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Hear the joy bells ring i , :
And the Angels sing 
Peace on earth, good will to men. 

Each heart must raise 
Its song of praise,

For Christmas time is come 
again.

Dr. W. J. Romersa

Temptations : ¿ K s

Copyright, 1924. by Gladys Baker

IN WHICH S ALLIE CONTEMPLATES MUCH.
“Oh, Sallie, little Sallie, what have 

I done?” he murmured and suddenly 
released me. “I couldn’t help it, I 
couldn't,” he breathed, “you looked so 
beautiful and—and lovely. I’m sorry.”

I resented the swift change in his 
manner. My spirit of pride was re
turning.

“Why?” I flung up at him, “because 
you disapprove of flappers?”

“Please don’t," he urged, and he 
wore a hurt expression. “You don’t 
understand a lot of things, Sallie, in 
spite of your 20th century sophistica
tion. Come,” he continued, offering 
his arm, “let me take you back to the 
house, you should be sweetly dream
ing,”

* * *

Trying to lose consciousness in 
sleep was no easy matter.

I lived the moments over and over. 
Remembering his kisses my heart 
palpitated and my pulse quickened. 1 
had come for one brief moment upon 
the fulfillment of joy, sipped it, found 
it sweet and suddenly it had vanish
ed.

Love-making and petting parties at 
dances had for me been a frivolous 
and light-hearted pastime, a tiling 
that had left me serenely unchanged 
as if such episodes had not touched 
the real Sallie.

But those precious minutes with 
Curtiss Wright in the garden! I wore 
a little superior air as if I were glad 
it had happened. At last I realized 
how love could make possible great 
tragedies or shining achievements.

But what of him who had awaken
ed me?

My cheeks flushed in the darkness. 
I recalled his stilted, impersonal 
words when he had seemed to conic 
to his senses. I had heard of men 
being swept off their feet by the 
sight of some woman whom they had 
thought, for the moment, lovely.

Perhaps he really didn’t care for 
me at all, I reasoned, and the thought 
brought sadness. Followed a night 
of dream-tossed restlessness.

The next day I found out from

Mom Nellie that Mr. Wright had 
gone to New York on business. Al
though Father’s condition was unde
niably improved, after Anne Cod- 
dington’s open reproach at the Wind
sor, I decided to stay away from par
ties. Walks near the house, new 
books and telephone conversations 
constituted my only amusement.

Then came New Year’s Eve.
“Happy New Year and a penny for 

your thoughts,” cried Curtiss Wright, 
tvho had tiptoed out so lightly that I 
did not hear him enter.

Although I had not heard from him 
since that eventful night, I was over
joyed at seeing him. He chatted gay- 
ly of the new plays on Broadway, and 
bits of good music while I listened in
tensely.

Then, finally, “What’s on tonight?” 
he asked. “Is there a party ?”

“Naturally,” I replied eagerly, “one 
has to make New Year’s resolutions.”

“Where will the bunch gather?”
“Here,” I answered. “They’ve 

taken Dad to the Inn at Atlantic 
Beach. The ocean breeze will be good 

j for him during his convalescence.”
“And vou?”[ “It was Father’s wish that I have 

| the crowd over for a party,” I hur
ried on. “You’ll come play with us, 
won’t you?” I inquired anxiously.

“I’ll be delighted,” he responded 
after a moment’s consideration. “And 
I‘m not surprised about your father 
I’ve had daily wires of his condition 
from Dr. Gray. That’s one reason I 
went to New York,” he continued, 
slightly embarrassed. “You see I 
don’t like to go ahead with the job 
we’re doing until he has completely 
recovered,”

Then he hadn’t run away just be
cause of the scene in the garden. 1 
was so happy. I wanted to sing and 
shout and whistle.

He made ready to leave. “May I 
have about three dances in a raw?” 
he asked earnestly, “I want to witness 
those New Year’s resolutions.”

(To be continued)
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its crystal container. It was found 
imprisoned in crystal quartz in rock 
formations near Bahi, Brazil.

