1 besn thinkin: |
. atout, Mex,” 'ﬁﬁ farzed fn his usu:
‘mild drawl, “to havr ¢
Christmas prelqnt I got to glvo. m
- | going to ride over tomorrow nlsh‘_n.nd
| shoot Madison Lame in his own house,
He got my girl—Rosita would have
had me if he hadn't ¢ut into the game.
I wonder why I happened to overloox

¥ na: Y Frio Kid killed by & sheep llu'd-'!
up now?
sald Mexican,

The Greaser saw him riding
“Ah, shucks, Kid,”

| "don’t taik foolishness, You know you

ean't get within a mile of Mad Lane’s
honsetomorrownl;ht. I see old man
'Allen day before yesterday, and he
says Mad is going to have Christmas
doings "at. his house. You remember
how you shot up the festivities when |
Mad was married, and ‘about the

'last night, and was so skeered that he
4ap with 8 Winchester and let bhim
have #f. Funniest part of it was that
the Kid was dressed all up with white
rutorukin whiskers and ® regular
Santy Claus rig-out from head to !on
Think of the Frio Kid playing Santy’
(Copyright, 1510, by F. 1. Mol

' of thee tronble was

. about twenty|
years in growing.
At the end of|
that time it was
worth it.

sisom.

~Had you lived
anywhere within
50 miles of Sun-
, down  ranch you
" would have heard
of it. It possess-
ed a quantity ot
~ Jet Dblack hair, a
pair of extremely
frank, deep brown

eyes and a laugh-

that rippled across

| the prairie like

the sound ¢f a hiddenbrook. The name

“jof it wag’Rosita McMullen; and she

W daughter of old man McMul-
len of the Sundown sheep ranch.

There came riding om red roan
zlteeds-—or, to:be more explicit, on a
paint and a fleabitten sorrel—two
wooers. One was Madison Lane and
the other was the Frio Kid. But at
that time they did not call him the
_Frio Kid, for be had ‘not earned the
<honors of special nomenclature. His
. Dame was simply Johnny McReoy.

It must not be supposed that these
two were the sum of the agreeable
Rosita’s admirers. The bronchos eof a
dozen others champed their bits at
the long hitching rack of the Sun-
down ranch. Many were the sheeps'
eyes that were cast in those savannas
that did not belong to the flocks of
Dan McMnullen. But of all the cava-
liers Madison Lane and Johnny Me-
Roy galloped far ahead, wherefore
they are to be chronicled. -

Madison Lane, a young cattleman
from the Nueces country, won the
race. He and Rosita were married one
~ Christmas day. Armed, hilarious, vo-
¢iferous, magnanimous, the cowmen
and the sheepmen, laying aside their
hereditary hatred, joined forces to
celebrate the occasion.

" Buat” le the wedding feast was at
its livellest there descended upon it
Johnny McRoy, bitten. by jealonly
'uke one possessed. -

‘Tl give you a Christmas present,”
‘he yelléd; shrilly, at the door, with his
45 In his hand. Even then he had
‘Bome reputation as an offhand shot.

His first bullet cut a neat underbit
in Madison Lane’s right ear. The bar:
rel of his gun moved an inch. The
next shot would have been the bride’s,
had not Carson, a sheepman, pos-
seased a mind with triggers some:
what well ofled and in repair. The
guns of the wedding party had been
hung; in their belfs, upon nails in the
wall when they sat at table, as a con-
cessgion to . good taste.- But Carson, |
with | great “promptness, hurled his|
plate of roast venison and frijoles at
McRoy, spoiling his aim. The second

bullet, then, only shattered the white |

petals of a Spanish dagger flower sus-
pended two feet above Rosita’s head.
The guesis spurned their chairs
and jumped for their weapons, It
was considered an improper act to
#shoot the bride and groom at a wed-
ding. In about six seconds there were
twenty or so0 bullets due to be whiz-
ging in the direction of Mr. McRoy

Jo
He ked rapidly out the door, :
The cattlemen swefit ﬁtt ﬁpon 'him.

: e&ﬂjng for vengeanca., . -
But the Bortie tnned 1n its. ven-
‘' geance. McROy was on his horse and
away, shouting back curses and
thmtsuhagauopedintothocon
< ' :ﬂg&t was the blrthnight of

; “and there’ll be a next tlm_e.

