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ST HEARING A1p

No separate battery pack
No dangling battery wires

Yes—now you can wear a hearing aid with complete
comfort and ease. The tiny new Beltone Mono-Pac is
about % size and weight of old style hearing aids—
actually little larger than a deck of playing cards, yet
so powerful you hear even whlspera clearly! Get help-
ful facts about this new “miracle” aid in valuable
F REE book about deafness.
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Air Condltioning and , O Structural

BOX 3969-J, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course before which I have marked X:

ForTune-TELLING is 70t One of the attris
butes of I. C. S. We’re much more con-
cerned with helping those who need
specialized training. For, regardless of
what the future may bring, trained men
will continue to hold the important posi-
tions in business and industry. .

That’s why we strongly recommend
that you prepare yourself now for
changes that may threaten your occu-
pational status. In periods of uncertainty,
traiming is your best protection.

I. C.S. can help you acquire much
of the technical knowledge you need.
Courses cover more than 400 commer-
cial and industrial subjects. You study
in your spare time . . . set your own pace
. . . progress just as fast as your abilities
and ambition permit.

Don’t delay your program for self-
advancement. Clip and mail this coupon
TopAY. It will bring you full particu-
lars about the courses in which you are
interested.
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Three months after taking your course

Letter:
my

Montemurro’s
cannot express
feelings to the U. S. School of
Music. Before I took your Course
I didn’t know one note of music.
Then three months later I start-

Read Miss
“Words

ed to play for dances. I have
been invited to many parties
and made people very happy
with my music. They enjoy my
playing so much. I never saw
anything like this Course before.
It has a clear and careful ex-
planation in every lesson. It's
easy and very interesting.
“YT am happy and proud of
this beautiful Course.”
Truly yours,
Miss Rosie Montemurro

says Miss Rosie Montemurro

| STARTED TO PLAY FOR DANGES

“Before 1 took it I didn’t
know a note of music”

of Vancouver, B. C., Canada

You too, can learn your favorite instrument quickly, this money-saving way

THE letter above is typical of the
many we have received from the
more than 850,000 people who have
taken our courses . . . expressing ap-
preciation for the way we have helped
make their musical dreams come true.

Yes, literally thousands of people,
who didn’t know.one note from an-
other before, are now playing their
favorite instruments . . . thanks to
this amazingly simple way to learn
music right at home, in spare time,
for only a few cents a day!

Here's why the famous U, S, School

See how easy

“My country ‘tis of thee,

Look at the diagram. The first note on the music is *
Follow the dotted line to the keyboard and locate "*C’ on
the piano. Find the other notes the same way. Now strike the
notes as indicated and you'll be playing the melody of that
“America.”” Easy as A-B-C, isn't it?

famous patriotic hymn,

it is!

sweet land of liberty””

of Music “Print and Picture” method
of instruction is so successful. . . .
You learn to play by playing . . . and
you have loads of fun doing it. No
long-winded, difficult explanations . . .
no tiresome exercises . . . no trick num-
bers or “Play-by-ear methods.” You
learn to play real tunes by actual notes
from the very beginning.

And it’s all so clear . . . so easy to
understand. First the simple printed
instructions tell you how to do some-
thing. Then a picture shows you how
to do it. Then you do it yourself and
hear how it sounds. You just can’t
go wrongl

FREE PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE

If you want to play, mail the coupon
below asking for our FREE “Print
and Picture’’
Sample and Il-
lustrated Book-
let. Check off
the instrument
you wish to
play. But don’t
wait . . . act
today. U. S.
School of Mu-

NOTICE
Please don’t confuse
our method with any
systems claiming to
teach ‘‘without mu-
si¢” or “by ear.” We
teach you easlly and
quickly to play real
music, any music hy

sic, 29491 ginda-d notes . . .
BrunswickQ not by any trick or
Bldg., New ] number system.

York 10, N. Y,

® u. 5. School of Musle, 2949 Brunswiok Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.
M Y am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument
| ] checkcd below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet. ‘How
N to Learn Musio at Homs,” and Free Print and Picture Sample,
€ piano Saxophone Flute Clarinet o
K Guitar Trumpet, Cornet Piccolo Mandolin
I Hawailan Reed Organ Modern Practical 1
i Gultar Tenor Banjo Elementary Finger 1
g Violin Ukulcle Harmony Control 1
g Plano Accordion Tromhone 1
| Have you ]
g Name. Instrument ?. |
I (Please print) |}
o X Address. 3 (]
| State. |}
1 NOTE: If under 16 years of ags, parent must sign coupon. L]
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birds with fresh forage—feed is taken along
for the birds by the herder—but to keep
them on clean ground. Clean ground plays
a large part in keeping the birds healthy
and free from disease.

They Spook Easy

If you think a turkey herder’s life is a
cinch, guess again. It is quite a specialized
job. Turkeys will spook easily, especially on
moonlight nights, and stampede just like cat-
tle. Rounding up a turkey flock after a
sudden night-time stampede is no easy mat-
ter, a chore to try the patience of a Job—
even with a dog to help.

In addition the herder and his dog must
protect the flock against prowling coyotes
and skunks, in country where the striped
kitty is part of the natural scenery.

Big turkey spreads of the turkey herder
type are operated in Idaho, Washington,
Oregon, Texas and perhaps other Western
sections favorable to that style of feathered
ranching. Some large spreads and many
turkey ranches are, on the other hand, op-
erated under fence, the birds being moved
from pasture to pasture as the season pro-
gresses.

Small Flocks

And of course a great many small farm
flocks of birds are raised annually through-
out the country—from Maine to California,
from Minnesota down to Florida—as part of
diversified farm operations. These birds,
however, are not raised on special “turkey
ranches” as the term is understood in the
West. i

In any event whether or not you eventual-
ly contemplate a full scale turkey spread, it
is wise to start in a relatively small way. And
start with good quality pure bred birds. It
costs no more to feed and raise to market
size a pure bred turkey than it does to raise
a scrub. Yet the difference in the bringing
price between the two is considerable.

Standard Varieties

Among the several standard pure bred
turkey varieties recognized by the American
Poultry Association are the Bronze, White
Holland, Bourbon Red, Narragansett, Black
and Slate.

Recently some turkey breeders have been
specializing in developing succulent, pint-
sized birds—just large enough for a small
family to get away with at one or two sit-
tings, with maybe enough left-over for a

[Turn pagel

Sells 95 Stories and Novelettes

“The introduction you gave me to
your editor friend, resulting in my
present assignment to do a complete
novel for him monthly, is doubly ap-
preciated, especially since I finished
my N.LLA. training some time ago
and, consequently, have no call on
your service. Here is concrete evi-
dence that interest in your students
continoes indefinitely. Po date now, I
have sold 95 stories and novelettes to
20 national magazines.”—Darrel Jor-
dan, P.O. Box 279, Friendship, N. Y.

What makes
WRITING ability GROW?

For a number of vears, the Newspaper Institute of Amer-
ira has been giving free Writing Aptitude Tests-to men and
women with literary ambitions.

Sometimes it seems half the people in America who are
fired with the desire to write have taken advantage of this
offer to measure their ability.

W hat the tests show

Up to date, no one who could be called a “born writer””
has filled out our Writing Aptitude Test. We have not yet
discovered a single individual miraculously endowed by
nature with all the qualities that go to make up a suc-
cessful author.

