shed no tears over it. 
It did not keep her from her work-
next day. After two years she besan 
drawing a widow's pension, and a sis
ter came to live with her. After the 
sixth year she was asked to marry 
again, and again she was a wife. It 
was seven years almost to a day since 
she had been told of Jim's death when 
she sat alone in the house one day 
and a stranger entered. He was lame 
and dusty and grizzled and asked for 
a cup of water. As he drank it she 
looked at him more closely and then 
sunk into a chair and was speechless 
for a moment. 

"Is anything wrong?" asked the 
man. 

"My God! But you are Jim Baker, 
my husband that went to the war!" 
she whispered. 

"You called me Jim Baker." said the 
man after awhile. 

"Of course I did. You have changed, 
but you are Jim. Why didn't you 
write? Why didn't you come home 
sooner?" 

"Madam, I beg you to excuse me, 
but you are laboring nnder a great 
mistake. - My name is Langford— 
George Langford. I am a stranger to 
you and to this part of the country. 
The resemblance to Mr. Baker is sim
ply a coincidence. Thanks for the wa
ter. It has refreshed me. Good day." 

And Jim Baker, who was not killed, 
but whose long silence was not ex
plained, went out of his house and 
away from his wife and was never 
heard of again. 

Cy THOMAS KENT WATERMAN. 
[Copyright. 1909, by American Press Assa-

clation.] 
A girl sat ou the porch of a farm

house knitting. Up the road caiue a 
man. Ho stopped before the girl, who 
sat meditating with her eyes on her 
work. Presently she looked up. Seeing 
him, a glad smile was about to break 
out on her lips, but she repressed it. 

"V»"e!l. I declare!" she exclaimed. 
"Where did you come from? I'd as 
soon have expected to see your ghost 
as you." 

"I should have been \erv much dis 
appointed," replied the man, going up 
ou to the porch and taking a seat, "to 
see your ghost. I prefer to see you In 
the flesh." 

"Let me see. Ii utuar be peven or 
eight yenr« since you left You went 
away the day after—after I saw you 
last, didn't you?" 

"Yes. I left you standiug on this 
very porch. It was twilight, with a 
moon in the first quarter. I went 
down the road there determined that 
you should never see me again." 

"And what brings you back now?" 
"I came to get married." 
He was looking her in the eye. 

Though inwardly she winced at the in
formation, she succeeded in appearing 
indifferent to It. 

"Who Is the happy woman?" she 
asked. 

"I've answered a question. It's my 
turn to ask one. Are you married?" 

"No." 
He sat looking at her inquiringly, 

and she continued: 
"There's never been any one here 

who wanted me." 
"Nor any one you wanted." 
"That's right." 
"Same here. I've remained single 

since I left you because there was no 
one 'I could get that I wished to mar
ry." 

"But now you can get the one you 
want?" 

"No, but I must have a companion. 
I feel myself getting old. I'm thirty-
two." 

"And I'm thirty." 
"So I concluded to come back here 

among the people I was brought up 
with, marry the first girl I could get 
and take her back to the most God for
saken country a woman ever lived in." 

"You won't have any trouble getting 
a'girl to go with you, but it's not much 
of an outlook for her." 
. "How about me?" 
"She'll be constantly mourning for 

civilization and to see her do so will 
be very hard on you." 

"You wouldn't marry a man who 
waa intending to take you to such a 
country, would you?' 

"Yes, if I loved. Mm." 
mlserafrlefrymoura-

ing for these beautiful hills?" 
"I'd try not." 
There was silence for awhile be

tween them, broken by the man. 
"Seems to me that if you had got to 

the state I have, tired of living alone 
and didn't care whom you married, and 
I could give up my interest out there 
you'd fill the bill." 

"If I married you I wouldn't let you 
give up your interest out there, wher
ever that is—not on my account." 

"But you said you'd do that if you 
loved the man." 

"Yes; that's what I said." 
"But if you didn't love the man"— 
"I wouldn't marry him at all." 
Another silence. The man sat tap

ping his boot with a stick he had cut 
beside the road. 

