
WW 
• • r< V 

i 
agFt#^;V^ ^ -Wm: 

£?. y^. iv ? 

THE LEQN REPORTER, THURSDAY, DECEMBER 22, 1910. 13 

<r 

-w. 

**f J?* 

. >* 

Jit Rfc 
I- # 

ih 

pt r 
y\ £& % 

*r 
4'i 
*"4 

..i..v •-••£ • . 
, n j' * 

• . • •,.:. 

[fW 

- * 

mo . it* '1 
"i'S 

f# ft. 1* 

r^v^vf 

J t 

7 

Special Sale on Pianos. 
There is notMng you can give the wife or daughter 

which will please them better than a Piano. I am 
making special prices until Xmas on all high grade 
instruments. Can sell you any make or finish you de
sire. Prices and terms to suit any buyer. 

Something in Furniture. 
Furniture of any kind is always appropriate. A 

bei'room suite, new dining table, lounge or Davenport, 
music cabinet, easy chair, rocker, kitchen cabinet, stand 
or dresser. They'll please. 

Fancy Perfumes. 
An elegant line of choice perfumes, in plain and 

fancy bottles. 

Toilet and Shaving Sets. 
Here is where we can suit you. Neat toilet sets, 

shaving sets, manicure sets, infant's sets, and they 
range from the inexpensive to as high as you want to 
pay. 

Good Books. 
Thousands of volumes of good books, single and 

in sets. They are among the very best things to select 
for Xmas presents. 

Phonographs and Records. 
A big line of Edison and other makes of phono

graphs, including the wonderful Victor Victrolia, the 
finest instrument made. Come in and hear it. We have 
thousands of new phonograph records, both wax and 
disc. The biggest line in southern Iowa. 

Toys of All Kinds. 
Don't forget the children this year. Have a big 

line of toys, sleds, wagons, doll carts, and a thousand 
and one things suitable for the children and at very 
inexpensive prices. 

A Swell Line of Holiday Post Cards. Largest Assortment*. 

West Side. W. A. ALEXANDER. Leon, Iowa 
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kBE had written to him: "It will 
seem quite like old times to 
have you with us again at 

- Christmas. It seems much 
longer than four years since you were 
liere, but I am sure things will appear 
quite as usual to you. We make no 
-change In our yearly program for 
Christmas. It is really the children's 
•day, as It was when you and I first 
-spent it together. (1 hesitated when 
I went to write how many years ago. 
It must be eighteen.) But 1 think fa
ther and mother—and 1—take quite as 
much Interest In It as grown people do 
In the circus—quite for the children's 
Bate, of course. 

**I would ask you to dinner immedi
ately on your arrival Christmas eve, 
trat if I dared to suggest the presence 

an outsider there would be a hub-
tmb among the powers that rule the 
nursery and—at this season—the en
tire, household. I simply dare not say 
anything save that we should like to 
have you come at 9 precisely, so that 
ire may have a little chat before the 
arrival of our other guests." 

A«m indeed as be walked up the ave
nue with his long prairie stride Christ
mas eve he was depressed to find 
everything so little changed from the 
night four years since, when he had 
left New Tork for the west to make 
«Ter his life In a new pattern of work 
sad usefulness. 

Here was the familiar door and the 
«tl bronze doorknob which had once 
tieea on a level with his eyes. And the 
old butler, whom the Stantons had bad 
tor twenty years, opened the door to 
Mm and answered his greeting with a 
respectful "Good evening. Mr. Burn-
vide,'? giving him his Christian name 
«s IV he had'called only the evening 
IMfore. But the hair whs hidden In a 
mass of evergreen, and holly, and the 
^electric bulbs glowed In their shades 
tike huge berries in the greenery. And 
luxe he seemed suddenly a stranger, 

^ coming now on the old Christmas 
^ «plrlt to which his absence had made 

Urn an alien. It bewildered him; It 
saddened him. 

He entered the front drawing room 
and saw the hem of a skirt disappear 
through the portieres which bung be 

. tween that and the second drawing 
room behind It Some one was placing 
a Christmas wreath In the middle win
dow, a woman's figure. He did not 

, know her.. She turned to greet him 
•with an eager, "Why, Burnside, I am 
mo glad to see you!?-and grasped his 
brown fingers with a warm clasp of a 
White hand. 

jp*l:;8he was not of that girlish fragility 
-̂ which. be had remembered. She was 

tfce dder slster of her old self, bat In 
the excitement and pleasure of 

him her voice and manner were those 
of the girl whom he had loved—and lost 
—four years before. He smiled at her 
sadly. "How you have grown!" he 
said. 

She arched her eyebrows at him. 
"And you?" she laughed. "Why. you're 
as broad and brown as a soldier. I 
shouldn't have known you. You have 
changed!" 