One aspirant has interesting ideas—and a dull, uninter-
esting style. Another has great creative imagination but is
woefully weak on structure and technique. A third has a
natural writing knack—yet lacks judgment and knowledge
of human behavior. In each case, success can come only
after the missing links have been forged in.

Here, then, is the principal reason why so many promis-
ing writers fail to go ahead. Their talent is one-sided—
incomplete. It needs rounding out.

Learn to write by writing

WSPAPER Institute training is based on journalism—continu-

ous writing—the gort of training that turns out more successful
writers than any other experience. Many of the authors of today’s
“‘best sellers’” are newspaper-trained men and women.

One advantage of our New York Copy Desk Method is that It starts
you writing and keeps you writing In your own home, on your own
time. Week by week, you receive actual assignments just as if you
were right at work on a great metropolitan dally. A

All your writing is individually corrected and criticlzed by veteran
writers with years of experience "breaking in’’ new authors., They
will point out those faults of style, struc-
tura or viewpoint that keep you from pro-
gressing, At the same 'iims.,u:eg l'lvéld! give
you constructive suggestions for bul 8 up
and developing your natural aptitudes.

n fact, so stimulating is this associa- VETERANS
tion that student-members often begin to ®
sell their work before they finish the course.
We do not mean to insinuate that they sky- "

rocket Into the ‘‘big money” or become his

prominent overnight. Most beginnings are T course

made with earmnings of $25, $50, $100, or

more, for material that takes little time to approved

write — stories, articles on business, hob-

bles, sports, travels, local and club activi-

ties, etc.—things that can easily be turned for

ont in leisure hours, and often on the

impulse of the moment. Veterans’

For those who want to s
Training

know—TFree Writing
Aptitude Test

If you really want to know the truth about your writing
ambitions, send for our interesting Writing Aptitude Test. This
searching test of your native abilities is free — entirely without
obligation, F1ll in and send the coupon. Newsbaper Institute of
Amcrica, One Park Ave., New York 16, N. Y. (Founded 1925)

T E R 8 BB & L& & 0 3 0L 8 & 8 0 & 2 0 & 1 J

Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Ave.,, New York 16, N. Y.

Send me, without cost or obligation, your
Writing Aptitude Test and further information
about writing for profit.

) Check hers if you are eligible under the G.I. Bill of Rights.
(All correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on you.) 94-E-437
R N A L L L L T I T T R )

Copyright 1947, Newspaper Institute of America.



BE PREPARED FOR

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

THIS HOSPITALIZATION PLAN

PROTECTS YOU AND

YOUR FAMILY
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F
Bonefits begin the day you snter a hospital
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Childbirth Expense paid, upts . « « + « « « §75.00

® It’s easy to run into debt when sickness or accident hit.
Under the Family Mutual Plan, you'll be able to pay your
hospital bills. And in case of accident, you'll be reim-
bursed for your doctor nses, for loss of time from
work. You can enter any hospital in the United States.
Your family doctor may attend you. Benefits applying to
children are 50% of those paid adults.

MAIL COUPGN TODAY~—Na Agent Wil Bother You
FAMILY MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE CO., WILMINGIUN u3,

DEL

Fa Mutual Life Insurance Co. 16.22
601 Shipley St., Wilmington 99, Del.

Please send me, without obligation, plets insor on
your Eci | Hospiiali. Plan.

NAME

ADDRESS
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STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS
and LARGER EARNINGS. 38 years expert in-
struction—over 108,000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay-
ments. Send for FREE BOOK.

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept. 80-T, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chi L, N

DA

Plugs into Light
Socket—AC or DC

It’s new! Tt's handy! It's efclent! Use

the Midget Electric Arc Welder for hun-

weldin: on

hmr‘lna higher priced weld
ates on 15 ampere fuse,
cycle A.C. or

1ike automabile fenders, ete. T
the Midget Are anywhere to tha
job. Sturdily built and fully guar-
anteed. Comes complete—ready to
use. Nothnig else to buy. No prés
vions welding experience needed to
swike an arc. In a short time, any«
one mechanically inclined can learnto weldwith this machin@.
You'll find hundreds of money-saving, time-saving uses for
the Midget Arc around your home. garage, or workshop.
Also in garages, factories, repair shops, tin shogs. mechan-
ics, farmers, Inveators, ::c. n?‘erw.'l?"dgetf ).ct{(c g‘yle
Welder now! SEND NO MONEY. e rush one to you,
complete with rods and helmet (equilpped with ARPROVED wddl{\z
wlass). Pay postman only 83.95 plua postage charges. If not satis-
fled, return Midget Arc In 5 davs fmm roceipt and we'll rofun¢ your
money immediately. RUSH YOIU'R ORDFR NOW.
MIDGET ARC WELDER CO,, Strader Ave., Dept. B-233,Cincinnati 26,0hio

turkey pie at the end. This is part of a
definite drive to make turkeys part of the
year around dinner menu, rather than just
a once or twice a year holiday feast. It
should be good for the turkey business as a
whole, and perhaps explains in part the re-
cent expansion of turkey raising as a special
farm enterprise.

Turkeys can be raised successfully with
very simple equipment. The capital outlay
required in starting may therefore be quite
modest. But care in watching the birds, and
cleanliness in raising them are of paramount

importance, if you hope to build up disease-
free turkey flocks.
Cleanliness means clean range, clean

quarters, clean feed and clean water avail-
able at all times. In addition young turkeys
should be protected against dampness, and
damp, cold or stormy weather. They can
stand a considerable amount of dry cold,
however.

Breeding Pens

Until a few years ago breeding flocks were
customarily permitted free range during the
breeding and laying season. The practise was
wasteful, costly in dollars and cents to the
producer, because of the difficulty of finding
the birds’ nests and gathering the eggs daily.
Modern practise is to keep breeding flocks
in good-sized breeding pens, enclosed by a
six-foot high hog-proof fence.

Turkeys are not likely to fly over such a
fence because of the difficulty of resting on
the thin strand of top wire.

Out in New Mexico, “Land of Enchant-
ment,” more than half that State’s sizable
annual turkey output comes from Colfax
county. The turkey ranches center around
Maxwell, thirty miles south of the Colorado
line.

Maxwell’s population is less than five hun-
dred, but it is a colorful, historic old town.
To the north is Raton Pass and towering
peaks of the Sangre de Cristo range. Ruts
made by the cumbersome covered wagons
which once traveled the old Santa Fe trail
are still discernible. You can still view the
ruins of the Clifton House, an oldtime over-
night stop for stagecoaches and patronized
on occasion by “Billy the Kid”—between or,
possibly, on cattle rustling forays.

Glamour and Enterprise

Most of the Colfax county turkeys are
raised on irrigated farm lands of the Max-
well irrigation district. On one big turkey
ranch—just to show how the modern West

’



combines the cld glamour with up-to-the-
minute enterprise—turkey poults arrive at
the spread by plane when they are from six
to twenty-four hours old. Nature has pro-
vided turkey poults with a yolk sac that
keeps the birds alive for the first eight hours.

After that it is up to the rancher to see
that the baby birds get well started on their
way to becoming lush, fat, marketable tur-
keys. First job is to teach the poults to eat.
Each young poult must be given individual
lessons by dipping its tiny bill into water
and watching to see if it swallows. The
process is repeated as a double check. Simi-
larly each little bill must be dipped into
starting mash to give the bird the no-how
of self-nourishment.

