Her Beautiful
Rival

When They Met Again In
Alfter Years

By LUCY MEDFORD

“You got awfully sunburned to-
day, Jim,” said Jim Lancaster’s nice
little wife as she handed him his
cup.

“I guess T have. My hat blew off
just before quitting time, and I
wouldn’t come down from the rocks
for it.” He leaned back in his chair
contentedly. “Mrs. Holman has
company,” he announced.

“Has she? Who?” Nan looked
eager.

“You can’t guess.” He was teas-
ing her,

“No, I can’t. I'm not good at
guessing. Tell me, do!”

“Well, it’s Mrs. Abner McClure.”

Nan sank back in her chair.

“You mean Molly Stewart?” she
asked.

Jim nodded.

“When did she come ?” Her voice
had changed.

“This morning. She brought a
trunk, so I judge she is going to
stay quite a spell.”

Nan caught her breath and look-
ed at her husband, eating his sup-
per and apparently all unconscions
of the strife which he had suddenly
renewed in her %ieart. Long ago,
very long ago in the days when she
had only loved Jim and never ex-
pected to be his wife, Molly Stew-
art had been his swectheart.

A wave of jealousy surged through
Nan’s whole being, a feeling she
had not experienced since the old
days, when she used to look pon
Jim’s sweetheart as some one who
was keeping from her the one man
she had ever loved,

In those days Molly Stewart was
a rare beauty, one of those to whon
nature has given and given until ©¢
scems she can add not one thing
more. And ¢he had ways. No other
girl could charm as she could, or
dance or sing or langh.

Nan had never known what came
between him and Molly. He said
_ he had not asked Molly to marry

him, and she had hinted that he
had and that she would have none
of him.

Nan remembered the first time
he walked home with her from
church and how the people stared.
She was not pretty, like Molly, and
she had not Molly’s good clothes or
Molly’s way of wearing them. She
was just a sweet, dainty looking
girl, with a heart capable of love
and happiness.  Jim had always
been her ideal, her hero.  When he
turned from Molly Stewari to her
she could not unders¢tand it.

Molly had married Abner Me-
Clure soon afterward and had sone
away with him. She had now been
away seven years, and still peaple
remembered and spoke of lier young
beauty, which had reached its trans-
cendent point on her wedding day.
Now of a sudden she had come
back. The news oppressed Nan.
She did not know why.

“I didn’t tell you, did T, that Ab-
ner McClure's dead ?” Jim asked
later in the evening.

“No. Is he?” Nan returned in
what she tried to make a carelless
tone. Then she rose and went into
thie next room for something.

A little while afterward he soid:
“You needn’t put up any luncheon
for me tomorrow. I'm going to eat
at ITolmans’. There’s some timber
there that T promised to look at
long ago, and I guess I'll do it to-
morrow.”

The hot day subdued itself into
a hot night. Jim slept heavily, but
Nan could not. She lay looking out
of the window at a certain star
which struggled wearily to free it-
self from a cobweb of cloud in
which it had become entangled.
Varied and very bitter were her
thoughts.

Molly had come back a widow.
Nan could see her in her black
things, with her vivid face and cop-
pery hair. It was said Abner Me-
Clure had money, and Molly always
would dress well anyway.

Nan had heard of what a beauti-
ful widow may do, and tomorrow
Jim, her Jim, was going back to
Holmans’, straight into the old net
that had enmeshed him. She clinch-
ed her hands in the darkness and
prayed.

Toward morning she fell asleep.
At 6 Jim aroused her.
been up an hour.

“I let you sleep as long as I
could,” he said. “Don’t fuss over
the breakfast. Just make me a cup
of coffee and give me some bread
and butter. I'm in a hurry today,
dear.”

Nan got breakfast. She did not
eat any herself. She kissed Jim
passively at the door.

“What's the matter? Aren’t you

g well this morning, Nan?”
asked anxiously.