"Have 1?" He caught at It eagerly. 
She saw the trouble in his eyes. 

"They'll all be delighted to see you 
looking so well"—she avoided it—"so 
big and strong." 

He saw the picture of himself which 
she carried in her memory of him. and 
It pained him. He had thought that 
his letters would have told her. 

She held the wreath up to him. "I 
was pretending to hang it in the win
dow," she confessed, "so that I should 
be the Ann to see you. And 1 didn't 
know you when you passed." 

He smiled again, and they sat down 
together. "How are they all?" 

>" "As well as ever," she said and be
gan to tell him of them—how the chil
dren had been growing; how her 
mother was aging. "And father," she 
whispered, "is so deaf. You mustn't 
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let him See you notice It. It was the 
grip last winter." As for herself, 
her life was the old round. "I keep It 
full. I rlde^-wlth a groom. It isn't as 
jolly as when we used to ride togeth
er. But you—you must be a famous 
horseman by this time?" 

He remembered those rides. What 
a fool be bad been to forfeit all that! 

"Yes," he said vaguely. "What an 
age I have been away!" 

"And what a lot you have done," she 
reminded him. "You don't know how 
proud we have been of you. I used to 
read your letters and Stewart's out to 
father as soon as tbey came." She 
had risen. She went over to the win
dow to hang the wreath, with her back 
'to him. "He used to watch for them 
almost as eagerly as I did." 

"Yes, you were all very "good," he 
sighed. It was unkind, though, for her 
to say such things when she meant 
nothing by them. 

njMd you meet any nice girls out 
westr sheasked In another voices 

He shook Tii» head. "Not iliat 1 r» 
member." 

"How did you spend last Christ
mas ?" 

"In a railroad train. I had to make 
a trip to Frisco." He spoke abstract 
edly. "I haven't had a real Christmas 
since I went way. I felt like—I don't 
know what—when I saw the old hall." 

She caught her breath at his tone. 
"Oh, did you?" she said sympathetical
ly. "We fixed it in the old way just 
for you—to make It seem like old 
times." She had come back to him, 
distressed by his manner. She looked 
down at him helplessly. 

"That was just it," he said. "Noth
ing has changed." 

She guessed what he had left unsaid. 
He needed encouragement, consola-

mo ORII WAS PLAOIKQ A CHRISTMAS 
WBBATH IN TUB WINDOW. 

tion, the assurance that his life in 
the west had cleaned the blot from his 
escutcheon. She began to busy herself 
about the room, pinning sprigs of 
Christmas green on the hangings. "Do 
you remember how we used to dec
orate together?" she asked him. 

"Do I?" he said. "Don't you let the 
servants do It yet?" 

"No," she laughed. "It'd spoil the 
fun. I have to do It alone now." 

"Oh, I beg your pardon," he apolo
gized, coming over to her eagerly. 
"Can I help you?" 

"Well," she said, "if you haven't for 
gotten ho.w"— 

"Forgotten!" he exclaimed. "1 re
member the proper place for every ber
ry." 

"Get the holly, then," she ordered. 
"We'll have to hurry. They'll be In on 
us in a few minutes." 

He brought the branches to her and 
they went to work together, putting 
twigs of it among the bric-a-brac and 
in the vases, drooping clusters over 
the tops of the pictures and twining 
them In the chandeliers and electric 
brackets; She saw blm smile with 
something of his old boyishness and 
was encouraged. -

They stood In the center of the room 
at last and looked around at their 
work. "I have one sprig left." he 
said. "Where can I pat Itr 

"There's not a comer left," she said, 
searching the walls with » most. ln-

tivsara*. 

nocent eye. He could see none either 
"Why," she exclaimed, "there's the 

old place over the mantel." 
He looked up at the carving. "I can't 

reach it without a ladder, even yet." 
She measured his height with a 

glance. "Stand on the arm of a 
chair." 

"With my weight?" he laughed. 
She studied the situation. "I'll do it 

If you'll steady—the chair." 
He drew over a corpulent chair of 

puffed upholstery, with an arm as 
broad as a cushioned window seat. 
She hopped into the ample seat of it 
with a show of dainty slippers and put 
her hand on his shoulder. "You will 
have to catch me if I fall." she smiled 
down on him. 

He reached up and took her hand. 
Be careful," he said and closed a 

firm grasp on her fingers, which were 
trembling despite herself. 

She stepped up. swaying, on the 
arm; he held the chair with his knee 
and handed a sprig of holly to hor. 
He had forgotten the four years that 
had passed. 

She straightened up slowly. "Oh. I 
can't." she said and fell back to him 
again. "I'm afraid you can't hold 
me." 