Poults from three days to two weeks old
are especially susceptible to several devastat-
ing diseases and must be handled with extra
care to prevent excessive loss.

Alfalfa and Grain

After the turkeys have begun to grow up
they are—on the New Mexico ranch in
question—grazed on alfalfa pasturage, be-
ing moved to new ground each week. Later
the birds are ‘finished off’ by supplementing
the alfalfa diet with grain to add the plump
poundage that puts profits in the turkey
raiser’s pocket.

More or less the same procedure, barring
the ultra-modern plane delivery of the baby
turkeys, is followed out on a close to three-
thousand acre ranch near Deer Lodge, Mon-
tana, where raising is the spread’s principal
enterprise.

The ranch raises some four thousand birds
a year, specializing in quality turkeys for the
Thanksgiving and Christmas holiday trade,
and selling its output mostly to class hotels,
restaurants and high-grade meat markets in
such Montana city centers as Butte, Ana-
conda, and Deer Lodge.

Like the New Mexico birds, these Mon-
tana turkeys are raised on alfalfa and grass
pastures. Then they are fattened on grain
and made ready for marketing early in No-
vember.

The same pattern is generally followed
throughout the Western turkey ranching
states. Turkey ranching involves a lot of
hard work. It is no get-rich-quick proposi-
tion, and the business has its ups and downs
like any other agricultural endeavor. But
raising turkeys in the West, or elsewhere, is
an interesting enterprise. There is money
in it—if you know something about poultry

(Continued on page 109)
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INSPECTOR JIM MOON AND A MYSTERY WRITER,
H.HKYNE, ARGUE OVER THE PLAUSIBILITY OF THE
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“I've done found the per-fume,” Tomb-

stone said. ‘*It's Marion, She’s here,
hog-tied and gagged!”

LIAS ADAM JONE

By W. C. TUTTLE
When Speedy Smith is kidnaped by masked hombres and

Tombstone Jones inherits a ranch to which he has no claim,

the two rollicking range sleuths are in for a bullet jamboree!

CHAPTER I
Road Agents

WO men met in front of the Polar

Saloon in Silver Butte, and one of
them said:

“Jist how hot is it t'"day by yore thee-
mometer, Jim?”

“Well, I'll tell yuh,” sighed the other
man. “It only goes up to a hundred and
thirty above zero. I wondered how much
she’d stand without blowin’ up, so I lit
a match and held it under the bulb. Do
yuh know what happened?”

“Blew up?”

“Nope—dropped ten de-grees.”

A Complete Tombstone and Speedy Novel
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The Apaches circled the
ranch bulldings, yelping
and firing

A SWIFT-MOVING COMPLETE ACTION NOVELET
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Casey fired
three deadly
45 slugs

THE INDIAN RING

By JOSEPH CHADWICK

His ranch the target of Apache raiders, Jim Casey puts up
a rousing battle—and challenges the evil power of the El
Garito gun runners who supply arms to hostile tribesmen!

CHAPTER 1

Apache Raid

TH his range reaching to the

edge of the Barrens, outlaw and

Apache country, Jim Casey had

no protection from the Law and little
from the Army. When the need arose,
he and his three hired hands, as tough a
quartet as could be found in the Terri-
tory, took it on themselves to defend the
stretch of rock and cactus, bunchgrass
and catclaw Casey used for a range. Rus-
tlers tested his defenses once or twice,
to their sorrow, then hunted softer nuts
to crack, The Apaches, however, were
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a hardier breed. Every band that jumped
the reservation paid Casey a visit.

Perhaps Casey’s spread just happened
to be handy, being so close to the wild
Barrens. Or it may have been that the
’Paches had a taste for his beef and a
liking for his broncs. Whatever the
reason, they came often. At Casey’s,
powder and lead were big items when
expenses were tallied.

Other ranchers claimed Casey was a
fool for having settled in such a loca-
tion, and he was a stubborn man. If he’d
been taken by a notion to run cattle on
the off-side of Hell, he’d probably have
done it. But his Irish good humor, in-
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troopers, vou’ll get yours.”

Casey needed to say no more. He
could see the desperation in Big Weber,
and knew that before they reached the
military post panic would have hold of
the man.

“Let’s go, you fat son,” Casey said.
“We’ve nearly sixty miles ahead of us.
And no tricks on the way, for I'd just as
soon shoot you as not. You and every
other blackleg that’s a member of the
Ring. Get going, Weber. Get going!”

They kept going all through the blaz-
ing hot afternoon, and at sundown had
reached the water-hole at Black Rock,
on the eastern edge of the Barrens.
Casey called a halt there, to rest the
horses. He ordered Big Weber to gather
some brush and build a fire, then had him
cook a meal. Casey ate with relish, for
he was pleased with the way things were
going. Weber, however, merely drank
some coffee and passed up the grub. He
was a man without an appetite. The
horses watered, grained, rested, Casey
rose at full dark,

“Thirty miles to go,” he said. “Let’s
get at ’em.”

They headed on through the darkness,
Casey riding alongside the wagon and
keeping a wary eye on his prisoner. He
felt that Big Weber wouldn’t pull any-
thing, but he wanted to be sure. He was
deep in a death game, against odds that
would mount, and one slip—one un-
guarded moment—might be fatal. Big
Weber had less to fear than Jim Casey,
for the worst he faced was prison. Casey
began to suspect that he really was a fool.
A wise man wouldn’t buck a thing like
the Indian Ring.

BUT he wasn’t backing down. He
brought Big Weber to Camp Sand
an hour after reveille, when the new sun
was beginning to lay its scorching heat
across the parade ground. Casey and his
prisoner, and his wagonload of evidence,
were passed from sentry to sergeant to
Officer of the Day. Young Lieutenant
Nichols nodded stiffly, listening to Cas-
ey’s explanation.

“We’'ll place the matter before Major
Hadley,” he said.

In headquarters building, Major Had-
ley’s steely eyes gleamed with a sort of
wicked pleasure. He was a bulky man
with iron-gray hair, a veteran Indian
fighter. Even though he was Sand’s
commanding officer, he was hamstrung

by rules and regulations. The Indian
Bureau kept him from policing the
Apache reservation, and territorial poli-
ticians interfered with his attempts to
enforce the law upon renegade civilians.
But Big Weber’s apprehension by Jim
Casey, a reputable rancher, was for Had-
ley a stroke of Iuck.

“So you caught him running guns and
whisky to the Apaches?”

“That’s it,” Casey said. “He’s been do-
ing it for months. I got onto him be-
cause he always headed into the Barrens
by crossing my range.”

“You’re willing to go into court and
testify against him?”

“I’ve taken a hand in this, Major.
play it through.”

“You know the risks you're taking?”

“I know, and they don’t scare me any,”
Casey said. “If the Apaches are kept
armed and stirred up, they’ll get me
sooner or later. I may as well take my
chances against Weber and his com-
padres. 1 brought him here in the hope
that you ‘Army people could make him
talk. Weber admits he’s only the go-
between. He was hauling those guns for
somebody else.”

Hadley scowled at Big Weber.

“I'm placing you in the guardhouse,
while I send to Tucson for the United
States marshal,” he said. “You’re headed
for Yuma prison, sure, but by turning
Government evidence you can lighten
your sentence. You ready to talk,
Weber?”

