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“*] think your halr Is a beautiful
HENRY WALLACE PH‘LL]PS ]('ninr, Red,' says Loys, ‘Many a wo-
man would like to have iL’
. | ‘OF conrse they would,” [ answered.
BY MCCLURE. PHILLIPS & COMPANY ‘But they don't get It. I'm foxy, 1
COPYRIGHT, 1902, € ) am. 8Still, T was touched in a tender
— —————— — ——————————  spot.  That yvoung woman knew just
. K for Loys to he moseying hack to CDI-: .”“-' ri:.m, ””_“: G _"'-—' he ,I.mmn"
(CONTINUED Vi LAST WEEK) Well, what are yon voung folks going

"1 made one more bad break on the

home trip.
“YJonesy will be powerful glad to
Bee you® savs 1.

Jonesy ?

‘Jonesy? O,

Unele Alhert?
“Well, It does sometimes

saYs

she,
that what

surprised.
I8 vou enll

happen

that antl

way,"” says I, and then
George Washington blood
‘Y he was kind of lonesome out
there at ftisgt, and we
him Jonesy to cheer him up and make
him feel at home,” T says,

my
rose

Nl see,

O says she. And I reckon she
dido’t feel so hioreibly awful about it,
for after leoking straight toward the
gull of Mesico for a minuate ur::l-h-n'u
she bust right out and hollered.
secms that Jones ent a great denl ..[
grass tao a swipe when he was back
home in his own street,  It's astonish-
ing how littie of a man it takes to do

that In the east. We
once on the subleet,

had an argument
‘It’s Intellect does

I maying,
again. !

took to ealling !

|
|
|

| think she likes me,

lege agaln,

“Then Kyle took me into his confi-
dence. 1 never was less astonished In
my whole Ilife, and I didn't tell him
go. "Well, what are you going to do |
about It? says L

“IMe kind of groaned and shook his
head. ‘I dunne, says he. ‘Do you
Red? I felt like
It you ain't got all the |
long ears 1 miss my
guess but 1T made allowances, and |
rays I: “Well, about that T don’t think |
I ought to say anything, Still, If T had |
only eve left T conld see plain
that her edueation’s finished. She don't
want any more college, that girl don’t.

“*Think not? says he, bracing up.
And then by and by they went ont to
ride, for Jonesy was good to the girl,
I'll say that for him. He was willinz
to do anything for her In reason, ne-
cording to his views, But Kyle wasn't
In them views; he was out of the ple-
ture as far as husbands went.

“They came back at sunset, when
the whole world was glowing red the

‘Well,

traits but the

onee

it," says Silver Tompkins. *Oh, that's .

it, ch? sayvs Wind River Smith. “Well, | sama as they were. 1 reached for the |
I'm glad 'm not troubled that way. , field glasses and took a sqguint at
I'd rather have o farty-four chest than | them, There was no harm in ﬂ:.‘.t_.[
A No, 8 hemd any day yvon ean find in | for they were well behaved youngz |
the almanae” And I'm with Smithy. folks. One look at their faces was

This knowing so much It

fick ailn't any betier than being so
healthy you don’'t know nothing,

gldes being =square miles less fun., An-
other thing about the eastern folks is
they're so sot in their views, and it
don't matter to them whether the
facts bear ont their idees or not.
“*Here, take a cigar,’ says one of
the board of directors to me—a little
fat old man, who had to draw in his
breath before he could cross his legs—

‘them cigarettes ‘Il ruin your health,
gays he. Mind you, he was always

kicking and roaring about his liver or
stummick or some of his works. I'm

a little over six foot three In my boots | the best we could do for em would be
when I stand up straight, and I stood | to shgot Jones.'

up straight as the Lord would let me
and gazed down at that Ilittle man.
‘Pardner,” says 1, ‘1 was raised on
cigarettes. When T was two years old
I used to have a pull at the bottle
and then my cigarette to ald digestion.
It may be concelt on my part,” 1 says,
‘but I'd rather be a wreck like me
than a prize fighter like you." They're
queer. You'd think that that little fat
man would have noticed the difference
without my pointing it out to him.

