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had never brightened sinful Pinal. His
mind was full of sanguinary thoughts
directed against the enemies of the Cat-
tlemen's Association and the Federal
government and his choler went out
against Money-getter also, although he
as yet had only robbed a mining com-
pany. However, you can never tell
what one of these holdups will do next
and, on one pretext or another, Martin
lingered gloomily about the town,
neither talking nor drinking. But when
the Aricona Examiner came out with
its florid account of the “Outlaw Bard
of Silver King,” he snorted.

“You all just wait till I get after Mr.
Money-getter for something,” he said,
gnashing his teeth under pretext of
chewing tobacco. “I’ll poet him with
a .30-.301"

The natives, however, were too busy
reading the editorial appreciation of
Money-getter's poem, which began:
“Without claiming to be a final author-
ity upon the tuneful outflow of the
Pierian spring,” and ended: “The un-
timely death of this frontier troubadour
at the hands of the peace officers would
certainly inflict an irreparable loss upon
Arizona letters.”

EANWHILE, high up in the

mountains back of Silver King,
Jud McWillie, author of “Don’t crowd
me, boys,” and “Take back your bar,”
was sitting in the silence of the desolate
peaks, watching the Mammoth Trail.
For three days he had ridden over the
roughest country he could find, without
knowing whether he was leading a des-
perate chase or simply wearing out his
horses’ feet. The sense of something
impending in the outer world weighed
upon him heavily, as he waited, and he
wondered dimly whether the Examiner
had published his poems. He would
like to have fixed that last one over a
little—just touch it up, you know—but
it was not so bad, either, And this was
the day when the papers were due.

It might be that the Mexican kid that
carried the Mammoth mail would have
an Examiner in his pocket, and he could
get to look at it. So, in mingled hope
and fear, Bud McWillie waited for the
mail to come by; and, as the Mexican
with his pot-bellied horse and flapping
pouches came toiling up the trail, Bud’s
heart began to pound against his ribs.
Then, without any fixed intentions, he
fumbled for his handkerchief and tied
it across his nose, just below the eyes,
pulling his hat down low—and when the
mail carrier came opposite, he rose up
and covered him with money-getter
number .45,

“Hands up!"” he said, in a matter-of-
fact way.

But the Mexican boy, far from be-
ing reassured, yelped with fright, while
his horse shied over to the ragged cdge
of the trail.

“Have you got an Examiner about
you?” demanded McWillie,

But the simple-minded paisano did
not understand.  Money-getter had
scared all the English out of him.

“No intiendo,” he murmured.

“Tiencs uste un Arizona Examiner?”
roared McWillie.

“No intiendo,” Juan muttered blank-
ly, and Money-getter’s impatience over-
came him.

“Oh, hell!” he grumbled. “You don't
savvy nothin’!” He strode down the
hill and felt of the Mexican’s pockets,
but there was no paper in them. “What
ye got in them?” he demanded, feeling
of the mail pouches.

“U. S. mail!” answered the boy, with
the dignity of a government official.

“Well, don't try to put on any dog
over me,” blustered McWillie, “and
why they picked yox out to carry the
mail is sure a problem. Now, Mr.
Greaser, I'll trouble you to open one of
them bags and give me an Arizona Ex-
aminer. ‘That ain’t asking much, but
I'll have to shoot you full of holes if
you don’t do it!”
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McTAVISH THE SPENDER

rible example,” he =ays, ‘but I ain't a
sucker.’

“‘IYive cents for straight drinks,
Steve,’ says Dan, ‘but ten for mixed. I
ain’t got to the point where I can huild
libraries.’

“*You ain’t got to the point where
you could read 'em if you did,” says
Steve, and he threw down his five
cents, and Dan let it go at that, but
closed ecarlier than common.

COTTY got the habit of droppin’

into The Fisherman’s Rest nights.
to have a talk and a little drink. He
never treated, and the most of his talk
was about how hard it was to make
both ends meet, which was bosh, him
doing steady work and living cheaper
than most white men care to. But, any-
way, he kept complainin’ of the cost
of living, mostly to Steve Curry, who
listened to all he had to say and agreed
with him that all the necessaries of life
was too high, espécially liquor and to-
baccer, but told him they was so to
stay and apt to get dearer. He yarned
with him about the people in the place.
and so it happened that one night
Scotty asked him about the Widder
Doran, he havin’ seeun her sitting on her
piazzer doin’ fancy work as he came by.

“*Oh, her!” says Steve. ‘She’s wid-
der to old Bill Doran that died fwo
years ago. Bill was nigh sixty and she
twenty when they married, and after
ten years or so he died and left her his
money. They say she wouldn't mind
tryin’ her luck again. One thing, if she
did, the chap wouldn’t need to work,
- for old Bill was well fixed.'

“*She’s no” a bad-lookin’
says Scotty.

“‘A little too beamy for my uotion,’
says Steve, ‘but some people like full
lines. She'’s considerable of a church
worker and mighty charitable. forever
giving to the poor.”

““I'm no' a belicver in indiscreemi-
nate charities,” says Scotty.

woman,’
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" *No more am 1,” says Steve, ‘but if
she had a husband he’d have the say
about that. Would you like to be in-
troduced ¥’

*‘Weel,” says Scotty, ‘I canna see
ony objection.” So one night Steve
took him up to Mrs. Doran’s and gave
him a knockdown to her.

“‘Mr. McTavish has been a-viewin’
you afar off, like Moses did, and 1
promised to lead him into Egypt,” says
Steve, thinkin’ to show how well he
knew his Scripture, but having a poor
memory for what he learned twenty-
five years back. ‘He’s as what you
might call a kindred spirit, bein’ inter-
ested in all sorts of charities in the part
of Scotland where he comes from, and
you'll have a lot to talk about with
him.’

“Mrs. Doran said she was very glad
to meet him, and she began to ask all
sorts of questions about the work of
charitable societies in Scotland. It
kept McTavish busy thinking up an-
swers for her. Finally he had to say
that bein’ at sea so much he had got
out of touch with the work, much
against his will.

* ‘What particular form of the work
were you most iffterested in, Mr. Mc-
Tavish?' says she.

“This reg’larly stopped Scotty and
he couldn’t think what to say.

“‘I believe it was temp’rance work,’
says Steve. ‘He’s very strong on that;
he believes in putting liquor down,” he
says.

“*I have heard that the rum traffic
has a great hold on Scotland,” says
Mvrs. Doran.

“‘There’s little call for rum there,
unless in the coast towns, and then not
by Scots,” says Scotty.

*‘You surprise me,” says she. ‘I un-
derstood there was a great deal of
liquor drunk in Scotland.’

*““There may be," says he, ‘but not
rum. Good whusky is a different mat-
ter.




































































































































He Bluffed Them All!

Big Jim, who had gone away from home with a reputation as a
dare-devil gun fighter, couldn't afford to go back with that reputation
tarnished. But something had happened to Jim in the meantime
that had ruined his skill.

What that something was, and how Jim won out in spite of his
handicap, is told in fascinating manner in :

WOODEN GUNS

By George Owen Baxter

Here is a Western story with the hoofbeats of galloping horses
in it and the snarl of revolver shots punctuating its pages. It’s as
different from the usual Western story as a real cowman is different
from the movie imitation. It is big and clean and vital—your kind
of a story written to your taste.

“Wooden Guns” is published by Chelsea House, one of the oldest
and best-established firms in America specializing in clean fiction
written by masters of their craf* Ask your dealer for “Wooden
Guns” to-day, and at the same time ask him to show you the other
Chelsea House publications that should be in your library.
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