“If I talk, I'm a dead man,” Weber said
thigkly. “I wouldn’t be safe even in
prison. I've got my rights. I want to
send to El Garito for Judge Ben
Hanlon.”

“Hanlon’s no judge.”

“He’s a lawyer. I've a right to counsel.”

“You're pretty shrewd, my friend,”
Hadley said. He looked at Jim Casey.
“How did you figure we could make him
talk?”

“I figured he’d break down,” Casey re-
plied. “But he’s got his nerve back. Tell
you what, Major—you let me take him
outside the post. You can send some men
after him, telling them he’s an escaped
prisoner. Nobody can blame soldiers for
shooting an escaped gun-runner.”

It was a bluff on Casey’s part, but it
worked.

“You can’t do that!”
jumpily. “It’d be murder!”

Casey grabbed him by the arm. “Let’s
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go, Weber,” he said.

The fat man broke, yelling, “Wait! I'll
talk!” His breathing was labored, and
he trembled. “Frank Averill furnished
me with the guns and whisky out of his
store in El Garito. I swear it!”

“He’s a big man in the Ring?” Casey
demanded.

“One of the biggest,” Weber said, still
talking under the pressure of his fear.
“He owns El Garito, body and soul. That
Indian agent, Brant, was in cahoots with
him, and Judge Hanlon figures out a lot
of the deals the Ring pulls. Then there’s
Cly Bateman, the contractor.”

“Bateman’s the man who built the
schoolhouse at the San Marco Agency,”
Casey said. “There’s been talk that it
cost six thousand to build, but the In-
dian Bureau paid out thirty thousand
for it.”

“That’s right,” Weber muttered. “The
Ring made twenty-four thousand dollars
on the deal. Judd Brant got a cut out of
it. So did Judge Hanlon and Frank
Averill. But Bateman got the biggest
share.” ’

“Well, that’'s a start,” Casey said.
“Lock him up, Hadley.”

The officer nodded to Lieutenant
Nichols, and Big Weber was led away to
the guardhouse. Major Hadley rose and
offered Jim Casey his hand.

“The Army is grateful, sir,” he said.
“Too often, civilians are hostile to the
Service, and that’s what makes things
difficult.”

“What'’s the next step?” Casey asked.

“I'll send a rider to the United States
marshal,” Hadley told him. “The Army
can’t prosecute a civilian. It’ll be up to
the marshal to make use of Weber’s testi-
mony.” He paused, frowning. “There’s
one trouble. Weber is liable to clam up,
once he'’s turned over to the law. He
may deny he talked at all.”

“l was thinking that,” Casey said.
“But if we had some more evidence we
could smash the Ring.”

“I’ve not been overlooking the Ring,”
Hadley said. “In fact, I've used some of
my command—both officers and enlisted
men—in an attempt to gather evidence.
So far, it’s failed.”

“Then it’s up to me, sir.”

“You, Casey? One man against the
Ring?”

“I’d like to see it through.”

“You’ll be taking big risks,” Hadley
said. “But you'd be doing the whole
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Territory a great service.” He smiled
thinly. “I’ll not try to change your mind.
If you get into trouble, and can send
word to me, I'll rush the whole garrison
to give you a hand.”

Casey grinned. “Thanks. Maybe to-
gether we can smash the Ring and wipe
out El Garito—at the same time.”

CHAPTER III
Cashiered Lieutenant

'IM CASEY left head-
quarters, cut across
the parade ground to
the sutler’s store to
buy some smoking to-
bacco. When he came
from the store, he
paused to roll a
smoke. The garrison
was gathering on the
parade ground. The
sutler came out.
“This is something
to see, pardner,” he

said.

“What’s up?”

“They’re going to drum a soldier out
of the regiment,” the sutler said, and
spat. “An officer. He got into some kind
of trouble over at El Garito last week.
Took part in a drunken brawl, the way
I heard it. Shamed the Army. Now he's
to be disgraced. Loco, the Army.”

Casey had no desire to see any man
disgraced for some mistake made under
the influence of drink. Yet he remained.
He stayed and watched without knowing
why he did so.

He saw the entire garrison assemble
as on dress parade. Several women
watched from the ’dobes that made up
Officers’ Row. A couple more civilians
gathered at the sutler’s store, and half a
dozen tame Indians gazed upon the scene
with faces blank and eyes puzzled. The
colors hung lifelessly from its high pole.
The sun blazed down. The prisoner, in
full uniform, was brought from the
guardhouse, Casey saw he was a lieu-
tenant, a blond young man. He was
flanked by two sergeants. The three
halted at attention before the ranks.

Casey frowned, and rolled another
smoke.

An officer read aloud and monoto-
nously from a paper. When he was fin-
ished, he stepped forward and relieved
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John heard clumping footfalls as
Clute Johnson went outside with the
banker. Johnson had called Hartwell
“Hart,” and on the surface of things,
that seemed rather strange. Hartwell
seemed a dignified sort, yet Johnson
acted mighty familiar with him.

And then it came to him. Hartwell
and Johnson had worked this thing to-
gether. The banker had been the Judas
sheep leading John to the slaughter!

And a slaughter it would be, he knew
with a sharp thrust of panic, to judge by
the tone of Johnson’s voice and by the
woolfish sneers of these two hardcase
hombres who were riding herd on him.

John did a foolish, emotional thing
then. He snapped out at the gun Logan
was pointing at him, knocked it aside,
and attempted to knee the taller man in
the stomach. To that end, he succeeded,
but Logan, raging, wrapped bearlike
arms around him and pinned him se-
curely.

“Crazy little fool!” the gunman
snorted. “Doggone it, Burks, do some-
thin’! He’s worse’n an armful of squir-
rels. Nail him!”

John heard the other men crossing the
room in three lumbering strides. Some-
thing heavy and hard smashed down on
his head. Pinwheels of light danced
weirdly before his blinded eyes, then he
sagged down limply in Logan’s big arms,
his chin sagging. ...

“The devil!” Johnson swore. “I might
of known yuh’d make a mess of things!
I told yuh to get him out here without
lettin’ anyone see you two together.”

“I couldn’t help it,” said the banker.
“It was just that one farmer that saw us.
Bill Jannsen. What’d yuh expect me to
do—drive off the road and show Mec-
Dougall what the game was? He’s no
fool, Clute.”

“He’s no nothin’,” snapped Johnson
shortly. “Not when the boys get
through with him.”

“Clute, yuh're not goin’ to kill him?
Yuh said—"

“What I said when I needed yuh,
Hart, and what I say now, ain’t the same
things, exactly. Sure, I'm goin’ to kill
him.”

“No, Clute!
was sweating.
1

Clute Johnson stared disgustedly at
him. “Yuh used to have some sand,
Hart. But yuh’ve gone soft as butter,

Not that!” The banker
“I beg of you, don’t do

runnin’ that bank. Never did trust a soft
man, noways.”

Hartwell gulped. His eyes popped
with sudden fright. “Clute, I wouldn’t
talk. I don’t like it, but if that’s what
yuh’re set on doin’, I sure wouldn’t
squeal on yuh.”

“Let’s see,” mused Johnson softly.
“You was seen leavin’ town with the pil-
grim. Suppose yuh never come back,
now, and they was to go over yore books
at the bank tomorrow and find yuh was
short forty thousand. Why, doggone
me, Hart, if they wouldn’t figure yuh’d
took and absconded!”