“Well, I don’t have to mention that
Loys stirred things up
around the Chanta Seechee and vicin-
ity. Gee! What a diving into wanne-
gans and a fetching out of good
clothes there was! And trading of
useful coats and things for useless but
decorating s=ilk  handkerchers and
things! And what a hair cutting and
whisker trimming!

“But Kyle was the man from the go
fn. And it was right it should be so.
1If ever two voung people were born
to make trouble for each other it was
Kyle and Loys.

“A niee, decent fellow was Kyle,
Nothinz remarkable, you could say,
and that was one of his best points.
Howsomever, he had a head that
could do plain thinking,
shoulders that
and he was as square a plece of fur-
niture 2s ever came out of a factory.
More'n that, he had quite a little edu-
cation, saved his money, mnever got
more than good natured leoaded, and
he could ride anything that had four
degs, from = sawhorse to old tiger
Buck, who would kick your both feot
out of the sturrups and reach around
and bite von in the small of the back
so quick that the boys would be pulling
his front hoofs out of your frame be
fore vou'd realize that the canter had

begun. Nice horse, Buck. Ie like to
eat Jonesy up one morning before

and me could get to the corral
the soummds made my blood run
ecold! Old Buck squealing like a boar
pig in a wolf trap, and Jonesy yell-
ing, ‘Help! Murder! Dolicel
that did not cure Jones from sticking
his nose where it wasn't wanted.
Why, But, thunder, it would
take me a long while to tell you all
that happened to Jenes,

“One that
any in the caenpaign was that he was
most as goul looking for a man as
she was for a2 woman, They
pair to draw to, I tell you,
the prairie full of health and young-
ness! You wouldn’t want to see 2

Silver
Lord,

once—

thing

a palr of |
discouraged rrlvoling.1.

Even i

makes you | enough,

be- | Smith and myself.

|

|

considerable |

| “Red, you're a brick.
didn't hurt Kyle |

made a |
loping over |

prettier sight than they made, and you !

could see it at any time, for they
were together whenever it was possi-
ble. Loys was so happy it made you
feel like n boy again to see her. She
told me in private that it was wonder-
ful how the air out here agreed with
bher, and I said it was considered
mighty bracing and never let on that
they proclaimed thelr state of mind

! didn’t hit ’em just right either.

every time they looked at each other. |
I recken old Smart Aleck Jonesy was |

the ouly party
didn't understand. Kyle used to put
vinegar in his coffee and things like
that, and If vou'd ask him,

his trance and say ‘Yes' and smile

very amiable to show that he thor-

eughly admitted you were right.
“Well,

easy as bolsiedding until it came time

in the township who |

‘“What's |
that fellow’s name that runs the cloth-,
ing store in town? he'd come out of |

things went as smooth and : grand rafile.

were three of us In
and Wind River|
We'd brought up |
@ herd of calves from Nanley's ranch,
and we were taking It easy. ‘Boys,’
says I under my breath, ‘they’ve made
the rifile.”

**No," says they, and then everybody
had to take a pull at the glasses.

““Well, I'm glad,” says Smithy, and
darn my buttons if that old hardshell’s
voice didn't shake. ‘They're two of as
nlce kids as you'd find in many a
weary day,” sayvs he. ‘And I wish "em
all the luck in the world.’

**So do 1,' says I, ‘and I really think

There

the bull pen—Bob

“‘Man! Won't he sizz? says Bob.
And you can’'t blame us old codgers If
we had a laugh at that, although it
was such a powerful serious matter to
the youngsters.

“‘Letl's go out and meet ’em,’ says I.
And away we went. They weren't a
particle surprised. I suppose they
thought the whole universe had stop-
ped to look on. We pump handled
away and laughed, and Loys she
laughed kind of teary, and Kyle he
looked red In the face and proud and
happy and ashamed of himself, and |
we all felt loosened up considerable,
but I told him on the guiet, ‘Take that
fool grin off your face unless you want
Uncle Jones to drop the moment he
sees you.'

“Now, they only had three days left
to get an action on them, as that was
the time set for Loys to go back to
college.