He came around to the other side of 
her. "Put your hand on my shoul
der." he directed. It was the way they 
had done it before, and he longed for 
the old touch. When she stood up on 
the arm of the chair he put his arm 
about her and held her there. She 
reached the branch of holly Into its 
place in the carving slowly and then 
lowered her hand to his shoulder. 

There were tears in his eyes. He 
took her fingers and put them to his 
lips. "Thanks." he said huskily. 

She slipped down to him in a sud
den wave of weakness. "Oh. Burn 
side." she whispered, "how—how you 
frightened me!" 

She was such a little thing in his 
arms. The blood choked in his throat. 
"Have you forgiven me?" he asked 
quickly. 

Her hand stole up, trembling to flut
ter a touch of pity on bis brown cheek. 
"Forgive you?" she whispered. "I 
forgave you the day you went away 
and cried all night for you to come 
back." 

He gazed into eyes that were swim
ming in tenderness. "God bless you." 
he said to them—"dearest," to her 
lips. 
* * * • * » - * 

The butler coughed In the hall. "The 
mistletoe has come. Miss Frances." he 
announced. 

"Bring it In," she cried. "We'll have 
some on tbe chandelier." 

"And a piece over the mantel." Burn-
side suggested slyly. 

She looked at him with a sidelong 
smile-New York Commercial Adver
tiser. 

We have a good supply .of cord 
wood cut In 16-Inch lengths, split or 
In the block. - Prompt deliveries. 
Phone H. A. Wright, - -
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One Way of Saving 
a Baby—Free to Try 

The mother does not live who would not 
do all in her power to keep her child 
healthy, but often she does not know-
how. So when a doctor of standing points 
the way all can afford to listen. 

It is an accepted fact that nine out of 
ten of the troubles of infants and chil
dren Is intestinal. You notice it by tho 
fact that the child is constipated, it 
belches, is peevish and cries. Don't give 
a remedy that contains an opiate, because 
the child will get in the habit of needing 
It, and don't become alarmed and run at 
once for a doctor. 

Try a scientific laxative first. Give a 
small dose of Dr. Caldwell's Syrup Pepsin, 
the remedy that is intended for the use 
of children. It is mild, gentle and non-
griping. The remedy is absolutely pure 
and is guaranteed in every particular. 
Mrs. Toomey of Emingsville, Fa., and 

Mrs. Fred Croms of Alanson, Mich, 
never give their children anything else. 
These are only a few among thousands 
of women. 

You can buy a fifty cent or one dollar 
bottle of any nearby druggist, for they 
have all sold it for a generation, but fit 
you want to test it on your child first 
tend your address to Dr. Caldwell and he 
will cheerfully send you a free sample 
bottle. 

Dr. Caldwell does not feel that the 
purchase of his remedy ends his obli
gation. He has specialized in stomach, 
liver and bowel diseases for over forty 
years and will be pleased to give the 
reader any advice on the subject free 
of charge. All are welcome to write 
him. Whether ior the medical advice 
or the free sample address him Dr. 
W. B. Caldwell, 402 Caldwell buildinfc 
Monlicello, 111. ill 

Varicocele 
and 

Hydrocele 
Quickly and Completely Cured 

We treat both Varicocele and Hydrocele by the sim
plest and quickest methods In use today. Our long rec
ord of cures is unsurpassed In the medical world. During 
our twenty years' continuous practice in Des Moines, this 
class of diseases has been given our very best thought 
and study. We see and treat each patient personally and 
the results have been almost uniformly successful. Peo
ple come to us from all parts of the United States De-
cause of our reputation for quick and perfect cures, and , 
for our liberal charges. There is hardly a town in the -* 
state of Iowa but what has someone whom we have cured 
or who knows of our successful work. Our best adver
tising comes from a small army of cured patients. 

Our Guarantees 
"Pay After The Work is Done" 

It usually requires from three to five days to do the work. One visit to 
the office is essential. We will cure you and allow you to pay after the 
work is done. If you have imagined that you cannot be cured because Bome 
incompetent or inexperienced physician has failed, get on the train and come 
to our office. If there is any chance for failure to cure, let us. assume that 
risk. All we ask is that you pay when we have done as agreed. This is 
certainly an offer no afflicted man can afford to miss. We also treat ana 
cure Nerve Debility, Physical Decline, Kidney and Bladder Diseases, Blood 
and Skin Diseases. Write or call to see us at once. Oet our 76-page book, 
sent in plain sealed wrapper. Consultation free by mail or at the omce. 

Drs. Fellows A Fellows Co.p 

242 Rollins Block 
Fourth and Walnut Streets 

Des Moines townu 

OFFICE 
HOURS 

8:30 a. m. 
to 7 p.m. 

S V M O M V S  
9 a M . n l  p .  

m. ONLY 

THE REPORTER PRINTS THE BEST SALE BILLS. 
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