“Clute! In the name of heaven, man,
what are yuh thinkin’ of?”

“Then,” smiled Johnson softly, “when
the pilgrim failed to show up, they’d fig-
ure—well, he was with you, last time
anyone seen either of yuh. Mebbe he’d
caught on what yuh was up to, and the
pair of you’d fought, and you’d killed
him. Or mebbe you’d both sloped out
of these parts, and shared that bank
money.” Johnson chuckled. “And I'd
buy that place of his for a song when it
went up for auction.”

“It’s no good!” screamed the chalk-
faced banker. “It'd never stick. Th—
there’d be the bodies.”

“That there’s an all-fired deep lake,
Hart. I hear tell a dead man won’t float
worth a shuck if yuh take and tie a good-
sized rock onto him. And them fish
could stand a change in their diet.”

Johnson wore a bantering smile as he
slowly pulled a snub-nosed .38 revolver
from a shoulder holster. The unarmed
banker cringed away from him, his pale
eyes stricken. “Clute! Clute, you...”

THE GUN in Johnson’s hand leaped
like a striking snake. The harsh
sound of its explosion thundered and
volleyed among the jackpines and across
the shimmering surface of the lake
which, rumor said, had no bottom. Jack
Hart, alias James Hartwell, struck the
soft ground like a limp sack of potatoes.

Johnson holstered the gun and limped
back into the cabin. His eyes narrowed,
and he fingered the birthmark on his
cheek when he saw the limp figure of
John McDougall on the floor. “What
happened?”

“The little son tried to jump my gun,
boss. Burks had to gun-whip him.”

Johnson stroked his bony chin for a
moment. “Unwrap that baling wire from












Budge rocked Wyatt with
an uppercut and then sent
him staggering back with

a solid right
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BROAD SHOULDERS

By CLIFF WALTERS

Lazy Budge Hale didn’t cotton to steady work or fighting,
but when trouble came along he was right there to meet it!

OR nearly an hour big Budge
F Hale, sandy-haired, thirty and
mild of manner, had sat on the
counter of the general store in Link-
ville, while “Dad” Henderson, the
plump proprietor laboriously, painfully
checked over invoices for a load of
freight that had arrived yesterday.
Henderson was frowning through his
spectacles and mumbling, “Two and
two’s four ... and five’s nine.”
“That’s right, Dad,” Budge Hale
agreed during the pause.
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“Asg if you’d know, you ignoramus,”
the storekeeper snapped irritably. “You
was probably asleep most of them three
years you went to the Linkville school.
If you're goin’ to set there by the hour,
with your two hundred pounds bendin’
my dry goods counter, at least keep
still.”

Grinning, the sturdy-shouldered loafer
lapsed into silence for another ten min-
utes.

Then lanky, gray-haired Tom Clark,
the town’s only lawyer, entered the store,
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month.”

“Don’t be a jackass, Budge!” Tom
Clark said sharply. “You’re not legally
bound to—"

“Shut up, Clark,” Jake Wyatt snapped.
“I've told young Hale here to keep clear
of my mountain range. Told him that,
if he didn’t, I'd give him a handlin’ he’d
never forget. And I would’ve, too! But
now, since his heart seems to be in the
right place—since he’s makin’ an offer to
pay for the sheep his dad sold—"

“But he didn’t sell them!” Clark inter-
rupted. “Budge, the big lout, is being
scared into this.”

“Get out!” Jake nodded toward the
door—and moved a menacing step to-
ward Clark.

“I will not!” answered the elderly at-
torney, his eyes blazing. “You lay a hand
on me, Wyatt, and you'll regret your
rashness—I promise you that!”

“All right,” said Wyatt, wise enough
to realize that he might be standing on
the brink of costly trouble. “Budge and
me’ll go out where we can talk alone.
Come on, Hale.”

Outside, by the hitching rack, Budge
agreed to leave town, on Jake Wyatt’s
wagon, within the next ten minutes. If
Wyatt would drive past the old cabin
where Budge lived, down on the bank of
Link Creek, Budge would have his bed-
roll ready.

“Be there!” Wyatt said. “You’ve made
a proposition, Hale. And if you know
what’s good for you, you'll live up to it.”

The sheepman headed for the saloon
in front of which his team was tied.
Budge Hale turned and walked back into
the store. He tried to ignore the hostile
gaze of Tom Clark and Dad Henderson.
He laid a quarter on the counter and
asked for five sacks of smoking tobacco.

“I’ll make it ten sacks,” said Dad Hen-
derson coldly. “Since you're goin’ into
exile up on Granite Mesa for a month.
Big Budge Hale—bein’ scared into a
month’s slavery! Good gosh, Budge. I
wonder how your broad back stays up-
right at all—with no spine to support
it!”

UDGE tried to grin. And couldn’t.
Not with the chill tone of Dad
Henderson’s vaice biting at him. Not
with old Tom Clark, grim-lipped, star-
ing at him as if he were something that
crawled.
“Imagine the big, shaggy, friendly

Newfoundland turning sheep dog,” said
Tom Clark with glacial bitterness.

Budge turned quickly and left the
store. His ears were burning with whip-
like words that he would hear over and
over again in a lonely sheepwagon on
Granite Mesa, an altitudinous range,
where sounded the tinkling of bells,
wheré old Smoky Hale had once played
shepherd. Smoky Hale, an improvident
prospector, who had bequeathed to his
sturdy son a ramshackle cabin at the
edge of Linkville, a few samples of ore
piled in the corner of that cabin. And,
perhaps, the virtue of honesty, which
Jake Wyatt so emphatically doubted.

Six long weeks of summer went by be-
fore Budge Hale returned to Linkville.
Six long weeks before he walked, shabby
and unshaven and grimed with dust, into
the Linkville store where Dad Hender-
son was selling Tom Clark some fish
hooks.

Customer and proprietor turned and
stared at the newcomer.

“Look!” Dad Henderson said. “The
slave-by-choice has escaped his bondage.
I thought you were going to work only
a month for Wyatt, Budge. And for
nothing.” |

“It took him a couple extry weeks to
find a new herder—he said,” replied the
husky young man, grinning,

“The longest stretch you ever worked
in your life. And you haven’t got enough
cash to buy a sack of tobacco!” Dad
Henderson gave a snort.

“That’s right,” Budge agreed affably.
“Has anybody—a stranger—been iIn
town lookin’ for me, Dad? A stranger
who must’ve lost his hair about the same
time you did?”

“Nope,” said the storekeeper, tossing
a sack of tobacco on the counter. “But if
there had been anybody lookin’ for you,
I'd figgered he was some official from
the state insane asylum!”

“Come to think of it, there was a
stranger asking about Mr. Hale last eve-
ning over at the hotel,” said Tom Clark.
“A rather heavy-set, well-dressed man
who—There he comes now, crossing the
street.”

Budge went outdoors. He had gotten
only as far as the store hitching rack
when a rider came loping into town, and
up to that rack. It was Jake Wyatt who
swung down from a weary, spur-
marked gray horse to impose his for-
midable bulk between Budge and the ap-
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stampede as “rolling their tails.” Most stam-
pedes occurred at night and then it was
necessary for the “night herders” to “cut in”
the cattle and attempt to swing them back
into a circle.

This was done by setting out “flankers”
who rode the rim of the herd firing their
six-guns, or flapping their ponchos to divert
the attention of the cattle. The fleeing herd
was finally shaped into a crude “U,” and then
the two ends were forced in on each other.
This operation was described as “milling.”
The cattle were the animals who “milled.”