“Next day they held a council be-
hind the big barn, and they called in
Uncle Red—otherwise known as Big
Red Saunders or Chanta Seechee Red,
which means ‘Bad Heart Red’ in Sioux

the best

Youre

fellow alwve,'” says Kyle.
lancuage and doesn’t expiain me by
durn sizht—to get the benefit of his
valuable advice.

“sQkip,! says L. ‘Fly for town and
get married and come back and tell
Jonesy about it. It's a pesky sight
stronger argument to tell him what
you have done thar what you're going
to do.’

“They couldn’t quite agree with that.
They thought it was sneaky.

“Qp it is,” savs I. *The first art of
war is understanding how to make a
grand sneak. If you don’t want to
take my advice you can wait.” That

“ “What will we wait for? says Kyle.

“sExercise—and the kind you won't
take when you get as old and as sen-
sible as me. You're taking long
chances, both of you; but it's just like
playing cards, you might as well put
all your money on the first torn, win
or lose, as to try and play system.
Systems don't work in faro nor love af-
fairs nor any other game of chance.
De gone, Put your marker on the
In other words, take theI
first Dhorse to town and _zet married. l

| he used the sinfulest
| to the tongue of mwan.

, Ten chances to one™Jonesy wnrnavene | g

Ederheimer
-Stein

{ laugh on you before the year is out.

“*1 don't think you are a bit nice to-
day, Red,” says Loys,

“Hle's Jealous,” savs Kyle,

“‘That’'s what I am, young
says I. ‘If 1 had ten years off my
shoulders and a little of the off
my hair I'd give you a ron for your
alley that would leave yon breathless
at the wind up.’

man,’

elow

to do? I asked them.

“They decided that they'd think it
over unfil pext dav, bnt {hat turned
out to lu' too late, for what must IKyvle
do but get chucked from his horse and
have his leg broke near i, You
dor’'t want to take any love affairs
on to the back of a bad horse, now you
mark me! There was no such thing
as downing that boy when he was in
bhis right mind.

“Now, Lere was a hurrah!
dasn’t ery, for fear of uncle,

the

lL.oys, she
and Kyle,
langnnge known
"Twas the first
time I'd ever heard him say anyvthing
much, but he made it clenr that it
wasn't becanse he couldu't,

*“What will we do, Red? What will
we do? sayvs he,
“ANow," sayvs I, ‘don’t bile over like

that, becavse it’s had for your leg.’

“Ie cussed tae leg,

#**Go on and tell me what we can
do,” says he.

““When you ask me that, you've
pulled the right bell,” says [. ‘'l tell
you exactly what we'll do. 1 go for
the doctor. Savvy? Well, T ULring
back the lllini::[r-l' at the same fime.

h+ loses the Jersey cow over
In the canebreak, and unele and Ange-
vine go hunting her, for not even Loys
is ace high In uncle’'s mind alongside
that cow., The rest is easy.’

“‘Red, you're a brick
best fellow allve, says Kyle,
squeezing the hand off me.

“I've tried to conceal it all my life,
but I knew it would be discovered
some day,” says 1. ‘Well, I suppose I'd
better break the mnews fto Loys.
"Twouldn't be any more than polite.

“‘Oh, Lord! I wonder if she'll he
willing? says he,

“*No reason I shouldn't turn an hon-
est dollar on the transaction. I'll bet
you a month's wages she is,” says 1.
He wanted to do it, thinking I was In
earnest, but I laughed at him.

“She was willing all right—even
anxious. There’'s some women, and
men, too, for that matter, who go
through life like a cat through a back
alley, not caring a cuss for either end
or the middle. They would have been
content to wait. Not so Loys. She
wanted her Kyle,- her poor Kyle, and
she wanted him quick. That's the
kind of people for me! Your cautious
folk are all the time falllng down
wells because their eyes are up In the
air, keeping talbs so that they can
dodge shooting stars.

Angevine,

You're the
nearly

“Now, I had a minister friend up in
town, Father Slade by name. No, he
was not a Catholic, I think. They

called him ‘father’ because it fitted
him. His church had a steeple on it,
anyhow, so it was no maverick. Just
what particular kind of religion the
old man had I don’t know, but I should
say he was a homeopath on a guess.
He looked it. 'Twas a comfort to see
him coming down the street, his old
face shining in his white hair like a
shriveled pink apple in a snowdrift,
God blessing everything in sight—good,
bad or indifferent. He had something
pleasant to say to all. We was quite
friends, and every once in awhile we'd
have a chin about things.