"I'm sorry about that," he said pres
ently. "I didn't know but that if you 
felt the same as I do It wouldn't be 
necessary for me to go any farther for 
a companion." 

"But I don't feel as you do. In 
your case the romance has passed 
away, and you merely want some one 
to keep you from being lonely. Twill 
marry no man I don't love." 

He sat for awhile with a disap
pointed look on his face, then rose to 
go. 

"Singular," he remarked, looking at 
the sky. "There's the half moon up 
there, and the twilight's coming on, 
just the same as when I left you be
fore." 

"And yon haven't improved a bit 
since then. In another eight or ten 
years you'll come back again and talk 
just as stun idly as you did when I 
saw you 1:'. <" and as you are talking 
now." 

"Myrn. v.-!:.; t do you mean?" 
The on'.; reply he received was a 

passionate l.urst of weeping. 
"Myra, sweet heart, do tell me!" 
"You wont away and have been 

gone eh;lit years. "Why didn't you 
come back tTie next day? I expected 
you and had a little present for you." ' 

"But you refused me." 
"That's noshing if 1 did. You didn't 

expect me to fall ri:rht into your arms 
at once, did you?" 

The man looked at her. on his face 
an expression of infinite pain min
gling with one of infinite pleasure. 
Then he took her in his arms, and 
neither spoke for some moments. 

"What- a stupid jackanapes I have 
been!" he said at last. 

"Spoiled eight years' happiness for 
both of us." 

"What a lucky thing it would have 
been if in a feminine freak you had 
accepted me then." 

"That would have been very unnat
ural." 

"And me not understanding that 
you expected me to come back the 
next day was ridiculous, wasn't it?" 

"I should think so." 
"Well, you won't have to go out 

there with me, for Tm not going my
self. I've made my pile." 
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Dr. J. B. 
Findley 
The Great 

SPECIALIST 
Representing the famous Specialists, Drs. Findley Co., who have been 
located in Des Moines tor twenty years, will be here again at Hotel 
Leon in 

LEON, IOWA 
Monday Afternoon, Dec. 19th, 

and Tuesday forenoon»Dec. 20th, 
for the purpose of examining those who are- unable to go. to their 
offices in Des Moines. Dr. Pindley has had thirty-five years expert* 
ence in the treatment of chronic diseases of the Kidneys, Bladder* 
Liver and Stomach, Rheumatism, Catarrh, the Eye,. Bar, Nose and 
Throat, and the Lungs. His knifofess treatment tor gallstones and 
appendicitis has astonished the most skeptical. 

Dr. Findley has also treated successfully thoasands of oases of 
Catarrh, Ptrygum and granulated lids, and has straightened erosn 
eyes without pain. 

Eyes Tested and Glasses Fitted Free. 
If you are suffering with any chronic disease, or if yon have 

trouble with your eyes, Dr. Findley will examine you and 

Give you his advice free of charge. 

-IS , 
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Iowa 
Steam Laundry Co. 

Anything from finest sill 
fibre to heavy wool curtains. 

Dye Works in connection 

Send Basket Monday and Wednesday 

J. A. CASTER, Agent. 

6APT. J. L. GOODING 
Kellerton. Iowa. 

The Auctioneer 
Who Makes Your Sale a 

Money Maker. 
"'"'"si 
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V.R.McOINNIS 
AWTKK. SooMMor teOmf * McGinnia. Of-

In Ray block. 

Telephone or wire for dates, 

at my expense. 

FRED A. BOWMAN. A. D.  ̂
nnmauiAHDiDRGiM, "" " 
" ham 11 to It «. m.—lM 
!• U0 m. m. Lwn Phc 
VtenMn' Matul, OOm 
•Mr M4 «M«attoa gtan to Battel Oka 

IdO to *30 •. 

J. S. COORTZ JR. D. .For the best cement blocka - fqf 
foundation and walfe see 'JX W..Han* 
w-, 