Warranty Deeds.
Weldon Lise and Annie Fisc, to 

Joseph P. Lossl, 80 acres near Wis
dom, Montana.

Lena Kerstein to Anna K. Guen
ther, 320 acres on the Dillon bench.

John C. Romain to Earl J. Ryan 
and Mose Jardine, plat of ground and 
residence in the townsite of Jackson.

H. S. Gimble and Essie, his wife, to 
Hugh A. MacMillen, three lots in Dil
lon, Montana.

City of Dillon, to John Tessier, one 
lot in the-Mountain- View cemetery of 
Dillon, Montana.

Patents.
United States of America, to Thos. 

Sweet, 320 acres on the Blacktail 
Deer creek.

U. S. to Peter M. Collins, 200 acres 
near Armstead, Montana.

U. S. to Francis M. Keas, 160 acres 
in the Big Hole basin.

U. S. to Arthur M. Keas, 640 acres 
in the Big Hole basin.

Sheriff’s Deed.
D. F. Mooney, sheriff of Beaver

head County, and George T. Banks, 
administrator of the estate of Anna E. 
Stoller, deceased, 400 acres on the Dil
lon bench.

Decree of Distribution.
Of William E.-Davis, deceased.
Of Anne E. Stoller, deceased.
Of James Mauldcn, deceased.

Official Bonds.
Official bonds for the following were 

fried in the clerk and recorder’s office:
Dr. E. H. Stephan.
A. L. Anderson.
John S. Baker.
T. E. Gilbert.
Bertie Mathews.
G. R. Metlen.
D. F. Mooney.
J. E. Phillips.
Mrs. Frank Nelson.

Locations.
Ed Miller et al, Apex lode, Blue Orr 

lode.
William Dunn et al, Great Eastern 

lode, Great Western lode, Watson 
Creek district.

According to legend, the American 
Indian received corn directly from the 
hand of the Creator. The story goes 
that a young brave, who ¡was looking 
for a gift that would help his people, 

' hid himself in the forest for seven 
| days. During this time he encounter- 
! cd a spirit whom ho killed, and it was 
from this spirit’s grave that a plant 
which bore the plumes of the un
known visitor sprang. Thus wc have 
Mandamin or the Spirit’s grain.

Sheep Range and Pasture to Let.
Frying Pan basin: 2080 acres in

closed, 1280 acres outside, leased; 
springs inside and outside, one, in cen
ter of field never freezes; miles of 
foot-hill grazing, sheltered, with light 
snow-fall; ideal lambing place. Write 
for details to James Kirkpatrick, Box 
397, Dillon, Montana,'—Adv. 37-tf

Wishing you the good old 
wish: A Merry Christmas and 
A Happy New Year.

Barry & Hopkins Garage

Cut This Out—It Is Worth Money.
Send this ad and ten cents to Foley 

&  Co., 2835 Sheffield Ave., Chicago, 
111., writing your name and address 
clearly. You will receive a ten cent 
bottle of Foley’s Honey and Tar Com
pound for Coughs and Colds, and free 
sample packages of Foley Pills and 
Foley Cathartic Tablets. Try these 
wonderful remedies. Potts the drug
gist.—Adv. 49-52

Drops of water, asserted by natural 
scientists to be more than 10,000,000 
years old, preserved in quartz, is ex
hibited in Field Museum, Chicago. 
The water is clear and sparkling, in

2 5  Ounces for 2 5 c
•Use 

less than of higher 
priced brands

WHY PAY MORE?
THE GOVERNMENT USED 

MILLIONS OF POUNDS
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MAY CHRISTMAS BRING 
YOU JOYS THAT LAST 

LONG AFTER ITS 
BRIGHT DAY IS 

PAST

Montana Mercantile Co.
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Here is ours to add to others 
Lot us say as matter of fact, 

Ours includes all the others, plus
0iWhat’er they may have lacked.

Dr. Lawrence S. Morand
—Osteopathic Physician— 
i Dillon, Montana
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Know you’re busy, so are we 

Yet, to friends we want to say, 
We wish you many blessings , 

This coming Christmas day.

Beaverhead Cleaning Works