Origin of "Rodeo"

The horse and rider who were mixed up
in this nocturnal activity were said to be
“rounding-in,” and later on “rounding-up,”
from which two expressions came the
“round-up,” and our more familiar Spanish
equivalent, the “rodeo.”

Time passed rapidly as the old cowboy and
his young companion jogged along. Dawn
was coming up in the east behind them, and
on the breezes that blew toward them from
the west they could already hear the lowing
sounds of the cattle, the clatter of the cook’s
tin pans, and the sounds of voices. Finally
they came up over the edge of a swale, and
saw the trail-herd below them.

“What a sight,” remarked the youngster,
impressed by the hundreds of cattle spread
out before him.

The animals were scattered over a broad
stretch of prairie, and at the far limits of
the bed grounds there was the silvery breadth
of a winding river. Several cowboys were
riding along the near bank of the stream.

“Looks as though they watered along the
river last night,” the old-timer declared.
“That’s a job that has to be done right, too,
son.”

“How do you figure that out?” inquired the
greenhorn.

“Well,” explained the “mossy-horn,”
“you’ve got to slow down your herd before
they hit the water so they won’t ‘stampede’
on you. Then you fix it so that the head
of the herd begins drinking downstream.
This way the critters who come along behind
won’t have to drink the water that has been
muddied up by their fellows. As other ani-
mals come to the river’s edge they’re ‘hazed’
upstream, always finding clear water in front
of them.”

Smart Thinking
“That’s pretty smart thinking,” admitted
the “Arbuckle” as he made a note in his
book. “I’d never be able to figure out any-

thing like that.”

By this time they were in camp, and the
cookie pointed to the ever-ready coffee pot.
While they were sipping a cup and resting
their horses, the old-timer said:

“That slowing down the herd is a good
idea any time. Like as not, if the river ain't
too wide, some of them lead cattle would be
forced plumb across to the other side be-
fore the drag came up. Then you’d have a
lively time trying to gather your herd. No
animal likes to swim the same river twice—
much less three times, which he’d have to do
in a spot like that.”

The cowboys on the trail drive greeted the
pair with good humor, then turned to their
serious tasks. The “greener” watched as the
men stowed their bedrolls carefully in the
chuck-wagon, roped out their horses from
the “remuda” and set out on the job of mov-
ing the herd into formation. The lad’s at-
tention was taken by the trail boss and one
of the waddies.

The Trail Count

They were mounted, and sitting their
horses at a point on the trail leading down
to the river ford. As the “trail hands” got
the cattle into motion, they were “pushed”
through between the two men.

“What’s going on there?” the youngster
wanted to know.

“Making a ‘trail count’,” the “mavericker”
explained. “As the cattle are ‘strung out’
for the day’s drive, the trail boss counts them,
and his pardner does the same. As each hun-
dred cows goes by, he ties a knot in a ‘lati-
go’ string or shifts a pebble from one pocket
to the other., When the last cattle have

SEC, 2P WEY, WAIT,
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gone by, the trail boss checks with his amigo,
and if they have an agreement, then they’re
satisfied. If they don’t check, then they’ve
got to go through the whole routine again.”

“That’s interesting,” the “Arbuckle” re-
marked. But by this time another fascinat-
ing branch of trail-herding was in the mak-
ing. This was the job of putting the cattle
across the river. The old-timer noticed the
direction of the youngster’s glance and said:

“Now you’re going to see something,
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herds were paid a pro-rata share of their
wages by all of the ranchers represented in
the herd.

“Are the trail cutters the only ones who
move in on these drives?” the youngster
wanted to know.

“Nowadays that’s about all a trail driver
has to worry about,” explained the old-timer,
“because the drives are shorter, and don’t
have to look for as much trouble as they
did in the old days.”
< He then went on to tell about the “shot-
gun quarantines,” and other handicaps put
up by cattlemen or settlers anxious to pre-
vent cattle from Texas from going up into
Kansas and spreading the dreaded “Texas
fever” or “tick fever” as we more familiarly
know it. Some of the folks could be con-
vinced that the cattle fever wasn’t peculiar
to the folks from Texas, but then they merely
changed the name to “Spanish fever” or
“Southern fever.”

Fox-Fire

The tenderfoot made a note of these terms,
then tried to recall some of the other words
he had heard exchanged between the range
riders on the trail and at the ranch. Finally
he said: “What’s ‘fox-fire’?”

“ ‘Fox-fire’?” repeated the mavericker.
“Why that’s the cowboy’s equivalent of St.
Elmo’s fire or the Fata Morgana. It's the
phosphorescent light that comes up on a
cow’s horns and bobs about his ears during
an electrical storm. It’s enough to scare the
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cattle plumb to death, not to mention what
it did to some of the poor ignorant cowboys
of the old days. Now that we know what
it’s all about, we can laugh about it.”
“Lightning” explained the old-timer, “was
another thing that plumb scared a riding cow-
boy on a trail drive. He figured that it was
not only going to accompany the thunder
that would scare his dogies into a stampede,
but he was sure that lightning was going to
strike him dead. Many a cowboy left his

spurs and six-gun behind him because he
was afraid they’d attract the lightning. Like
as not the same ranny would go right along
with a cartridge belt full of brass-cased car-
tridges, and you know that brass and copper
are even better conductors of electricity than
iron is.”

More for the Lexicon

The youngster chuckled at this.
looked at his notebook and asked:

“What do these words mean? A ‘lay-up’,
a ‘lay-over’, a ‘dry drive’, and ‘Injun ran-
!om.. »

The old-timer puffed pleasantly on his pipe
and gigged his horse with blunted spurs be-
fore he replied:

“Those are good words for your lexicon,
son. And they’re plumb easy to answer. A
‘lay-up’ was the stopping of a drive com-
pletely for some important reason. There
might have been a bankful river, or a drought
or anything else that threatened to destroy
the herd if it continued. A ‘lay-over’ was a
short stop during a drive. Sometimes it was
done to permit the cattle to feed on good
grass. Other times it was done to dip ani-
mals against tick fever, or there might have
been many similar reasons. A ‘dry drive’ was
one where the cattle had to travel from one
end to the other without water. Naturally
it was hard on the stock, and wasn’t done
very often unless absolutely necessary. Prob-
ably the most famous dry drive in cattle
history was Charley Goodnight’s drive out
into New Mexico.”

“And the ‘Injun ransom’?” the lad re-
minded him.

“Well,” explained the mavericker, “often
during the drives across the old Indian Ter-
ritory, a chief and a couple of braves would
hold up a trail drive. The wise trail boss
would turn over several head of cattle for the
Indians. They never took more than they
could use, because Indians weren’t wasters.
That was your ‘Injun ransom.”

By this time they were back in sight of
the ranch-house. The pilgrim was “saddle-
weary” but convinced that the journey had
been well worth while.

The mavericker promised to fill out any
other items regarding trail-herding in an eve-
ning chat, before steering the pilgrim into
another field of Western language. I hope
you’ll join them when they take up this sub-
ject next issue!

Then he
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the oven to warm, then set out a fork
and a sharp knife, and bread and catsup
on the chow table just as Jed Bonnette
stamped in.

“What’s keepin’ yuh?” Jed growled.
“Where’s them mushrooms and steaks?”