Nan watched him up the hill.
Then she lay down on the lounge
and had lher ery oul. Noon came.
She made some fea and drank it.
It braced her up wonderfully In-
deed, she felt almost feverish, Tt
came to her that she would not en-
dure it a moment longer. Jim was
there, and he was her hushand. She
would go there too.

After noon a breeze sprang up
which relieved the hot day. Nan
dressed carefully in a white lawn
with pinkish gpots, a dress her hus-
band admired. She loosened her
hair about her face and let it drop
a little lower toward the nape of her
neck.

She felt that she was girding her-
gelf for battle, and she nwant to
have no weak spots in her armor.
Then she Jocked the door, called
Shep to follow her and, raising her
umbrella above her hare head, set
forth.

The walk put heart into her. She
felt ready for anything as she cross-
ed the last ficld Lefore the Holman
Liouse.

Mrs. Holman greeted her with a
kiss.

“Why, Nan, how do youdo? I'm
right glad to sce you. I suppose
you know Molly Mc€lure’s here?
Jim told you? Yes. Well, sit right
down in this chair. We’ll stay on
the veranda, for it'’s cooler than in
the house.”

She stepped to the door. “Molly!”
she called,

“She'll be in minute.

down a

She's most through dressing,” she
said, coming baek to Nan. “Tlow
nice vou look in that dress! You're

one of the few women | ever knew
who could wear pink and keep their
somplexion in it.”

That did Nan good. She was
cool and her heart steadied down
when a great rustling of skirts on
the stairs announced Mrs. McClure.
Nan rose to meet ler.

“Why, Nan Farrell—Nan Lan-
caster, I should say!” Molly cried,
emhbracing her eccstatically.  “I am
perfectly delighted to sce you!”

She held Nan off and looked at
her.  And Nan looked at Molly. In
that moment her doubts, her long
fear, her jealousy, blew away like a
pinch of thistledown in a strong
breeze,  She found herself sitting
in ler chair again with Molly be-
side her talking volubly. It was all
over.,

“You haven't changed a hit.
Nan,” Molly was saying. “I asked
Jim if vou had yesterdav, and lic
wouldn't sayv. 1le said | should
judge for myself.  What Lave vou
done to keep yvour complexion like
that, and vour ficure 2

Nan laughed.  She eonld laungh

now. Molly's voung glory had faded |

placed: her double c¢hin rosted on
her full hosom, and she wheezed as
she talked,

Presently Jin came striding up
with Mr. Holman.
waved lis hand toward his wife,

“Just as much in love with you
s ever, sn't he " Molly said, see-
ing him.  She wed lier hand
some skirt carefully,
display its ent and finish.  DBut
Nan did not notice.  She was think-
ine of Jim.  Molly had been an il
lusion, and the illusion was dis-
pelled.
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Old Mosque Legends.

The great Begova mosque in Se-
rajevo is the largest mosgue in Bu-
rope after those of Constantinopl
md Selim’s mosque in Adrinnople
In its courtyard stands an old gtone
ieross the top of which there is a
zroove precisely the length of

kish ell. Tradition says that o

the local merchants’ habitual use
ol false measures in defiance of the
express commandment of the Ko-
ran,

But another of Serajeve’s linn-
dred mosques has a much belter

tombs of the seven haly dervishes
who were belicaded 200 years ago
! for a great theft. After the de-
| capitation each hody tucked its
| head under itz arm and walked info
the mosque.  So those dervighes are
worshiped as saints to this day.
Something In the Eye.

So when you get something in
your eve do the best you can fo
suppress the instinet to rub the cye.
Then pull the lower lid up and the
upper lid ont and the particle in
the eye will be dislodged by the

He had |

tears which flow across the eyeball
in a torrent. It will be washed
‘ont and will appear in the corner
of the eye. If any chemical is
i thrown into the eye do not wait to
{ look in a book for an antidote. The
{ best thing is plain water, or, if yon
have time and it is handy use a
plain salt solution, a {easpoonful ir
a pint of water, cither hot or cold.
| This will wash it out quicker than
|you can wait to neutralize it in
| some other way.—Benton N. Col

i ver, M. D, in Good Health,

sadlv.  TTer wonderful hair was thin |
and dull, her cheeks conrse; her
teeth had unmistakably heen re-

From afar he |

1 placed it there to eheckmate |

fegend. Before this may be seen the |

OLD TIME PUNISHMENT.