“fAre you keeping straight, Red?
he'd ask when we parted.

“Um, I'd =say, ‘I'm afraid you'd no-
tice a bend here and there if you slid
your eyes along the edge.

“aWell, keep as straight as you can;
don’t give up trying, my boy,” he'd
tell me, mighty earnest, and I'd feel
ashamed of myself clear around the
corner.

“I Enew the old man would do me
a favor if it could be done, so I pulied
out easy in my mind.

“First place, I stopped at the doc-
tor’'s, because I felt they might fix
up the marryving business some other
time, but if a leg that's broke in the
upper joint ain't set right you can see
a large dark complected hunk of trou-
ble over the party’s left shoulder for
the rest of his dayvs., The doctor was

“Standard”

Overcoats
for Young

Mark this Distinct
arr this istinction
IT'S the wish and ability of the maker
that marks the difference between Men
stylish clothing made to serve, and

common kinds made to sell.

It's through more effort, experience,
newer methods and better work,
that Ederheimer, Stein (& Co. _
get the results that distinguish
their garments from the ordinary.
There is individuality and style in
this make, a greater measure of con-
sistent value, the sort of workman-
ship that produces perfect fit and the
certainty of correct appearance.

And it s our policy of discrimination,
selection and sale of such clothing
that makes this the real, live Young
Men's store. Come and be fitted.

The “Longworth” is a medium length coat
that is roomy, comfortable, stylish. The

“Standard” is slightly longer, but equally

fashionable and distiuctive. Sizes 30 to
38. Prices $15 to $30.
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The McCook Tribune
One Dollar Per Year

SK your stenographer what it means to change a type-
writer ribbon three times in getting out a day’s work.

The New Tri-Chreme
{  Smiia Premier Typewriler

t_._..pnu.o

d makes ribbon changes unnecessary; gives you, with onc
i ribbon and one machine, the three essential kinds of busi-
d ness typewriting —black rccord, purple copying and red.
@ This machine permits not only the use of a three-cilor ribbon, but alko of & tio-uwiur o sngle-color
v Tribbon. No ext:a cost fur tirs et

& Smith Premier Typewnter Co., 17th & Farnam Sts., Omaha
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out, so I left word for him what was
wanted and to be ready when I gutr
back and pulled for Father Slade’s. |
The old gentleman had the rheuma-
tism, and he groaned when I come in.
Rhenmatism's no disease for people
who can’t swear.

“‘How are vou, my boy? says he.
‘I'm glad to see yvou. Ilere am I, an old
man, ripped by the leg and much
wanting to ta¥k to somebody.

“T passed the time of day to him,
but felt kind of blue. This didn’t look
like keeping my word with the Kkids.
I really hated to say anything to the
old man, knowing his dispesition; still,
I felt I had to, and I out with my
storv.

(CONTINTED NEXT WEEK)
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| lle Land of Oppoﬂunlly

|l000!o°0 Land NOW OPEN for 5

Settlement. Its wonderful wndevel.
oped resources described in beauti-
'Qllr ih ustrated book of 130 pages SENT §
on application to t
State Board of Immigratien,

Ch ayen ne, Wyoming
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F you will seni us at once a renewal or a zew subscription, we will send to you every

week throughout the year, absolutely without cost, a copy of The Kansas City Weckly

Journal.

great househcld paper is full to overflowing with good things.  Think of it,

This
it is the favored paper in over 206,000 homes, and after it is read is sent to relatives

and friends in all parts of the world!

To get it free, a whole year through, you have but to send your re 1ewal or new subs

tion to THE TRIBUNE. Enclose remittance and mail without delay.

Publisher of THE McCook TRIBUNE:
e ee e safor -:nlﬁrripti;m to THE McCooxk TRIBUNE and

Enclosed you will find.. ..
v Journal.

one year's subscription to The Kansas City Weekly -
Name.....

Town....

Street. .
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