“Comin’ right up, boss,” Stew assured
him. “Soon as I dish 'em up.”

As Stew slid the steaks onto the hot
platter and edged them around with crisp
brown mushroom slices, the aroma which
drifted up to his nostrils made his mouth
water. When he carried the platter in and
set it before Jed, the boss could remain
glum for only a moment. As the irresis-
tible food smell came to him, his face
broke into its habitual broad smile.

Stew stayed near just long enough to see
Jed reach for knife and fork and catsup
bottle all at the same time, and then,
knowing when silence is most golden, he
hurried out to the almost bare storeroom
to see what he could find for the crew’s
supper.

After some rummaging around he found
a part of a sack of potatoes, and that was
all. Well, he would send Limpy up after
more steaks. With bread and fried po-
tatoes, that would have to do. He forgot
Limpy’s gloomy talk and the worry it had
caused him.

But as he started up onto the porch on
the way back to the kitchen, Stew stopped
abruptly. There, not ten feet from his
empty dish lay Bluey, stretched out mo-
tionless and still. Stew looked at the emp-
ty dish again, then back at Bluey. He
dropped the potato sack as if his hands
were suddenly frozen.

He could hear the sound of knife and
fork against the platter as Jed, sitting at
one end of the long table inside, ate his
steak and mushrooms with gusto. Sud-
denly a bewildered and hunted look came
into Stew Tyler’s eyes. Walking as quiet-
ly as he could he hurried into the kitchen,
tearing off his apron on the way.

Grabbing paper and pencil from the
shelf behind the stove he scrawled a hasty
note and stuck it to the fly paper on the
door as he went out. The note read:

Limpy Burke is a liar and I didn’t poison the
boss on purpose. If Jed lives long enough please
tell him I am sorry about Bluey. I had nothin
agin the cat or the boss either and this was jist
a accident the same as the wagon and the grub
burnin up. So long, Stew Tyler.

Stew grabbed his hat from the peg by
the door. After a cautious glance over the

yard, to be sure no one was around, he
raced to the corral where the fat mare
still stood, saddled and bridled. Stew
mounted and rode out of the corral, but
he didn’t go through the yard past the
cook shack.

He circled the corral and back of the
barn, heading for the nearest willows on
the creek.

He put the willow-bordered creek be-
tween him and the Curly @ ranchhouse
and headed up the canyon which ran south
of McWade’s place. When Hank Bodie
and the crew, with maybe the sheriff
along, started out after him they wouldn’t
figure him going this way. It was known
on the Curly Q that once in town, Cal Mc-
Wade had given Stew a pretty bad scare
and Hank would guess that the cook would
be afraid to ride so close to McWade’s,
even when he was running away.

As he pushed the lazy mare up the
canyon, all of Stew’s misery was back
upon him, and more. First the wagon and
the grub had burned up, now Bluey was
dead and the boss would die too, if he
wasn’t dead already. Again Stew was
hearing Limpy Burke saying in that posi-
tive tone: “Yuh could be mistook—on
purpose or otherwise.”

Stew suddenly found himself hating
Limpy Burke. The boys would be com-
ing in for supper now and they would
find Bluey, and they would find the boss,
dead, maybe sitting right at the table with
some of the mushrooms left on the platter
to tell the tale. And if any more telling
was needed, Limpy would take care of
that. It would be a plain case of a man
being fired for carelessness and drunken-
ness, and then for revenge poisoning the
man who had fired him.

Stew kicked harder at the fat side of
the mare. No, he doubted that Hank
Bodie would wait to pick up the sheriff.
In spite of his infrequent surges of temper
when the indigestion was upon him, Jed
Bonnette was the best boss a man ever
saw. He was very much liked, yes, even
loved and respected by every man on the
Curly Q, and Hank Bodie and the crew
would make short work of the skunk who
had poisoned their boss.

Stew shivered and tried to prod the
mare into more speed. He knew how an
outlaw felt now. This was what it was like
to be a killer, hunted, friendless, and al-
ways on the run.
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Nelther Cooney nor Paddy saw the two heads
cautiously watching the fight from the win-

MEN OF THEIR WORD

By WILLIAM O'SULLIVAN

The agreement between Paddy Carney and Cooney Banks
takes care of all fightin’, cheatin’ an’ spreein” at poker tables!

for two hours when “Paddy” Car-

ney, his partner, rolled out of the
bunk and stumbled on bowed legs to the
glowing stove, his blankets clutched to
his squat, powerful frame.

“Whut yuh been doin’, darn yuh?”
Paddy Carney growled, turning his back
so that the wood fire would have a gen-
erous target for its warmth. “These here

COONEY BANKS HAD been up
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floors is colder’n a banker’s heart at mid-
night in a blizzard. Don’t ‘The Agree-
ment’ operate both ways?”

Cooney sighed and turned the frying
bacon with a fork. He saw that the coffee
water was boiling, so he dumped in an
unmeasured quantity of grounds and
started stirring.

“The Agreement holds,” he murmured.
“I'm a man of my word.”
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“And so am 1,” Paddy snapped, his
small blue eyes focused on his partner of
three months. “When I wuz on the short
end, I had everythin’ nice an’ warm.
Now, didn’t I?”

“September in the High Sierras ain’t
November in the High Sierras,” Cooney
said mildly, his black spade beard un-
dulating like a gentle ocean swell as he
chewed his tobacco. “Also, whilst you
was workin’ the claim, I wuz dropping
trees an’ cuttin’ heart timbers to shore
the diggin’s up proper. Also, I laid in the
firewood. I started openin’ the new
pocket, an’ I terraced a path down to the
crick so’s to make it easier to tote water
come this bad weather. Man, nobody
around Silverton has it nice as us.”

Paddy glared and walked to the single
window that the shack boasted. Paddy
always managed to introduce the sub-
ject of the window, a small four-paneled
affair, whenever Cooney started to de-
tail his share of the partnership work.
It was upon this window that the part-
nership had been founded.

ONTHS before Paddy Carney ar-
rived in Silverton, Cooney Banks
had staked out a claim across the valley
from fabulous Virginia City. Cooney
was working it when along came Paddy
with his sturdy legs, his sparkling Irish
wit, and his will to work. And also that
window frame. .

The gang in the Last Chance Saloon
had roared their mirth at the sight of
Paddy—blocky, red-haired, mustached.
He was dressed in faded levis, fish-oiled
boots, and a hooded windbreaker, with a
red bandanna for a head piece.

He carried the framed glass in one
hand and his bedding roll in the other.
He let it be known that he was looking
for a partner to work a claim.

Cooney Banks, friendly amusement
touching his dark eyes, had bought the
vagrant Paddy a drink, then sized him
up, asking about the window.

“All T gotta do,” the weary traveler
confided, “is build me a shack around this
here window, and I'm set. Of course, I
gotta get me a claim, too. It’s also nice
to have a burro an’ maybe some vittles
laid in for, the bad season. Then, too, it’s
fittin’ to have some animals to haul the
ore to the mill. But I’m just about fixed
with this here window as a starter.”

Cooney had what the window should
go into. That was a shack. Cooney also

EXCITING WESTERN

had a claim, a burro, some vittles laid in,
and a way to get his ore to -the mill. He
had thoughtfully hacked out a road, with
his ax biting through the firs. He had
laboriously relled rock down the slope to
the rude trail and fashioned it so that
a teamster could get through to the ore
by riding his wheels on the stepping-
stones of rock.