Agony of a Day In the Stocks For &
Fit of Bad Temper.

A record on file in the library of
congress contains an account of the
adventures of a certain 1lubbard,
who in {he good old days of the
long ago was sentenced in Boston to
the stocks for having indulged in an
unwarrantable fit of ill temper.

the day there came along a drove of
swine, which seemed to east upon
him those leering looks that only a
fut pig can hestow. A dog follow-
ed, snifling at the prisoner's feet
anil making feints — unpleasantly
approaching reality—of biting him.
Then o cock, mounting to the very
top of the stocks, crowed his de-
rision upon the vietim below, and
presently a rough fellow, after in-
dulging in ugly taunts, threw at
him fetid {oadstools and a dead
snake.

Then an Indian appeared, who in
a drunken rage, stimulated by some
fancied injury, rushed at ITubbard
with a tomahawk, probably intend-
ing nothing worse, however, than
to give him a severe fright, which
hie certainly succeeded in doing.

Help came from an unexpected
quarter, for at that moment an old
bull came tcaring down the road.
His attention was aftracted by the
stocks, and with a roar he prepared
for a charge.

Alarmed in his turn, the savage
dashed off. The hull made a dash
at the stocks and carried away the
corner post, but without even graz-
ing the object of his apparent
wrath,  Whether he was disgusted
by the little he had accomplished or
his animosity was thus satisfied, he
started off, bellowing and shaking
| his head, much to the relief of the
| said Hubbard.

sleet of a November day.

Music.

Music as defined by the authori-
ties is the art which employs sound
as a medium of artistic expression
for what is not in the province of
literature, of seulpture, of painting,
of acting or of architecture. Tt has
heen said, again, that music is the
embodiment of the inward feelings
of which all other arts can but ex-
hibit the effect. In other words,
mugic is an attempt at the expres-
sion of the highest aspirations and
| the deepest fears of the human soul,
| After we have spoken and writien
Lall that is possible and chiscled onr
finest forms and painted our mast
heantiful pictures there remains a
feeling  that not satisfied, and
music 1s the effort to satisfy that
fecling.—New York ‘American,

It Looked Suspicious.

“As T was coming out of a store
this evening 1 saw an amusing
sight,” said a ghopper. “A light
rain was falling, and as the woman
in front of me stepped ont sl
opened her umbrella,  Out of it fol!
a jeweled hatpin, a pair of gloves
and two men’s handkerchiefs. On
its face it sccmed like a case ol
shoplifting, but as she gatliered v
the articles ihe woman said :

“Well, if here isn't Mary's emer-
ald hatpin and the gloves 1 wus
looking for last week and two of
George’s hest handkerchiefs. T nev-
er thought of looking in the um-
brellas for them.”” — New York
Sun.

The True Education.

A boy or girl who loves a beauti-
| ful picture, a sunset, a roscbush, a
robin, a sky full of stars, a fine old
melody, a courlesy, a generous deol
and a good heok is better edueatod
than a boy or girl conld be without
them even if he could work all the
sums in algebra and parse every-
thing in Vergil. Parents and edu-

view of education, for it is the phase
of it that makes life true.—Ohio
state Journal.

Why She Wept.

The wedding ceremony had come
to a close, The mother sniffed cnn-
| vulsively, and the bride dabbed her
pretty eves with a handkerchief,
while one of the bridesmaids was
also affected to tears.

“Why do you weep?” asked a

| not your wedding.”

|
The girl looked at him sorrow-

' fully.
“That's the reason, you stupid.”
And she sighed.—Exchange.