‘Tl 'shoot better next time,” yelled| &

- ma

.L_

threats you made? Don’t you sup-
pose Mad Lane'll kind of keep s eye

open for a certain Mr. Kid? You

plumb make me tired, Kid with such
remarks.”

“I’'m going,” r‘peated the Frio Kld,

without heat, “to go to Madison Lane's
¥ Christmas- doings, and kill him. T
ought to have done it a long time

ago.”

“There’s other ways of committing
suicide,” advised Mexican. “Why don't
you go and surrender to the sheriff ™

“I'll get him,” said the Kid.

Christmas eve fell as balmy as
Perhaps there was a hint of
far-away frostiness in the air, but 1t

April.

tingled like seltzer, perfumed faintly

with late prairie blossoms and the

mesquite grass.
When night came the five or

ly {it. In one room was a Christmas
treojorthe Lanes had a boy of three,

and a dozen or more guest§ were ex-
-

pected from the nearer rafiches.

The guests had arrived in buck:
boards and on  horseback,” and were
making themselves comfortable inside

The evening went along pleasantly
The guests enjoyed and praised Rosi-
ta’s excellent supper, and’ afterward
the men scattered in groups about the
rooms or on the broad “gallery,”
smoking, and chatting. :

The Christmas tree, of course, de-
lighted the youngsters, and above’ all
were they pleased when Santa Claus
himself in magnificent white beard and
furs appeared and began to distribute
the toys.

“I's my papa,”™
Sampson, aged six.

Berkly, a sheepman, an old friend of
Lane, stopped Rosita as she was pass-
ing by him on the gallery,

“Well, Mrs. Lane,” said he, “I sup-
pose by this Christmas you've gottem
over being afrald of that fellow Mo-

announced Billy

“Oh. Thank Youl"™

Roy, haven't you? Madison and I have

talked about it, you know.,”

“Very nearly,” sald Rosita, smiling,
“but I am -still nervous sometimes, I
shall never forget that awful time

whmhocmeoonearkmlngua”

“He’s the most cold-hearted villajn
in the world,” said Berkly. “The citl-
I:ens all ums the border

tto
&gmmgpqum

six
rooms of the ranch house were bright-

Dysartsville Dots.

Dysartsville, Noy. 29.—Dr.
Romulus Upton of Spartanburg
county S, C., spent several days
with his nephews here recently.
He believes in getting the most
good out of life as it goes. He
'¢'aims that if you miss getting the
laxuries of life for one day, that
day is lost. A good ideal

The Dysartsville school is entitl-
ed to three teachers and hasas prin-
cipal Prof. N. F. Steppe and as
assistant, Misses Maggie Goforth
and Olin Yelton.

‘The Laurel Hill School is being
taught by James C. Goforth.

Mrs. Hutehins is sill confined to
her bedsuffering with rheumatism.

The Laurel Hill folks are about
all on foot again except F. S. Price.
who is suffering with a severe cold
or poneumonia.

David- Laoghridge is suffering
with a case of shingles which is
giving him considerable annoyance
a 'd anxiety.

Doc Price is able to be up again.

Zero.

The fountain at Round Knob, on
the Western road, which was out
of commission « number of years
and has recently been reconstruct-
ed, was put in operation last week.

Virginia won the Carolina-Vir-
ginia football game at Richmond
last Thursday by a score of 28 to

0—a crushing defeat for the Tar
Heels.

If you want a good roof I advise the use of Perfgction Galvanized
Roofing.

I also handle the Amatite graveled roofing that needs no paint.

Create or Crumble. Every man should create a foundation
for success before old age crumbies his carning powers. A small
savings account started today, NOW, will start you on the rosed
to independence, The farther you travel on this road the less
you will wish fo turn aside.

Make OUR Bank YOUR Bank.
We pay liberal interest consistent with safery 4 per cent.

The Merchants and Farmers Bank
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Taylor Love, a negro. was elee-
trocutedin Raleigh last Friday for
the mur er of Fred Morehead, |
another negro, in Hay wood county
in September.

Judge not a hen by her beauty,
but by the way she does her duty.
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When you stretch 2 lime of “‘Pitsburgh Perfect””
Fence around your poultry quarters or nrdu.
have cnbanced the appearange and | *d
your property- You have also made a profrable in 1 per-

fect fence which, Mumwmwﬂﬂhn—ﬁ.m
mmdﬁmmmumdmmhlhl»hm“h
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