Cooney had had a need for a partner
and a hunkering for company. He saw
how it was with the not-so-young Paddy
Carney, and he figured he could brighten
up his shack with that window, So they
struck The Agreement. It was put down
on paper and entered into solemnly, with
little talk. There were long spaces of
silence that stretched the words out.

The Agreement was Cooney’s idea, but
to give Paddy the right of it, he hadn’t
cottoned to it at first.

“Now, pardner,” the burly little Paddy
had protested, his blue eyes troubled, “I
never wuz a double-yoke man meself. I
allus travel light, fast, an’ unhindered.
Mebbe we’d best take it easy an’ work
this thing out.”

“No,” Cooney had overruled him, “this
here workin’ idee—The Agreement, I
calls it—should make us satisfied, no
matter what. There’ll allus be a boss.
There’ll allus be work done, an’ there’ll
allus be turn about, makin’ fer fair play.
Another good thing, pardners can tie
theirselves up, each arguin’ with the
other. This way, no arguments. But mind,
it’s strictly between you 'n me. It don’t
let everybody into yore affairs.”

For a time Paddy Carney was a bless-
ing to the lonely Cooney Banks., In a
poker game the burly Paddy won a
guitar and a tambourine from an itiner-
ant medicine-show man. Cooney had
been astonished and delighted when
Paddy played the stringed instrument
with skillful, if blunt and calloused,
fingers. Paddy raised his voice in a tenor
that would have been lyrical if the in-
roads of rot-gut whisky hadn’t blurred it
some.

Paddy’s wit and his amusing conver-
sations with “The King,” as he chris-
tened their patient and plodding burro,
had Cooney in roars of laughter. But
black moods would descend on the
dwarfed giant of an Irishman, moods
that were spaced at first, and then closer
and closer together.

Cooney thought he knew what it was,

“The man has led a peculiar life,” he





















TRAIL BLAZERS
(Continued from page 9)

care, and have a way with the big, bronze
gobblers.
That’s all for now. Be seein’ yuh again
in the next excitin’ issue.
—CAPTAIN RANGER

OUR NEXT ISSUE

HEY are busy again—getting in trouble

up to their necks as usual. Tombstone
Jones and Speedy Smith, of course! They’re
in BANDIT BUSTERS OF WAR DANCE,
the rib-tickling novel by W. C. Tuttle which
is featured in the next issue of EXCITING
WESTERN.

Tombstone had lost Speedy and was look-
ing for him in the tough border town called
Agua Verde, He had searched practically
everywhere.

“You look een the calabozo?” a Mexican
bartender asked.

It dawned on Tombstone that the jail was
the one place he hadn’t looked. So he went
there. The Agua Verde jail was a small
adobe, box-like and with a heavy oak door.
There was only one window in the front,
a small, square aperture, heavily barred.

No lights were visible. The one huge pad- |
lock was unlocked. Carefully Tombstone |
tested the door, but found it locked from the
inside. Somebody was inside the jail, keep-
ing out of the rain.

Tombstone knocked quietly with the butt
of his gun, flattening himself against the
wall beside the door. No doubt the builder
.had been loaded with tequila, because the
door opened outward.

He heard the bar being removed from in-
side and a man swung the door open, step-
ping half outside as he did so. Tombstone
Jones was a man of action—not words. He
hit the man on the chin with his left fist,
knocking him back into the jail. Then Tomb-
stone removed the outside padlock, threw it
into the room and came in.

The jailer was sleeping peacefully, com-
pletely out from Tombstone’s blow. On a
rough table was an old oil lamp dimly light-
ing the interior. There was one cell and two
prisoners, one of whom was Speedy Smith.
He peered through the bars at Tombstone.
The other man was big, fat and disheveled.

“What kept yuh so long?” asked Speedy.

“I made the mistake of lookin’ for you in
other places,” replied Tombstone.
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‘4 As o special inducement to join the

DOLLAR BOOK CLUB now . . . take this
amazing 2-in-1 bargain . . . this DOUBLE
package of best-sellers . . . . . ...

bur@Ort for I

as your first books from | 4 7 FL
THE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB! o '

THINK of getting
two of the best-
selling novels rtoday
(you know what they
cost in the publishers’
editions at retail) for
only $1—not one, but
BO for $1! ““This
Side of Innocence' and
“In a Dark Garden''—
what a package of read-
ing enjoyment — and
what a bargain! With
it comes FREE mem-
bership in the Dollar
Book Club — offering
B! the greatest savings in
[%| the book world today!
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THIS SIDE OF INNOCENCE
by Taylor Caldwell

MALIE, the whispered-about
daughter of a drunken ne’er-

IN A DARK GARDEN
by Frank G. Slaughter
HERE is a story that will hold

do-well sold herself into a mar-
riage with wealth and position.
Only one man could threaten the
security of this ravishing minx—
the wastrel half-brother of her
husband. Then these two, the
wanton and the wastrel, found
themselves whirled into a lawless
passion that defied every rule of
honor. The Philadelphia Inquirer
called this best-seller ‘‘a master-
ful piece of story-telling o'
pulsing with life.”

you transfixed as you plunge
with handsome Julian Chisholm
into the War between the States.
Fascinating characters, including
Lucy, intoxicating Southern belle,
who gave her body recklessly but
refused Julian’s offer of honorable
marriage. . . . Brave, lovely Jane,
who would stop at nothing to gain
her ends, yet whose coldly planned
wedding became a thrilling ro-
mance! If you liked “Gone With
the Wind” you'll Jove this great
new novel!

. NO OTHER book club brings you popular current books by

outstanding authors, for only $1.00 each. Every selection is a
handsome, full-sized library edition printed exclusively for mem-
bers. You do not have to accept a book every month; only the
purchase of six books a year is necessary.

Best-sellers by such favorite authors as Mary Roberts Rinehart, Louis
Bromfield, W. Somerset Maugham and Kenneth Roberts have been
received by members at $1.00 each while the public was paying from
$2.50 to $3.00 for the publisher's edition, at retail. 600,000 discrimi-
nating families buy their books this money-saving way!

Start Enjoying Membership at Once

Upon receipt of the attached coupon you will be sent the Double
Book Package consisting of ‘““This Side of Innocence’” and “In a Dark
Garden.” You will be billed a total of $1.00 for both books.

For convenience, members prefer to have shipped and pay for books
every other month. You will receive the descriptive folder called The
Bulletin, sent exclusively to members. It describes the forthcoming two
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of notifying you in advance if I do not wish either of
the following months’ selections and whether or not I
wish to purchase any of the other bargains at tho
Special Club price of $1.00 each. The purchase of books
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“The drinks here are well bred, too!”

For that cooling highball, thoughtful hosts choose
the agreeably light whiskey of good taste, Calvert.
And for a frosty collins — well — Calvert makes the best gin, too!
Whichever you prefer-for your summertime drinks—good-mannered whiskey

or soft-flavored gin— just remember

Clear Heads Choose Calvert

Calvert

BLENDED WHISKEY
and

DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN

Calvert Distillers Corporation, New York City.
Calvert “*Reserve™ : Blended Whiskey, 86.8 Proof, 65% Grain Neutral Spirits.
Calvert Distilled London Dry Gin, 90 Proof, Distilled from 100% Grain Neutral Spirits,