Crushed,
The late Sir Charles Hammond
was addressing a meeting during a

general election, at whieh ha won a |

scat in Newcastle, when a man in-
terrupted him. “Get yer ‘air cut,
(‘harlie!” he shouted.

Sir Charles, who was a magis-
trate, calmly adjusted his glasses
and silenced the interrupter by sai-
ing, “My friend, if I am not misfak-
en, I have been the means of having

! vour hair cut before today.”—Lon-
‘ldon Tatler,

When he had taken his seat for

And then the unfortunate man |
was left in comparative peace to his |
own meditations and the cutting |

cators should give more heed to 1his |

graoomsman of the bridesmaid, “It's
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S. J. EMSWILER

{| U S. Commis-ioner . . Notary Public

Filings, Final and Yearly
roofs. All Homestead
apers properly executed

Office at The LEagle's
EKALAKA, MONTANA

Nest

Raymo@helden

Attorney and Counselor at Law

Belle Fourche, S. D.

When in Need of
SEWING MACHINE SUPPLIES
OR VACUUM CLEANERS
Or when you need your sewing machine
cleaned or repaired, call on or write

M. K. MILLER - - Ekalaka

L. A. Conser
LAWYER

kaker Mont.
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have to say about cream
separators this week

TN the last ten or fifteen years there have been dozens of
crezan separators come on the market which claimed to be
“veorld beaters.” But they couldn’t make good in the
Teads of the users and one by one they dropped out of sight.
Their owners were willing to take a risk and they lost.
17 vou buy a cream separator from us you run no risk of
Lsfaction or luss.
The De Laval is tested
and time proved.
iment? What's the use of taking chances with
u con't knea i
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S. D. McKINNON

LAWYER
Miles City,

Montana.

DR. J. P. HEDGES
DENTIST.

Bridge, Crown and Inlay
Work a Specialty.

Ekalaka.

- Ve o,
Send for our circulars and
D priceliststellingwhy wecan
R pay more money for yonr
Y goods than our competitors,

CUSTOM TANNING
A SPECIALTY

DAKOTA HIDE AND FUR COMPARY
Ihe fastest growing Hide and Fur House in the Northwest
ABERDEEN, SO, DAK.

You will receive returns from us much quick.
sr than from Eastern and Southern Houses

Montan. |

| BLACKSMITHS

Guaranteed Work. Prices Always Right.

J. W. Hatton EX S. F. Urban

Give us your work.
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You Can

“A FORD A FORD”

As well as your neighbor. Let me show you
why. Order now for spring delivery

Camp Crook, S. D,

P'hone over or write.

B. E. Latham,

H. L. CORY

CIVIL ENGINEER
COUNTY SURVEYOR
Formerly U. S. Deputy Surveyor for Mont.

i

Practice in all courts.
Law oflices of

Sharpless Walker

W, ¢, Packer

Montana.

Sharpless Walkoer

Miles City,
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- LUMBER LUMBER LUMBER
4 %
4 STOCKMEN OR FARMERS! Let me tell ’3
4 you how you may procure lumber at the
¢ very lowest prices for the year 1916. You %
?E, should figure now on the building of a house, barn, g
3 arainery, sheds, etc., even if you do not wish to build ?
= | % until later. Write or sce H. G. LANTIS, EKALAKA. 7
STOP AT ' e
S R R S S E AR A AR A A A LA A AR ARTSe e
| The Ramme House .
The hotel where vou get the & D
best of meals, clean beds and
first-class treatment.
= “THE OLD STAND”
L. T. Ramme, - Prop. :
C. G. RICKARD, Proprietor.
3
| . . .
GEO. J. MURPHY | | Wines, Liquors and Cigars.
...LAWYER... |
Rooms 7 and 8 Earlingburt Block t
ISMAY - MONT. . {1 Ekalaka, - - - - - Montana.
o D

NO WATER---NO PAY

LET US DIG YOUR WELL. We guarant_ec to
get water or no charge will be made. Six or
cight inch hole; can go 1500 ft. See us for terms.

DAVIS and JACOBSON

Ekzalaka, Montana.




